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HE autumn had come and the fields of 
ripening rice would soon be ready for 
the sickle, For the sickle—or for the 

burning torch. For this time, as in the spring 
and in the autumn of the year before, the war 
had also been fought around the crops. What 
the White troops failed to reap for their own 
food, they burned, They needed the food for 
two reasons: to starve the peasants into their 

old servitude under the landlords, and to feed 
themselves. The peasants would sell them no 
rice, and not one vegetable or one bit of fruit. 
All the food for the White soldiers had to 
be transported from the big White cities such 
as Nanchang. There was not enough of it to 
feed them. And so the order had gone out 

from the White stronghold that the soldiers 
must conquer the villages and feed them- 
selves, 
The Whites held the cities and big towns. 

But down in the villages the Soviets still ex- 
isted and the common people ruled themselves. 
Some savage power had been engendered in 
them. This power the Whites did not under- 
stand, but they understood that until it was 
broken the landlords could never return, 
White tax-collectors could never be carried in 
sedan chairs over the country, pawn-shops 
could never reopen, opium could never be 
sold—that “civilization” could not show itself 
in the villages. The Whites called it “civiliza- 
ation.” But to the peasants the old order 
meant serfdom, slavery ; it meant hunger, rags, 
the whip, anguish of body and mind. 

Still the order went out from Nanchang: 
“Conquer the villages; build blockhouses to 
hold them; feed yourselves.” 

It was the autumn of 1934 and the Red 
armies fought on all fronts in Kiangsi. The 

odds were heavy against them—the whole im- 
perialist world against them. Yet they fought 
on. Up in the northeast of Kiangsi the Whites 
had occupied the town of Kweiki. They looked 
northward into the villages, toward the fields 
of ripening grain. 
The Fifth White Division in Kweiki drew 

up its plan. It would take the market town 
of Chowfang to the north, build a blockhouse, 
and dominate the many villages that formed 
a sort of network around it. 
The peasants of Chowfang and the villages 

about soon learned of the plot against them. 
The Tenth Red Army Corps was fighting on 
many frints and could not come to their rescue. 

Every young, able-bodied man in the region 
was with the Red army. In the town and 
the surrounding villages remained the older 
men, young boys, the women and girls, and a 
number of crippled Red army men. All the 
good weapons were with the Red army also. 
The people were armed with hand grenades, 
the ~ not enough. The peasants manufac-. 
at ~ in their own homes, and with 
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the roads leading into the Soviet regions. But 
of these also there were not enough to stop 
the pressure of the well-armed Whites. In 
Chowfang and thereabouts were a few old 
muzzle-loading shot-guns that could knock a 
man out for a few days, but their chief value 
was in the noise they made. 
The peasants of the Chowfang region gath- 

ered together, sat down, and began to think. 
They thought for a long time, and almost 
everyone had something to say. Then this is 
what they did. 

First, they evacuated every living soul from 
Chowfang, leaving behind a few things to 
give the appearance of occupation, such as 
chairs, benches, rice jars, beds. In the rice 
jars, under the doors, connected with the 
benches, stools, beds, were concealed mines 
that would explode at a touch. When doors 
were opened, a mine would explode. 
The streets were mined, as were the paths 

and the road leading to Chowfang, but these 
mines could be set off from a distance when 
some hidden person pulled a wire. 

This work went on at night, while hun- 
dreds of other women, children, and old men 
sat whittling bamboo sticks down to sharp, 
needle-like spikes at both ends. They made 
tens of thousands of these spikes, and when 

they were finished they began driving 
them into the earth all around Chowfang, 
then covering them lightly with earth. In a 
big circle extending for hundreds of yards 
around Chowfang, the earth became a hidden 
bed of sharp bamboo spikes. If stepped upon 
they would drive straight through the soft- 
soled shoes worn by all Chinese soldiers. Only 

the paths were free of these spikes. 
Then, around the fields of spikes, the people 

dug trenches and covered them with weeds, 
branches, and leaves. They turned grave- 
mounds into dug-outs. In these would lie the 
men and women who would set off the mines 
when it was necessary; in them would be con- 
cealed the men with the old shot-guns and the 
few hand-grenades. 

This complete, the peasants poisoned the 
wells, left a few jars of poisoned water in the 
buildings, and departed from Chowfang.
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They did not have more than a few hours 
to wait after their labor was finished. Peasants 
brought news from Kweiki that a column of 
about five hundred White soldiers had already 
left and were approaching Chowfang. They 
had sent men in advance with long bamboo 
poles to jab the paths wherever a soft spot 
was seen; they were trying to discover buried 
mines. The Whites, said the peasants, were 
not bringing much food—they were going to 
reap the harvests and live off the country. 

They also did not have much ammunition, 
which showed they were going to build block- 
houses and hide in them. They knew the 
peasants had no guns and they thought they 
would not need much ammunition. The 
peasants had also learned that two rich land- 
lords who used to own Chowfang and the land 
about, were guides for the White column. 
Men and women took up their positions in 

the dug-outs and trenches and thousands of 
others, filled with exultant curiosity, lay con- 
cealed behind boulders, trees, and along the 

hills. 
When the first streaks of dawn appeared 

the next morning the advance guard of the 
Whites could be seen approaching. Then 
came the others. All marched with fixed 
bayonets, ready for attack. They were ready 
to take Chowfang by surprise, capture people 
and force them to build the first blockhouse. 

Nothing disturbed them as they approached. 
Not a soul stirred, not a sound was heard. 
Chowfang seemed to be sunk in sleep. They 
turned down the “main path and began to 
move more rapidly. They entered the town, 
leaving guards at the entrance. The watching 
hills, trees, and grave mounds could see the 
landlords instructing the officers where to sta- 
tion men. All exits to the town were at last 
guarded. Nobody could get past such sentries. 
From a hill a few dozen pairs of eyes could 
see right down the street on which one land- 
lord’s old palatial home was located. It had 
been a Soviet school. One man in a long 
gown, certainly the former owner, led a body 
of men into this house. Other houses were 
also being entered, soldiers using the butts of 
their rifles or pistols. Some soldiers kicked in 
the doors without ceremony. 
The hills and the grave-mounds stirred as 

Chowfang began to explode. The opened or 

kicked-in doors flew back and hit the kickers 
in the face, and old iron, glass, nails drove 
their way into the bodies of men. The land- 
lord’s former home had admitted the landlord 
and the officers without the door exploding, 

but from the interior came a series of ex- 
plosions. Two or three men ran out scream- 
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madhotse. 
The silent listeners heard the commands of 

officers’ rallying their men. Then small units 

moved through the streets, hurling hand gren- 

ades against the doors of the houses to break 

them in and explode the mines within. This 

done, they grew brave and entered. Then from 

within came the sound of explosions. The sol- 

diers had moved a bench or a stool, a bed or 

a rice-jar. Wounded and dead men lay in the 

streets everywhere. 

Not a sound came from beyond the village, 

but the Whites began placing machine-guns 

in position and from behind buildings their 

heads could be seen peering in all directions. 

Their machine-guns began to rattle to scare 

the people if any there be, or to draw a reply. 

Silence was their answer. Then, from behind 

the machine-guns, small units of soldiers were 

sent dashing from the village toward all places 

in which people might hide—toward boulders, 

grave-mounds. They dashed with bayonets 

drawn and with savage yells designed to strike 

terror to the hearts of the peasants. Their 

yells were soon turned into shrieks of agony, 

or they sank unconscious in their tracks, im- 

paled on the bamboo spikes. There, around 

Chowfang, lay dozens of White soldiers. Yet 

their officers drove more forward, through 

new positions, only to learn that they were 

surrounded by a field of spikes. 

The Whites stood in terrified little groups 

in the town. A street bomb went off beneath 

a group of them. 

Some houses were cleared of bombs and in 

these the Whites took shelter. Others con- 

tinued to smash in doors with hand grenades. 

All day long this continued, and all day long 

mines concealed in the most unexpected places 

exploded, wounding, killing, blowing men to 

pieces. The Whites brought water for the 

wounded, and drank to cool their own racing 

blood. The wounded cried for water for the 

last time, and the men seeking to cool their 

racing blood no longer needed it. Their blood 

was cooling of itself. But before they could 

get word to all the men that the water was 

poisoned, dozens had drunk it. 

The Whites disappeared in the cleared 

houses and waited for the night. Nothing 

moved in the trenches and the grave-mounds. 

But the doomed men within the town knew 

that there were people in the neighborhood. 

What fiends the Reds are, they told each 

other. .What right had these people to act like
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devils when all the Government troops wanted 
Was to take their crops and starve them into 
subjection again? Who did these people think 
they were, anyway, to deny the right of the 
old landlords to return and rule them as they 
saw fit, to whip them when necessary, and 
to loan them money at 100 percent or more 
interest per year if they considered them 
worthy and respectably inclined ? The common 
White soldiers sat listening to the exchange of 
moral phrases, wishing only that they were 
out of it and the landlords for whom they 
were fighting were at the bottom of the sea. 
But still they squatted in the shadow of the 
landlord and officers about them. 
When night deepened, the Whites prepared 

to escape from the town. The watchers could 
see their dark figures skulking against the 
houses, they heard them begin to march, heard 
the clink of steel, and saw their dark figures 
start rapidly down the main road. The listen- 
ers and watchers waited. Then a dozen mines 
along the road exploded with a deafening 
blast, the ranks of the marchers were shat- 
tered, and those in the rear turned and fled 
back into the town. 
Some hours passed, and the Whites began 

digging. They were digging shallow trenches 
tight out through the fields of buried spikes, 
They were going to dig their way out. They 
had no more than begun when the besiegers 
showed themselves for the first time: from 
the trenches and grave-mounds their old shot- 
guns blared, making a fearful noise. They 
hurled a few hand-grenades. The Whites 
fought back with hand-grenades, but they had 
used most of their supply blowing in the doors 
of the towns, and now, after a few minutes, 
ceased all attempts to fight. 
The next day the siege continued, and the 

next and the next. The mines continued to 
explode in the town sporadically, now and 
then one blew up a part of the street. The 
besiegers knew that the Whites had food for 
a few days only and no water save that in 
their own flasks. Each night small groups of 
them tried to escape along the paths, but they 
were driven back or killed by the peasants. 
The besiegers provoked the Whites to fights 
that they might use up ammunition. 
On the last night, a few White soldiers, 

officers, and one landlord threw away their 
guns, threw away everything except the cloth- 
ing on their backs, and made their last desper- 
ate attempt to escape. To avoid detection, the 
landlord had clad himself in the uniform of a 
private soldier. 
The Whites separated in small groups of 

two or three and started. But the peasants 
saw them creeping and running in desperation, 
and began exploding mines and hurling hand- 
grenades. Of all of them, three escaped alive, 
and these were captured. One was an officer, 
are hie qrdarde a= 7 ob
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a private’s uniform. The ordezly was already 
half dead and the peasants let him die. But 
for the remaining two they brought a rifle and 
some cartridges abandoned in Chowfang and, 
before the sun arose, shot them. 
The peasants said: “You intended these 

bullets for us—now eat them yourselves !”” 
On the next day the people went into Chow- 

fang to bring out the mines as yet unexploded. 
They would need them later, and many of 
them they began planting on the road leading 
to Kweiki, to greet any White reénforcements 
that might come that way. They buried the 
White dead, taking first their weapons and 
the little ammunition left. But the town was 
almost ruined and the water poisoned. The 
Peasants thought of it as a deserted battlefield. 
A few people returned to occupy buildings on 
the outskirts, but there were few of these. 
The rice turned to a golden yellow and the 

peasants reaped and threshed, then carried it 
to hidden places. A large part of it they put 
aside and this, with the rifles of the dead, they 
began carrying inland to the Tenth Red Army 
Corps in which their sons, brothers, and hus- 
bands fought. 
No more Whites ventured into the villages 

around Chowfang that autumn and winter. 
The Nanking Generals decided to wait for 
more foreign airplanes and more foreign pilots, 
and to take the villages later. They contented 
themselves with swift raids into Soviet regions, 
setting fire to the ripened crops. 

In Nanchang, the stronghold of the Nan- 
king generals and the imperialists, White 
propagandists sent atrocity tales out to the 
gaping reactionary press of China and the 
world. The Red army, these tales reiterated, 
was hated by the peasants because it burned 
their homes, murdered them, destroying all 
they had. Wherever the Nanking armies went 
they were received as deliverers. But with it 
all the landlords wandered around Nanchang 
and Shanghai, wailing. The wind often caught 
in their silk, fur-lined gowns, and spread them 
out like the broken wings of a buzzard. 
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