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from bandits and that after they completed their task
they would withdraw.

~@The civilians made them welcome and some of

them kindly told them that we were at Neuwangmiao
but pleaded that they never betray who told them. So
the enemy marched toward Neuwangmiao. It was in
the middle of the afternoon and by this time we felt
that they were so tired that we ought to give them
some kind of welcome.
- “Qur commander picked three of the best platoons,
and I was among them. We had three light machine
guns and we found good positions close to the path
leading to Neuwangmiao. Many civilian men came
with us to carry away our wounded and to help in
other ways if they could, and some had spears and big
swords. The enemy came along. By that time they had
been marching for about twelve hours. Our machine
guns went rat-a-tat-tat and many of the enemy fell.
Some turned and began to run, but some stood stub-
bornly and fought, and before long everybody was
fighting except those enemies who were carrying away
the wounded and dead. But soon they all began to
retreat and we followed after them. Soon they began
to leave their dead and wounded behind. We followed
 them for hours, right up to near Hweiyuan. I did not
go so far, for 1 was wounded. But others told me
about it.”

~ @That was a warm welcome, and it was a very polite
farewell,” 1 said, “for you escorted them right up to
Hweiyuan.” :

“The man smiled, then added: “Now, it’s like this—
the lessons of this battle are many. First, a guerrilla
unit in a certain place should continue moving to new
locations, particularly if it is close to the enemy. We
did right there. Second, our intelligence service was
slow. Our reserve units were not kept informed and
did not quickly join in the fighting to completely exter-

“ minate the enemy. That was a weakness, Third, after
opcningﬁmwedidnotch:.rgequicklyandmanyof
the enemy escaped. These were the lessons we learned.”

“so!”

“Yes,” he said,

S that’s the way you got this stiff arm and crooked
hand!”

«Yes. 1 was wounded twice before but they were
unimportant.”

“What are you going to do now?”

«Do some kind of work. I’d like to go to the training
camp and learn to read and write and do political work
of some kind. I could go into transport work though
I cannot carry. I’d like to learn the radio and receive
and send messages to the whole world. We don’t learn
‘much about the world up here. Except for the Japa-
nese, you are the first foreigner I have ever seen. Do
all your countrymen look like you?” -

1 answered his question and turned to another man,

thinking to get the story of how he was wounded. But
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by this time the room was filled with men, some sitting
on the floor, some on benches, some standing. The
candle light flickered on interested, excited eyes.

Instead of answering my question about his name,
the man I turned to question asked: “You are an
American—why do you speak English?”

We discussed this and then I turned to ask him a
question about his wound, but he asked:

“Is it true that you have a machine that you can
write on with all your fingers and that it goes very fast
and you do not even watch what you hit?” :

I asked my secretary-interpreter to bring my type-
writer, and when it came I opened it and put in a sheet
of paper and wrote. Gasps of astonishment resounded
through the room. I wrote the names of men and gave
them to them. They gazed in astonishment.

Voices asked: “How much does such a machine cost
and do all Americans work it?”

I told him the cost, and the man of striking beauty
said:

“You must be very rich!”

1 denied this and then someone asked: “How much
money does an American worker earn?” This aroused a
tumultuous debate about the wealth of American work-
ers. I explained the cost of living and how the money
was spent. One man said: “I think you mean they earn
three or five dollars a monzh, not a day.” I explained.

Questions poured in upon me from every direction
and I dispensed wisdom right and left. I told the dis-
tance to America; what an ocean liner and a factory
looks like, how fast trains go, how moving pictures
work and what they look like, what a piano is, demon-
strated my camera after which it went from hand to
hand and from eye to eye. I drew maps, talked about
phonographs, discoursed on the origin of malaria, ty-
phoid, dysentery and cholera and how to avoid them;
talked on the virtues of democracy; I told them that
the earth is round and that once I left China, visited
the Soviet Union, Germany, France and America, and
came back to China; told them what I saw in the Soviet
Union and in Hitler’s Germany—and answered their
questions about how the workers and peasants live in
all these countries,

The hours passed, the table was covered with peanuts
and peanut shells and our tea bowls were filled time
and time again. Midnight came and passed and I said
that all men should be in bed. But they said that I was
the first foreigner that had ever come to them and that
if T was rich enough to do all the things I had done
and go where I had gone, they did not see why I came
to the enemy rear. Then they asked me my age and if
I had children and why not and why my parents had

“not arranged a good marriage for me.

One remarked admiringly: “You have the spirit of
a Bolshevik.”

“No,” I answered, and he replied, “Yes.”

Then he said: “Sing us some American songs.”
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