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PREFACE

China was asleep, and has now awakened. All over the vast ex-
panse of her land, the awakening has come. Every day it becomes
more urgent that the peoples of the rest of the world should come
to realise this fact. The problem is how to reach their under-
standing, to bring home to them that the China they felt they
knew no longer exists, and that a strong, organised country stands
in its place. How to let them know of the industrialisation that
swings forward with increasing momentum, a planned indus-
trialisation that will be so great a factor for world peace and
stability. How to paint the picture of a new China that is ready
to trade with all countries on a basis of equality, peace and
friendship; a China that provides an unlimited market for the
fruits of the hands of craftsmen of other lands; a China which
will no longer take opium or foreign soldiery, but which will take
good machinery and pay for it; a world power from which it is
no longer possible to wrest concessions, but which with all sincer-
ity promotes a peace movement and cultural exchange; the people
of China, so great a section of the total number of all peoples, now
decisive and able to speak as an organised nation.

Everywhere there is real change, though to tell of it in any
detail would be a stupendous task. All that has been done in
these pages is to put together some diary notes to make a sequel
to those published in 1952 under the title of “Yo Banfa!”, in the
hope that they will bring some clarity to those whose future
demands that they be clear on this fact—the simple one that now
the people have strength in the village, on the farm, and in the
factory; the ordinary people of China—organised and sure of

t}lerr}seIV'es as they take the lead in pushing forward to better
livelihood, now so sure a hope.
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SANDAN, 1951-1952

September 20th It is just two years ago this morning since I
sat on the mound at the Lei T’ai and looked over the school roofs
to the city gates through which, the previous evening, the last
thousand of the warlord Ma’s troops, given orders to kill some
fifty of our students and demolish the school, had fled with their
task unaccomplished. The Liberation Army had cut off their re-
treat and they had taken to the North Mountains, whence they
were routed later.

Two years after, recalling those days, one still feels the
strong sense of liberation.

And so today’s meeting to open classes for the autumn term
also celebrated the coming to Sandan of the new era of people’s
power.

The boys had decorated the meeting-hall with big pictures of
the popular leaders; there were Chairman Mao and General Chu
Teh behind the speakers’ platform, while at the sides Dr. Sun
Yat-sen looked across with the eyes of a dreamer, seeing the China
of the future, at Premier Chou En-lai, his decisive, practical face
wearing its sure smile.

Our meeting went on through the morning, speakers talking
about the different aspects of the new plans for industrialisation
and the responsibilities of technical workers. Students were
asked to forget the word “I” and to substitute “we” for it, to
think in terms of the collective group rather than in terms of
the individual; to tie freedom with necessity; and to remember
that they were in school as the representatives of the people; to
learn new techniques and methods which they would bring back

to the people so that the economic freedom of all might be
advanced. .
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It is all very satisfying to drink in, and as I look there comes
a bunch of children returning from school. “Ni kan shu-ma, Lao
Ai?”’—“What are you doing, Old Ai?”—they ask. “Wo kan ni
men,”—“Looking at you,”—I reply. “Kan wo men kan-ma?’—
“And why are you looking at us?’—“Ni men na-mo hao kan.”—
“Because you are so good to look at.” And they all laugh and
stream off and soon in their wake I hear the song they are singing,
Tung Fang Hung—"“The East is Red” and know that for them it
is very happily so.

Then on my bike down the last cutting at good speed, over
the stream in a cloud of spray and pushing up the rise the other
side and in through the little west gate of our city, down through
the avenue of trees and past our students coming and going from
their various sections; back to home and supper.

September 21st  Last evening,-in the bright moonlight, I went
on a round of study groups outside the city.

At the first, in the Textile Section, Apprentice Wang was
being criticised for breaking tools which he had borrowed without
permission and then putting them back in the store without con-
fessing the breakage. He is in the Carpenters’ Shop but had spoil-

- ed a valuable set of taps and.dies taken from the Textile Section’s

store. i

No doubt he had made some mistakes, Wang offered, hoping
to escape further criticism, but still the array of accusers kept
nailing him down relentlessly to specific faults and pressing that
he recognise them clearly and resolve to amend his individualistic
ways. .

In the next section, Cho Ssu-chen was the centre of the en-
quiry. He had gone to the Paper Section and had stolen the
tomatoes which the boys there had carefully nurtured. The inci-
dent had been reported to the editor of the wall-newspaper, Kwang
Shing-teh, which put Cho Ssu-chen in such a rage that he hurled
a stone at Kwang Shing-teh, hitting him on the leg.

“And what if the stone had hit Kwang Shing-teh on the head
and killed him?” The voice was that of Cho Ssu-chu, younger
brother of the culprit. (That the younger brother should eriticise
the elder is a minor revolution in itself in a China where the one
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