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Figure 1: Louis Whitaker, Howard Sollenberger and Nieh Chih Hau strike
heroic poses in South Eastern Shanxi. April, 1940.
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Figure 2: Mothers of early Brethren missionaries to China. Howard’s grand-
mother, Rebecca Sollenberger is third from the left, second row. This pho-
tograph, taken at Annual Meeting, gives some idea of the strict dress code
of the early Brethren.



INTRODUCTION

Howard Edward Sollenberger was two years old when he first came to China
in 1919 with his missionary parents, Oliver Clark, “OC”, and Hazel. As
he grew up, his combination of a Western education, pacifistic Christian
values and his early experience in rural China uniquely prepared him for
two arduous years, 1938-1940, of distributing relief to war refugees in the
Tai Hang Mountains of south—east Shanxi Province. This is a story of his
dealings with the armies of Japan and China, his fleeting romances with
the women he loved, a tale of narrow escapes, near starvation and illnesses,
and the maturing of a philosophy of responsible non-violence in a largely
irresponsible, violent world.

In 1909 the Church of the Brethren first established a mission station in
south—east Shanxi. The first church and school were built at Ping Ding, just
south of the rail station at Yangquan, where the western slopes of Tai Hang
mountains dropped down to the Taiyuan plains. The Ping Ding complex was
followed by further building in the 1920s, so that by 1930, European style
churches, schools and hospitals had been built in Liao Chow (80 miles south
of Ping Ding) and Shouyang, on the rail line west of Yangquan. Smaller
mission post were established in Qinxian and Taiyuan and staffed by a few
Brethren missionaries. Thus the Brethren mission field was primarily a rural
mission located in the mountainous area in south—east Shanxi.

Howard had an strikingly robust constitution. In high school he was
very successful in athletics at North China American School (NCAS) in
Tung Chow, a walled town about 20 miles East of Beijing. He set school
records in the 100-yard dash and the pole vault. And he was on the school
basketball, baseball and hockey teams. In his junior year, together with
his friend Henry Oberholtzer, he organized an eight hundred mile bicycle
tour of South East Shanxi Province. They were accompanied by one of the
young teachers from NCAS. But the energetic young lads so exhausted their
teacher that he was forced to retire early from the adventure to return to
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Figure 3: Howard, still a high school student, is proud of his two deer. They
are attached to a pack frame for transport by donkey. The peasant family
in the photo all wanted their picture taken.

Tung Chow by train.

The Brethren missionary men had often enjoyed winter hunting for peas-
ants, deer and wild boar in the Tai Hang mountains. Howard picked up this
trait and was a good hunter by the time he was a teenager. During these
winter hunting expeditions Howard traveled throughout mountainous south—
east Shanxi. These trips gave Howard a familiarity of the local geography
that surpassed even that of the peasants who were bound to their fields and
lacked a wider overview of Shanxi geography.

Following the Japanese invasion of the Chinese province of Manchuria
in September, 1931, there was a period of small clashes—called “incidents”.
But on July 7, 1937, one of these “incidents” at the Marco Polo Bridge, just
to the west of Beijing, led to all out war between Japan and China. Japanese
troops, already in heavy concentration near Beijing, quickly moved to the
west across the Hebei plain and invaded Shanxi province. By December of
1937 Taiyuan, the capital of Shanxi, 250 miles south—west of Beijing had
fallen to the Japanese and rail line connecting Beijing to Taiyuan was under
Japanese control. From Beijing through Baoding to Shijiazhuang this line
was standard gauge, but at Shijiazhuang the railway changed to narrow
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gauge for the climb into the Tai Hang Mountain range and into Shanxi
province. The Japanese invaders fortified Shijiazhuang and made it a transit
point for examining travelers who wanted to continue into the mountainous
interior of China.

Much of this area was difficult for the Japanese to control and there were
constant running battles between Chinese guerrilla forces and the Japanese.
The guerrillas would attack the Japanese supply convoys moving through
the river valley roads and at night would cut roads, tear up rail and telegraph
lines and attack military outposts. In response the Japanese undertook a
scorched—earth policy, destroying villages, food stores, animals and torturing
and Kkilling civilians in order to deny the guerrilla fighters their peasant
support base in the countryside. It became a Chinese policy to evacuate
any town that could not be defended so as to present an empty city to the
Japanese.

On December 3, 1937, Mary Harsh, a Brethren missionary in Shouyang
wrote a letter to her mother saying, “When the Japanese first came into
this town there were 50 Chinese and we three foreigners here on our mission
property and no one else in town which before their coming numbered 1800
people. Of course the soldiers had to have food but no one to help get
it. Naturally the town was very badly looted and so some parts entirely
destroyed. ~ What was once a busy little market town is now almost a
complete desolation with soldiers going and coming any hour of the day,
stray horses and mules and donkeys going thru field and streets, a few natives
returning but wearing a forlorn expression as they view the remains of their
town, a few lonely looking dogs, and a few cheerful chattering birds. You
perhaps wonder if I couldn’t picture a more hopeless picture, well the half has
not yet been seen nor could we tell it. Our food supply is quite abundant,
and since the Frenchman of whom we previously told you plans to live at
Yang Chuan he gave us the opportunity to buy his large supply of coal, so
in view of the coming winter we are abundantly blessed.”

Mary Harsh’s letter was carried to Mr. Mackenzie, the Mission Treasurer
in Tientsin [Tianjin] by a Japanese officer who offered to take the Mission
mail with him. During the late evening of the day Mary Harsh wrote her
letter, the Harshes and Ms. Mineva Neher, the three Brethren Missionaries
at Shouyang disappeared. They had been called out to adjudicate a dispute
between the French station master and his Japanese wife. Rumors suggested
that they were killed by the Japanese. In particular, one account was that
during the acrimonious dispute between the station master and his wife,
Japanese soldiers were called in. Then when the station master defended
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himself against his wife’s attack, he was killed by one of the soldiers. The
missionaries were killed to eliminate witnesses to the murder. However, no
certain evidence of the missionaries fate is known.

These presumed deaths rattled the Brethren Missionaries. In a covering
letter written to the Mission Board on December 16, Mr Mackenzie stated, “I
would in the ordinary course of things have sent this on Monday morning,
but Sunday evening Mr. Crumpacker [the dean of the Brethren mission
group| arrived with his terrible news and we have been busy on this matter
ever since. Mr. Crumpacker and Miss Hutchinson left yesterday to return
to Shanxi and we hope against hope that by the time they reach home again
there may be better news.”

Mackenzie continued: “Mr Crumpacker was very much broken up over
the matter and had been carrying a very heavy load all these past three
months being the only man at his station [at Ping Ding]. This was almost
too much for him and I am sure I do not know how he stands up under it
all.”

The war had disrupted postal and telegraph service in the Mission field
and the missionaries, several of whom were quite isolated, were left to their
own resources in responding to a brutal situation. The circumstances sur-
rounding the disappearance of the Shouyang missionaries was unknown.
Were other Brethren missionaries in high danger of assassination? Accord-
ing to international law, the missionaries were nominally neutral and, in
addition, the Church of the Brethren was a pacifistic denomination. But
their Chinese friends were vigorously engaged on one side of the war. Would
using Mission resources to help the Chinese be a violation of the Mission
neutrality? Should the missionaries follow the recommendation of the US
Government and retreat to Beijing? The war had come to the pacifistic
Brethren missionaries. How should they respond?

In the early Saturday afternoon of February 19, 1938, six heavy Japanese
bombers attack Qinxian. Each of the planes dropped six pairs of bombs.
One of these destroyed the Wampler home. While the explosion shocked
and covered Elizabeth Wampler, her two children, and the family of Mr.
Dou, their Chinese cook in dust, they were otherwise unhurt. Unable to use
their house, the Wamplers moved to a small cave room owned by one of the
parishioners in a tiny village, Hojiachun, 3 miles east of Qinxian. Here they
stayed until the beginning of April. By the end of March they had decided
that it was not feasible to administer help to the local populace from their
cave room, particularly since they had two young sons, the oldest just five
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Figure 4: The Wampler’s home after the Japanese air raid on February 19,
1938.

years old. Despite having no way of knowing travel conditions and with
no news from the mission station at Liao Chow, they decided to move to
Liao and live in one of the American style houses there. They knew that
Isaiah Oberholtzer was the only foreigner living in the Liao station. His two
daughters, accompanied by his wife, had returned to America for college
and he was due to join his family in America for furlough.

Shortly after the Wamplers arrived in Liao Chow Oberholtzer and Wampler,

together with several Chinese evangelists, toured the mission field. Mr.
Oberholtzer described what they found:

“At Yu-hsia we found the greater part of the city in ashes. Not a sin-
gle person was to be found at home. We could find no food or water to
drink. Only a pig or two were wandering about the streets in search of
food which was not there. The county seat at Wu-hsing, and Tsinchow and
many market towns met the same fate and looked much alike. Everywhere
the Chinese would estimate that three out of four homes had been totally
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destroyed. Surrounding Tsinchow there were twenty two villages that had
been destroyed. And in another river valley there were some sixty villages
destroyed in a short distance of twenty miles.

“We saw the aftermath of war in all its forms. We saw where Japanese
and Chinese armies had waged a battle and where the Japanese had buried
hundreds of animals on top of great quantities of ammunition which they
were unable to carry along. We came upon hundreds of wounded who had
no hope of living. We saw scores of innocent men and women who had been
bayoneted many times. We saw old men who had been rolled down high
terraces for no reason whatever and were now pleading with us to either
take them to the hospital or kill them. And we saw the places where many
other atrocities were enacted. We saw men of wealth who now had nothing
left of home but stacks of debris, brickbats and broken tile. Scores of cattle
were eaten up, eighty head of goats and sheep were burned on the hoof,
great bins of millet and soy beans lay charred and useless in one home that
I visited. And the woman of the home had nothing to offer me for food.
She too had to return to her mountain friends for food. And this was one
of our well-to-do members of the church. This was the first invasion of our
southern mission territory.

“In the days that followed we made visits into the country villages far
and near to investigate what relief was necessary. Wherever one would go
where the invader had been, there was the same sorry sight of destruction,
waste, poverty, and sorrow.”

In May of 1938 Rev. Oberholtzer returned to America leaving the Wampler
family as the sole foreigners in Liao Chou. In mid June they were rein-
forced by missionary Anna Hutchinson, and nurses Laura Schock and Corda
Wertz. These reinforcements helped manage the Mission hospital, organized
a church relief camp in the Mission hospital grounds and school and dis-
tributed relief to the Chinese population that was homeless and scattered in
the surrounding Tai Hang mountains. While many Chinese were involved
in these efforts, the foreign workers were needed to control and monitor the
transfer of US relief supplies from Mission controlled property into Chinese
channels. From May to August letters urgently requesting more relief work-
ers were sent by Rev. Wampler to the central missionary offices in Elgin
Illinois, in America. Of particular concern was the distribution of relief to
the population that had fled and were living in caves in the high mountains
surrounding Liao Chow. On May 13, 1938 Wampler wrote: “If possible send
out someone with good red blood to help out in the relief.”
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Howard was then attending Manchester College. In answer to the mis-
sion call for relief workers Howard interrupted his college work and applied
to accompany his father back to China. While the Brethren Mission Board
quickly agreed to send Howard to China as a relief worker, it was much
harder to convince the U.S. State Department to issue him a passport, as
the Government felt that his proposed field of operation was too danger-
ous. But with the help of the Mission Board, the State Department finally
relented and, in September, 1938, Howard and his father returned to China.

Despite his youth, Howard was exceptionally well equipped to direct
relief work in the Tai Hang Mountains: he had lived many years in Liao
Chow, he knew the land, the people, the language and had the “good red
blood” that was needed. Having mingled freely among the Chinese from
the age of two and a half he was fluent in the dialect and slang of the
local villagers. But his local dialect was overlaid by the aristocratic accents
acquired during his four school years near Beijing. Thus, when he talked to
villagers he could joke with them in their own idiom, but his educated city
accents also set him apart and commanded respect from the peasants.

The hardships that Howard faced in China quickly matured him beyond
his years. His energy and good nature rapidly commanded the respect of
all whom he met. But the relief work was a group effort, and could not
have succeeded without the courage, self-sacrifice and vision of the entire
relief team, both Chinese and American, several of whom lost their lives.
Perhaps Howard’s main contribution was that he inspired his co-workers to
give selflessly and exert themselves beyond their normal capabilities.

Howard worked in China for two years before returning to Manchester
College in November, 1940. In 1946 he again sailed for China as the head
of a tractor unit sponsored jointly by the Church of the Brethren and
the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration (UNRRA).
Howard’s “Plow Boys” helped the Chinese recover fields that had been dam-
aged by floods when the Yellow River dikes were broken during World War
I1. By 1947 the Plow Boys project was winding down and Howard resigned
as Director of the tractor unit to administer a language school at the Amer-
ican Consulate in Peking. He continued his career in the U.S. State De-
partment, finally retiring as head of the Foreign Service Institute with a pay
level equivalent to that of an Under Secretary of State.

Howard’s summation of the 1938-1940 Brethren relief project follows
this preamble. Then, starting with the first chapter, I have only edited and
organized Howard’s own words from the journals, diaries and letters that
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he wrote as the project unfolded. It seems to me that these are fresh and
reflect his emotions far better than any rewriting that I might be tempted to
undertake. I think that keeping to his original words, written in reaction to
the heat of the moment, gives a freshness to this important historical view
of those turbulent times. Of course, such early descriptions are subject to
the biases of unconfirmed rumors and lack of a global overview that later
interpretations give. This is the view of a single observer, full of the details
and pictures of daily life during the early years of the Sino-Japanese war.
Here, in his own words, is the story of Howard’s two years of guerrilla relief
in China: 1938-1940.

[My own comments are enclosed in square brackets and italicized, as in
this example. |

The following measurements occur in the text: 1li= 500 meters and
1 catty = 1/2kg.

Joseph Wampler October 1, 2018
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Figure 5: A map of the Brethren Mission region in Shanxi Province, China.
The approximate location of this region is shown as a black patch on the
small map of China in the upper left corner of this page. The main centers
of Brethren activity are shown in bold type. I have also used bold type
for Luan, a cooperative mission station run by the British China Inland
Mission (CIM). To conform to the names used in the diaries/journals all
bold type names are the old names and spellings. Sometimes these are quite
different from the modern names. For instance, Liao-Chou is now known
as Zuoquan and Luan is now Changzhi. Otherwise, the map uses modern
spellings. Distances are in kilometers and mountain heights are in meters.
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OVERVIEW

BRETHREN SERVICE IN CHINA

A brief review of the relief work done by the Church of the Brethren in China.
[From an internal report by Howard Sollenberger to the Church of the Brethren. |

Though China relief service has been given a new emphasis it is not new to
the Church of the Brethren. In 1921-22 the China Mission went “all out”
in a relief effort to avert a major tragedy from famine. On numerous other
occasions funds were sent and mission personnel loaned to relief agencies
in other distressed areas. But only since the beginning of the recent Sino-
Japanese war has the Church-at-large responded sufficiently to this service
program to bring about its organization on a direct and continuous basis.
This direct relief emphasis was first manifested in China through the sending
of a special relief administrator [Howard Sollenberger] to work with and
through the mission in its own territory.

Had the situation been carefully studied in an attempt to locate Brethren
service relief work in an area which would offer the greatest opportunity to
serve war victims, it would have been difficult to find a more needy place
than the one in which circumstances placed us. The war came early to the
plateau of Southeastern Shanxi where the Brethren mission work was estab-
lished. Within the first six months of the war [after July 7, 1937] three of
the five mission stations had been occupied by the Japanese; and before the
war was a year old, the entire territory had been swept over by the invading
armies. Following occupation of the principal cities and lines of commu-
nication, pacification of the surrounding mountain regions was attempted.
Protracted and unsuccessful operations against these guerrilla-based regions
brought upon the population of those unfortunate areas the ever-increasing
vengeance of the invaders. In an attempt to starve out and annihilate the
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Figure 6: (Left) Refugees waiting outside mission hospital at Liao. The
man on the left walking twards the camera has just received some cash.
(Right) Distributing cash to a refugee on the hospital porch. Velma Ober is
accounting for the money. O.C. Sollenberger (Howard’s father), is watching
the distribution, and Mr. Nieh, (see also Fig. 1), is on the right.

remaining element of resistance, these mountain regions were blockaded and
combed over again and again with a fine-toothed comb of destruction. Cities
were left in ruins, villages were burned; crops were destroyed in the fields
and grain in the granaries.

During the initial invasion the mission stations were havens of refuge for
fear-stricken refugees. Thousands of women and children who huddled to-
gether within the confines of the mission compound walls found protection
because resolute missionaries dared to stand between them and an unscrupu-
lous army of occupation. But in the devastated mountain regions, no orga-
nized aid to the victims of the “scorched earth” existed. And here the need
was greatest. So in these mountain areas Brethren Service was organized to
aid the victims of this military madness. Food was distributed where exist-
ing supplies had been destroyed. Peasant and refugee women were organized
in a cooperative cloth weaving project to provide much needed clothing and
bedding. In a few months they produced by hand over one 120,000 feet of
cloth for themselves and for relief purposes. And when the armies swept
through the countryside, emergency relief units were sent to aid the flee-
ing refugees who were scattered in small out-of-the-way mountain villages,
in caves, and even protected gullies. Here an attempt was made to feed
the hungry. Local peasants who could slip through the Japanese lines were
sent to other areas to purchase and carry back millet (a food staple in the
area), raw cotton for spinning and weaving, and other necessary tools and
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Figure 7: (Left) Wounded men in the hospital at Liao (4/26/39). (Right)
Refugee children with typhus in the Liao hospital. None of these children
died, but because there was a shortage of typhus inoculation serum at Liao,
nurse Myrtle Pollock, gave her quota to a colleague. In January 1940 she
died from typhus she contracted while nursing these children.

supplies. First aid and medical care were given to the sick and wounded.
Missing children were found for parents, and parents for orphaned children.
As soon as the armies had completed their mission and had gone on, the
refugees were encouraged to return to their homes where they were given
what aid was necessary for existence. Lean-to huts were sometimes built
among the ruins of what were once their homes. Often seed grain and a
few simple farming implements were provided to a peasant so that he might
provide for himself and his family. But of the total who were in need, only
a few could be helped.

After one year of work in our own mission territory the program was
restricted by the difficulty of operating in the unoccupied mountain regions
from the occupied mission stations. Within the occupied cities work was
continued through schools for women and children which were established
primarily for their protection. Some work was also possible among stranded
refugees and remnants of the local population. The work in the unoccupied
territories was reorganized and extended through the cooperation of Friends
(Quakers) and the addition of another administrator, Mr. Louis Whitaker,
a young Quaker who had been teaching in Peiping. This new work was
organized along and behind the Yellow River front which borders our own
mission territory. Here relief was carried to over two hundred communities
that had been ravaged by war. It was almost impossible to secure food. And
even when food was secured for the people, blasted coal mines had to be
reopened so that they might have fuel to cook the food. In some areas the
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destruction was so complete that it was necessary to organize home industry
to make pots and bowls for preparing the food which we provided for them.

Hundreds of wounded who were left in the fields to die were also cared
for by organized groups of peasants under the direction of our personnel.
And thousands of refugees were aided in their migration from the war area
to the free territory in the west.

Although some fifty thousand individuals were aided through Brethren
Service the significance of the work cannot be measured by the limited
amount of material aid that it was possible to distribute. Comparatively,
this was like a glass of water on a parched acre. But the fact that Brethren
were willing to maintain work and personnel in one of the most devastated re-
gions was significant as an expression of concern and an example of Christian
sympathy. The inspiration and encouragement thus given may go further
in eventually bringing these people to their feet than what little material
aid we are able to give them. By this example we are establishing faith and
hope as the foundation in the structure of human relationships. Upon this
we may later hope to build a broader, international Christian fellowship and
a feeling of brotherhood with all humanity.



Chapter 1

Distributing Relief by
Guerrilla Tactics

[Having just arrive in China, Howard sends a long letter to his Ameri-
can Girl friend, Helen Hafner, an English teacher at Manchester College
i North Manchester, Indiana. The letter was written on the blank pages
that separated Chinese artistic prints in a thin book. By mailing the letter
in a diplomatic bag from the American Consulate in Beijing, Howard would
not have had to worry about wartime censorship. |

Peiping, China
Sept. 14, 1938

May I take the liberty of writing this letter in pencil. I fear the paper will
not take the ink of my pen as it flows very freely. These useless words may
be separated from the pictures so as not to detract from the other sheet.
This is not letter paper, but pages from a little book of prints that I found
in the market this morning. However it seems very satisfactory for the use
it is now being subjected to.

It is not what it used to be, but it is still China to me. The moment I
set foot on this soil, the Oriental in me began to sprout. Even the language,
much of which I feared was forgotten, seems to have found itself very much
at home. (Bragging now, but don’t rub it in.)

It was good to see land after the rough weather that delayed us on the
Yellow Sea. Yes, we were all of ten hours late. But worse than that we had
to anchor eight miles out and go to the harbor in a little tug. Fun, but it got
us in after dark which often makes customs very difficult. Imagine, when
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we did finally get there the customs officer took his blue chalk and checked
every piece of baggage we had. Didn’t have to open a thing. What luck —
and we were able to catch our train for Tientsin after twenty eleven people
looked at our passports We had to see Mr. Mackenzie, the mission treasurer
about financial matters. Every thing is in good shape.

While in Tientsin we heard that Mr. Crumpacker of Ping Ting Chow
was in Peking, and was planning to return to Shanxi soon. I hurried, as fast
as possible to Peking to let him know that we were here. Thought it would
be nice if we could all go together. But plans are not always so good and
these plans turned out to be just that way. My father and I will leave day
after tomorrow and Crumpackers will stay another week for a much needed
rest.

I have spent most of my time to date getting all the details of the trip
planned. There is now in my pocket a military pass from the Jap Chief of
Staff in North China and two letters of introduction to high Japs in the inte-
rior. That should facilitate travel while under Japanese protection. Later we
will have to get passes from the 8th Route Army (Reds) and the Nationalist
Government. The journey promises to be very interesting and comfort-
able except for the five days we shall have to spend in ShirChanaChwang
(or something like that) [sic, Shijiazhuang] leaving stool specimens for the
Japanese to inspect for Cholera. I fear that I shall be bored. But regulations
are regulations.

There is one bit of news that I am glad for. I shall be stationed at
Liao Chow with my father; for a while at least. On the other hand Mr.
Crumpacker says that we shall be very much isolated — no mail in or out
except by private runner. Let me tell you Helen, if you get a letter from
Liao, it will have seen a lot of different transportation. But don’t worry,
I will probably make a trip to Ping Ting Chow every month or so. Mail
can be received and sent from there. [Ping Ting Chow was near the rail
line and was under Japanese occupation while Liao was still being bitterly
contested.] But when you write, please write so that anybody can read.
By that I mean, dont use too much slang and local phraseology — not even
peculiar marks, because what the Japs cant understand they suspect. Also,
they often take letters around to other missionaries for interpretation. By
the way, I did not receive the letters that you said that you had sent to Japan.

Later In fact this is Friday and I am still in Peking. Father left this
morning, but I shall not leave till Sunday or Monday. Mrs. Crumpacker is



not feeling very well, so I am to wait and bring her in. Dad has gone ahead
to arrange for our transportation from Ping Ting to Liao. Animals are hard
to get now and we will need about ten — two mules and eight donkeys. The
trip will take about four days as we cant follow the road [due to the danger
of military attack]. And I shall have a bicycle to push along — yes, I got
one, and a good one too. It is a British made Barton Humber, black except
for the chrome handle bars and wheels. It took me three hours to buy the
thing. Had to dicker for it. He wanted $155.00 for the thing, but I finally got
it for $125.00. He even put a little generator and a head light on it. That
sounds terribly expensive doesnt it? But really it is not so bad considering
how worthless the Jap imperial currency is. I shall get a picture of my new
house and send it too you one of these days because I am taking a small
camera along with me.

As this will be the last uncensored letter for a long time, there are several
things I should mention: First of all, in the letters that are to follow, if they
get through, I shall talk about the birds considerably. In reading please
substitute Japanese for crow, blue jay will mean bandits and sparrows will
mean soldiers of the Eighth [Route] Army. When mentioning seed, think
money. Bird (plain) will mean people. Do you understand? See if you can
understand this: I am carrying four thousand bags of seeds with me for the
poor birds around Liao Chow that have suffered so much this year because
of the unusual number of crows that pass through. I hope the blue jay don’t
find find it out or they will probably bother me till I give them some.

The Japanese are certainly holding these poor folks down, but we are
all confident that they can’t get away with it very long. They are spending
a tremendous amount of money and are losing many men. They are even
scared here in Peking. Chinese often com within shooting distance of the
city. In Shanxi alone they have lost over 50,000 men in the year they have
been there. Thousands of new troops are being sent out from Japan to
both North and South China. The reports here are that they have a million
men fighting General Chiang near Hankow, but they havent advanced since
August 1 despite reports of success. The Chinese are truly fighting for
homes and family, none of which the soldiers of Japan respect. The reports
that Mr. Crumpacker brings out are something terrible. The soldiers would
even come into the Mission refugee camps for women. Many have been put
to torturous deaths — starving, burning — etc. But by doing this they are
defeating themselves.

One of the most difficult things that I shall find is to keep bitterness
from growing. Even now it is difficult to smile to the Japs. I am certainly
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glad that I stopped in Japan before coming here. It will make it easier to
realize that all Japanese are not like their soldiers.

Later, Saturday evening We haven’t left yet and don’t know when we
can go. Dad sent a letter telegram from Pao Ting [Bao Ding] Fu saying
that he had been delayed there. Railway officials say no train tomorrow.
Tomorrow is September 18, the seventh anniversary of the beginning of the
Far Eastern War. For the Chinese it is humiliation day — for the Japs it
is celebration.The Eighth Route Chinese Army will probably celebrate by
tearing up lots of railway track. The Japanese are also preparing for trouble
here in the city.

Guess what I did last night? Took Mel Kennedy out to supper and then
went to see Snow White. It was the same as when we saw it in Manchester.
The Japs didn’t censure it. Don’t I wish that you had been along. You
would have enjoyed the food as well as the picture.

Now, don’t work too hard Doc. School is not all you are living for — I
hope.

Any way I still — and always still.

How

[Howard started his diary at Liao Chow. He was 21 years old. Near Liao
Chow the 8th Route (Communist) Army’s 129 Division was the main Chi-
nese force. To the west, around the Wu Hsiang, Chen-Chow region, the
“Dare to Die”, a force under the Shanxi Provincial Commander, Po I-Poa,
opposed the Japanese and to the north of Liao Chow the Shanzi’s Provincial
Army’s Second Division was active. ]

OCT. 15

The Mission decided to let the City use the Church bell as a warning of
airplane raids. There seems to be a general unrest in the City. I took the
Hsien Chiang [magistrate] to the Church and we looked at the possibility.
He wants to run a wire over to the Ya-men [government offices| where there
will be a continual lookout. I am afraid that such a long wire will be too
heavy on the clapper and it will be impossible for it to swing, but the Hsien
Chiang insists on trying and I have no objections.

I suggested that when we try the bell that the people should be assembled
for air raid instruction and practice. They have already dug several caves



under the city wall, but each person should know which one to go to. He
liked the idea and will try it in a few days.

Mr. Foster [China Inland Mission| received the reply to his letter from
Ping Ting. They hope to be able to cooperate but will give no answer
till [Rev. Ernest] Wampler gets back. [Foster was hoping that the Interna-
tional Red Cross could use the facilities at the Liao hospital to treat wounded
Chinese soldiers. Wampler returned Oct. 28, 1938 and gave the necessary
permission. In December Dr. Wang Yu Gang joined the hospital staff in
December and the inpatient department was reopened. In 1939, Dr. Brown
from Hankow arrived with Red Cross funds and helped enlarge services for
soldiers and civilians. |

OCT. 16

Served breakfast for the poor women from Woo Li Ho. Took several
pictures. Foster left for Luanfu this morning. Wish I were going along.

Big reception at the Church today. Had to give a speech in Chinese.

Found out that it is against the law to sell cigarettes because the Japs
try to poison folks that way.

OCT. 17

Went to Ma Kia Kuai this morning. (14 li South of Liao) There are 36
homes and about 320 people in the village. There was not one home that
was not touched by the fire of the rising sun. The poor folks had managed
to gather together a few of the ruins to make a shelter [for] the winter. In
some places as many as 10 people were living in small make-shift huts not
more than ten feet by fifteen feet. Most of them, however, had dug caves in
the side of the mountain. There was one old man who had been left with
his two sons’ wives. One son had been murdered and the other taken to
serve the army. His three donkeys had been killed. They had been his only
way of making a living. Now he is sick and must be cared for by his two
daughters-in-law. He had to wipe his eyes several times while telling us his
story.

The finest home in the city was probably left in the worst shape. The
man had been killed when the house was burned. His wife and three children
were still carrying on in the ruins of their home. I was surprised to find very
little complaint.
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Figure 1.1: (Left) Teaching the Chinese characters that mean traitor.
(Right) Girls with spears watching for the enemy. Sometimes they catch
traitors.



Figure 1.2: None can ride a donkey, or in this case, a small Mongolian pony,
with the skill and grace of the Chinese.

OCT. 18

Had trouble with the Lord Mayor of London’s coats. A supposed friend
took advantage of us so we lost about $10 on the lot. That’s all right if there
are no hard feelings or lost faces.

Saw the burned homes at Ho Nan. Talked to two war widows.

Went to see a shell-shocked boy. He is nineteen years old and has been
with the eighth route army almost a year. Has killed more Japanese than he
can count on his two hands. During his last engagement he was separated
from his comrades and was surrounded by the enemy with fixed bayonets.
Had to cut his way out. Who wouldn’t break after that? He doesn’t want
to get near the war, but would like to help his father farm. Seems sorry that
he has killed. Hopes that he will be forgiven by heaven.
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OCT. 23 — Tung I

In the home of Liao Hsien’s richest family. We spent the night here and
it was a very pleasant one at that. He even had a bed fixed for me. By the
way, his name is Han. One brother is in the gov., another in Tientsin with a
big store, the other is here taking care of the land (mostly walnuts.) Spent
the first part of the night in gossip with a dozen of the village intellects. 1
am succeeding in getting the folks to forget I am a foreigner. I am getting
some interesting slants on present day Chinese thought.

Yesterday I went to one of the new type schools. During the war, schools
are hard to maintain. Under their handicaps it is remarkable what some of
the folks here are doing. The Tung I school is in an old temple on the
side of the mountain. The principal was bold enough to take most of the
idols out and separate the others from the class room by a paper partition.
Every one of the buildings and every corner is utilized. For example, the
old temple bell is hung on an old pine tree to serve as the school bell. The
old stone tablets are used to paste announcements on. The temple burial
ground has been leveled off for a playground and the temple land is used to
support the school. There are one-hundred and eighty students including
grade and high school and about twenty girls who meet elsewhere. They
also have a very unique method of teaching the local illiterates. On every
main thoroughfare and in front of the school there are students on guard
with spears and swords. They have a little black board on which are written
two new characters each day. They stop everyone who passes to see if they
know the two words. If they don’t they are held there ’til they learn them.
I had the laugh of my life watching them teach an old farmer the characters
Han-jian meaning traitor.

Climbed the Mother. Little boy went along up. Heard of poisoning wells.

OCT. 24 Ma Tien is truly the promised land. [The Chinese characters
for this town indicate that it is called “Hemp (or Sesame) Field”.]

OCT. 25 Poor woman who stayed home when Japs came.
OCT. 26 Up river to Tze Cheng: Ho Pei Ko — honey —

OCT. 27 Huang Chiang — walnuts. Fun with the guards on the way.



OCT. 28 Back to Liao — Wamplers arrive.
OCT. 29 To Ho Shun

OCT. 30 Kung Chia Ko

With letters and passes prepared I headed North again. A bit disgusted
with all the bother and the uncertainty of the plans. Met a boy from Sechuan
on the way. His dialect is peculiar, but our conversation was successful. He
is 18 and has been away from home two years with the Eight Route Army.
He has been in eight battles and can’t count the victims of his sword on one
hand. Told me that I should go to Sechuan — beautiful place. Had a hard
time persuading him that the missionaries are not imperialistic. They have
believed it so long that it is hard to convince them otherwise.

Animals not at Kung Chia Ko. Sent letter on to Ho Hsien. Hope every
thing goes OK.

OCT. 31 — Halloween

I was feeling full of pranks earlier in the evening but now I feel like
joining the Chinese army. I suppose it is the spirit of helping the underdog.
It was a shock yesterday to hear that Canton had fallen, but when news of
Hankow’s occupation came this evening it raised my ire. After seeing what
the Japs do when they go into a place, how could one help but be angry at
the very thought of what they are doing now, and also the fact that they
are gloating over it. I can feel the spirit of a fellow who will give his life to
avenge a wrong. It is the wrong spirit, but it seems to be in man.

When I think of the burning cities, the fleeing refugees, I feel like packing
up and going South to suffer with them. I would if I did not think that we
would be next. But I hate to think of being in occupied territory. God
forbid.

NOV. 22

Left Liao for Yu She. Met an old man who had fallen off his donkey twice
during the day. He was lamenting the fact that he didn’t have a bicycle to
ride. Not so many spills he thought. That’s what he thinks.

NOV. 23
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Figure 1.3: A young Eighth Route Army Soldier. According to General
Joe Stillwell, the Communist Eighth Route Army reduced the numbers of
Japanese troops available to counter the Americans in the South Pacific by
engaging so many of them in the mountains of North China.
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This morning I counted 81 pheasants within the space of a mile. What
I wouldn’t have given for a gun? It is more fun traveling on a bicycle in
company with a donkey. No hurry at all. I ride ahead and have time to stop
to investigate anything of interest: Temples, clear mountain streams, old
scholars who know China of the old day, soldiers just back from the front,
etc.

Yu She is in bad shape. Several thousand units of houses burned. I took
a walk around the wall — ruins every place. One wonders how the people
manage to stay.

NOV. 24

Spent the day investigating the homes of poor folks. The people of Yu
She are no less than liars. Don’t know how we are going to decide who to
give to and who not to give to.

Spent over an hour in conversation with Lao Yang (Gov. Relief Admin-
istrator for this district.) He is a scholar of the old school but a mighty spry
old bird. Told us how he fell into the river on the way to Yu She. Had us
all holding our sides. The magistrate of Yu She is also exceptional. Went
out of his way to show us the town.

This little dispensary is about the coldest place I have been in years. No
fire, and damp as it can be. I have on all the clothes I've got, but still I
shiver.

Went to a Chinese medicine shop last night. They were making pills for
stomach trouble. They offered me one and I took a taste. Good! Tasted
like dried fruit candy. I ate a couple, much to my regret for I woke up in
the middle of the night with a terrible stomach ache.

NOV. 25 On the road to Chen Chow.

Smelled a dinosaur this morning, so I went prospecting. Happened to
hear someone mention the fact that someone about ten miles off our path
had found a stone dragon head. I asked them concerning the head, and from
their description gathered that it must be a fossilized prehistoric mammal.
They told me to go to Tan T’sung and inquire for a fellow by the name of
Chow. The rest of the party who are traveling on donkey went on. But I
took my bike and went to Tan T’sung.

Sure enough, there was the dragon head which I think was the head of
a dinosaur. He also has some other fossils, some teeth and a piece of a tusk
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which most likely belonged to a Mastodon. He was going to grind the things
up for medicine, so I purchased the teeth and ivory at the medicine price
and asked him to save the head until I could investigate. This man Chow
then told me of another place where there was a head as big as a donkey.
My interest was sufficiently aroused to take another ten miles to see this
rock. It was easily distinguished as a Mastodon head. Probably the head
on which my piece of tusk grew as it was found near the same place. When
I get a little more time I shall snoop around the hills and see what is to be
found.

We were told that it was only seventy li from Yu She to Ku Cheng, but
I'll eat my hat if it isn’t ninety. Having gone on ahead of the donkey, I got
there about dark. It must be nine o’clock now and the rest of the party just
got here. A hard day.

NOV. 26

Got an early start this morning. They told us that the road was good
all the way to Chen Chow and that we should easily get there by dark. But
the road was terrible. Where there weren’t hills or mud they had cut the
road up so that it was next to impossible to travel. About noon we came to
a place where we could easily hear the booming of the big Japanese guns.
The folks said that there was fighting about twenty miles away.

Chen Chow is quiet now, but they must fear occupation because they
are tearing the big city gates down. I attended a big meeting at the city
gate just before supper. They were explaining to the people why they were
tearing down the city gates. Propaganda is at work. It is interesting to
watch it from the side lines. The place where we are staying is in bad shape.
It looks as though the Japs had been there yesterday instead of a couple of
months ago. Miss Sanger’s old place. Having got here before the animals
I started to fix the place up. Found an old stove that used to be in the
chicken house, but there was no stove pipe. The gate man thought there
might be some over amongst the Church ruins. (It was burned by the Japs.)
We found enough to take most of the smoke out of the rooms. After I had
pasted paper over all the broken windows the place began to get a little
warm. When the rest of the party (now including Chou, for we had picked
him up at Ku Cheng) got here we fixed some board beds, had supper and
will soon go to bed. Our evening prayers are that we don’t freeze during the
night.
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Figure 1.4: Ruins in Qinxian seen from town wall.

NOV. 27

The house is swell now. Even have decorations on the wall: a map of
our mission territory, Mrs. Wampler’s diploma from Battle Creek, [Elizabeth
Wampler was a registered nurse, with an RN from Battle Creek (Michigan)
Sanitarium and trained in obstetrics at Chicago Lying-In Hospital] an Amer-
ican flag and a proverb card. The place is pretty clean too. At a meeting
of the group we decided to live on the cooperative basis. Chou was elected
business manager and general kitchen executive. Each of us has invested
two dollars.

NOV. 28 At Nan Ko (Headquarters of the “Dare to Die” Army).

I came here to see Mr. Po, [Po-I-Poa| Commander of the “Dare to Dies”
as well as Gov. of the fifth district. He is not here, but I shall spend the night
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Figure 1.5: Lui Mei Hsu — Secretary to Po-I-Poa
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with his political sec., Mr. Lui [Mei Hsu]. This man Lui is quite a fellow,
a veritable genius. I listened to his analysis of world affairs for three hours
this afternoon. It sounded like some of the lectures that Prof. Cordier gives
(really excellent.) [Andrew Cordier, Howard’s teacher and friend at Manch-
ester College; later was Assistant Secretary General of the United Nations
under U Thant, was nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize, and finally, was
President of Columbia University.] I'm going to do my best to make a
friend. He is a rather short fellow.

[A second letter to Helen Hafner. This letter, dated Jan. 27, 1939, and
again mailed in the diplomatic bag from the American Embassy on Feb. 15
describes his activities at the end of 1938. Here, Howard pretends that Helen
has mysteriously appeared in Tientsin and is now on the train with him to
Peiping ]

13

. on the Peiping Express which we hope will soon leave this station
(Tientsin Central) for Peiping. ... left Mr. MacKenzie’s this morning right
after breakfast. ... [Mr. MacKenzie was the treasurer for the Brethren Mis-
sion.] The Japanese have barricaded all streets leading from the [Interna-
tional] Settlement to other parts of the city. You want to know why? Only
to punish the Settlement for not cooperating with them in their attempt to
make a new China. You see, the foreigners don’t seem to understand their
high aims and refuse to fall in line. Really, we cause them an awful lot of
trouble. Took the taxi in order to avoid the long line of rickshaws and peo-
ple waiting to get across the international bridge and also the inspection,
which we didn’t care to participate in at this time. Why? We have two
things along that we don’t want the Japanese to get wind of. Dangerous?
Not exactly, but then you can never tell. In that big black suitcase above us
there are ten one pound bottles of ether to be used to put wounded soldiers
to sleep in our Liao Chow Hospital. Right now there are over a hundred in
the hospital waiting to be operated on; and within a radius of twenty miles
there are fourteen hundred more. Besides ether there is something else on
me which would surprise you ... I have ten thousand dollars in cash on me.
... It is Chinese money, so more or less illegal in these parts of China. Oh
yes! It is perfectly good in Shanxi. Now don’t you think me very composed
under the circumstances?

It will soon be nine o’clock. Excuse me. I mean it will soon be ten
o’clock (imperial Japanese) time. A part of the new cooperation between
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Japan and China calls for the acceptance, by the Chinese, of Japanese time.
And if they refuse to cooperate — they might be fortunate enough to only
lose their time piece. When I came down from Peiping I saw a watch which
was an hour slow smashed on the sidewalk by a guard. My blood pressure
was up around two hundred, but fortunately it went down in a few minutes.
The owner was much more calm about it than I. Couldn’t notice even a
trace of emotion on his face. They can take it, but they “Can’t Forget”.
Whatever time it is the train will soon be leaving, so lets take a look about
the station.

Are you really surprised that the station looks so modern? The best
service in the world used to be given by this railway. Of course that was in
the days of the Blue Express back in eighteen eighty. It’s nothing to brag
about now as we may discover before reaching Peiping.

Here goes the train. Don’t know whether we can keep up the conversation
or not. But since we must get caught up on the last few months, I'll go back
and hope that you can follow. There are also a few things along the way that
you should see. Those buildings to the left are the ones that were burned
during the occupation. But Tientsin as a whole didn’t suffer too much.

It’s about the Christmas vacation you want to hear? I wasn’t going to
tell you, but then I remembered what I promised last summer. It was really
one of the most interesting although most uncomfortable vacations I have
ever spent.

My plans had been to spend Christmas either in Ping Ting or Peiping.
But as the work piled up I saw that it would be New Years before I could
[leave] Liao. I had one trip to make before Christmas. It was to take some
cash to Wu Hsiang and to be there while we distributed. I left Liao on my
bike the morning of the thirteenth, and planned to return the twenty first
of December. It had snowed that night, so I had prepared to take two days
for the fifty mile trip. But by noon I was so nearly half way there that I
decided to speed up and get there that evening. I did. And the next few
days I spent investigating the villages in that locality. Several villages had
been practically wiped out. In one only two people were left to tell the story.
You would find it hard to believe, so I will not tell you what happened to
all the rest, other than to say that they were killed by invaders. I never
believed such things until I found it here.

The county officials invited me to a feast on the eighteenth. And like
Tom Tucker I had to perform for my supper — a speech. After the meal
we went to a play which was being presented by the Eighth Route Army.
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They did a remarkable piece of work. I was particularly interested in one
of the actresses who was as good as anything I have ever seen. I met her
afterwards and found out that she had been on the Shanghai stage before
the war. During one of the intermissions the audience called for a speech
from the “American Friend”. I wasn’t too keen on expressing myself after
seeing what I had within the previous week, but the magistrate finally got
me out on the stage.

That night I spent a very restless night. My tummy was acting up.
I lost all the good feast we had that evening. I was staying in a temple
just outside the city, and to make a long story short, I stayed there till
Christmas morning. My tummy didn’t get better. There wasn’t much pain,
but I couldn’t keep anything down. Thinking it would get better any time, I
decided to wait until I was able to ride back to Liao. But by Christmas eve
I was getting so weak that I thought it best to get back to the Liao hospital.
The officials fixed up a stretcher, got four men to carry it, and provided an
escort. We started out on Christmas morning with the hope of getting to
Liao three days later. We made it. And I was happy to crawl into my own
bed. It took most of the first night at home getting warmed up. It had been
terribly cold on the way. The day we got to Liao was the coldest day of the
year (20 degrees below zero [Fahrenheit]).

At the time I almost had to laugh at myself having to be carried back on
a stretcher. I tried to imagine myself an old Roman being carried about in a
litter. And I wondered more than once what my college friends would have
said had they met me on the way. It was a real ambulance except for the
siren, which, fortunately, was missing. The trip seems to have done some
good. I was able to take a little food the day before we got home. And after
being home for about a week, I was feeling my old self again, except for the
fact that I was nearly thirty pounds lighter. I wouldn’t want to try the trick
again. But since the doctors say that I am no worse for it, I am glad for the
experience. And really, I have to laugh every time I think of riding three
days in a stretcher with a tummy ache. A Merry Christmas was had by all.
I can promise you that.

I got so interested in telling the story of “My Ailment” that I forgot to
call your attention to some of the things we have been passing. You probably
have noticed the fortification of all the railway stations. That gives you an
idea of how secure the Japanese feel. Most of this flat territory we are
passing through is flooded every year. None of it is very many feet above
sea level.



18 Distributing Relief by Guerrilla Tactics

Before we get off the subject of sickness, hospitals etc., I must tell you
about the operation I committed. ... One morning while I was down in Chen
Chow a man brought his twelve year old boy around to see if I couldn’t do
something for him. The poor little boy had a tremendous abscess on his
back. I had an idea that the thing should be opened, and in the near future.
But I told him that I could not do it for him. He took the boy home but the
next morning was around again. He had just come from a Chinese medicine
man who said that it should be opened immediately. I didn’t know what
to say, but advised against letting the Chinese quack operate. They have
absolutely no knowledge of sanitation or disinfection. Again I had to refuse
to perform the operation myself. But on the third morning he brought the
little boy around and delivered his ultimatum. If I wouldn’t do it he would
take the boy straight down to the medicine man. The boy had spent a
terrible night having considerable pain. There was also a breaking out all
over his body. My Chinese relief helpers urged me to do it, saying that no
matter what happened it would be better for me to do the job than the
medicine man. Their logic and the pleading of the father finally prevailed in
part. I told the father that I would prepare all the equipment and direct the
operation, but that he should do the actual work. He agreed, to my regret.

The operating table was fixed in front of the window. It was nothing
more than a board on some high benches. For a knife I clamped one of my
injector razor blades in a pair of forceps and sterilized it in the fire. After
it was almost white hot, I cooled it in alcohol, and then burned the alcohol
off again.

Our hands we soaked in near boiling water and continued by scrubbing
them with soap. I then prepared the sterile gauze and bandages, and a drain
pan to catch the pus.

The brave little fellow was stretched out on the board. Three men were
commissioned to hold him. I then painted the entire vicinity of the abscess
with iodine. The father’s hands underwent the same process.

Every thing was ready for the operation, so I put the knife into the
father’s hand. After explaining that the opening must be deep enough and
long enough for adequate drainage, I indicated the place and direction in
which the gash should be made. For a moment I thought everything was
going to move along fine. Then just as I was ready to give the command to
cut, the father turned around and I saw that my plan had failed. He was
pale and trembling. “Please do it for me. Please,” he begged.

If it had to be done I might as well proceed. So I painted my hands and



19

resterilized the knife. But just as I was about to make the initial cut I lost
my nerve. After two or three turns about the room, I got enough cowardly
courage to proceed. The first cut was about an inch and a half long and half
an inch deep, but nothing happened. It took more cuts to get to where I
wanted to go. I had no idea that the thing could be so deep and yet appear
so near the surface. I'll not describe what happened other than to say that
we got at least a pint of pus out.

I never heard so much yelling except at a football game as that little
fellow let out in those few minutes. I did pity him, but could pay no attention
once I got started. The assistants told me later that the little boy cursed
and damned me as well as all my ancestors from the beginning, and my
descendants to come for ten thousand years. But the next day he thanked
me profoundly for relieving him of so much pain.

We kept the drainage open for five days and then closed it. The last
time I saw the boy he was well and happy. My reputation in Chen Chow
was established. From then on I was known as Dr. Sollenberger.

But secretly, as soon as I had finished I wished that I had not done it.
I was worried all day and slept very little that night. Kept thinking of all
the things that might happen. I doubt if I could do it again. Other than
dressing a few wounds, that is the extent of my medical career.

Some minutes later:

Look out the window here. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight.
Yes, eight wrecked railway cars. That’s the way the Chinese keep the Japs
worried. When I was on the way out from Shanxi I missed one of those
wrecks by about an hour. The freight train just in front of us was derailed.
We had to sit there half the night waiting for the mess to be cleaned up.
Fortunately they are very careful not to wreck the passenger trains which
carry Chinese. These are the trains we ride on. ...

Peiping

Page thirteen and I have hardly started to tell you all that I wanted to
let you in on. But I fear the Embassy might not like the letters if they get
too heavy.

Did you get the letters that I sent from Chen Chow? They were to go
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by Chinese mail service through Hong Kong. I have a feeling they may not
get through, and if they do, the news will be terribly out of date. It was the
only way I could get mail out from Chen Chow. My response to airplanes
has changed considerably since then. I get a funny feeling every time I hear
them.

Helen, this is something important, and I want you to get it clear. I
hope that my letters don’t give you the impression that we are always in
danger out here. It is really not that way at all. Probably some of the
things we talk about sound extremely dangerous. But when you actually
face them, there is nothing to it but a little uncertainty. The other day I was
talking to the attaché at the embassy. He wanted to know how in the world
I dared go through the lines and work so near the front. It does sound bad,
but when you get there, there is no line nor a front. This is not the type of
war you read about in stories although it is just as terrible in its destruction.

Whenever I am in territory that could prove dangerous, I always keep in
touch with the Chinese army, which keeps me informed as to the position of
the Japanese, so there is very slight chance of meeting them. The Chinese
authorities are leaning over backwards to help us all they can. It is with a
feeling of relief that one leaves Japanese territory and enters China.

These pictures of myself and my room are not very natural. Self pho-
tography doesn’t work so well. Please notice that my dimple is no more; 1
should say was no more, because it returned after a shave. ...

Love, How

[Excerpts from a report to the Mission Board describing relief techniques.
Probably written in February, 1939, as mention is made of the Sino-Japanese
war being 20 months old.]

We have found it advisable to work in cooperation with the local
authorities. They often understand their own situation better than we who
are just passing through. We first pay a call on the county magistrate.
He is asked for suggestions and introductions to the city and village elders.
The elders are requested to call together some of the leading citizens of
the community for a short meeting to make a list of the most needy. The
investigators that we have sent there take the list and visit each of the
families. The purpose of this visit is to choose from those listed the few that
we can help. It is also to determine what each family needs.
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Figure 1.6: Howard in his room in Peiking. A self portrait.
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When it is decided that a certain person or family should receive help
from our relief funds, they are given half of a double receipt which, when it
receives the village seal, entitles them to what the investigators determine
they need. Thus we are able to keep track of each person whom we have
helped. The receipt also tells us what and how much he has received.

On the day of the distribution the recipients all gather in some central
locality. They are told why they have been chosen to receive relief, and the
spirit that is behind it. We also try to give them what encouragement we
can. Our reward is the appreciation that they express. God, through their
American friends, is kind to them.

Thus far most of our relief has been in the form of millet, the staple food
of Shanxi. The distribution of this grain has amounted to about 500 tons.
During the fall and winter we also provided considerable cloth and cotton
for winter clothing. If there were any women in the family we would not
furnish ready-made clothing but would let them make what they themselves
most needed.

Things that must come from the outside are scarce. One of these is cloth.
But fortunately there is considerable cotton to be had in this area. Most of
the women in the three southern counties are able to weave a rather crude
cotton cloth. However, their present ability to purchase the cotton is so low
that their looms are idle most of the time. We have taken advantage of this
opportunity not only to give work to needy women but also to help increase
the supply of cotton cloth. At present, there are about four hundred women
participating in this cloth weaving project.

It would be impossible to gather these women together in a central local-
ity to produce cloth on a factory plan. That is not our aim. We are working
in conditions that make home industry necessary. In the first place, it would
be impossible for the women to leave their homes. Their first duty is to take
care of the home work. We are simply trying to make their spare time more
profitable. If we find a woman who needs the work and can weave, we will
offer to give her three, six, or nine catties of cotton, depending on how much
time she has, if she will make it into cloth. Two thirds of the cloth is hers to
use as she wants. The other third is to be given to us at a specified time. If
the woman has made the cloth satisfactorily, we will use the money from the
sale of our portion to buy her more cotton. Otherwise, the money is used to
help someone else. As this proposition is very attractive to most of them,
there are more applicants than we can possibly take care of. There are also
those who would like to participate but who are unable to, because their
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equipment was destroyed by the invaders. It is our plan to make provision
for these women by providing equipment which can be used on a cooperative
basis.

We are also experimenting with a small revolving loan fund. The purpose
of this fund is to provide small loans of five to fifteen dollars to those who
could use this money to make their own living. A good deal of it has gone
to men who use the loan as capital for the purchase of cotton which they
carry from the places in which it is grown. After selling the cotton they can
repay part of the loan and still have enough to make a second trip for more
cotton. All of these loans are to be paid back within a year. The integrity
of the men who receive these loans is guaranteed by the village from which
they come.

I close with a few representative cases that I have met during investiga-
tion. The more horrible cases must be left out of print.

While in the vicinity of Wu Hsiang City, just before Christmas, I came
across a small village that had been completely destroyed by burning. It was
in desperate circumstances, but there were only two people in the village to
suffer from its destruction. There was a little orphan boy who was herding
sheep for his two meals a day and an old man who was watching over the
ruins of his village. The rest of the inhabitants had been killed. The old
man is on our winter grain list, and the little boy is wearing relief clothes.
There are half a dozen villages that have met this same fate.

Just south of Liao Chou, a father, mother and three little children owned
land and lived in a rather nice home. When the Japanese came, the mother
and children fled to the mountains while the father stayed behind to watch
the property. The refugees returned to a completely ruined home and a
murdered father. Much of our relief has gone to widows and orphans.

In south east Liao County in one burned home we found an old woman
who was patching a ragged garment for her husband. Their home had been
so thoroughly destroyed that there was hardly a corner suitable for shelter
against the wind. They had just started to put up a little corn stalk and
mud covered hut. The husband was not at home when we called. He came
in later but was completely silent during our visit. I found out later that he
has not spoken since the day of the tragedy.

They had heard that the Japanese soldiers would not harm them. Al-
though most of their neighbors had fled to the mountains, this family had
remained in their home. When the invading army passed by, three soldiers
came into their courtyard and asked for food and water. The old woman
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immediately brought them the best she had, but the soldiers did not like the
coarse food and threw the bowls to the ground. They then started looking
through the house for something better. When they found a

good supply of grain that had been stored away for future use, they
hauled it out and fed their animals. After the horses had been fed, the
soldiers set fire to the rest of the grain. It was more than the son could
stand. He got down on his knees to beg the soldiers to refrain from destroying
their food supply. He was silenced by sword. The old mother was sent out
to find some chicken. But as soon as she was out of sight, she ran for the
mountains. After the army had moved on she hurried back to what had been
her home. Her husband had been wounded, her son dead and her daughter-
in-law missing. Although her husband has recovered from his wounds, there
is little left for them to live for.

I have two little war orphans in our Liao school. They are brothers
from Hopei province. Their father was killed and their mother died of the
shock. The two boys had been taken in by the Eighth Route Army, and
were brought over to Liao county. The younger brother was too small for
the strenuous life, so they left the army and started to beg for their meals
and shelter. I found them ten miles south of Liao. They were half starved,
so I brought them home with me. Since then I have been able to locate their
grandfather; he will take them into his home when spring comes.

The most we can do will never erase such wounds.
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Figure 1.7: A widow with her three children in their destroyed home after
the Japanese had killed her husband. The two children and two men behind
her are fellow villagers.
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Figure 1.8: Orphan boy whose parents and siblings were killed. His white
cap is in mourning for his family. Howard gave him three dollars for travel
and sent him to hig ninele’s home
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Figure 1.9: Eighth Route Army boys, “Little Devels” helping farmers in the
fields. Seen only once in a while.
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Chapter 2

2nd Guerrilla Relief
Expedition

MAR. 11 (Saturday)

And today we are off to the front five strong: Nieh, Tien, Li, Lui and
myself. We are just the right number to be classified as the smallest guerrilla
unit (fu pan ). We, of course, are a peace corps not a military unit. The front,
a walled Hsien city (county seat), is thirty miles north of Liao Chow. The
city was occupied a little over a month ago by the Japanese expeditionary
force that pushed south from Ping Ting. The object of our little guerrilla
unit is not to drive the Japanese out of the city, although we would be
mighty happy if they would leave. We hope to be able to provide a little
relief to the peasants who are hiding in the mountains.

For the first fifteen miles, that’s as far as we go today, we had the luxury
of having a long eared but rather gentle donkey to carry our five rolls of
bedding. We didn’t bring much with us because there are times when we
may have to pack our belongings on our backs and carry them ourselves.
The Japanese activities will dictate our moves. If they stay put in the city,
we will be free to do as we please. But if they advance, we retreat, and
if they retreat, we advance. We must always be prepared to do either at
a moment’s notice. I am afraid that there are two in the party who are
wishing that they had stayed at home. Lui and Tien don’t seem quite as
carefree as usual. Tomorrow they will have to show their colors. If they are
really scared to be up here, I will have to let them go home. A coward is no
use in this kind of work. I don’t intend to take any unnecessary risks, but
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we don’t know what we may run up against.

This evening I visited the local headquarters of the Eighth Route guer-
rillas. I wanted to find out exactly what we were going to meet up with at
the front; and, also, where we would find most of the refugees. They were
pleased to hear that we had come to help the refugees. They report that
there are about thirty thousand homeless hiding in the mountains around
the city. Most of them were unable to take anything with them when they
fled from the city and surrounding villages. The headquarters reports all
quiet today. Tomorrow we move up and start work in the hill just south
of Ho Shun. We are spending the night in an inn. There are three other
guests, so eight of us will have to crowd into the same bed. Han To is so
filled with soldiers that we civilians have to double up a bit. Food is also
rather difficult to get. We had dry corn cakes and millet broth for lunch,
and parched corn and millet soup this evening. That is probably a forecast
of our diet for the next two weeks. Each of us has a little bag of parched
corn-millet flour along in case of unforeseen circumstance. The idea was
borrowed from our guerrilla friends.

MAR. 12 (Sunday)

Our temporary headquarters is at Wu Ma [Five Horses], a little village
seven miles south of Ho Shun. We are very fortunate in getting suitable
living quarters. We certainly can’t say that we are crowded here. There are
a few refugees in the village, but most of the local people have not come back
yet. After lunch I told the group my plans for the afternoon. I was going
up to the She J’en Tsung hill to have a look at the city. If it seemed quiet
enough I would also look the refugee situation over. I had heard that there
were quite a few scattered over the hill and that a few folks had returned to
She J’en Tsung. I told them that they could do as they liked about going
with me. As I had expected Tien and Lui were too tired to go along. They
decided to stay behind and rest. We left them behind saying nothing about
their being afraid, although it was all too plain why they were tired.

We found the village of She J’en T'sung occupied by guerrillas. They have
telephone connections with their headquarters at Han To and also with Liao
Chou. There is an excellent lookout from the hilltop about half a mile north
of the village. Ho Shun City is in the valley about three miles below. From
this lookout the guerrillas can watch every move the Japanese make. As I
had my field glasses along we had a rather close view of the situation. The
city wall had been leveled down till it was no more than a mound of dirt.
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Figure 2.1: The relief fu pan eating their lunch of millet at Wu Ma. The meal
was provided by Eighth Route Army guerrillas as the village was practically
deserted. From the left: Li, Howard, Lui, Tien, Lien, Nieh.
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Figure 2.2: Telephone connection in guerrilla territory.

The local residents had done that several months ago at the request of the
Eighth Route Army. Without a city wall the city could not be very easily
held by the Japanese. It would also be much easier for attacking guerrilla
bands to get into the city if the wall was down. The Japanese have not
rebuilt the wall, but they have partly protected themselves by putting up a
heavy barbed wire entanglement.

We had only been watching the city for about fifteen minutes when the
Japanese opened fire with their mountain guns. I was a bit uneasy, but the
guerrillas who were along with us told us not to worry about the Japanese
hitting anything. And sure enough, all the shells were either a quarter mile
short or wide. We were able to locate the guns with the field glasses and
watched them shoot. One of the guerrillas told me that the Japanese blow
off their guns about every day. On four occasions there have been a rather
heavy bombardment. But in the five weeks that the Japanese have been in
the city, they have only killed one old man with their mountain guns and
cannon. That happened on the twenty-fifth of February at Tze Luo, the
night I stopped there on my way back from Ping Ting. One of the guerrillas
also told me about an attack they had made on the west suburb about three
nights ago. One of their comrades got a coughing spell just about the time
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Figure 2.3: The guerrilla band at the ridge overlooking Ho Shun (Nieh in
the forground). Howard said that this group had mounted a log on a pair
of wagon wheels. They would tie a big firecracker to the “muzzle” roll it
into view of Ho Shun and detonate the firecracker. This drew answering fire
from the Japanese cannon at Ho Shun. The guerrilla officer was keeping
track of the number of Japanese shells wasted this way and calculating the
cost to the Japanese war effort.
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Figure 2.4: Eighth Route Army guerrillas near Ho Shun receiving instruc-
tion for a night raid on the city. Communist slogans on the wall read:
“The Chinese army doesn’t kill Manchurans.” Another reads: “One can kill
traitors.”

they were ready to attack. They couldn’t carry out their plans because
the Japanese guards had heard the cough and started shooting. But they
threw a couple of hand grenades before retreating to the mountains. The
interesting part about the attack was what followed. The Japanese kept
their cannon barking the rest of the night and most of the next day. They
spent over two hundred shells and did absolutely no damage. The guerrilla
who was telling us about the incident added that, “We will win the war
when the Japanese have shot up all their ammunition.” The guerrillas seem
to get a lot of fun out of making the enemy waste their ammunition.

After having a good look at the Japanese, we took a turn about the
village to see what condition it was in. I was surprised to find so few homes
burned. Not more than half a dozen had been destroyed by fire. But they
absolutely cleaned the village out. Nearly all the windows and doors were
gone. I imagine that they were used for fire wood. Dishes, pots, iron kettles
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and big water crocks were all smashed to bits and scattered about. Furni-
ture, clothing, and other household equipment had been either burned or
smashed so that it could not be used. What little grain was left was also
in such a condition that it could not be used. In some cases, they would
mix excrement in flour and preserved vegetables, or stir dirt into it. In one
crock of salted vegetables we found a dead cat and the intestines of a dog.
I suppose that the Japanese considered it a practical joke, but it is far from
funny to these peasants who have nothing else to eat. In many homes the
floor and brick bed had been torn up. They were looking for hidden things,
and I guess that they found considerable.

When the Japanese passed through the village, all the peasants but one
old man had fled to the bigger mountains to the east. This old fellow was
ill and could not leave his bed. Some of the younger men wanted to carry
him with them, but as the Japanese were not far off, he told them to save
themselves and not to bother with an old man who would soon die anyway.
After the invaders had moved on, several men came back to see how the
old man was getting along. He was dead, the victim of a rather crude
decapitation. Those who did it probably called it euthanasia. But I have
another name for it.

A few of the men are back now. They are preparing the land for spring
planting, knowing that if they cannot get the seed in the ground this spring,
they will have nothing to eat next winter. We distributed among these
before returning to Wu Ma. It is impossible for us to get the seed, plows,
and other tools to these farmers who are so near the Japanese — so we gave
them a little cash with which they can buy what they need from other cities.

Of course we have told Lui and Tien all about our afternoon on the
mountain. Their curiosity is aroused sufficiently that they have declared
themselves willing to go along tomorrow. They probably lost a little face by
not going today.

MAR. 13 (Monday)

Had quite a laugh this morning. We razzed Lui and Tien about being
afraid to go ahead and stick their heads over the ridge. It wasn’t long
till they had heard enough and were out in front. The rest of us slowed
down to see what would happen. Just as they got to the top of the hill
where they could see the city, the Japanese started to shoot their cannons.
They didn’t even stop to see what the Japanese were shooting at. But they
turned around and started down hill on a dead run. We stopped them when
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Figure 2.5: (Top) An old hunter with his muzzle loader going to join the
guerrilla army. (Bottom) Farmers training with spears. They will get rifles
when some are captured.
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they got to us and told them to wait there till we went up to see what the
shooting was about. When we discovered that the Japanese were shooting
north instead of south, we called them to come up and watch the fireworks.
After seeing for themselves, they changed completely, becoming bolder and
wanting to get up closer where they could see better. But there was work
to do. So instead of spying on the Japanese any further, we divided into
two groups to look for refugees. We visited six small villages and found over
two hundred refugees. They were much too close to the city to be safe, but
they didn’t want to get any further away. In the first place, they hope that
the Japanese will soon leave so they can get back to their land. And in the
second place, if they did want to leave, they would have no place to go.

I am surprised to find that these refugees brought so little with them.
Most of them are near the end of their food supply now. As for clothing,
they brought what they had on their backs, and too often that was not
sufficient. They were lucky if they had a blanket to wrap up in at night.
Some of the refugees are with relatives, or can borrow a room from some
friend. They are fortunate. A good many of them have had to dig little
caves into the mountainside for shelter. Our job is a big one. I wish that we
could establish a refugee camp where it would be safe and where we could
take care of some of the neediest. But the situation is such, not knowing
when or where the Japanese army may strike next, that we will have to be
content to help them a little where they are, and hope that the causers of
all this suffering will soon get out.

More parched corn flour and millet broth soup for supper.

MAR. 14 (Tuesday)

The Kong (brick bed) was too hot last night. I had to keep on the roll
so as not to brown one side more than the other. This is a hard life; walking
all day, eating parched corn flour, and then having to sleep on hot bricks.
At least we are not cold.

A messenger came from the Han To headquarters to warn us not to stay
in Wu Ma too long. There seem to be a lot of Japanese spies around. If
nothing else, they would like to get their hands on our relief funds. The
Japanese aren’t too friendly to our work. They want the peasants to come
back and live under their heel. The longer we can help them, the longer
they will stay away. Nor can we encourage them to go back to their homes
when we know, as well as they do, that they will be forced to fight their own
people or be murdered, and where their wives and daughters will be raped
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Figure 2.6: Li (left) and Nieh (right) explaining to the refugees the relief
operation in Ho Shun County.

by marauding soldiers.

We have moved to She Yao, a village seven miles south east of Ho Shun.
It is a rather secluded spot which the enemy has not visited, so we are
relatively safe.

We don’t have to hunt for refugees today. They have heard that we are
here and are hunting us. There were so many today that we nearly had a
riot on our hands. You can’t blame them when they are hungry. But it
means that we have to be rather severe to keep order. It always makes me
feel bad when we have to be rough with them.

MAR. 15-16 (Wednesday and Thursday)

Moved from She Yao to San Chuan yesterday because we heard that
most of the refugees are in this part. We are now due east of Ho Shun. We
are right amongst them now. In this village of seventy homes there are over
four hundred refugees. That doesn’t even include the ones that are on the
hillside within a few miles of us. Water and food are a serious problem here.
I went up to see the well today (the only one in the village). There were no
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Figure 2.7: Dry weather results in little water in the wells and long queues.

less than fifty two people waiting with buckets to get water from the well
that was already so nearly dry that they had to wait ten minutes for the
water to run in each time a bucket full was taken out. We are sending some
carriers to an area east of here that has not been invaded. I hope that they
will be able to buy food and bring it back.

My four comrades have spent these two days investigating and distribut-
ing. My time has been divided between relief and visiting the sick and
wounded. I have a rather complete first aid kit along with me. Treated
several folks at She Yao. The folks here heard about it before I arrived. It
wasn’t long before I had a list of twenty six patients that had sent someone
to come and ask me if I wouldn’t come and see them. It’s too bad that I'm
not a doctor.

Most of the patients had eczema of one type or another. I gave out all the
ointment that I had with me the first day. Yesterday I visited a ten-year old
girl that I fear there is no hope for. She is a refugee from the city. Fled the
night before the Japanese came. She must have turned her ankle, because
she said that it puffed up the next day and hurt so much that she could not
walk on it. They met a Chinese doctor that stuck several needles into her
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ankle. Now it is badly infected. I fear that it is streptococcus infection as
the whole leg is swollen. There is a big raw opening at the ankle from which
pus and a watery substance constantly oozes. The first time that I saw her
the foot was resting in a big puddle of pus. I spent an hour cleaning up and
dressing the wound. But I fear it is too late as I have no streptococcuscide
or sulfanilamide. She is such a charming little girl with sparkling black eyes
and as brave a heart as I have ever seen. She must have been in terrible pain
but she never opened her mouth all the time I was working over her. But
I could see the tears rolling down her cheeks. When I finished she thanked
me in so weak a voice that I could hardly make out what she was saying.
Her mother told me later that she had not slept nor eaten anything for two
days. T'll try to get her to the hospital. [At Liao]

Another patient, also a little girl, had a bad infection on her back. She
had had a boil some time ago. Instead of letting it drain, they closed the
opening with dirty paper. Infection resulted. Using ethyl chloride I lanced
the back in several places and cleaned it. I drained over a pint of pus from
the three openings. She says that she is better already.

There were also three cases of bullet wounds. I dressed all three, but
two still have the bullet lodged in the bone. I hope that they can get to the
mission hospital in Liao Chow.

We registered and distributed to about two hundred families these two
days. That means that we have reached about a thousand families. Tien
did a pretty good job of keeping the crowd quiet and in order while we
distributed. Had them sing.

MAR. 17 (Friday)

On the way to Hei Shan (Black Mountain). T got another look at Ho
Shun, this time from the west. There was a little more commotion around
the city today. Looks like more soldiers have come. We found out this
evening that two thousand soldiers came down from Ping Ting early this
morning. That means that the garrisons at Ho Shun and Li Yang have been
considerably increased. I wonder what the Japanese have up their sleeve
this time.

Stopped in a little village to see a man that had been bitten by a dog.
His right leg was chewed up pretty badly. There were two big gashes in
the calf and three bites on the ankle and foot. It had happened about four
days ago, and the leg was already infected. I reopened and cleaned all the
wounds. The ethyl chloride came in handy again as it was a rather painful
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Figure 2.8: The dog-bite victim that Howard treated.
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process. I then had him soak the leg in a rather strong solution of potassium
permanganate and filled the wounds with boric acid powder. If the dog is
not mad, that ought to take care of him.

The first district official of Ho Shun County has his headquarters at Hei
Shan. This place is also crowded with refugees. We took care of those in and
near the village this afternoon. Tomorrow we will divide into two groups
and investigate the villages and mountains to the north and west.

A good many refugees have sad tales to tell. I have already counted
thirty six cases of death at the hands of the Japanese and fifty seven deaths
from exposure while fleeing. Most of these were pregnant mothers, newborn
babies, and small children. And over fifty cases of rape. All these reports
came from members of the immediate family. It is not propaganda, although
it would sound like the proverbial atrocity stories if I were to tell some of the
stories that have been told me these few days. There is plenty of evidence
to substantiate them.

MAR. 18 (Saturday)

We heard last night that the Japanese had announced their intentions
of occupying several towns in east Ho Shun county. Hei Shan is supposed to
be one of them. It seems that the Japanese held a meeting for the peasants
at Li Yang and made the above announcement. An Eighth Route scout had
attended the meeting and brought the word back late last night. About
midnight the cannons began to bark. A good many of the peasants here at
Hei Shan took a few belongings and fled to the hills. Tien was anxious to
follow them. I told him to go ahead if he wanted to, but that I was going to
stay until morning. The Japanese certainly won’t attempt to come into the
big mountains after dark. If they did come in the morning we have plenty
of time to get out of their way. Personally, I had the feeling that they made
the announcement to cover up some other move. They certainly wouldn’t
make their moves known. Nothing happened this morning, and this evening
we heard that they had left Li Yang and Ts’ai Ling, probably returning to
Ping Ting. It would be great if they would leave Ho Shun, too.

We went on with our investigating today, but the official insisted on
sending guards along. We didn’t want them but had no way to refuse.
While on the way to Wa Fang, Nieh and I had to cross a rather high peak.
From the top we could see both Ts’ai Ling and Li Yang. We saw several
Japanese trucks moving north. It was probably the Li Yang garrison on its
way back to Ping Ting. We have been so busy all day that we didn’t take
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any time off for lunch and didn’t get any supper until ten thirty. The corn
flour and millet broth tasted pretty good.

MAR. 19 (Sunday)

More shooting last night. Found out this morning that the guerrillas
were out last night. They succeeded in digging up and carrying off over fifty
telephone poles. When the Japanese discovered that their wires were cut,
they started to make a lot of noise with their big guns. They didn’t dare
come out of the city at night. We left the north east today and are on our
way to the western part of the county.

Lui got scared again. He was about a mile behind the rest of us. A
couple of big shells exploded about half a mile from him. It wasn’t long
before he caught up with the rest of us.

I stopped in to see my patient who had been bitten by the dog. He
is much better. It looks like the infection is nearly cleared up. And the
swelling has gone down. I repeated the treatment to make sure. Also saw
the two little girls. The one with the streptococcus is very low. The other
one seems some better. Redressed the latter. Three bowls of barley meal
noodles for supper. At the request of the local Christians Tien preached us
a sermon after supper. The whole village turned out.

MAR. 20 (Monday)

We have left the east for good. Passed through my old happy hunting
ground. All I had to do this time to scare up a wild pig was to shout. But
we might have had a pig or two if I had had a gun with me. Nan Ko is
our headquarters for this evening. It is eight miles from Ho Shun. We had
another look at the city when passing through She Jen Tsung. Nothing
seems to be happening today.

Spent the afternoon and evening investigating and distributing. There
seem to be more refugees in the western than in the eastern part of the
county. Our money is going to run out before we get very far.

Thirteen men came from the northern part of the county today. Their
families have run out of food. They heard that we were distributing and
have followed us for two days. They say that they have eaten only one meal
in two days, and that was what they begged. They also said that there were
many more like themselves who were unable to come. We gave them a good
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meal to start with and then sent them back with enough grain for a month.
(All they could carry.)

We hear that the Japanese made a little surprise trip to a village seven
miles north of here today. I don’t know what the object was, but it won’t
be long before we find out.

MAR. 21 (Tuesday)

I was rather surprised to find the Ho Shun Post Office way up here in
the mountains southwest of the city. And it was more of a surprise to find
out they have continued regular service throughout the occupation. They
didn’t miss a single day. Of course the Post Office is here to serve the county
government officials who are hiding in the mountains during the occupation
of Ho Shun. This little village of Li Chia Chang is about the smallest
place that has ever claimed a post office. There are only five homes in the
whole village. Of course, the population has been considerably increased by
refugees.

The refugees in the west part of the county must all know that we are
here. At least we have been swamped by folks coming from the surrounding
mountains to ask us to come help them. Many of them are really in desperate
straits, but our money is going to run out before we get very far. We had
a meal of steamed bread this morning. Boy, it sure tasted good after what
we have been eating.

MAR. 22 (Wednesday)

We had hoped to move on to another village this morning, but when we
got up, there were three hundred people waiting outside in the courtyard.
We took care of the neediest of these and made plans to leave. We didn’t
have enough left to meet another group of that size. Money and supplies
had run out. Nieh, Tien and Lui started back while Li and I went on north
to investigate the situation to the west and north of Ho Shun.

We got as far as the river that flows west from the city when we saw a
big commotion in the river bed ahead of us. There were about four hundred
people coming our way and I don’t know how many more pouring into the
dry river bed from the surrounding mountains. Our first thought was that
it might be the Japanese advancing, but the field glasses showed them to
be peasants. Then we thought that they were fleeing from the advancing
Japanese. It wasn’t until we met a few that were in front that we found
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out they were looking for the foreigner who had come to give them food. I
explained as politely as possible that we had nothing left, and that we had
come to see what their needs were. We would come back later and help
those who were hungry. This didn’t satisfy them. They had heard that we
had already helped some and couldn’t understand that what we had brought
along this time had already been used up. The people were not in a rioting
mood. They simply pleaded for help. But as the crowd increased, I began
to get a bit uneasy. It would only take one or two men to start something
serious. People who are hungry will sometimes do something they wouldn’t
ordinarily do, especially when in a crowd.

I told Li that we had better retreat. We turned around and casually
walked away as though nothing was out of the ordinary. We didn’t look
back until we had gone about a quarter of a mile. They were still following
us. Li suggested that we ought to take to the mountains and give them the
slip. I was about ready to follow the suggestion when it occurred to me that
it was extremely dangerous for so many people to crowd together in the
open riverbed only six miles from Ho Shun. If the Japanese would get wind
of it, the chances were that they would hurry out in their trucks. Under
the circumstances, it would probably mean a general massacre. I decided
to go back and talk to them again. They couldn’t understand the relief
situation, but I thought they could understand the word “danger” when
used in connection with the possibility of the Japanese finding them in the
river bed.

I asked them to disperse as quickly as possible and get back to their
mountain hide-outs. After explaining the danger they were running by being
where they were, and promising that we would be back in the near future,
a few started back. But most of them remained, still pleading for help. If
it had not been for a village official who arrived on the scene just then, we
would have been stumped. We explained the situation to him, and while he
was talking to the peasants we slipped away.

This evening we can say that we are definitely on the way home. We
have decided to follow the road that the Japanese used to enter Liao from
the west.

MAR. 23 (Thursday)

We stopped to see the Hsien Chiang (County Magistrate) this morning
to talk over future plans for relief in Ho Shun. The biggest problem seems to
be that of getting grain into the county. I didn’t get much satisfaction from
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the local officials. They are too busy with other affairs. I will probably have
to visit the district governor to get any real help in transportation of grain
from places where it is more plentiful. I don’t mean to say that the local
government is not interested in the refugee problem. They are also giving
considerable help. But they do not have the time or authority to handle the
importation of grain.

It is my hope that we can get grain to several central localities near
enough to the refugees so that they can take the money that is distributed
to them to buy for themselves. It is not practical to carry grain along and
distribute it ourselves. We would probably lose all of it to the Japanese.
They seem anxious to loot or burn all that they can get their hands on.

I met a very interesting sort of fellow this afternoon and had the privilege
of being in his company for about five miles. He is an Eighth Route Army
scout, a well educated man, and a Chinese with as high a standard of moral
conduct as I have met. He has just completed a thorough scouting trip
throughout Ho Shun County. He gave us the details of the latest moves of
the Japanese. It seems that they are anxious to get the people to come back
to the city. They have offered money and various other things to those who
will come back. They have discovered that an empty city is of no use. The
peasants of Li Yang took the Japanese at their word and went back. They
were given five dollars apiece, some grain, a little bag of salt, some sugar,
and candy. Even some of the women came back. But before the week had
passed the Japanese had broken their promises. They started coercing the
men and raping the women. It wasn’t long before Li Yang was practically
empty, and now every one is afraid to go back to occupied places. Now the
Japanese have taken to going out and capturing the peasants and forcing
them to come back.

An example of this latest method is the case of a village five miles west
of the City. The Japanese were able to slip out and surround the village
before the peasants knew what was up. Some Chinese spies were sent in to
tell the people that they were surrounded and that, if they tried to run, they
would be shot on sight. The Japanese then slowly closed in on the village. A
meeting was held, after which the people had to register. Some were taken
along when the Japanese went back [to Ho Shun]. The others were told to
come the next day and get their military passes. And if they didn’t show
up, their village would be burnt to the ground and they would be killed.
There is nothing for those who are caught this way to do but to go into
the city and do as they are told. Fortunately, most of the women, children
and young men have left the villages where there is danger of such surprise
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Figure 2.9: March 28: Nurse Corda Wertz and Howard at the start of their
80-mile trek to Ping Ting. Elizabeth Wampler and her two sons stand with
Howard on the left. Anna Hutchison stands to the right. The two Chinese
are not identified. Communist slogans are painted on the mission wall in
the background.

visits. Only the old men are caught. (I have verified the above report by
visiting one of the villages that has received such a visit.) [The men needed
to be in the wvillage to get the spring crop into the ground. Otherwise there
would be nothing to eat the following winter. ]

While crossing one of the mountains today I saw what I thought was a
most unusual snow. There was a patch on the southern slope that seemed
covered with snow, but there was none anyplace else. When we got there
it turned out to be feathers — chicken feathers. The place was actually so
covered with them that it looked like snow in the distance. The explanation
was given by an old farmer who happened to be resting near by. It was
really very simple. The Japanese army had stopped for dinner on the hill
side. It seems that they had gathered up all the chickens along the way and
had cleaned them here for their lunch. I have never seen so many feathers
together in one place, not even when we accidentally ripped a feather bed
at boarding school.
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MAR. 24 (Friday)

Home again [at Liao Chow] and dead tired. Had a terrible tooth ache
last night. Woke up this morning to find the left side of my face swollen up
to about twice its usual size. It has gone down considerably now. Doctor
tells me that it is nothing more than a wisdom tooth coming through.

I guess this ends our little expedition into Ho Shun. I have a good idea
what guerrilla tactics are now. We certainly had to use them in distributing
relief this time.

It is good to be back for a little rest on a spring bed, and a square meal
of meat, potatoes and gravy. But I am anxious to get back and finish the
job. Those peasants need all the help we can give them.

I hear that Corda Wertz wants to go to Ping Ting on her way to the
States. She should hardly make the trip by herself, so we will likely take to
the road in a couple of days.

Just figured out how far we have walked on this trip. The last two weeks
my legs have carried me one hundred and fifty miles. I'll be able to play
football when I get back to college if I keep this up.

[Here there is a break in the diary while Howard accompanies Corda to
Ping Ting. ]

[Reports Written to Mr. H. Spenser Minnich, Assistant Secretary to the
General Mission Board of the Church of the Brethren. ]

Liao Chou, Shanxi
April 6, 1939
Dear Mr. Minnich,

At long last we have been promised dependable mail service with the
outside world. Our local post office informs us that they will receive airmail
letters for all foreign countries. They are sent by runner to Sian every week,
and from there go by air to Burma or French Indo China to be directed
either to Europe or America. And best of all is the promise that they will
not get into Japanese hands, so we will be free to write what and as we
please. I am not sure how long it will take for letters to reach you but we
will give the new service a try at least.

These last four weeks have been extremely busy ones. Among other
things, I have had to walk about three hundred and fifty miles. If we had
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some way of getting around a little faster, we could get a lot more done.
These legs of ours can’t make much more than thirty miles a day. There is
quite a bit of difference in that and the three or four hundred miles one can
make in the States. I often wish for the good roads and autos when I am
hoofing it over the countryside.

I just returned from Ping Ting Chou yesterday. Corda Wertz was anxious
to get on her way home but was afraid to make the trip to Ping Ting alone.
It is not a very pleasant journey now that the Japanese have occupied all
cities along the way. It makes it necessary for us to leave the motor road
fifteen miles north of here and route around them. And we never know when
we will meet them on the road. Fortunately, we got through without any
mishap, although the donkey travel was rather tiresome for Corda.

While in Ping Ting I had a good visit with the folks there. I was very
glad for the opportunity of hearing what Ikenberry had to say about the
States. I was hoping that he will be able to get down this way before so
very long to see the situation in free China. Things are so different between
here and Ping Ting that it is almost like going to a foreign country. One
must really see both sides to understand what is really happening.

If you have not already heard about the second occupation, you can get
it firsthand from Corda. I did not happen to be here at the time, so didn’t
experience that part of it. But since returning I have visited several of the
worst places to do a little cleaning up after them. They only stayed in Liao
two days. It seems that they were scared out by a concentration of Chinese
troops to the south. But on the way out, the Japanese left a rather large
garrison at Ho Shun. (The city 30 mi. north of Liao.) They have brought
considerable misery to the peasants of that county. I spent two weeks (March
11 to 24) doing guerrilla relief among the refugees around the city. I call
it guerrilla relief because we have to use guerrilla tactics to distribute. It’s
give and run before the Japanese and their helpers know where you are and
what you are doing. It may not appear to be true neutral relief if one has
to do it under cover, but such are the circumstances. When the Japanese
occupied the city, the entire population fled to the surrounding mountains.
Few of the local inhabitants have returned, so the Japanese garrison have
the city mostly to themselves.

Hiding in the mountains of Ho Shun County, from two to ten miles from
the city, are over thirty thousand refugees. They have left their homes in the
city and surrounding villages and have crowded into little mountain homes
and villages. Many of them, having no other way to find shelter, have moved
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into caves dug into the mountain sides. I found several villages of sixty odd
homes that are harboring four to six hundred refugees. Food and water is
a very acute problem with many of them. Due to hail and early frost, the
crops last year were very poor. So when they fled from the Japanese, many
of them had no food to take along. Others, who had a little, were not able to
carry over a few weeks supply. That had run out by this time. A few of the
people who are fortunate enough to have good friends or relatives living in
the mountains can live off of them until their supply gives out. The others
are depending on the relief that the government and other organizations are
distributing. But this is decidedly inadequate and poorly distributed. We
found numerous cases where these refugees have had to cut their rations to
one meal a day, and that meal consists of chaff and maybe a little corn or
millet cooked into a chow.

Being away from their homes and land they have no way of helping
themselves. And we can’t encourage them to go back when we know what
will likely happen to them. The government has issued a statement saying
that they may return if they wish. (It had been planned not to let them
return.) A few went back and accepted the promises of the Japanese along
with the rewards that are offered them. They were promised that the soldiers
would leave their homes, that any damage to their property would be paid
for, that each person would receive five dollars in cash and enough grain to
last for a month. And their women folks would not be bothered. If they
wanted to work, they would be given a job paying fifty cents a day. Besides
this, they would receive little presents from the Japanese people. These
presents were little bags of sugar, salt, and candy.

Of these promises the only one that was consistently kept was the giving
out of the good will gifts from the Japanese people. The soldiers did not
leave the peasants homes, damages were not paid for, and grain and money
was only given in a few cases. The men were forced to go out to repair
the motor road, serve the soldiers, and act as spies. And within two weeks
every woman that had come back had been raped at least once. When the
opportunity came, most of these people slipped out to the mountains, and
they will be the last ones to return if the Japanese stay.

As a last resort, the Japanese have been going out every couple of days
to capture people to populate the city. I haven’t talked to any of these
captives yet, but the report is that they are being treated with a little more
respect. It is taking the Japanese a long time to discover that the way to
get the cooperation of the Chinese is to treat them with respect.



51

Figure 2.10: Millet distribution during the spring of 1939. Millet was a
staple food in this part of China and the refugees smiled their appreciation
when the relief workers were able to bring some into the war devastated

areas.
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During the two weeks that we were working in that area we distributed
twenty five hundred dollars in grain and cash. I wish that most of it could
have been given out in grain, but the situation makes it impossible. It is
impossible to get the grain carried from place to place. And even if we could
get it to the place of distribution, there would be danger of losing it before
it could be distributed. The government had all manner of trouble when
it tried to distribute a little grain. The Japanese tried several times to get
their supplies. Our relief is not for the Japanese army, so we had to do the
next best thing and give out cash. This can be done much more rapidly and
with a greater degree of safety. Being able to carry cash with us we were
quite mobile. We never stayed in one place more than a day, nor slept in
the same village more than two nights. We were also very careful not to let
anyone know where we were going. While on the way to Ping Ting last week
I talked to an old man who had been in Ho Shun while we were distributing.

He said that the Japanese had Chinese spies out trying to get whatever
we were distributing and to stop our work. There is no way to verify this,
but it is quite possible. At least we cannot afford to take any chances.

Distributing relief in Ho Shun this time was about the hardest job I
have ever tackled. But it seems that the more difficult the task, the more
satisfaction you get out of it. The Chinese do not lack in their ability to
express their appreciation. And that is all the encouragement and reward
that one could ask for. At least I'm anxious to get back as soon as possible.

I’'m glad to report that our relief work in the three southern counties is
progressing wonderfully well. We have gotten back our first batch of cloth.
Generally speaking, the work was of a good quality. And the women in this
territory all seem anxious to continue. If we could get more cotton and had a
way of supervising more work, it would be possible to put several thousand
women to work. The demand for cloth is equal to all we could possibly
produce. It had been our plan to sell the cloth that came back to us and to
use the money to buy more cotton. But since the occupation of Ho Shun,
we have decided to send some of it up there. Under the circumstances, there
is little or no cloth available for the refugees. Thus we can kill two birds
with one stone — work for some and clothing for others.

In your letter of December 21, you ask for an estimate of our needs for
the coming year. Ping Ting is sending one for their field and requested
that we do the same from here, but I hardly know what to say. Our work
here depends almost entirely on the course of military affairs. We do not
know from one week to the next how our work will be affected. Now that
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the Japanese have occupied the city only thirty miles north of here, it is
even less certain than it was a few months ago. If they occupy Liao Chou,
and we think that is their aim, our work from this city will be temporarily
ENDED. By work I mean both Mission and relief. In the first place, there
will be no one in the city but the Japanese soldiers, their women, and a
few Chinese side-kicks. And in the second place, we would be unable to
commune with the peasants for at least several months. And even then
there would be considerable danger in doing any kind of work. For my part
I have decided not to be here if the Japanese occupy our city. My work will
be with the peasants, who under the circumstances, will be hiding in the
mountains. I will go with them. I have already established an emergency
relief headquarters in the big mountains to the east. Provisions and a few
other necessities have been hidden in the vicinity, so that there will be food
and clothing if I happen to be isolated from the city while working in the
field. If I happen to be home when they come, I can easily take a few
things along. My experience in Ho Shun has convinced me that the work
can be carried on for awhile from this hideout. These plans have been
carefully thought over with most of the mission family, and it seems to be
the advisable course to follow. The one problem will be getting funds to
carry on the work. Of course, I will carry some with me, but when that is
gone other plans will have to be made. We are ready for the worst but I
hope that it never comes.

If the Japanese come, the relief work that can be done in the mountains
will be limited. But if they leave us alone, our work will gradually enlarge.
Up to this time it has gone rather slow as our plans and organization have not
been complete. Even giving goes slow if one is careful to whom and how he
gives. At present, our distribution amounts to about four thousand dollars
Mex. a month. During the spring and early summer, it will likely increase
to six thousand, or about one thousand dollars U.S. currency. During the
summer months, when the people can begin to get a little from their land,
our relief will decrease. But if the war continues through next winter, I
expect the need to be worse than it has been this last year. If we remain in
our own territory six to eight thousand Mex. will be sufficient. But it is my
hope that we can arrange to get into some of the neighboring counties that
are suffering as much or more than ours. I am thinking particularly of the
counties to the southwest along the railway that runs down to the Yellow
River. There has been heavy fighting there for months, and the peasants
have suffered terribly. If we can get to these places and can distribute relief,
we can easily use a total of around ten thousand Mex. during the fall and
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Figure 2.11: (Top Left) A refugee family with raw cotton to turn into cloth.
(Top Right) Spinning cotton into thread. (Bottom Left) Setting up the
warp threads for weaving cloth. (Bottom Right) Results of the cotton relief
project. By producing this cloth from raw cotton the women made needed
money. Note the bound feet of these women.
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winter months.

As to war news, the fighting in Shanxi has intensified. The Japanese still
have their eyes on Sian. But it is not safe for them to put too many troops
that far west when the mountains behind them are full of guerrillas. There
is an intensive campaign under way now to mop up the Shanxi guerrillas.
Their recent visit to Liao and the occupation of Ho Shun was a part of this
campaign. They were able to come in, but they got fewer guerrillas than they
lost soldiers. After leaving here they went north towards Wu Tai. During the
last month the guerrillas have driven them back twice, and both times they
suffered heavy losses in men and equipment. They [the Chinese]| told us in
Ping Ting that less than half of the soldiers that went from there returned.
At present, the Japanese have an army of thirty thousand advancing in that
direction again. In southwest Shanxi the guerrillas have stalemated an army
of a hundred thousand Japanese. The recent use of poison gas in that area
shows how desperate the Japanese are.

The guerrillas in Shanxi have recently achieved united command under
[Communist General] Chu Teh. We can already see the difference it is
making. There is now a definite plan behind their activities. During the
last week there has been a reorganization and shifting of troops. Better
equipment is also gradually replacing the old worn out stuff that they have
been fighting with. From observations that I have made, I would estimate
that the strength of the Chinese in this area has more than doubled in the
few months that I have been here. I wish that Japan would see her error
before it is too late. There will probably be relief to do in Japan in a few
years.

Japanese planes have bombed every city south of us during the last two
weeks. Some of them have been bombed several times. Liao Chou is the
one remaining city, but we are expecting them any time. The city is vacated
every day. About eight o’clock in the morning we see the folks leaving.
They begin coming back a little after noon. (The Japanese usually do their
bombing in the morning.) I don’t know how safe our mission property
is. There have been four American mission stations bombed recently. The
Wampler family are all down in Chen Chou for a few weeks. They are
planning to have Easter meetings; I follow them in a day or two to help
with our distribution in that area. From there, I plan to return to Ho Shun.
If every thing goes well, I shall spend the month of May doing more Guerrilla
Relief. [The Wampler home was destroyed by Japanese bombing in February,
1938. After living in outlying villages during the Spring of 1938, they had
moved to Liao Chou. They then returned to Chen Chou for Easter, 1939.]
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My father has just returned from east Wu Hsiang. He was holding a
series of meetings there and distributing grain in that area that was burned
out. He says that both the meetings and the relief went better than expected.
The people are very open now.

It is a good thing that the work keeps me busy, or I fear that I would get
lonesome. I wish that it were possible for another young fellow to come out
and work with me this coming fall and winter. If they would stay in Free
China, and not visit occupied territory too often there wouldn’t be much
trouble. The biggest problem would be getting through the first time. Some
folks are coming in through French Indo-China, so that they do not have to
go through occupied territory.

I hope that this letter gets through in good time. If the air-mail service
is satisfactory we can send you information concerning our work regularly.

Please remember me to the folks there in Elgin - and elsewhere if you
get the chance,

Very sincerely yours,

Howard E. Sollenberger

[ In pencil on the back of April 6 letter to Mr. Minnich. ]

Chen Chow
April 13

Pardon me for writing on the back of this letter, but I have had some
experiences on the way down from Liao that I should like to pass on. I
mentioned the bombing earlier. Well, I got into it at Yu She. We (Li, Chen,
Chow and I) were not far from the city when fourteen big bombers roared
over and laid their big eggs. That was the sixth time the city has been
bombed in a week. [The Chinese term for bomb is “airplane egg”.]

That evening I went into the city to look around. The place is utterly
devastated. It was burned and bombed before, but with this on top of
it there is not much left. The buildings have fallen over into the streets,
debris and wreckage are everywhere. And these were once homes and stores.
Fortunately the only thing that was killed was a pig. The inhabitants flee
to the mountains during the day. And many of them have moved. The next
day I sat on a hill myself. We waited all day, but they didn’t come our way.
We could hear bombing all around and see the planes. I am afraid that they
went to Liao Chow that morning.
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Figure 2.12: Over 100 tons of grain were burned by the Japanese in Shih
Pan during the Spring of 1939. Rev. E. M. Wampler views the remains.
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Yesterday we started south west from Yu She. The city was bombed
again soon after we left. I can’t understand their motives. There are no
soldiers within ten miles of the place. Yung Tsuoa [?] (30 li from Yu She)
we stopped at the village elder’s office to get a dung [stamp on their pass].
While we were there he got a call saying that the Japanese had succeeded
in breaking through a pass to the North West of Yu She and were circling
around back of the Chinese troops who have held the Japanese forces at Tze
Hung Ko for several weeks. We could easily hear the cannon boom. They
kept up a steady —

Aeroplains are coming, I must run —
(twenty minutes later)
Thank goodness they flew over this time.

— roar all day. The donkey driver who was with us got scared — dumped
our things off and ran with the donkey. It took us an hour to find two
men to carry our bedding. It seemed wise to get out in a hurry before the
Japanese could cut us off from Liao. We didn’t go with them because I
thought I should go to Chen Chow to see if I could help the Wampler family
get home. It will be hard for them if they get stranded here with their two
little boys.

We had planned to go to Chen Chow last night, but the bicycles wouldn’t
go that far over the mountains. It was dark by the time we had gotten to
Wu Hsiang and Duian Tsung. There was no one at either of the places
but a few police. All the homes, inns, and stores were locked. The people

were staying in the mountains. Both of these places had also been severely
bombed.

We were stuck with no food, water, or shelter. Didn’t even have any
bedding along. We were both tired enough to curl up and sleep on a cold
Kong that we found in a partly demolished home. At ten o’clock we were
awakened by marching troops. They kept moving through all night. The
officer came in and talked to us awhile. They were government troops from
central China. He didn’t tell us where they were headed.

We got up at four o’clock this morning: cold and stiff. Nor were our
stomachs satisfied by the night’s freezing. Fortunately, we found an old
man selling dry biscuits outside the city. We ate a few and came on to Chen
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Chow.

There were hundreds of refugees strung along the road. They are fleeing
to the mountains while the fleeing is good. It’s a pathetic sight — old women
hobbling along on bound feet — men carrying a few belongings, and maybe
a baby in baskets hung from the end of a pole. They can’t carry much —
maybe a little bedding, several catties of flour, a peck or so of millet, and
a pot to cook in. That is all they have to live on for they don’t know how
long.

I’ve hit a nail, as the Chinese say. I don’t know how to help them now.
Transportation is paralyzed. You can’t buy anything even if you do have
money. There is an atmosphere of helplessness and panic everywhere.

I had come down to distribute relief. And if there is any time or place
that it is needed, it is here. But I must hurry back to Liao as soon as I can
contact Wamplers with the job undone. I wish you could give me some light
on how to meet a situation like this. Our hands seem tied.

Later —

I am at the Chen Chow post office now. There was another air raid just
after we left the city. Only two planes this time. The post man tells me
that the Wamplers are in a village not far from here.

Pardon the hurried scratching — Howard.

Liao Chou, Shanxi
May 20, 1939

Dear Mr. Minnich,

We are holding a series of meetings over the weekend, so I am back in
Liao to participate and get a little relaxation. Crumpacker is down from
Ping Ting as the guest speaker. About a hundred are being baptized this
afternoon. In a way it is remarkable that we are able to carry on this series
of meetings in so orderly a way when the Japanese army is less than thirty
miles away.

In my last letter I scribbled a few lines in pencil on the back of the
typewritten pages. I hadn’t found the Wamplers yet, but I ran into them
that evening after trailing them most of the day. They had received news
of the Japanese advances but were not sure just where [the Japanese| were.
The information that I brought about their moving in on Shih Pan and Ku



60 2nd Guerrilla Relief Expedition

Cheng settled the matter. We decided to start back to Liao early the next
morning. The way it looked at the time we couldn’t have gotten through
had we been a day later. They were expecting the Japanese to move directly
on Wu Hsiang city, which would have blocked our way. As it happened they
only got as far as Ku Cheng.

From Chen Chou to Wu Hsiang city the Wamplers had two carts. But
as carts cannot go beyond the city of Wu Hsiang it was necessary to change
the method of transportation. Fortunately, I had a bicycle along and was
able to go ahead and make necessary arrangements and to see if the road
was open. It was impossible to hire animals. I hunted for two hours and
finally had to go to the magistrate to see if he could commandeer a couple.
But they had already turned all of the animals over to the army that was
moving a vast store of ammunition out of the danger zone. After waiting
around for half an hour they brought in a fellow that had three donkeys.
But what donkeys! One was lame and the other two should have been put
on pension. Wampler had said that five was the least number of donkeys
that I should hire, but the rest just weren’t to be had. The next move was to
get ahold of a few men who could carry a few things. These were somewhat
easier to get.

During the afternoon Mrs. Wampler and the two boys had a rather
difficult time on the makeshift means of transportation. But they were not
the only ones. During that afternoon we met hundreds and hundreds of
farmers and their donkeys carrying ammunition. They were loaded down to
the limit. I saw a number of men who were carrying pretty close to a hundred
and fifty pounds of the stuff. I tried carrying one of the loads a little way just
to see how heavy it was. I was tired out after going a hundred yards. It was
a hot day and there was no place along the road to get food and water. All
the inns had closed. That evening after helping the Wamplers get settled,
I got the village elder and several other men and we fixed up several big
kettles of millet broth. We had these down by the road all night and served
several hundred people. Most of them were men carrying ammunition, but
there were also quite a few refugees who were fleeing as we were out of the
danger zone. I was up part of the night directing the work and then turned
it over to the village men.

The next day at noon we had to change animals again. I had a little
more luck this time. I ran across a fellow that I had known about six years
ago. He had a friend who knew someone in his village that had five good
donkeys hidden in the hills not far away. The owner of the donkeys was
afraid the soldiers would commandeer his animals for hauling ammunition,
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so he had hid them in the hills. We told him that if he would bring his
animals out and take us back to Liao, the soldiers wouldn’t bother him. It
took him nearly an hour and a half to get them out of hiding, but they
finally came. From there on into Liao everything went smoothly. But when
we got here we found our own city nearly empty. Most of the folks had been
scared out by false reports of some kind.

Since then Wampler and I have made a trip to the Ku Cheng, Shih Pan
area. That is the region in the western part of Wu Hsiang county. We got
there in less than a week after the Japanese had left. Most of the local
people had not returned to their homes, so we saw things pretty much as
they had been left. The situation in Shih Pan was pathetic, but at the
same time, a little humorous. (That word should probably not be used in
this case, but a few of the folks would almost have to laugh when they told
us about it.) Airplanes came over the village one morning and started to
bomb. Of course all of the people had gone into the nearby hills for the day.
They had heard nothing about the Japanese coming their way. In fact they
had felt rather secure in their out-of-the-way village. But when they came
back that evening they saw that it was filled with Japanese soldiers. Of
course the peasants didn’t dare go in, so they went back to the mountains
to wait for the uninvited guests to leave. The pathetic side of it was that
when the Japanese left and the people came back, they found that they had
practically nothing left. A third of the homes were burned. And in the
places where the homes weren’t burned, nearly all of the clothing, bedding,
food and utensils had either been carried off or destroyed.

Over in Ku Cheng there was quite a bit more burning, and the bombs
that had been dropped just before the invasion did considerable damage.
But I doubt if the loss of other things was as great. The property that the
Church was using there was left in complete ruin. It was burned clean, as
the Chinese say.

The name Ku Cheng is rather interesting in connection with what has
happened to the city this time. It means “Ancient City”. On the site of the
present city there used to be a much larger one. It was destroyed something
over a thousand years ago; probably in the period of the Three Kingdoms.
Nobody seems to know exactly how the city came to its end. The records
seem to have been lost. But it is presumed that it was burned by an enemy.
All that is left of the ancient city are parts of the two walls that used to
protect it. Now there are the ruins of a second city on the same spot. An
old fellow told me in a rather joking way that when the city was rebuilt
again they would have to call it “Ku Ku Cheng”, or “Twice Ancient City”.
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Figure 2.13: (Top) From Chinchow to Wu Hsiang carts were available. Here
the Wampler parents are standing behind the cart while Joe (left) and Gene
(right) are seated on it. (Bottom) Elizabeth Wampler and son Gene treking
on donkeys from Wu Hsiang to Liao. While Brethren missionary travel dur-
ing the war was often accompanied by an American flag, Howard’s guerrilla
group seldom used a flag.
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Figure 2.14: (Top) Rest stop for peasants moving munitions away from
Japanese advance. These men could carry 100 to 150 pounds up to 30 miles
a day. (Bottom) Transporting French high explosives around cut in road.
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Figure 2.15: The distruction at Ku Cheng. (Left) The Christians at Ku
Cheng set up food stalls for fleeing refugees. (Right) The burned-out church
at Ku Cheng.
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We made a rather thorough investigation of this region and have already
distributed considerably. Part of the distribution was outright help to the
people to get clothing and food. The rest was in the form of our cloth
weaving work project. There are several hundred families that we have
listed for this work relief if we can get enough cotton for them. We also
looked into the possibility of starting a work project for some of the refugees
that have had to leave their homes in danger spots. We are thinking some of
building a small scale irrigation dam near Ku Cheng. I don’t know whether
it will be possible or not.

After leaving Ku Cheng I went on down to Chen Chou to get the local
committee to work. When they got well started I met some of my workers
near Wu Hsiang and helped them finish up our second investigation of that
region.

Near Wu Hsieng I met an extremely interesting old man. He had been a
scholar and teacher of several decades past. But through misfortune of war
he had lost nearly everything. While investigating in a small village I met
up with this old man in a little cave. His home had been burned. He was
sitting on a baked mud bed reading the classics. During the distribution he
had received enough millet to last a month. But after we had explained the
why and wherefore of the relief he came up to ask several questions. He said
that he was a little hard of hearing and didn’t get what we had said. First
he wanted to know why he had received the millet. He had done nothing
for it and it didn’t seem quite right to take something for nothing. Then he
wanted to know where it had come from. We told him that his American
church friends had sent contributions from America so that we could help
people who had suffered from the war.

“How can I thank them? How can I thank you?” I told him that we
didn’t need his thanks, but that he should thank heaven. He replied, “But
I will at least remember that I am a guest of my American friends when I
eat this millet. America has a good heart.” He went on to say that he had
used up all but about a handful of millet for his breakfast. When that was
gone he would have had to beg or starve if we had not come. He thanked us
again and again and wanted me to write to the American friends and thank
them. I promised that I would the next time I sent a letter.

Some time ago I wrote a letter to Ed Keller who was my roommate in
Manchester. I invited him to come out to China to visit me when he grad-
uated. I got a letter in the last mail in which he seemed to be considering
my invitation rather favorably. He was waiting to see if he got a scholarship
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to Chicago U.. I invited him because I feel the need of some younger com-
panionship, and because I think that it would be a valuable experience for
him. He doesn’t have the language, so I knew that the Mission Board would
hardly consider sending him out. But I hope that if he needs any help in
getting his passport etc. that you will be able to help him. If he decides to
come [ will put him to work in this area with me. I have two Chinese helpers
who speak a little English, so I feel sure that he will get along alright. Then
we will be able to go home together next year. I am hoping that I will be
able to visit West China to observe the building of the “New Free China”.
You may read the letter which I have enclosed to Culp in regard to this.

There is a word that is on the lips of nearly everyone these few days; a
word that strikes as much terror in the minds of the peasants as the advance
of the Japanese. “FAMINE” We are afraid of famine this year. It is the
twentieth day of May and there has been no rain. Hot, dry winds continue
to blow from the west. Rivers and wells are beginning to dry up. I have been
several places within the last week where drinking water is actually scarce.
In counties south of us they report almost complete failure. A man came up
from Wu Hsiang day before yesterday to take his boy out of school. He said
that he couldn’t keep his boy in school since his wheat crop is ruined. He
also said that in some places the tree leaves are drying up. Liao County will
be able to pull through if we have rain this next week. That is, they will
be able to get a bean crop and some millet. You can realize the seriousness
of this situation when you recall that the Japanese have been through this
region destroying or carrying off all the grain reserve that they could get
their hands on. What the Japanese didn’t get has been eaten up by the
large Chinese army that this region is feeding. A partial crop failure, which
seems certain now, will be bad enough. But, if it comes in its full force, we
will be helpless. The Japanese have control of the railways, so nothing can
be brought in from the outside.

Will you please send this on to my mother when you have used what
you want of it.

Most Sincerely Yours,

[signed]| Howard Sollenberger



Chapter 3

3rd Guerrilla Relief
Expedition, 1939

JUNE 30, 1939 (Friday)

Started today on my third guerrilla relief expedition into Ho Shun County.
It has been delightfully cool with rain plus the high altitude. Nieh and Lui
had a tough time on the big “Eastern Range”. The pass is about 7,000 feet.
The poor little donkeys stumbled along about as badly as we did and they
are suppose to be sure footed. I got far enough ahead of the party to make
a little side investigation trip to the pagoda (ruins of a pagoda) on the peak.
I had seen the thing and heard about it for years, as it was in full view from
the front porch of our Liao home. But I had never been up to it. The story
is that from the top of the pagoda, before it was destroyed, the people in
Liao county could see the big white Yamen in Wu-an, across the border in
Hopei province. The people in Hopei were humiliated by this and sent an
expedition up to destroy the pagoda. Not much there now but a pile of
disintegrating rocks and bricks.

Discovered a delightful little spot on the eastern face of the mountain
just below the pagoda. It is a little temple built into the cliff. There is only
one way to get to the temple and that is by following around a ledge on
the cliff for several hundred yards. It would be a swell place for one of my
emergency headquarters. There is even a cool spring of water in the temple.
The Japs would never find this place. And if they did, they would be afraid
to follow the ledge.

I have lost my field glasses today. 1 probably put them down at one of
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Figure 3.1: The mountain cave temple hidaway where Howard stored ma-
terial for emergencies. (Left) Outside view of the entrance. (Right) Inside
view. See also August 8 Figure 3.12

the numerous springs where we stopped to drink. Can’t remember where.
I have advised the Chu Chiang [district administrator] and several Tsung
Chiang [village elders| to keep their eyes open.

We made about twenty miles today. Sleeping in an inn. It has been
raining hard all evening. It looks like we have hit the rainy season.

Airplanes passed over four times today. Liao was probably bombed, but
it is not confirmed yet. One thing certain is that the Japanese are getting
active again.

July 1 (Saturday)

No report from the lost field glasses. They are probably lost for good.
Tough luck for me. I don’t carry a gun, but I rely on my field glasses a good
deal to keep away from the Japanese and trouble.

We stopped at a little village just across the county line in Ho Shun.
The county magistrate had informed all the village elders to keep a lookout
for us and to offer us every hospitality. Among other things, we were to be
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kept there until an official welcome committee came to escort us through
the county and to help us with our investigation. We forestalled that but
could not get out of a reception meeting with all the village organizations.
There was also a feast. I wish that I knew some polite way of avoiding these
receptions (Huan Ying Hui) [Welcome Party]. 1 feel bad having them put
on a spread for me when they haven’t enough food for themselves. It started
to rain this evening before the ceremony was over, so we are staying for the
night. Very nice quarters — whitewashed and screened in. These places are
learning something from the Guerrillas. [Here Howard capitalized the word
“Guerrillas”, so I think that he was referring to the Fighth Route Army,
rather than to his guerrilla relief group. |

Only fifteen miles today. The Japanese have not been through this ter-
ritory so the people are pretty well off. Of course the Guerrillas demand
a good deal and the refugee population is considerable. Our work is still
further north.

July 2 (Sunday)

Rumors are flying fast today. We are near enough to Ho Shun to get the
scouting reports. I talked to one of the scouts who had been in the city last
evening to attend a big Japanese propaganda meeting. The garrison there
has been increased to several thousand. A drive on Liao is almost certain.
The thing that worries me a bit is the fact that the meeting was almost
entirely an anti U.S., Britain, Russian and French rally. The only reason
that I can figure out for such a meeting at Ho Shun just now is that they are
trying to incite the Chinese against the missionaries in Liao. I have written
to them this evening suggesting the possibility of this.

I can’t quite decide whether I should return to Liao or take a chance on
finishing the purpose of this trip. I am not one for turning back, so I will
probably stick to it unless there is a turn for the worse. I will get myself
into trouble yet for being so stubborn.

More rain today. Only got five miles. Stuck in a little village by rain
about 10:00 A.M. In half an hour there were folks enquiring about So Tei
Fu (Dr. Sollenberger). Guess I really made a reputation for myself on those
other two trips. Have quite a practice now, thirty two patients today. There
were three maternity cases which I had to pass up.

July 3 (Monday)
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Figure 3.2: The Chinese military relied on the reports of farmers to track
the movements and intentions of the Japanese army.



Figure 3.3: The group that gave Howard an elaborate reception at Song Yea
Zhen.

In Song Yea Zhen this evening. We are only forty li from Ho Shun City.
This place is the headquarters of the Second Route Guerrilla Army. This is
where my work begins. Plenty of refugees in these parts.

The reception here has reached the limit. Something must be done. I
was met at the south of the village by all the school children. There must
have been a hundred and fifty or more. They carried banners and slogans
such as, “Welcome to our foreign friend.” “America is our friend in time
of need.” “The hope of our refugees is relief from America.” “Honor our
friend who comes to help us.” These school children were lined up along
the road singing lustily when we came along. Then when I stopped they
shouted their slogans with fists in the air. There was twenty minutes of such
program before I could move on toward the village. The entire garrison was
there to meet me with more slogans and songs. This time I was called upon
to make a speech.
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It was quite obvious that they were surprised and not a little disap-
pointed to see me come in without pretense. They had expected me to
come on horseback and with an armed escort like a general of the Nation-
alist Army. And here I was trudging along beside my donkey without even
a personal pistol at my side for protection. I made use of this situation to
explain what I was trying to do. The peasants and guerrillas understood
rather easily, but the soldiers of the Second Route Army couldn’t quite get
the point. General Hsi had even gone so far as to put a guard of honor in
front of the home where I’'m staying. It is rather embarrassing to have these
guards come to attention and salute whenever I come or go. The first one
to see me shouts “Attention”, and when I come abreast of them he shouts
“Salute”. T didn’t care to return the salute but I couldn’t ignore them. [As
a member of a pacifistic denomination, Howard had been taught to avoid
military display.] I remember how I felt when I had to bow to the Japanese
guard and they ignored me. I compromised my conscience and recognized
them with a half salute and a half wave. I also went out of my way to
fraternize with them and try to persuade them that I didn’t want to have a
guard. But they had their orders.

Another part of the reception was colorful posters of welcome plastered
all over the village. There is also a big sign out in front of my quarters that
reads, “ Headquarters of Mr. Sollenberger, American Relief Administrator”.
I can see where all this fanfare can have its complications. I wish that I had
never written to the County Magistrate telling him that I was coming to his
county to investigate the refugee situation. If the Japanese spies are around
they will wonder what manner of man this is out in the mountains less than
fifteen miles from them. I wouldn’t be surprised but what it wouldn’t sound
a bit defiant to them. My problem is how to avoid such circumstances.

Another problem that I am facing again is that hundreds of refugees are
coming here to beg help from me. Some of them have come sixty miles and
have been waiting several days. It is most difficult to tell them to return
and wait until I come to them. But that is the only way to prevent riots,
to prevent concentrations of people that can easily be bombed and machine
gunned by Japanese planes, and to have any sort of organization in our
work.

Twenty some patients today. Exhausted!
July 4 (Tuesday)

The end is not yet, but it was nearly so this afternoon. My headquarters
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Figure 3.4: The guards posted at Howard’s room in Song Yea Zhen near the
headquarters of the Second Route Army (Nationalist).
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was bombed — the room I was staying in, in fact. Fortunately I was about
three miles away from home investigating some refugees in the mountains to
the north. Looks like I'm being forced to live up to my regulation of never
staying in a village for more than one night when this close to the Japanese.
Of course there is no way of knowing if the bombing was directed at me or
not. The local commander thinks that it is just incidental to the opening of
a Japanese attack.

I have moved out to a little roadside inn half a mile from the village.
There were two people wounded in the raid this afternoon. I have them with
me. A little fellow about fifteen got a hunk of his arm taken out. It wasn’t
too difficult fixing that up. A woman about forty was the other victim. She
had a bad chest wound. I have made arrangements with her husband to
have her carried to the Liao Chow hospital tomorrow. It may not be of
much use. [She probably didn’t make it. Liao Chow fell to the Japanese on

July 4.]

The local situation is quite tense this evening. There are rumors that
the Japanese have left Ho Shun and that there is heavy fighting towards
Liao Chow. There has been the sound of distant rumble of cannon all day.
The local folks are, of course afraid that the Japanese are planning to attack
Song Yea Zheng tonight. I doubt it, but am nonetheless prepared to move
on at a moment’s notice.

July 5 (Wednesday, Wang Jeh)

It is rumored that Liao Chow has been taken by the Japanese. I hardly
see how that is possible so soon. Of course we are able to get no news in
this backwoods place.

I am also told that Sung Yea was heavily bombed today. Twice we saw
bombers flying over in that direction. Maybe the Japanese are planning to
drive out this way. I can think of a lot more pleasant things than being cut
off up here in Ho Shun.

Refugees are thick up here at Wang Jeh. This evening others are coming
in from close to Ho Shun city. According to their stories the Japanese are
right on their heels. We are having all the refugees register here. My two
men and I have been working on that all evening. The local organization
here is very good. The Tsung Fu (village elders) are keeping their people
together and have complete records on most of them. It might save us con-
siderable difficulty to work through the Ho Shun Hsien Chiang Fu (County
Magistrate). Once we get a fairly accurate survey completed, we can deter-
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Figure 3.5: General Wang of the Second Route Army. He had three large
abscesses which Howard lanced and drained. Human excrement lies not far

from the general’s left foot. Such things were quite common in those days —
still are in the villages. Howard comments on them in his journal (May 21,
1940). Sanitation would have been a problem in the remote villages where
the Chinese armies and refugees were straining the local facilities.
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Figure 3.6: (Left) Chinese peasants, under military direction, dig a deep
ditch across a river flood plain to stop Japanese mechanized transport.
(Right) A road blocked by stone walls and strewn stones.
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mine from that how best to help these folks. It is looking more and more
as though this is not going to be a very temporary situation. Some sort of
long term self-help program must be worked out. Work cooperatives are the
thing that strikes me just now as the most practical.

July 6 (Thursday, Ch’en Cheng)

Because of the continued rumors about Liao, I went to the local Eighth
Route Army (the principal communist guerrilla army in north China) tele-
phone office to find out what was actually happening. It was a five mile
round trip hike, but I have sad news. Liao Chow fell to the Japanese day
before yesterday — July fourth. It looks like I am a refugee, too. I will see
what sort of relief I can rig for myself.

Hundreds of refugees are here, too. It took the whole afternoon and
evening for a staff of seven to register them. We almost had a riot on our
hands when about a hundred and seventy refugees who heard that we were
to be here came over from Hei Shan (Black Mountain) to get something to
eat. We set up a kitchen to feed them and sent them back to where they had
come from. I promised to investigate and register them tomorrow. They
are in a pretty bad place. I remember the difficulty I had there on my first
Guerrilla Relief expedition. It is too close to the Japanese, and the refugees
won’t move further away to where we can help them better. They are very
optimistic, thinking that the Japanese will soon be chased out of Ho Shun.

July 7 (Friday, Hei Shan)

The seventh day of the seventh month. To the Chinese the “Double
Seventh” marks the beginning of the Sino-Japanese war. Two years the
Chinese have been at war. The question on everybodies mind today is, “How
much longer will the War last?” I don’t see how this part of the country
can stand much more. It is remarkable what people can endure. There was
to be a big meeting for the refugees back of the village this afternoon. The
county Magistrate is here. Of course, I was unable to get out of the program.
I took the opportunity to explain to the 2000 odd refugees what we were
attempting to do for them. I had just finished my speech and the magistrate
was on the platform when three Japanese scouting planes appeared over the
horizon. I never saw a crowd scatter so fast. I was with them. The planes
chased around a bit splattering the fields and villages with machine gun
bullets. Not a single injury. Quite remarkable under the circumstances.
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Figure 3.7: (Top) Eighth Route Army recruits instruction. (Bottom) A
hand grenade squad. Their job was to run up to a Japanese defensive line
trench and lob their hand grenades into the Japanese trenches.
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Because of the bombing our investigation and registration was moved to
a little village a mile up the valley. Some of these folks have nothing at all.
As it is now evident that I will have to hurry back to Liao to see what the
situation around there is after the occupation, we decided to help some of
the refugees while we are here. It is impossible to know when or if we will
be able to get back. We left about eight hundred dollars here for food for
those who are most needy. Money with which food can be purchased and
brought in from outside the area. The amount of money seems small, but
in China it amounts to a considerable sum in terms of food grain.

[“BETWEEN TWO FIRES”; Letters from Howard’s father,
O.C. Sollenberger, to Howard ]

Dear Howard, Liao Chew, July 24 1939

I have just heard that you are now at the mountains taking a vacation
where I was recently. We have been thinking of you and all our friends out
there very much these days and do hope you are all well and safe.

Our Fourth of July celebration passed off rather peacefully. I was not at
home but heard some of the noise, and likely you did, too. The Triumphal
Entry, just a week later, took place with our American flags still up at our
gates, which is an evidence of our patriotism.

Our new neighbors [Japanese forces] came to visit soon after their arrival,
and we have been in the city a couple of times to see them. We have not
had any trouble in our compounds thus far. In fact they have promised to
protect us. They are quite anxious for the Chinese people to return to their
homes and are using every scheme they can think of to win their confidence
and attract them back. They even told us if we or any of the Chinese are
in need of food, salt, cloth, etc., just make our wishes known, and they will
supply whatever is needed.

Quite a number of people in the nearby villages have returned to their
homes and received their passes, or “Liang Min Chens” as they are known
in Chinese. However, I don’t think many, if any, of the city people have
returned. Since some of their homes are already occupied and others minus
doors, windows, furniture, etc., I doubt if many will return to live in their
homes very soon. I asked one of the officials, “Where will they live if they do
return?” and he said, “O, we will move out or pay rent when they come.” Can
you imagine them doing such a thing? When one of our Chinese Christians,
whose home is at the fire temple, returned from the mountains the other day
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and went to get a pass, they told him if folks whose homes are occupied did
not return within three days after the Triumphal Entry, their homes would
not be vacated. Unfortunately, his home had been occupied for more than
three days.

A few of the people have gotten passes so they can go out to look after
their village crops, etc. Our cooks each have them in order to go out to the
nearby villages and vegetable gardens to buy eggs, vegetables, etc. for our
personal use. We first went into the city to ask the official if our Church
Pass would not be sufficient for the Chinese in our compound, but he said
every Chinese, Christian or non-Christian, coming into the city, working
in the fields or traveling about in territory now occupied will be in danger
unless they have Liang Min Chens. We told him it would be dangerous for a
person to carry such a pass out from the city very far, and he admitted that
there might be danger but insisted that no Chinese traveling or working in
occupied territory should be without a Liang Min Chen. We foreigners, he
said, of course do not need anything.

Just today Ernest [Wampler] and I started out to the vegetable garden
west of the city with Lao Ho [the Wampler cook], but when we got to the
Sa-He we learned that the Chan-Knei-Ti [gardener] of the garden had not
returned so we did not go any further. A man there told us that T’ing-Hsi’s
younger brother had received a Liang Min Chen, and when he returned to
Pei-Chia-Kow, he was taken by the people of the opposing side. What they
did with him no one seems to know. T’ing-Hsi wants me to go with him
to Sa-He tomorrow to make further investigation. I may go with him, but
there is nothing we can do as I can see. Poor Chinese people! They are
between two fires.

Just now, a man is here who says our new neighbors have sent out word
to the villages, saying that all the city people must return within five days
or their soldiers will go out and “ta” [strike] the villages. I don’t know how
true this is, but I will not be surprised if something like that doesn’t happen
to the nearby villages.

I have also just learned that the “Shang-Tang piao” [local Chinese Army
currency] cannot be used here, and if anyone is caught with such money, he
is liable to be punished or killed. We have over a hundred dollars in Shanxi
money and some of it is the “Shang Tang Piao”, which was collected from
the sale of cloth. We are sending it out there for you to dispose of in relief
work. You should get rid of it as soon as possible and not bring any into
the city, either you or any of our workers, if they should return. I am told
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that the “Shanxi Piao” [pre-occupation currency] can still be used, but after
a few days it will gradually depreciate in value here, and wherever the new
neighbors are, so you should get rid of that too.

I am not sending your money and briefcase this time. If the man gets
through this time without any trouble, and you still want them we will send
a man out, unless you come in yourself. I don’t think that there would be
any danger from this side, but I am not so sure about that side. We have
already told the officials about you and that you may be coming in, but we
haven’t told them where you or the Chinese Christians are. If you want us
to send your things out, or if you want to come in yourself, tell this man we
are sending what day to meet you, either at Ho-Lung or He-Ma-Tan. He
can tell you where will be the safest place for you to come and wait for him.

We are not giving out any orders for our Chinese Christians to come in.
We don’t know what is for the best. There will be difficulties if they come
and probably difficulties if they stay there. One of our difficulties here is
that we don’t have any millet and flour, and nothing can be bought on the
streets. Vegetables can be bought by going to the garden south of the city
across the river, but they are expensive and conditions may become such
that the “Chan-Knei-Ti” might leave. Our neighbors are helping themselves
to things in the field. If any of them decide to come, they should bring in a
supply of millet or whatever they need to last quite awhile. We might get
something from our new neighbors in a pinch, but I don’t think that we ought
to depend on them, if we can get things ourselves. Coal is another problem.
We don’t have much coal in the compound and no way of getting any now.
There is nothing for our workers to do here either. If my evangelists can
locate some place in the country, — say Shi-Chia-Tsui, Chien-Wu, Tung-I,
or in the territory east of Liao. They might fare better than coming to
the city and should do some evangelistic work in the country. I will pay a
reasonable amount for their rent wherever they locate and try to get their
salary to them some way. I have paid them all up to the end of July, except
for Tien. I have paid him to the end of June. Yang-Tien Pei I have advanced
$10 of his July salary, or rather Wampler did, and I still owe him $5 for July
[So they got $15 U.S./month]. T don’t imagine that I will be able to get out
in the country for awhile, so if you have some money, you might advance
them two or three months’ salary if they stay out.

Getting money is going to be a problem. I have less than $4000.00
station money on hand, and I can’t issue checks on the bank here, I don’t
imagine, unless I take their worthless money, and I don’t want to do that.
The money I have will last the station a few months, if I do not give you any
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for relief. If you continue the relief work, we will have to plan some way of
getting money from the outside. I am wondering, if I write some checks for
you, whether you could get them cashed out at T’ung-I, P’an-Lun, or some
other place. At P’an-Lun the last time, the stores there would take only a
$250.00 check. You see they can’t go to Shen-Te-Fu and buy merchandise
as they did, and if they do buy it, it is almost impossible to get it in to their
stores. I am thinking that this situation is going to get worse. I don’t know
where the Ya-Min [pre-invasion city government] is and whether they can
cash checks or not. I am not so keen on becoming too intimate with them or
the [Chinese] army. If this group here should find it out, they might make
us a lot of trouble. I think that you will have to be careful along that line.
If the way opens up we may be able to get money from Ping Ting. Our
neighbors say that they are going to repair the road and run autos back and
forth which will carry mail and passengers, but I for one will not want to
ride in their autos for some time. I am thinking that they are going to have
difficulty in preventing the road from being broken, and I surely would not
want to be hung up along the road with conditions as they are.

Saturday night we had a real celebration in the city and especially on
the North Wall. I never experienced such a time. We went to the cellar for
quite awhile. I wonder if you heard the fireworks out there. There was a
skirmish on the mountains back of the pagoda, and there were about fifty
big firecrackers sent off in that direction from the wall back of our house
[The east city wall. One summer afternoon, I remember looking out from
the house and seeing a couple of mounted men and some foot soldiers coming
down a path on the hillside about a mile from the city. They left the path
just before some shells hit the spot where they had been. I don’t know if it
was this battle that O.C. is describing.] So you see we are right in the midst
of the excitement. A fence was built Sunday P.M. north of the city, and
forts are being made on all high points around the city.

Wamplers would like for you to inquire about conditions at T’sing-chou
and Wu-Hsiang. They would like to send Pao Fu-Mei down there to do
evangelistic work, if conditions are such that she can get down there. They
are wondering if you could have Nieh or someone write a letter to Chan
Chih-Kuo, Chao-Ly and inquire about conditions there if you do not already
know. We can’t get any outside news here. They would also like for the one
to whom you write to tell Chin-Chieh at Shih-Pan that the man who came
into our hospital who was shot in the leg in a little village near Shih-pan is
getting worse. Betty [Wampler] thinks that he will not live very long.

[Here a piece of the letter is missing. |
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. you to post there if the post office is still in that neighborhood. I
am enclosing a dollar which Velma [Ober] gave me for you to buy stamps.
If they have such, she wants stamps of the larger denomination to put on
letters for the U.S. Perhaps you had better get $5.00 or $10.00 of such stamps
if you have the money to buy them and send them in with our messenger.

We are getting along O.K. and we hope that you are too. Your little
tomatoes are beginning to ripen. Wish you could be here to eat some of
them this summer. Our garden looks quite well now. If you should come
in, be very careful. I mentioned Ho-Lung as a place to meet you, but I am
told that it is possibly a dangerous road to travel now. People think that
Shih-Shang-P’u is safer.

Lovingly, Father

(no date)

Howard: In my letter I have stated that we have no millet and coal. 1
mean to say that we have no millet for relief. Our servants and a few people
in the compound have enough for themselves to last two or three months,
but there are some who do not have much, and if many such return from
there, it will make a problem for us. This messenger says that we can buy
some millet out east, but it will be a problem to get it brought into the city.
I am thinking, however, we should try to diet a little if possible. We also
have coal enough for our household to last two or three months with what
is in the cellar. Anna [Hutchenson]| and Velma [Ober] have enough for a
month or so and a few others have enough for themselves to last a month
or so. The hospital and schools do not have much. Thus a problem if many
return to live in the compound. [Coal was used for cooking.] Don’t urge
people to come in now. Just tell them the situation and let them decide for
themselves. If there are some poor people out there, like Wang Su Hsing
and others who live in the city, I really think it best if they can find a cave
in the mountains, and plant some buckwheat, glutinous millet and tsai-ken
[Chinese cabbage?] so they will have something to eat this winter. Perhaps
we might help them a little to get a start. Talk it over out there.

Dear Howard: (Tuesday Morning)
If any of our people out there are in need, help them a little. Perhaps I

can give you $1,000.00 for relief, if necessary.

If you don’t expect to return home, please send back a letter with this
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messenger telling us how things look to you from the outside, also your plans
for the future.

Keep this man until you get things in shape to send back with him, but
don’t keep him longer than necessary. Talk with him alone and find out
about conditions as he sees them here and along the road to see how safe
he thinks it will be for you to travel, if you decide to come back.

Understand that if there is trouble here the man may not be able to
start out the second time to meet you at Shih-Shang-pu, or wherever you
and he decide to meet, so do not be disappointed if he does not meet you
at the appointed time.

With love, Father

P. S. — Tell Wang T’ien Hui, I have no way to send him home now. If
you should come back, and he wants to come along with you and wait here
for a way for him to return, I will do the best I can to help him. Or will
there be a safe way for him to return home from there? Talk it over with
him, but do not send him if it is not safe, because I am sort of responsible
for him.

I hope the parents of the school girls from Wu-Ein have come and taken
the girls home.

It is not likely we will have much school this fall and next year if condi-
tions continue as they are.

Dear Howard, (Tuesday Morning)

Don’t forget to send our mail that is in the Post Office there back with
this man. This is one reason we are sending him out.

Be careful what you say to folks there about the money situation and the
passes some of our people have. You can tell Nieh and a few of the leaders
there, but do not talk about the things in my letter publicly.

We had a peaceful night, and I hope that you did too.
With love, Father

[Letter in Reply to O.C. Sollenberger]

Wednesday July 26, 1939
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Dear Folks at Liao,

The letter carrier came through without any trouble. I was mighty glad
to hear that you are all safe and well, although I saw through my glasses the
other day that things seemed to be going along about as usual. Anna and
Velma were on their porch and either O.C. or Ernest was in the yard. As a
matter of fact, I almost paid you a visit, but a couple of rifle shots from the
pagoda turned me back.

I arrived here [Chien- Wu] Sunday (16th) after being held up on the road
for seven or eight days. This rain makes living out quite a problem, but it
has been a big help in some ways. All of our folks here are getting along as
well as can be expected. We are all as busy as bees. We have the biggest job
to do that I have met thus far. Grain is next to impossible to buy. People are
living on weeds, leaves, and rose bush berries. There are 160 people living
in the big temple now. We distributed about seven bags of millet there this
A.M.. What grain we have gotten thus far has been bought at Tung I. That
supply is already exhausted, so I am starting toward Wu Hsing tomorrow
or the day after with about thirty animals.

We have two schools in operation now. The attendance seems to be very
good. They are also having prayer meeting every evening and church on
Sunday.

The three girls school students and one woman from Anna’s school
started home yesterday. Everyone here thought it best to send them. They
were very anxious to go. I inquired very carefully about the road to their
home, and as every thing was clear, I sent them off under good escort. They
are probably home now.

It is really quite a problem running this refugee mission station. There
is nearly always a waiting line of folks bringing various problems for me to
solve. Of course, the most pressing is food and shelter. But there are many
other problems which take up a lot of time.

I am undecided yet as to what future moves to make. At most, I can’t
stay here more than two weeks. I had been thinking some of going to
Ping Ting after my job here is finished, but since receiving your letters, I
have about decided to try and get to Liao. Of course, I shall finish the
work here first. That is my responsibility. I shall also try to work out
some sort of temporary organization and plan of work for the Chinese staff
that does not wish to return. I should like to have suggestions from each
department. But if it is impossible to communicate further, those of us
here will act according to our best judgment and make explanation later.
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The idea which seems to predominate now is to disperse the group here. In
the first place, food is a major problem and of course this place is terribly
congested. The evangelists, according to your plan, Dad, we will locate in
various places where it is quiet at present. We also think it advisable to
distribute your workers, Anna. What do you think of adding Chou Poa
Chen to the evangelistic staff? He is supervising your women workers and
also helps in evangelistic work himself. Whomever we put in the field I will
advance two months salary. Do you think it advisable to establish a sort of
advisory committee to keep in touch with all the workers and what each is
doing?

As to the work in the southern part of our field, it is impossible for me
to contact it now. They haven’t been able to contact the Chin Chow P.O.
for over two weeks now. The situation there is reported much worse than
here. Ten thousand of our neighbors are occupying that county, so you can
guess what is happening.

I am afraid my supply of news is about as scarce as yours. I suppose
that you know the invasion this time was quite a sizeable affair. Liao was
just a side show. A hundred thousand of your neighbors are reported to
have participated, coming in by nine different routes. Every county seat in
the district, but Li Cheng, was visited. But now they occupy only three,
Liao, Chen Chou and Chan Chih, (the latter is still bitterly contested).
Three of the invading group were checked before they got very far. The two
from Honan were stopped by rivers. The one aimed at Liao got within 20
li of Ma Tien, the other within 30 li of Li Cheng. The third group that
was headed toward Liao from Hopei was driven back before they got to the
Shanxi border.

You mentioned my trying to get some grain for you folks. I will look
around, but I fear it will be a difficult job. Such things are hard to get.

I hope the messenger can come out again in about a week. We can make
definite plans then about my returning. If he comes have him bring my
clippers, razor, and foreign hat. The clippers and razor are in my briefcase.
My hat is probably in my room. At present, don’t send my money or relief
funds. It’s not safe enough yet.

The P.O. is still here. I will send off your letters although the service is
not very regular yet. I have only received one piece of mail for Velma since
I arrived here. I am sending it along. I am also including $5.00 worth of
stamps — one dollars worth for Velma. The rest for whomever wants them.

You might also try and send an American flag with the messenger. It
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might come in handy either in returning to Liao or Ping Ting. Also, my
crepe rubbersoled shoes could be made use of. I have already worn out three
pair of Chinese shoes.

Hello Gene and Joe — Howard

[Howard liked kids and was good with them. When he returned he got
out his model airplane with a rubber band motor and used it to play with us.
We would lie on the grass lawn and he would fly the plane over us. Good
play therapy for those war years with strafing Japanese planes flying over
the mission compound. ]

[Letter from Howard to Charles D. Bonsack]

Chien-Wu, Shanxi
July 27, 1939
Dear Mr. Bonsack,

I am writing to you from our new station, Chien-Wu, to acquaint you
with a few of the recent happenings and how we are attempting to meet the
changing circumstances. I notice there is a letter for you in the packet that
came through the lines yesterday, and I am also enclosing a letter which my
father wrote, so you will have some idea as to what is happening in the old
station.

About a month ago I started out toward the eastern part of Ho Shun
County to help the refugees that are living in the mountains of that section.
On July 6, I heard that Liao had been occupied on the 4th. It started to
rain before I got out of Ho Shun County, and I was held up for several days.
If it had not been for the rain, I should have been able to return to Liao
because the Japanese evacuated the city for about a week. As it was, I got
within striking distance of home on the same day the Japanese occupied the
city the second time. A few reports I had heard on the way made me uneasy
about the folks at home, so I was anxious to get back and see how things
were. | got within three miles of Liao when I almost ran into a detachment
of Japanese that were coming down the mountain. They opened fire so I
retreated. Interruption!

Things aren’t so good here. Three big shells just exploded not far from
the village. Looks like the Japanese intend to come this way. ONE HOUR
LATER. The local police report the Japanese have mounted cannon on sev-
eral hills west of here. They expect them to advance this way. I have just
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had about fifty callers, most of them Chinese Christians. They came to ask
me what to do if the enemy came. They don’t want to make the decision
themselves. I am helping them in every way possible, but I can’t take the
responsibility for what the Japanese might do if they come. They must de-
cide for themselves whether to flee or stay.

July 28

The situation is considerably quieter today. There was quite a battle
yesterday. I watched part of it through my field glasses from a mountain
peak about three miles from the scene of the action. The enemy finally
withdrew after setting fire to a village and a temple. Last evening was spent
in feeding and housing the refugees that had fled from the fighting zone. It
was a pathetic sight to see the refugees coming in. It rained all day yesterday,
so everyone was soaked. Mothers came hobbling in on their bound feet over
the muddy mountain road. Many of them even carried babies close to their
own bodies to keep them warm. The men were loaded down with bedding
and grain, and the children were carrying the miscellaneous articles. I heard
a number of stories last evening of old people and babies left behind because
they had no way of bringing them. Many of the men have returned today
to see what has happened to their homes and the ones they left behind.

To go on with the other story which was interrupted yesterday by the
cannon fire — after being foiled in my attempt to reach Liao, I went to
Pu Chou, a little village seven miles from the city. I still hoped that the
Japanese would retreat so that I could get into the city. For the next five
days it rained continually (One of the heaviest rains that I have seen in
this part of China). The Japanese didn’t leave Liao and I couldn’t get to
Chien-Wu, where I had prepared a mountain headquarters for just such an
emergency. Fortunately, I didn’t get homesick for want of something to do
because that village was also full of refugees.

On the first clear day, I went up to one of the high mountains near Liao
and satisfied my anxiety as to the safety of the folks at home. Through
my field glasses I could see that the American flags were still flying. I also
saw Anna and Velma on their front porch and Mrs. Wampler and either
my father or Mr. Wampler in the yard. The Japanese who were mounting
cannon and machine guns near the pagoda must have seen me, because
they sent a couple rifle shells in my direction. Fortunately, I know these
mountains better than most of the natives, so I have no trouble in slipping
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Figure 3.9: The relief group was frequently helped by the local peasants.
Here they are fleeing a Japanese probe into the valley below them. When
this picture was taken the Japanese were less than a mile away.
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away unmolested. That same day I swam the river and arrived at Chien-
Wu. [It was neither easy nor safe to swim that river in flood. In addition
to the water, large boulders would grind and bang as they were sweept down
by the current. In fact, I even think I remember this storm and having to
stay inside the house.] It was good to see a number of my city friends safely
established here. And I presume, judging from the number of callers that I
received the first evening, that they were also glad that I had come. Nearly
every one had some urgent problem concerning food, housing, or sickness
that they wanted help with. Fortunately, we had stored some millet here
last winter, and had also rented several buildings, so the problem of feeding
and housing was not as hopeless as it might have been had we not prepared.
The number of persons eating from our store of grain was so large that it
lasted barely a week. And as it may be impossible to buy grain here, the
food problem has been and is particularly acute. There are any number
of refugees eating such things as weeds, Tau leaves, and bark, chaff, wild
rose berries, etc., either because it is impossible to buy food or because they
have neither grain nor money. I have already made one trip to the eastern
part of the county to buy grain. We are using refugee labor to carry the
grain from there. But that supply is also exhausted now. The troops in
that section have eaten most of the grain, so we can buy no more from that
place (Tung-I). Tomorrow I am leaving here with a caravan of forty or fifty
donkeys for Red Water [Hongshui], (a village in Ho Hsiang county which
is about twenty miles from here). I sent one of the evangelists and one of
my relief staff to Wu Hsiang several days ago to collect what wheat, millet
and corn was available. I received word this P.M. that they had collected
about fifty donkey loads. [About five tons.] It is necessary that I go with
the animals because the whole region is under martial law. I am not sure
that I can get them through, but we are going to try.

In the meantime, we have a committee at work on the housing problem.
All the homes in these mountain villages are full to overflowing. In the home
where I am staying, there are eleven rooms in which about sixty persons are
living. How’s that for a family? In a temple (Lung Yao Su) there are now
one hundred and sixty five refugees, and wherever there is a mountain cave
or dry spot under overhanging rocks, there is sure to be a refugee family. To
help some of the most congested centers we are using refugee labor to repair
some of the deserted mountain homes, so that refugees can live in them. We
had also planned to move some of the refugees to other places further away
from the city, but this has not worked out very well because they still hope
to be able to return home soon.
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Figure 3.10: (Top) It rained continuously during the occupation and people
who lived in caves found it very damp. Many died from the exposure.
(Bottom) The standing woman is a blind grandmother. The sitting woman
is pregnant. Howard rented a room for the mother in a nearby village and
her baby was born the following day. Having a room probably saved the
lives of the mother and baby.



Figure 3.11: Prayer meeting at refugee mission station at Chin Wu during
the occupation of Liao. Mr. Tien is leading the meeting.

We also have a cooperative in operation. At present, it deals only in
parched corn, flour and millet. This is for the refugees who have a little
money. It is the only place where they can buy the essentials of the Chinese
diet in this region. The demand is so great that the millet is sold before we
get it here, and the parched corn flour before we get it prepared. Chou, the
head of the Liao Chow Bible School, is manager of the cooperative.

The above is what we are attempting to do to help the people with their
physical needs. Besides this we have opened two schools for the children.
They are more or less on the Vacation Bible School order. There are about
fifty in attendance now. The women of the Bible School are doing the
teaching. The Bureau of News and Safety is also doing a thriving business.
I have several connections through which I can get rather reliable news.
Some of this news we pass on to the refugees and local inhabitants through
the Bureau. It is the best way I have found to stop rumors which cause fear
and disturbance in such times as these. The safety division of the bureau is
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to inform the peasants and refugees as to the best way to protect themselves
under war circumstances. I am hoping this will prevent panic in the future.
I have already addressed two public meetings on the subject of Air Raid
Precautions, Conduct Under Fire, and Poison Gas. The use of the latter in
this campaign has thoroughly frightened the people.

In a spiritual way we are also active. Chien-Fu consists of three small
mountain villages, all within a mile of each other. Prayer meeting is held
each evening, the place being alternated from village to village, and of course
we have church service on Sunday. The evangelists are all busy in our relief
campaign, but we are encouraging the Christians to visit and comfort other
refugees. It is a wonderful opportunity for them to express their faith.

If we only had a doctor and some medicine here, the new station would
be complete. Most of the medical staff stayed in the city. All we have here
is one trained nurse and my medical kit. I am called on from five to ten
times a day to visit patients, most of whom I can do nothing for.

As for the future, it is very uncertain. According to my father’s letter,
the Japanese have changed their tactics and are using every means to attract
the people back to the city. But most of the people who have fled to this
district refuse to return. In the first place, the Japanese actions don’t always
correspond to their words. They spoiled their reputation the first two times
they came. And from what I have seen this time from the outside, I would
stay away, too. But even though most of them will stay in the mountains
for a while at least, and though I should like to stay with them, I must soon
return to either Liao or Ping Ting. In the first place, the three thousand mex.
[Mexican silver dollars] which I had along with me will soon be gone. And
in the second place, I can’t keep going at this pace very long — particularly
on this refugee diet which consists mostly of millet and parched corn flour.
My digestive system doesn’t work well on such fuel. But before I leave I
hope to have the work organized, so that part of it can be carried on after I
leave. It may be that someone can come out from time to time to see how
things are going.

I also fear that if the campaign continues as it is now, my work in this
area can hardly be carried on. In such a case I will either move to some
other area or change the type of work — depending on the recommendations
of the mission staff.

I am sorry that I can’t send you some pictures of the work here at Chien-
Wu. I am sure that they would be of interest to the folks at home. Until I
can get them developed this word description will have to suffice.
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Figure 3.12: From the left: Nieh, Howard, Lui, and Li. August 8, 1939
at the temporary mountain headquarters near Liao Springs. Tien probably
took the photo.
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You will pardon the hurried and interrupted manner in which this letter
has been written. Letter writing conditions are far from ideal. The Chinese
Post Office is also with us here, so we still have some outside connection. I
hope they can get this letter through to you.

Until we can meet again with pen on paper,

Most sincerely yours,
(Signed) H.E. Sollenberger

Liao Chou, Shanxi
August 10, 1939

Dear Mother and Alberta,

I have just returned from a six weeks term of being a refugee. They
were the busiest and most exciting six weeks that I have lived so far. The
activities of this little vacation will have to be written at some other time
and in some other way. About all I can say this time is that I am safe at
home. Maybe I shouldn’t say “safe at home”, because who knows what is
going to happen tomorrow.

It was mighty good to see Dad and Mr. Wampler sitting on the hillside
the other side of Ho Ma Tan. (The village five li East of here.) I had sent a
messenger in ahead to tell them to meet me there. It was also good to see
Gene and Joe running down the hill into the river bed to meet me and to sit
down to a square meal with the station family this noon. And it wouldn’t
surprise me a bit to find the spring bed considerably more comfortable than
the bricks, boards and floors that I have been sleeping on for the last six
weeks.

It’s a hard life but it is worth it. I feel this time more than ever before
that I have been of actual service to my Chinese friends. I sent a letter a
few days ago from the summer resort. In it I have mentioned some of the
activities of those six weeks. It will take considerably longer for that letter
to get to you.

You have likely heard considerably about what is happening to our
British friends in China. As yet we have not suffered the same fate. In
fact they [Japanese forces] have been rather polite to the Americans, but
they warned us that if we don’t behave as they say, we will have to travel the
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same road.l celebrated your birthday, Alberta, by taking a big watermelon
to the Springs. I had bought it at Wu Hsiang several days before. Both of
us (the watermelon and I) had a good bath in the cold spring water, and
then I ate it. It was a good change of diet after having had to eat parched
corn flour and millet broth for five weeks.

till we can write in more detail.
Love, Howard

[The following short article is from the Sydney Morning Herald Friday,
November 24, 1959:

“A missionary who arrived at Sydney from China yesterday said that all
the British missionaries had been driven out of the Japanese occupied areas
of China. They had been replaced by American, Norwegian, and Swedish
missionaries who were being allowed to work without interference. The
British missionaries were taking up posts further inland outside the sphere
of Japanese influence. He added that anti-British slogans were to be seen in
many Chinese cities.

This expulsion order may have been what Howard is referring to.]
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[Letter to Mission Board in Elgin, Illinois. |

College of Chinese Studies
Peiping, North China
September 10, 1939

Dear Mr. Minnich:

Although it is considerably slower, we still have to send certain informa-
tion through Embassy mail. You have probably heard that Liao has moved
into Japan. It was not a surprise but certainly against our hopes. Here’s
the story:

The fourth of July was the date of the third invasion and occupation.
But again they only spent the night and then moved on to Yu She. There
was very little fighting this time. One week later they returned to complete
the fourth occupation — this time coming in from both the North and West.
There was an all day battle five miles west of the city, but it didn’t seem to
frustrate the enemies’ plans. The city was theirs again, and it seems like they
are going to try and keep it this time. They have the city wall somewhat
repaired, barbed wire all around the city except where the mission compound
is. (As the Mission is third power property it is suppose to be neutral and
serve the same purpose as the wire, but we are afraid that this will cause
trouble later). There are six big forts on the surrounding hills to protect
their position. The forts are located at the pagoda, the maternity temple
across the east river, the fire temple to the North, the temple on the hill
southwest of the city, on a hill to the west, and at the rain god temple to
the west of Wu Le Ho (South of the city). The temples had been destroyed
by the Chinese prior to the occupation. The forts have been built on the
temple sites. All in all, Liao has put on quite a formidable war dress, which
shows the uneasiness of the Japanese in trying to hold such a place.

One evening soon after the occupation and before completion of the
fortifications, about two hundred guerrillas disturbed the peace by entering
the city. For half the night, the place sounded like an exploding munition
dump. The next morning after the smoke had cleared, it was discovered that
each side had left eight on the streets. A rather small number for all the
commotion. Other minor engagements have been fought in the mountains
near by. On these occasions the cannon in the forts and on the city wall
are quite active. On two occasions they have mounted a rather heavy field
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Figure 3.13: Howard on Dr. Parker’s motorcycle arriving at Ping Ting. The
small plants behind Howard in the left of the picture are alfala plants. In
the spring of 1940 we harvested the tender shoots and prepared them as
greens. We also ate locust and elm tree flowers mixed with corn meal and
fried. Food was scarce in war time, even for the foreigners.

gun on the corner of the wall directly behind our house. When shooting in
a southeast direction, the projectiles 