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In May of 1942, all the anti-Japanese basecs in central Hebei Prov-
ince were turned topsy-turvy. ‘

Yasuji Okamura, supreme commander of the Japanese force in
North China, was directing fifty thousand Japanese soldiers in a great
“Mopping Up” Campaign against the Eighth Route Army troops.
The fighting was cruel.

Of the men in the Communist-led Eighth Rcute Army, some had
broken through the encirclement, some had scattered, some had
gone down fighting for their country to the end. All that remained
were a few guerillas.

Central Hebei had received a severe blow. It was very much
chansed. A vast network of motor roads now crisscrossed the plain.
Watchtowers had risen like a forest over the plain. Japanese soldiers
and Chinese puppet troops were all over the place. There was no sign
left of the people’s government. Every uniformed Eighth Route Army
man was gone. In each village a Peace Preservation Association*
had been set up to serve their Japancse masters.

1

In July, the main drive of the Japanese “Mopping Up” rolled
south of the highway. Fortified posts, big and small, were filled
with Japanese troops. All the resistance bases in the counties of the
Sixth Region had been isolated and surrounded, locked as it were
in hoops of iron.

Zhou Tiehan, commander of 1st Company of Ningjin County
Battalion, receive order from the battalion commander that before
the enemy closed the circle tight, they should make a dash to get out.
A sturdy youth of twenty-five, Zhou Tiehan was ruddy-faced, with
broad shoulders and a thick waist. Though not very tall, he looked

* Peace preservation associaticn: a local puppet organization
during the War of Resistance Against Japan, 1937-1945.
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large and powerful. He pressed a fresh clip into his Mauser pistol,
snapped off the safety, and turned toward his men standing beside a
wall.

“Comrades!” he boomed. “Today is the day to show if you’ve
got any guts!”

Ding Huzi stepped forward and said:

“Let me take the lead!”

Zhou Tiehan pointed his Mauser pistol toward the northwest.

“Right! Get going! Second Platoon, follow the First!”

The guerillas sped west out of the village. Behind Zhou Tiehan’s
1st Company came the battalion headquarters’ command, with 2nd
Company covering the rear — altogether 134 men.

The battalion commander’s plan was to shake off the enemy and
steal along the sunken road toward the northwest. The Japanese
advancing from the west had not yet discovered them. The com-
mander wanted to get a8 close as possible to the enemy without being
seen, and then make a quick dash through their blockade line. But
on the one hand the Japanese were too many. On the other hand
for about fifty metres the road rose to the level of the surrounding
plain, and the guerillas were spotted. At once, the enemy fanned
out. A group on the left flank rushed toward a point further ahead
on the sunken road, intending to cut the guerillas off there.

Qian Wanli, leader of the battalion, trotted up calmly.

“Commander, the enemy’s going to cut off our route. Let’s push
through them with the whole battalion!” Zhou Tiehan said.

“Where are your men? What’s happening ahead?” Qian Wanli
asked.

“The First Platoon has moved up. I told them to fight their
way through!”

“Very good.”
Zhou Tiehan took this for consent, wheeled and started to run
off. Qian Wanli called to him.
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“Wait a moment.” Shading his eyes with his hand, Qian Wanli
carefully examined the enemy-held terrain. At last, he lowered his
hand and shook his head slightly.

“It won’t do. We can’t push through.”

“We have to!” Zhou Tiehan interrupted, “We can’t just stay
here and let them wipe us out!”

“We'll do it this way. Your First Platoon can keep advancing
down the sunken road, at that line of willows, climb out and occupy
those two cemetery plots, pull the main part of the enemy over to
the sunken road. That will make an opening in the southwest, and
the rest of the battalion will charge through there. Your job is first
to pin down the enemy and cover the rest of the battalion as it breaks
out of the encirclement. Then you have to shake the enemy free and
bring your men out with you!”

“Right!” Zhou Tiehan replied.

By then the enemy in the west had opened fire. Bullets were
flying overhead. The enemy on the other three sides had formed
a semi-circle and were closing in. Behind 2nd Company, which was
bringing up the rear, enemy rifles were firing in volleys of ever short-
er intervals,

From the head of the guerilla column came a chorus of shouts:
“Charge!” Qian Wanli could see Zhou Tiehan, waving his Mauser pis-
tol, leap out of the sunken road. His men rushed past him. A
moment later, they had taken the two-cemetery plots near the line of
willows.

As the enemy troops on the left hastened in the direction of the
cemetery plots, a gap appeared in their line.

Commander Qian saw that the moment had come. He swung
both of his hands in a signal, clambered out of the road with the
three remaining platoons, and dashed at full speed through the break
in the enemy line.



—~NAEHRERA, BEREIERREABET, E5
— HEAR FEE B A LR 4 I A EREL T, SR DR T
Fo AHRABAFBIIE, —/ NI AR T E— B
BUBET. —BeblA8, BHRNBFHE TR, FE—NR
MR FRAREH, ERAB—RR &N, — A—FE
E—E AT

HARRETRMET . B Em-FRUNN, B
REGER, FFNRETRRE, BRI, 6% 8, T
3 B B AT,

AT~ SHTEM 7

FHFRECTHE, REBSTR. TAREHIX—
F, WENTERE/ A ABIES L, AR S AEAR A
£T. —NAREZHARLZF, RRMME C#E., NET
AREE, BAMPRRERIUREEATFA T, AEH—
KFRBE, REFH-RENEE, RERENEYT. —§
BTN D EE, BYITEHT,

TRFER—AARN L ERRTHERTHRED,
KFHRED. BOAMESARAER LERET ST 51

8



2

1st Platoon had been keeping the enemy busy, but was itself
pinned down when it tried to withdraw. When the enemy at the line
of willows realized that most of the guerillas had escaped, they waved
their flag furiously. Nearly sixty of them charged the cemetery plots,
1st Platoon was forced to collect itself behind the grave mounds in
one of the cemeteries. A storm of machine-gun and mortar fire came
raining down so heavily that the men of the platoon couldn’t even
raise their heads to fire back. Half of Squad One had been put out
of action in the first charge.

The enemy were launching their second charge. When they
were less than forty metres away, Zhou Tiehan leaped to his feet,
yanked out the string of a grenade with his teeth. His right arm
whirled, and the grenade sailed through the air, trailing white smoke
after it.

“Throw your grenades!” he roared.

A volley of grenades hurtled through the air. Thick smoke
rose up to the sky. This was something the enemy had not expected.
The seven or eight in the lead were flung to the ground. Those in
the rear turned tail and fled back to the willows. Taking advantage
of the confusion, the men of the First Platoon swept around like a
whirlwind, and streaked south. They hadn’t run more than about
eighty metres when the enemy’s machine-guns opened up behind
them with a vengeance. Ahead was only a flat open field with a
growth of young crop less than a foot high. There was no shelter in
sight. Zhang Ziqin, leader of Squad Two, was mowed down by the
machine-gun fire, his leg fractured.

Ding Huzi saw a Japanese run up and point his bayonet at
Zhang’s chest. Zhang didn’t stir. Then a second and a third sur-
rounded the wounded squad leader. As they reached to seize him,
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black smoke spurted from inside his shirt and a steel helmet spiralled.
into the sky. When the smoke cleared, there were four bodies lying
on the ground.

3

The little village ahead had apparently been taken by the guer-
iflas. Suddenly, shots were popping and snapping like a string of
firecrackers. Several guerillas came tearing out of the village. Zhou
Tichan quickened his steps to head off and question the man in the
lead of the fleeing guerillas.

“Halt! What unit are you from?”

“2nd Company,” he managed to mumble.

“Why are you running away?”’

Zhou Tiechan asked him his name. He said he was Yin Zenglu.
Zhou Tiehan inquired about the exact position of the battalion head-
quarters’ command, then, with his platoon, followed after Yin toward
the village.

A ycung fellow stepped out from the dozen men who had fled
with Yin and raised a clenched fist.

“Second Company men, fall in, the brave to the front! Zhou Tie-
han and his men are made of flesh and blood too, and they’re not
afraid. What have we got to be scared about?”

“Good!” Zhou Tichan said to himself. He felt his anger dying
away. He recognized the young fellow — Zhao Fulai, assistant leader
of Squad Five, a new member of the Communist Party. "

Rifle fire in the village had already shifted to the southwestern
part. It was at this point that Yin Zenglu committed a mistake. The
battalion had clashed with enemy troops near the intersection of the
village streets and, after driving them back, had pushed toward the
southwest. Yin Zenglu was afraid to expose himself on the wide main
street. Trying to circle around the fighting zone, he led Zhou Tiechan
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