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The rule of nature is to take from the excess to shore up the scarce; however, the rule of
human society is to take from the poor to feed the rich.
--Lao Tzu

OHBEEF (BEEZ) FE+EE
Lao Tzu was Confucius’ teacher, Chinese philosopher and the founder of Taoism.
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13 % %5 Grandpa Zhen

“Ididn't know when or how it would all end, though it seemed endless... Worse still... The Japanese came...”
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Chapterl

Grandpa Zhen is a friend of my grandpa Lin's, he was bornin 1913.
He is a kind and humorous man. When [ was small, every time he saw my grandpa and [ come back past the rice fields in front of his house, he went
to visit my grandpa and brought me one or two cakes. He always told jokes to people and made them laugh.

He was thin and always wore a rice straw hat, blue shirt and black trousers. He usually rolled up his trousers, showing the blue veins that stood out
on his calf and the two wet rice straw shoes upon his muddy feet.

The full smile on his dark face and his bubbly laughter impressed me most about him, along with the sweet, delicious cakes he brought.

Time flies. 20 years have passed, the boy has grown up and his old friend is now 95 years old. He struggles in a world of deafness and failing
eyesight with an injured leg adding to his difficulties, not to mention that half his teeth have rotted away.

When Grandpa Zhen's son and his son's wife would go out to work in the farm fields in the morning, they would wash the rice and put it in the rice-
cooker. When it was time for cooking, Grandpa Zhen would plug in the cooker, push down the button to begin cooking, and then heat hot water for
them.

Grandpa Zhen has two younger brothers and two younger sisters. His younger brother died in 1959, leaving behind a 12-year-old boy who Grandpa
Zhen adopted as his own son. His remaining brother died 20 years ago, his youngest sister died 3 years ago, and his other sister is still above ground
at 85 years old, even with her immobilized legs. They got together during the Spring Festival of 2008 and cried on one another's shoulders.

We sat down around the table and talked in a group: Grandpa Zhen, Uncle Mai, Aunty Sumei, her mother, Terry, my friend Zhigao and me.
Terry showed them photos of his house in Vermont and his family.
"Oh, this girl is really beautiful, like a china doll." With a big smile, Aunty Sumei pointed to one of Terry's granddaughters.

Uncle Mai asked some questions about different kinds of trees in Vermont.
"Hey, Peng. [ heard that your Fat Grandpa has built a nice house, hasn't he?" asked Grandpa Zhen, who had very dry humor.

"Yes, he did." I said. "Do you want to go to visit and see it yourself?"

"I'd like to, but I can't. Thanks,” he said.

"I can go and get you a wheelchair, or [ can carry you on my back to go," I said.

“No, thanks," he smiled, "I'd better just stay here in my small house."

"Last October, he walked down the road to visit his neighbor from the house, and fell down on a slope and hurt his leg," Uncle Mai said. "And from
that time on, he didn't go to visit anyone else."

Then Grandpa Zhen asked me, "How did this American guy come to China, by air or by train?"
[ translated to Terry, and then told him the answer," 14 hours by air."
He was so surprised and said, "Oh, 14 hours, my God!"
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Chapter2

Peng: “Please tell us the story of your father.”

“My father went away with General Peng during the time of the PingJiang Uprising when | was very small. The Red Army fought against the
Kuomintang army on the Tea Mountain of Tongchen County, and my father died in that battle. My mother was expecting her youngest child, so I had to
help her to do housework and look after my younger brothers and sisters. There was no place for me to go and no time to play. [ got up very early every
morning to find firewood and bamboo shoots in the mountain and sell these things in town and with the money | earned, [ was able to buy rice. I took
care of the vegetable garden and cooked food for my family. This was my daily work.

There was no land for us to plant rice on because there were four landlords at that time who owned all the farm fields in the village: Mother Liu, whose
son was a big official in the Kuomintang government; Helee, whose father was a bandit so he filled his dead dad's shoes to own the farm field; Dwarf
Huang, who was a policeman in the county; and Pimin, who was a gambler, as well as his grandfather and his father. We had been languishing in poverty
for more than ten years. [ didn't know when or how it would all end, though it seemed endless... Worse still... The Japanese came...”

Peng: "How old were you when the Japanese soldiers came?"

Zhen: “I was 25 years old when they went through Lin Village on the way to Pingliang County at midnight.”

Peng: "How many soldiers came to town at that time?”

Zhen: "l don't know, they came at midnight by climbing over the YinglJi Mountain. First came some scouts who didn't kill people on the way, but the
Japanese Army that followed them was cruel! They killed people, raped women, robbed food like pigs and chickens from the villagers. They had the
'Three Policies:' “Burn everything. Take everything. Kill everyone. "

"The village heard the Japanese were coming, and the people fled the village to the mountains. First the women and then the children were organized to
escape towards the mountains, carrying what they could. I remember one old woman who walked on one leg: she used a Hunan chair under one knee and
moved along. Then came the men, carrying food, chickens, pots and blankets, and leading pigs. All the villagers were hiding in the mountain when the
Japanese came.

But Yao Lin, your great-grandfather, went back for more food, and was captured by the Japanese soldiers and thrown to the ground on his back by the
well. A Japanese soldier stood on each side of him, a boot on each of his outstretched arms, and another boot against each side of his head. After a few
kicks, another soldier pumped a bucket of water and started pouring it slowly into his mouth and nose. They filled him with cold water from a bucket.
They wanted him to tell where the villagers were hiding so they kept filling his mouth and nose with water until they sent him into a state of shock. I was
very worried about Yao, but fear held me back as I hid in the branches, watching what happened to him. Then the Japanese thought he died so they left
him laying beside the well. We rescued him hurriedly and carried him to the mountain. People cared for him until he awoke. | joked with him, 'You are a
smart guy- you didn't swallow too much water.'

Later, some people, mostly young men, wanted to go fight the Japanese. But it was Uncle Bao that made it happen. I remember him... a very tall, strong
man with one bad leg. But he moved perfectly in Kung Fu. You did not want to make Bao angry. "
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Chapter3 The Legend Of Uncle Bao

The Japanese soldiers were scared as they searched through the empty village for food, jumping at ghosts. They were even more scared of going into the
mountains.

Five days before, three soldiers had gone on a longer search into the surrounding village farms, hungrily looking for a pig, some chickens, a steer or evena
water buffalo. Finally, they heard what they were hoping for: a hungry pig squealing in the pigsty of a small abandoned farmhouse.

Carefully, they encircled the house, through fields and stacks of rice straw, then threw open the doors of two small outbuildings, warily pointing their
rifles at the windows and doors of the farmhouse. One soldier kicked in the door while the others covered him, following the exact pattern of their
training. They looked in the few small rooms and checked the loft and the back door leading to the pigsty. They carefully stacked their rifles against the
door frame, ready to grab them on the run if needed. The man in charge also had a pistol in a holster. They quickly ransacked the small farmhouse,
overturning everything. The rice bin had only a little left, and one soldier started sweeping it into a sack, while another climbed to the loft...

Outside, a bird call was heard and answered. A stack of rice straw moved, and then another...

The squealing pig had been brought back from the mountain two nights before by old Uncle Bao and four young people. Bao was a Kung Fu master, who
taught the traditional and respectful art to some young men in the village.

There are many large caves in the limestone mountains of Pingjiang County. Some of these caves had been home to Chinese families for thousands of
years. Suddenly, the caves were full of people. Smaller caves were pigsties and chickens scratched all around.

Villagers ranged the mountains, looking for bamboo shoots, roots, berries and firewood. Many families cooked and shared meals together in the few large
pots they had carried to the mountain.

Atnight, there were endless discussions about how to resist the Japanese occupation, what was known about the Japanese invaders, and what the future
might bring, as well as the typical bedtime stories for children.

The brutality of the Japanese and the horrible fate of other towns were well known. Some young men wanted to go into the village at night and fight the
Japanese soldiers. A young woman, who had come home from a day in a mountain field to find her parents and her young daughter lying in blood on their
doorstep, walked over to him from the cooking area with a large knife. Waving it at the young men, she said, "l will go with you!!"
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And even in the mountains, Japanese planes were known to bomb a place where smoke from a cooking fire was seen. So cooking was done at
night, when the Japanese planes rarely operated, and a blanket was kept ready to cover the firelight.

The discussion continued. "We need guns and swords to fight the Japanese!" said the young men.
Finally, Old Uncle Bao stood up, and everyone became quiet.

"We need to think first. Think quietly and carefully. The Japanese have guns and can kill us at a long distance. The Japanese have swords and
can kill us at a shorter distances. We have only our hands and our feet..."

Bao reached down and picked up a hatchet, with its wooden handle and heavy blade. "...and our old housechold weapons".
"We must only fight very close, very hard, very well practiced, and very well planned."

A chorus rose up, "Yes!! Yes! What will you do?? How will you do it??"

Bao thought for a long minute.

"If you all agree, I will pick some young men to go with me, and show the Japanese that they are not "Divine" and their "Emperor" speaks only
with wind.”

"Yes! Yes!! We agree!! What will you do??"
Bao thought again.

"Here's how we will do it: first, there are many strong young men here. I am sorry, but I must pick only a few. We need disciplined minds, not
hot heads."

"When... we come back, we will tell you how it went. But we do not want the Japanese to learn what was successful or what was a failure. For
now, it is better not to talk about it."

He paused and looked over everyone.

"Sometimes, some young men and [ will go away to practice and to plan... Please. Do not talk about it."

He turned to go back to his bed deep in the cave. The young woman with the knife stood in front of him. "What about me??"
He looked at her for a long time. She saw his face moving.

"We are all family. We all grieve."

He reached out and put his hands on the side of her shoulders, then down again.

"I will think about it.”




Back near the village, another bird call was heard. On each side of the farmhouse, a stack of rice straw moved, tilted a little, and was still again.
Five figures moved quickly and quietly to the walls of the farmhouse and the back door near the pigsty.

From each side of the door, eyes met, heads nodded, and hands carefully grasped the rifles leaning against the door frame. Two young men
quickly moved the rifles to the sides of the house. Instantly, two others with hand weapons at the ready took their place beside the door.
There had been a big debate about the rifles, but Bao prevailed.

He had said, "We are not sure about the rifles, how they are loaded, where the safety latch is. Also, we have trained for close fighting, not
shooting. What if we are wrong about where the Japanese would put their rifles? Keep our plan, use our training, use our hands and feet and
weapons. Move fast, get close, fight close, fight hard."

They were very lucky. The first man out the door was stooped under a heavy sack of rice which he carried over his shoulder, hands together,
looking down at the ground in front of him. The hatchet hit him carefully, just above the rice sack in the back of the head. He fell heavily, face

down, with the rice sack on his back. A second later, the attacker was once again hidden beside the door, out of sight.

A second soldier rushed out, reaching down to help his comrade up. He was hit hard in the back of the neck and the back of his ankle, to ensure he
couldn't get up again.

"Pig!" was called out loudly, and as planned two young men flew in the door, spreading out right and left, joined by another running in from the
back pigsty door, all with hatchets raised. They stopped, staring at the last Japanese soldier, who was frozen in fear on the ladder to the loft.

Bao appeared in the doorway. The fifth fighter was out watching the road and the surrounding fields. If all had failed, his job was to escape and to
tell the others what went wrong.

The Japanese soldier was quickly bound with rope, hands behind him and tied to his waist, ankles bound at carefully-measured distance,
hobbling him. A rope and leash went around his neck. In a quick improvisation, one of the heavy bags of rice was tied to the leash.

"It was easy!" yelled one boy of 17. "They never even raised a hand against us!"

Bao slowly raised his hand and waited.

The four quickly arranged themselves respectfully in front of him, as they had in so many lessons over the years.
Bao looked pointedly at the dead soldiers. "Death is NOT easy! Where did you learn to disrespect your enemy??"
They hung their heads.

"Yun. Now, in this case, what is the Plan?"

Yun stepped forward. “One, we keep watch. We plan a quick escape into the forest. Two, we bury the soldiers where they can never be found.
Three, we take the rifles, but do not fire them now. Four, we do not take any identification or other things from the soldiers. Finally, we place
head-sized rocks across the main road, and put the soldiers' hats on them.”




There was silence.

"And?" Yun thought feverishy.

"What about Brother Pig?"

"Oh. We bring him, of course!"

The dead soldiers were loaded on a cart usually used for carrying straw, the bloody dirt was carefully buried and footsteps were swept away. A plan

was made to bury the soldiers carefully on a different farm, deep under bales of straw.

The hats were attended to. The small sacks of food they had lived on during the past 3 days were retrieved from the stacks of straw that had been their

hiding places.

Yun went to get the pig. As he joined the group, Uncle Bao said, "Give Brother Pig some of your cooked rice. He did his job well, he is very hungry,

and he has a long walk home. *
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Chapter 4
Peng: "Where did you get the news of Japan's surrender at the end of World War Two?"

Zhen: "l didn't know anything about it. [ only heard their ancestral nest was destroyed by another country and that all the Japanese soldiers had
disappeared from the town in a single night. They were hiding in some block-houses, but there was no place for them to find food. All the
townspeople went home to the village, but the Japanese were afraid of going to the village any more. People said the Manchurians to treated the
Han nation cruelly during the Qing Dynasty, but the Japanese were much crueler than the Manchurians."

Peng: "What happened in the village after World War Two?"
Zhen: "The village remained quiet for several years."

"One day I went to sell firewood in town, where many people on the street were talking about the Liberation Army, who had arrived in town that
morning.

The Liberation Army rounded up and disarmed Dwarf Huang's police station and all the police officers of the Kuomintang government were taken
to the plaza. By the time I arrived at the plaza, a crowd of onlookers had gathered. The Liberation Army told people that the Kuomintang
government had been overthrown in the revolution, they explained the discipline regulations that the soldiers adhered to, and showed us the paper
money of the communist government, which they called RMB.

A soldier said to me, 'Comrade, please deposit your firewood at your friend's house. There are too many people here, so could you please sell it
tomorrow?' [ agreed. When I came back to the plaza at lunchtime, the crowd was still there. Another soldier walked up to me with a bowl of millet
and said, 'Help yourself to some millet. It's good, especially because there is no millet here in Hunan.' I said, 'l am okay, [ am okay.' He put it in my
hand and said, 'Take it, take it!" He was a young and sincere man, so [ ate the bowl of millet, and it was delicious!

I went to the town to sell the firewood to the PLA the next morning. They were really nice men and they didn't bargain with me, so [ sold it at a good
price.
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Chapter5
Peng: "Please tell us about the Great Leap Forward?"
Zhen: "l was the captain of the Help-Each-Other Cooperative in the village during the Great Leap Forward."

"Meetings, meetings, meetings, day and night. [ was bewildered by the noise and the crowd. County leaders held a meeting in the afternoon
asking for charcoal and they wanted it by the next morning! Oh, my gosh! It was so ridiculous and there was not an atom of common sense so
what we got them was not charcoal, but scorched wood.

Those leaders were from big cities or somewhere and they didn't understand agriculture. They were bold talkers so they became government
mouthpieces.

They gathered all the men in the village to live together in the commune and eat together in the canteen. They did many, many ridiculous things
at that time like putting bamboo mats around the rice field to protect the rice shoots from the wind, keeping the rice warm by putting boiling
water in the paddy. A friend of mine laughed at those ideas, and as a result he was publicly denounced by those leaders.

After the commune members harvested the crops, all the packages of rice were gathered in the commune and then were carried by a tractor
whose destination no one knew. Later, the government's leaders held another meeting and calculated the amount of charcoal and rice produced
by each village cooperative. A tortoise was placed on the back of the representative of the slowest cooperative as an insulting reminder to move
more quickly next time.

Some brave young men wrote a protest song and sang it on the mountain at night; this song was very popular at the time.

The People's Government is really ridiculous,

They planned to plant rice before the Spring Festival,

They tried to speed up the growing seeds with boiling water,
But nothing grew in the fields until April eighth.”
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