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For much of the time in Weihsien the
older pupils of Chefoo School were
housed in Block 61: the Hospital building.

I think the whole of the ground floor was
used as the camp hospital; the next floor up
was used as dormitories for the girls; while
the boys were in the top floor. In my dormitory there were, I think, 7 of us, with our
mattresses around the large room. In the centre were 3 or 4 long benches with some wood
on the right of each seat on which we could
rest an exercise book or text book.
The 12 girls in our class came into our
room for lessons. We had some text books
but not in all subjects. In History and Science, for example, the teachers had to dictate
notes for us to write in pencil in our exercise
books. (No ink there.) These books were
mostly of poor quality paper (I still have a
few of them). There were few spare exercise
books and sometimes we had to rub out our
writing and start again on so-called fresh paper. To this day several older and younger
ex-pupils recall this rubbing procedure.
My Biology exercise book was of better
quality, and you can read 17 pages of pencil
writing and diagrams. I am impressed with
how much we covered that Spring Term,
1945, in rather difficult conditions. Our Science teacher, Miss Lucia, was well liked and
most thorough in her work. There were no
practical facilities for science experiments. *
(See footnote).
How long was a school day? I don’t remember, but shorter than in pre-war days.
We boys in my year had jobs to do, mainly

half-hour and later one-hour sessions pumping water into one of three large water towers in the camp. (Occasionally the water in
the towers got dangerously low. It fell to us
boys to do extra pumping through the night
to top up the water. We would be woken up
in turn by a teacher to do a half-hour stint,
even in a bitterly cold winter’s night.) The
girls worked in the laundry in the basement
of the hospital building.
There were some domestic chores to do
e.g. cleaning our dormitories, making coal
balls in the winters from coal dust and soil,
and chopping what wood we could find for
kindling. I do not recall doing any homework in the evenings. I think the reason was
the poor lighting.
Besides our formal reading we were able
to read books from a small library. In Peking, people about to be moved to Weihsien
were asked to pack two or a few extra books
to set up a library. I think that, aged 14 in
the last year, I was too young to be allowed
to borrow books, so a teacher would borrow
them for me.
We at Chefoo had lost a lot of teaching
time in the autumn of 1942 prior to moving
across the city to our first prison camp:
Temple Hill. Here we had morning lessons
at first, and later on one or two periods in
the afternoon. At the end of the war those of
us going back to the UK had no schooling
during the autumn, what with preparing to

leave camp, a fortnight in Tsingtao, a month
in Hong Kong and then the journey to the
UK (arriving home on December 14th).
Our age group (mainly 15 in August
1945) are reckoned to have lost the equivalent of one to two years schooling from 1942
to the end of 1945.
Older Chefoo boys and girls took the Oxford School Certificate
exams in a range of subjects. The staff had kept
past papers to help set the exams. After the
war Oxford University accepted these exam
results. One lady, now aged 84, told me of
the subjects she took in the summer 1944 in
Weihsien: English Language, English Literature, Latin 1 & 2, French, Mathematics
(Arithmetic, Algebra and Geometry), Religious Knowledge, General Science, Chemistry. Not History, but she and others were
taught a course in History by Miss Burtt, a
Quaker missionary from Yenching University, `Peking. This ex-Chefoo girl has shown
me a wonderful Chemistry exercise book that
she had written up from a Chemistry book
written in camp by Eric Liddell for a class of
older pupils.
I still have my elementary General Science
text book. The first owner had it in 1938. I
also have my Latin “Caesar” text book, and
the Latin Primer, first used by a Chefoo pupil
in 1935! During Latin lessons we had to balance these two books on our knees, and write
in the exercise book on the wooden side

piece by each bench seat.
I know very little about the Chefoo Prep
School in camp (for the youngest pupils), nor
about other Schools in camp for pupils from
Peking, Tientsin, and Tsingtao. (I do know
that my father first worked as a carpenter,
then in the shoe-repair shop, then as a stoker
in one of the large Kitchens, then as a baker,
and finally, for the last 6 months, he became
headmaster of the Primary School for nonChefoo Weihsien children.) Perhaps some of
those ex-pupils will write to Topica or the
Weihsien website about their schooling. I
was captain of the Chefoo softball team of
our age group that played the “Weihsien”
team as they were called. Zandy Strangman
was their captain and I have corresponded
with him in recent years.
………………………………..
*Footnote
Here is a story about collecting frogs in the
stream OUTSIDE camp, as told by my
brother Theo at a Fiftieth Anniversary Celebration of Liberation banquet in Weifang,
17th August 1995.
“In Weihsien camp we did not have the apparatus necessary for the practical of Physics or Chemistry, so our Science studies had
to be restricted to Biology. To complete our
studies of Biology we had to know how frogs
grow and what makes them ‘work’; to
achieve that we had to dissect frogs to find
out. The problem was that we didn’t have any

frogs.
But then came the answer: the skies opened
up, down came the rain and up came the
frogs- but in the stream outside the camp.
So we went to the Japanese and explained
that we wanted to go and collect frogs in order to cut them up. They thought this was unnecessarily barbaric but, nevertheless, gave
us permission to do so. I was one of the frogcollectors. We set off outside the camp and
all was going well until, at one point, we had
to cross the stream.
The Japanese guard had polished his boots
and didn’t want to get them dirty, so he
handed me his rifle, jumped over the stream
and beckoned me to follow. I had no wish to
cause trouble, so I waded across-through the
cool water- holding the rifle over my head.
When I got to the other side, I handed the rifle back to the guard-with a grin.
When we had finished collecting frogs, we
had a lovely swim in the stream watched by
all our friends on the top floor of the hospital
block. Some weeks later however, when the
Americans, including an Old Boy of our
school, arrived by parachute, the laugh was
on us because while the rest of the school
was out in the fields gorging on the treasures
dropped by parachute, we were indoors doing our final revision and sitting our examinations.
However, it was all worthwhile in the end because we were all successful.”
…………***……………

© Peter Bazire

