
Red Korea officer 
building new life 
on farm in India 

By R. Satakopan 
New Delhi — Ki Cheol 

Ji decided nine years ago to leave 
communism behind. 

The 25-year-old artillery bat- 
talion commander in North Korea 
waded through knee-deep snow 

and ice to surrender to United 
Nations forces. He was one of 88 
Korean prisoners of war brought 
to India for permanent settlement 

by the U. N. Repatriation Com- 
mission. 

Today Ki Cheol Ji is well on 

his way to becoming a prosper- 
ous farmer on what had been 18 
acres of wasteland. 

The property was leased to him 

by a Roman Catholic mission. He 
has named it “Peter’s Dairy Farm, 
Poultry & Piggery” after his pat- 
ron saint. 

He originally wanted to go to 
Mexico with four other POWs. 
“The Mexician government orig- 
inally promised to accept us but 
we have not had a word so far,” 
he says. 

Ki Cheol Ji still carries a 

Spanish-English dictionary. He 

hopes “some South American 

country will open the gates for 

us, if not Mexico.” 
But rather than enter the fruit- 

I 

less life of a refugee waiting for 

the dream to come true, he set 

to work. The Indian government 
loaned him $2,100 to lease a plot 
of barren, rocky land. He moved 
in last February. 

He converted five acres into 
a flower garden. He bought some 

of the best varieties of chickens 
| available in Delhi and now has 
I an 800-bird poultry farm. He has 
a piggery of 21 animals and three 
buffalos for selling milk. 

His present net income is $210 
a month. He expects to double 

i this before the end of the year. 
At the beginning, the Korean 

met with opposition from neigh- 
| bors. 

“Some people even threatened ! 
to beat me; they thought I was i 
an unwanted intruder. I chal- j 
lenged them to come one by one j 

1 and defeated them in open com- I 
bat. I know the Japanese methods | 

I of boxing and wrestling, and the j 
stoutest among them could not i 
stand before me,” he says. 

“Now they are reconciled to j 
me, and take me for granted; I 
am ready and willing to teach 
them how to use the limbs to 

j one’s best advantage, and I hope 
one day they will come to me.” 

“India is a vast country, and 
j there are 400 million people,” J 
he says. “If only the people could 
use their limbs in productive en- 

i terprises, there would be milk ; 

and honey flowing in the streets.” 
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Christmas lights are everywhere 
To bless the world againI 
Haloed candles golden flames 
At every windowpane** 

Lamplight streaming cheerily 
From welcoming doors flung wide** 
Firelight soft on little heads 
That dream of Santa’s ride** 
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Starshine drifting from the sky**' 
Lights that bob and glow 
!As dancing lanterns mark the way' 
The merry carollers go** 

O lovely Christmas lights that make 
The world a wondrous place, 
Show us the way until we see 

The glory of His face 1 
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