
CHINESE
LITERATURE



CONTENTS

The Builders (excetpt ftom the novel)-Li* Cbing 3

SELECTIONS FROM THE CLASSICS

Poems-Ilsin Chi.-ebi 65

Hsin Chi-chi and His Poetty-TengKuang-ming 73

\TRITINGS OF THE LAST GENERATION
Thtee Stoties-Yaxg Chen-sbe*g 79

An Adventute in the Forest (a temiriscence)-lYo Jan 89

FROM THE VRITER'S NOTEBOOK
S/hen Chatacters Come to Life-Ko Ling roz

NOTES ON ART
I(uan Shan-yuehls Paintings-Chih Ko roq

RECENT PUBL]CATIONS
The Boundless Grassland (Patt I) rrt
A Trading Post in the Mountains 7r7

CHRONICLE T2I

PLATES
Sping Dtizzle-Tang Cbi-hsiawg 78-79
Plum Blossoms-Kuan Sban-yutb 88-89
\i(hen the Rain Is Over-Kuan Shanlaeb rro-rrr

Front Covet: Bird bY Chi Pai-shih l.ilo. z, 1964



CH IN E5 E LITERATU RE

monthly

EDITOR: Mao Tun

ASSTSTANT EDITOR: Ych Chun-chien

Published by Foreign Languages Press

Pai Wan Chuang, Peking ft7), China

Printed in tbe People's Republic of Chino

Liu Ching

The tsuilders

The excerpt below is taken ftom the second part of the first volume of the novel
Tbe Bailders. Excetpts ftom the fitst patt of this novel were published in chinese
Lileralare Nos. ro, rr and rz, ry6o. Tbe Bailderr was fitst ptinted in June 196o.
This excerpt is based on the tevised edition of August 1963.

Theactiontakesplace in 1953 in FrogFiat in the Shensi highlands ofnorh-
westetn china. Land refotm has been completed and the people of this village
arefacingnewptoblems and sttuggles. Fotmerpoor peasaflts and hired hands
like Blind \wang and his awkward son Shua.-shuan, young Lluan-hsi who has
lost his father, and Kao Tseng-fu whose wife has iust died, have all teceived a
share of land b,t lack the means to der.,elop production. Thus they face hatdshif s
in the spring before the nerv wheat ripens. Although tich peasant yao Shih-
chieh and tich middle peasant Kuo Shih-fu have lost their fotmet pov.et, they
still have sutplus gtain and tl-rey gloat ovet the difllculties of the others. At this
i,ncture the adopted son ofthe old tenant farmet Liang the Thitd, the young com-
munist Liang Sheng-pao, comes forward in tesponse to the cail of the chinese
communist Patty to otgatize the poot and a few middle peasants into a mutual-
aid team in ordet to de'eiop production thtough collective sttength. Befote the
busy rice-planting season begins, he leads the young peopre of his mutual-aid
tcam to the neatby chu,gnan Mountaifl to cut bamboos fot btooms, and they
plan to use the ptoceeds as funds fot theit team. yao Shih-chieh and Kuo Shih-fu
try to undermine the position of the poor peasants in the village by sabotaging
thc rutrtual-aid team in evety possible way. The excerpt chosen here deals with
the strugglc bctween these two sides.



The authot, Liu Ching, is about f,fty yeats old and lives in a village neat Sian.

The chatacters and incidents in this novel ate based on the people and happenings

he has seen in his daily life. Fot mote infotmation about him please see Chinese

Literalare No. ro, 196r in which we published a ptofrle of Liu Ching. In the next

.issue we shall publish one more chaptet ftom the novel.
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Among the wheat was goose grass; among the rice were tate weeds.

Although similar in appeatance, they did not Produce grain kernels,

only grass seed. The peasants gave them equal quantities offettilizet,
soil and water until the time they wete recognized. Then without
the slightest complaint they calmly pulled them up. The following
year, although the peasants knew vety well there were goose grass

among the wheat an.d tare weeds in the rice, they still alloured them

the same conditiofls as the crops. The weeds were onlv a tiny fruc-

tion of the grain anyway.

, Unfortunatelv, such things were not restricted to the sphete of
natrue. Tseng-fu had his btother Tseng-iung' Sheng-pao had

his neighbour Blind !7ang.
Twenty or thirty Paces west of the compound of Liang the Third,

and forty or fifty paces east of the compound of Jen the Fourth and

his nephew Huan-hs.i, stood an old thatched hut that had no wall

aroufld it. The east wall of the hut leaned outwards. 'il/ere it not

fot the two poles ProPPing it up, the wall would long since have top-

pled in any storm, Year after )rear, the hut's ownet put off rePlacing

the wall just to prove that his iudgment was correct-the wall was

all right, good fot another ten years at least. At the same time he

was demonstrating how stupid and ridiculous were those peasants

who claimed that the wall was dangerous. Blind Wang was nearly

eighty. W'as there anphing he didn't understand? Did people

have to tell him what to do ? Nonsense.

Quarrelsome old lWang was also known as Surly lfang, or just
plain Surly. Yet in spite of his cantankerousness, the villagers were

quite respectful. After the poor old fellow lost his s-ight, who in
Frog Flat would call him by his inelegant nickname to his face ?

Blind Wang was seventv-eight. Eight years before, he stubbornly
survived an attack of typhoid, but he lost his sight. \7ang could no
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longer do any kind of work. He could only, leaning on his stick,

grope his way out of the thatched hut and sit in the sunlight' Or
go behind the hut to the outhouse beside the pig pen.

He had never spared himself. \flhen he was in his prime, he used

to go hoarse every rice planting season shouting at his water buffalo'

The fitst few days his voice would override those of all the other

ploughers in the paddy felds of Frog Flat. But by the end of the

season Surly Wang could no longer be heard. It wasn't that he had

finished his ploughing. He iust couldn't produce any sound' That

was the kincl of Person he was. He worked as if his life depended

on it, as if he wished he could crawl on the ground and plough open

the field with his head'

Now, a poor blind old man, he could only squat before the door

of his thatched hut, or lie cuded up on the stack of brushwood in

front of the house, and think back emotionally on his past experiences.

His clothes were ragged, he was thin and bony, but the old mafl was

still tough. Though seventy-eight, he wouldn't let his son Shuan-

shuan tun the family affairs' Whenever he heard footsteps approach-

ing the hut, the old man sqLr2tting outside the doorway would shout

sternly, like a sentty:
"'tJflho's that? l7hatever )'ou vr'ant, tell it to me' They can't

settle anything."
In r9oo, Wang was a young hired hand in \ff/ang Family Village

on'the banks of the \il/ei Rivet. Caught stealing ctops from his

lancllotd emp]oyer, he was sent up to the county magistrate for punish-

ment. \X/ith all the elegantly clressed important personages in the

great hall looking on, the bailiffs pulled down his coarse peasant Pants

in broad ctaylight and, ceremoniously counting, proceeded to smack

board. FIe was suPPosed to
but because he kePt blubbering
cY," theY stoPPed at eightY'

eak the roYal laws again and

steal ttom his master, Wang, his face covered with tears, sobbingly

guatanteed he would flever take so much as a single straw from anv

Lndlord as long as he lived. "Mercy" was granted' He hauled up

his pants and the bailiffs catried him back to the jail'
\When his wounds rvere healed, aftet twenty-four days of hard

labour Wang was allowed to teturn to his village. For many days

he was ashamecl to show his face' He kept out of sight, like a mole'



His physical injuries quickly healecl, but the spirittral damage seemed
likely to last him the rest of his life. Although his eldet brothet
tried to comfort him, quoting the homely aphorism, ..A son is not
angered by his fathet's beating, a citizen is not ashamed of being
chastised b), the magistrate," young lff/ang nevertheless shouldered
his luggage roll and took leave of his brother and sistet-in-law with
tears in his eyes. As he set off on his wanderings he told them he
would settle down in any place in the central Shensi plain which struck
his fancy and become a farmer. Ile woulcl start afresh and be a
loyal subject of His Majesty the emperot.

In r9oz, on the riineteenth of the litst lunar month, passing through
Irtog Flat, Wang decided to put an end to his ttavels. He became the
neighbour and good friend of Liang the Third,s father. Today even
Liang the Eldest was his junior in the village. Compared to him,
bald-headed old l,iang was one of the younger generation, Wang
was the only real ancient in Frog Flat. He still wore his hair in a
small queue.x

Although the olcl man's spirit was crushed in the rlays of the em-
Perors, it wasn't until he lost his eyesight that he had sufficient tinre
to reflect on the gains and losses in his life. FIe was erateful to
the empcror's represcntltive-His Honour the county nragistrate -fot those eighty smacks of the board. \Vang felt he had led a blame-
less existence, and had done his dutv by all emperors, rulers and land-
lords. FIe never stinted of his strength, never delayed paying his
rent or taxes, never stole a single grain from his landlords. Nevet.
Surly Wang's actions coulcl "stantl scrutiny by gods or demons.,,

When his yorlnger sister's orphaned sons--Jen the Third and Jen
the Fourth-came to him as famine refugees in the year rgrz,herented
some land in his own name from Miser Lu and let them cultivate it.
After the autumn harvest he insisted that they give their very best
grain as rent, Cursing his nephews, he absolutely refused to let
them play any tricks on the landlord. Unless a poor peasant could
gain his landlord's trust, saicl Wang, he could simply forget about
getting along in this wodd. But uncle and nephews couldn,t see
eye to eye. Although Jen the Third reluctantly continued ploughing

*The queue which people wete fotced to .weai in the old clynasty and
which was cut off when China became a republic in r9rr.
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the rentecl lancl, impetuous Jen the Fourth got fed up; he gave bacL

the land ancl went into the wilcls of I\lount Chungnan'

"If you don't want to fatm, then don't," said Surly \Wang' "I'rn
not going to losc my goocl marks in the next world fot your sake'

No respect for the royal laws. Young wretch'"
This illiterate old relic of the last imperial regime liked to exPlaio

to peasants born in the early ye profound inner

meaning of the phrase "I-Ieave will rervard"-
a slogat-r peasants often pasted at New Year's

time. 'Ihe trouble with the cr hey iust stick it
up, they clicln't probe carefully into its true spirit' To Surly \(/ang,

who hacl rcceived such a blow in his youth, the words were a holy

scriptute. Ile believed that heaven and the ofEcialdom were the

highest authorities. Everyone had to obey their mandates unilues-

tioningly, Iarnily possessions and children wete all rewards from

heaven and the officialdom. Peasants were only permitted to go

quietly about their work. 'Ihey had no right to demand anything'

"You'll bring down clisastet if you're not careful. Hahl"
Duting the land reform in the winter of r95o, Wang was confrontecl

with his most clifncult problern in the half a centufy that had elapsed

since rgoo. The philosophy he ha<I been evolving all his life was

put to a sevefe test that winter. ()f course had he been able to see,

it might flot have been so unPleasaflt' Unfottunately he was blind

and couldn't go anywhere. Could it be that this hatd-wotking old

man who had enjoyed tl-re respect of a considerable number of people

in Frog Iilat was going to turn into an obf ect of derision ?

"OIct \X/ang, would you still ratherwait for tewards from heaven

ancl the officialclom," someone asked him mockingly, "or will you

tlivide up the landlords' land together with the rest of us poot

Peasants ?"

This was in the early stage of arousing the people and organizing

the ranks of the poor peasants and hired hands. \7ang had firmly

shaken his head with its small braid of hair.
"Not me. I don't want anybody else's laod. If I carried that sin

with me into the next world, I'd never be able to explain it away'

I coulcln't even hold on to the Property my ancestors left me. \What

do I want with any'body else's ? If I were fated to have land I'd
have it alteady, children."



Since he was blind, he had an excuse not to attend any meetings
or ioin in community activities. If anyone notified hirn of a meeting,
he retorted satcastically: "Send a sedan-chair for me, children." In
Frog Flat it was commonly agreed that he was a "backwater,,; no
wind could stir him. He was vety familiar with the old society.
But the new society, although he rvas living in it, was merely somethiflg
in his imagination, something he had only heard about.

If anyone called at the door of his turnble-down thatched cottage
and tried to explain things to him, he became irritable and launched
a barrage of countet-propaganda, presenting a large aray of facts
to prove that land reform was a subversion of the ptoper order:
In Hsiapao, so-and-so had inherited his uncle's land-over tu/enty
mou of dry level fields, but in less than ten years he was bankrupt.
In Iil/ang Family Bridge, so-and-so had come into possession of some-
crne's property--a pauper grew rich overnight. But later, with
a branch for a staff, he had to beg ftom door to door. In Big Cross-
toads, so-and-so .. . etc., etc. . . . \Vang never spoke in empty general-
ities. Every statement he made he could bolster by innumetable
examples from his experience. And he was extremely positive,
ancl full of self-confidence. !7ang believed that only property earned
through bitter toil was dependable. This was the only kind of
possession a man would cherish. You'd get no support from an1,

other kind.
He never: dteamed that by the time the land reform rvas conclucled

his rnouth, framed by a snowy white beard, would be stopped so
completely. Except for the shares left for their ov/n use, all the land
of Tenant-skinner Yang and Lu the Miser was parcelled out. Whoever
had been classified as a poor peasant or hirecl hand was given a piece
of land. How could !flang be the only one to refuse ?

He knew that from then on, there were no longer any landlords.
Yang Family Creek became Unity Creek. Lu Family Creek became
Libetation Creek. Peasants were now their own masters. They
divided up the land and ran their own affaits. If Wang didn't accept
a share, where could his son Shuan-shuan find a piece of land to
rent ? Aij,a! The need to earn a living and other material con-
siderations were the most merciless, the strongest, the most convinc-
ing forces in the wodd. The creed to which he had carefully adhered
fot the past fifty years he now had to abandon. \7ith a feeling of
guilt, he accepted a share of the land. But he st.ill hadn't abandoned
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his fundamental tenet-that heaven and the officialdom provided
life's rewards.

"Isn't this a case of reward from heaven and the oflicialdom?"
he demanded. "I-Icaven abovc ! If it weren't heaven's will, would
the paddy fielcls of the Yang family and Lu family, which they ac-
cumulated piece by piece, be gone irr a flash just like a bolt from the
blue ? If the offrcialdom hadn't sent emissaries hete to divide up the
land, would the peasants have dared to touch it ? You needn't talk
so big. It's still heaven and the ofEcialdom that have given us this
reward."

Yet in spite of forceful arguments, he was weakening. From that
day on, he was much more cautious when expressing his views on
community affairs. He didn't 'il/ant to make himself look silly
again, as he had during the land tefotm. Fortuoately, he now had
eight ruou of paddy field. Under his supervision, Shuan-shuan could
earn them a living from it. Wouldn't they get along just as well
without him spouting a lot of ideas that u/ent against the times?

BHnd Wang's deepest regret was that the wife he had "bought"
at a bargain after coming to Frog Flat wasn't too bright. Shuan-
shuan, the son she bore, hadn't a tenth of his own intelligence. The

)'oung fellow could caty a two-hundred-catty load easily; he didn't
even breathe hard. But any problem, even if it were no bigger than
a sesame seed, stumped him completely. Shuan-shuan had one good
atttibute-he was honest and listened to otders. He never argued
with the old man. The family ran verv smoothly, very harmoniously.
There were no impecliments in the way of the blind old man's exercise

of his patriarchal authorit,v. \fang thought Shuan-shuan ten times
better than Sheng-pao.

"For better orworse, he's m1, own flesh and blood."
The morning of the day after Shuan-shuan went into Mount Chung-

nan with Sheng-pao, Su-fang, his twenty-thtee-1re21-sld wife, ap-
proached the old man. A pall of dissatisfaction clouded het face.

She was stitchiflg a cloth shoe sole.

"Pa," she said, "there's something I want to discuss with you . . . . "
"\i7hat is it ?" demanded the family dictator. He was seated on

a pile of brushwood in the yatd. Raising his h:ad, he gazed at her
with sightless eyes.

"Mr.'r-rncle Yao, who has that big compouncl in the west end of
Kr-ran Crcck lIamlet, wants someone to tend his wife for the month



after she has her baby. !(ihy not let me do it ? Shuan-shuan has

gone into the mountains, only you and rrr2' 
^re 

at home. Ma can

cook fot both of you. B)' the time Shuan-shuan comes home, my

aunt will be getting out of bed. I can be back before the busy farming

season starts. I'11 be eating there while I'm looking after het' \7e'11

be saving gtain, and I'll earn twelve yuan for the month besides"'

Finishing het proposal, Su-fang smiled. Blind \7ang couldn't see

her, but he could feel the smile.

The young womari had lively eyes, and she was a good talker-
the exact opposite of slow, plodding Shuan-shuan. If they hadn't

got her as a bride before liberation, the self-assured surly old man

thought, and if Shuan-shuan, under his clirection and with the mother-

in-law's help, hadn't given her a couple of good beatings-planned

in advance--with a stout stick, Su-fang would never pass her days

in the thatched hut in such a .r''ell-behaved manner. There was a

"truism" which Sutly rWang knew well: No matter how refractory

the mule in the shafts of your cart might be, if you belaboured it
enough with your whip, it would become docile-to say nothing of
a human, who was a thousand times quickef to understand.

It seemed to him that this treatment was entirely reasonable. Those

eighty smacks of the board in the magistrate's hall in the old

dynasty had not been suffered in vain! When the old man clecided

that Su-fang's spirit had been sufficiently broken' he began acting

quite considetately to het. FIe did his best to satisfy her where food

and clothing were concerfled, so that she should want to be Shuan-

shuan's wife and bear him chilclren. Wang knew that any rroman,

no matter how restless, aftet tefl )'ears of martied life and two or

three kids, would settle down and remain with the man, even though

he displeased her.

But despite the fact that Su-fang had been tamed, after libetation

the old man would not let her attend any mass meetings, ot women's

meetings, or join in any community activity. He wouldn't allow it,

and that was that. lfho could do anything to him-a blind old

man well over seveoty? If some representative or committee leader

really wanted to insist on Su-fang attending a meeting, he, ot she,

would have to take a club and beat old !7ang to death first-then
Su-fang could go. \fang took full advantage ofthe pdvileges ofhis
old age. He wasn't going to remain on this earth another seventy

Years, was he ?
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Now, the blind old man seriously considered the question his

daughtet-inJaw had raised.

"Yao is a rich peasant. How does he dare to hite labour ?" Wang

zsked suspiciousJy, his thin hand stroking his white beatd.

"The land reform is over, pa," Su-fang assured him solemnly.

"There won't be any more struggles against the rich."
"Your family and the family of Yao's mothet-in-law are only

$istant relatives." The old mafl wasn't too keen on the idea.

"My father and Uncle Yao's wife had the same grandfather' Their
fathers wete brothers. It's just that Aunt Yao's father made his

family prosper, while my grandfather clied young and my father

burned up our family property with his opium smoking"'
"I know all that. \What I'm saying is that it is trtre you are telatives.

But when two families have nothing to do with each other, they

become indiferent relatives. "
"Indifferent telatives are still relatives. Before liberation we

were poor, so they didn't want to bothet with us. Aftet libetation
when they were classified as rich peasaflts, they wete ashamed to face

us. Today things have settled down again. Uncle Yao went to
see my ma and said they'd like me to come. If anyone asks, we can

say it's just one relative helping another; he's not hiring a setving

woman, there isn't any exploitation. You get what I mean, pa?"
'"I get you." Surly Wang nodded his head with its small braid.

His unseeing eyes registered consent as he said: "!7hen you Put it
that way, I get you perfectly."

Although he was stubborn and irritable, lVang was never inflexible

where earning a living ot practical interests were concerned. He
had let Shuan-shuan join Sheng-pao's mutual-aid team, and although
reluctantly, he had finally agreed to Shuan-shuan going with the

team to Bitter Flerb Clearing-deciding in both cases from the same

angle.

It was seven years since Su-fang had come to this thatched hut as

a bride, and she knew now how the old man's mind worked. You
see how easily she convinced him, As easily as Sheng-pao convinced

him of the advantages of Shuan-shuan going into the mountains to
cut bamboo.

Seated on the brushwood, Vang, taking hold of the staff by his

sidc, thought the matter ovet.
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To save a month's grain for one Person and earn twelve yuan

besides-that rvas a good deal. If it weren't for the fact that she was

related to them and that the Yaos were afraid of being labelled exploit-
ers, how could Su-fang have found such a good job? She'd get

much more than she was earning at home, stitching cloth shoe soles.

OId \7ang's eyes were blind, but his mind was sharp. He knew how
to calculate. Nobody need think he was stupid.

"\(/e can do it," he said to himself.
Then he remembered-before liberation Yao had been carrying

on with Blue,Moth. That's the only thing that was wrong with him.

Just that one little thing. If Su-fang should go to his home-
But old Y/ang quickly teassured himself: "Yao is a rich man. He

'u/aflts face. Blue Moth slept with lots of men afld Yao had her toct.

But I've never heatd it said that Yao fooled around with any other
'woman. It's Blue Moth's owfl fault for being a slut. Besides, he

and Su-fang are telatives. Yao isn't an anifia,|. Su-fang has been

very obedient these last few years' She wouldn't date get gay."
Clenching his teeth, he growled n-renacingly at the young womarr

standing before him:
"You behave yourself when you go to his house' Be tespectable,

you bitch. \(/e don't want people laughing at us and saying that we

don't ttain our vromen propetly."
"Yes, pa." Su-fang docilely accepted his order.

And so the mattet was decided. The blind old man was quite

satisfied. Contact between poot telatives and rich relatives could

only bring profit to the poor. Nothing bacl could come of it. Pitiful
old Blind \Vang. The land reform hacl given him land and shook

his innet being, but it hadn't changed his tusty old brain. To him

Yao was still a wealthy man of a stature he could never attain; Sheng-

pao was a mere beggar boy he had seen grow uP, a person of low
origin. Shuan-shuan had gone into the mountains with him solely

for the practical purpose of earning money. As to whether or not

socialism could be achieved, \7ang iust laughed and said:

"Children ljke to talk. I have my own ideas-a full stomach,

respectability."

Shih-fu returnecl to Irrog filat. The grey-haired well-to-do rrriddle

peasant in his fift-ics, carrf ing a letter of introduction frotn the county

t2

government, had gone to the foot of Taipo Mountain along the upper

reaches of the lrVei and bought zoo catties of tice seed. How ptoud
he was! Heyl Double what Sheng-pao's brought back. Let's

see what Sheng-pao has to say now.
On learning that Sheng-pao, Yu-wan and the others had gone into

the mountains, Shih-fu was a bit disappointed. Nevertheless, he

had his brother Shih-hua, who drove the rubber-tired cart, borrow
the big crier's gong from civil affairs committeeman Blabbermouth

Sun and walk along the main pathways of Frog Flat, shouting:

"nflhoeverwants a share of Hundred-day Ripenet, come and get it.
It doesn't matter whether you'te in a mutual-aid team or not."

His long-stemmed pipe in hand, Shih-fu stood on the bank of Kuan

Creek, watching his brother Shih-hua as he beat the gong and shouted

the announcement through the paddy fields. How happy Shih-fu

felt. Already wearing his white spring tunic, the well-to-do middle

peasant thought to hjmself smuglY:

"Who says I can't outstrip you, Sheng-pao, you young punk. You
bought roo catties of rice seed and divided it only among the mutual-

aid team leadets, with nothing for the independents. You're good,

I'm no good. I'm a go-it-tlonet, a stubbotn hold-out. WeIl, I
don't make those distinctions. I share with everybody. lfhat are

you going to do about it ? Any tiller in Frog Flat-hired hand, poor

peasant, or middle Peasant-I treat them all the same."

Shih-fu savoured the flavour of revenge. He hoped that this act

of his would arouse friendliness, respect afld gtatitude in the non-

needy peasants, that it v'ould give him ptestige among them. He

\Manted to mal<e himself the centte of those Peasants "to whom flothing
else mattered except working from suntise to sunset." To put it
bluntly, he wanted to become their leader. Aiyal He had never

been a glorv seeker, a man active for the community weal. But

circumstances 'u/ere forcing him to behave in this manner. He was

afraid there would be a large expansion of the mutual aid and co-

operation which Sheng-Pxo \vas promoting. Things $iere different

now than bcfore liberation, Shih-fu knew it well. Yao was tagged

with a rich-peasant label-he had to lie low. "Isolate the rich peasants.

Limit their activities." Ileaven above. The words were written
in big letters ori the earthen walls of every village. Ifow could Yao

dare to say an1r1hi1s, do anything?
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What Yao had told him was absolutely dght. He, Shih-fu, had

nothing to fear. The slogan "Unite with the middle peasants"

protected him. tle had to stand at the head of all the new and old
middle peasants of Frog Flat. Of course he couldn't sPout a lot of
counter-propaganda as fteely as Communists and Youth Leaguers

explained the advantages of mutual aid and co-operation in agdcul-
ture. But if by his conduct he could serve as a model fot all the new

and old middle peasants and those eager to climb into their ranks,

that would be enough.
Shih-fu was confident he could play this tole successfully. Al-

though Yao couldn't show himself, he could help Shih-fu plan his
moves. The rich peasant was a bit vicious, but Shih-fu was a steady

fellow who knew what he'uvas doing. He would simply refuse to
accept Yao's more venomous proPosals, or engage in any foolish
hostile activities. Shih-fu would take the same line advocated by
the Communist Party and the people's government-increase produc-
tion but don't scorn the independeflt farmer. He decided to stress

that point in any public meeting or ptivate conversation. "Excel-
lent," Shih-fu intended to intone. "Mutual aid is excellent-but so

is independent fatming. rWhatevet increases out grain output is

good."
At other times, he might not put it so directly. FIe'd be more

subtle, perhaps say something like: "Any ox that can pull the plough
is a good ox, whether it's ted ot whether it's black." Peasants would
know exactly what he meant. !flhat could the Communists and Youth
Leaguers do about it? Give him a dirty look? From now on he

would openly admit it he was old-fashioned, conservative. Shih-

fu wculd explaifl that just like Chen-shan, chairman of the village
deputies he had tagged along with the majority during the land reform,
but now he had fallen behind; he couldn't keep up with members

of the Communist Party and the Youth I,eague and the young people.

Catrying his long-stemmed pipe, Shih-fu u/ent to Yao's handsome

compound in the west end of Kuan Creek Hamlet to discuss the dis-

tribution of the tice seed. He drank the rich peasant's tea, smoked

his tobacco, and settled with Yao his expenditure on train fare and

freight charges for the seed. He called on Yao in person, but to
Chen-shan he merely dispatched his little niece, with insttuctions to
tell the chairman of the village deputies: "The rice seed has been

bought. If you'd like a share of it, come and get it yourself'"
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Yao was delighted to see what ^ gre^t change had taken place in

Shih-fu's beating, sPeech and behaviour' His own wa1k, the way

he wotked and ate took on a new vigout. He even slept more

soundly. Yao became aware of the ioy of spring, the beauty of the

scenery along the banks of the Tang Stream. Fot once again he
'v/as becomin g 

^ 
man of influence in the five villages of Hsiapao Tou'n-

ship. In this season of Cleat and Btight, the idea of sttengthening

himself began sprouting in the depths of his mind, naturally and

easily, like the gteen grass on the baoks of the river, on the edges

of the f,elds and on the sides of the roads. This was a law of riature.

Yao called it the will of heaven, something beyond his control.
"\What does that Tseng-fu amount to, anvway ?" he thought to

himself. "I only have to use my head the merest trifle ancl I'll give

him more than he can bear l" Yao was keeping his eye on Sheng-pao,

now. lle wasn't going to let that young punk bteeze into powet in
Frog Flat without a breath of opposition. \7hen the expedition went
into the mountains Yao tecognized his flew enemy' Sheng-pao was

an even more serious menace to hirn today than Chaitman Chen-shan.

"fJncle Shih-fu," he said to the urell-to-do middle peasant.

"\7hat is it?" Shih-fu queried fondly.
"That son of Liang the Third has taken a grouP into the mountains.

They've set up a camp and are cutting bamboo and making brootns.

And he's boasting-naming names-that his team is going to taise

more rice per ilrou than you are. Does that make you feel good,

uncle ?"
"It makes rne feel bad," Shih-fu admitted frankly' Obviously,

Sheng-pao's vigour was rather frightening to this well-to-do middle

Pe2sant.
Yao's eyes, with the scar on the right lid, observed his worried

demeanour. The rich peasant laughed.

"Don't be a softy," he said forcefully. "!fle may not be as good

as Communists and Youth Leaguers in preparing a struggle meeting,

but we'te much better at raising croPs. Are big farmers like us going
to lose out to that gang ofpaupers, uncle?"

"You're right," said Shih-fu. "That's iust what I was thinking."
Yao gtound his teeth. "spread the fields thick. Sell your stored

gtain and with the money buy fertilizet. Sptead it on the rice flelds.

Isn't this the kind that doesn't rot no matter how much fertilizer you

give it ?"
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"That's what they say."
"Then what are you afraid of ? The Coinmunist Party is urging

incteased production. If a private farmer raises more grain they
give him a bonus too. There was a whole list of high producers in
the newspaper the other day. I'm a rich peasant, so I can't qualify.
But heaven's on )'our side, you're qualified. Raise hell, I'11 cheer

you on."
"I've been thinking of stirring things up-"
"Right. If you can't raise bettet crops than these Frog Flat pau-

pers, uncle, you won't have the {ace to cross the stfeam. You won't
dare show yourself in Big Crossroads."

"That's a fact. \fhere are you going now?"
"Downstream. My missus is going to start lying-in in a couple

of days. I hear Shuan-shuan's wife is willing to give her aunt a hand
during the first month after birth."

Yao ctossed the small btidge at Kuan Creek Hamlet and followed
a path thtough the paddy fie1ds towards the Tang Stream. In high
spirits, head up, chest out, Yao felt himself a pov/et agatt, a man who
had strong suPport. He was verlr'satisfied with the convetsation he

had just concluded. Formerly,, he had been a trifle indignant. It
seemed to him that designating him a rich peasant and Shih-fu only
a well-to-do middle peasant was unfair, that Chen-shan had been

favouring Shih-fu because they were relatives. Now he knew it was

nothing of the sort. ![hat's mote, he was glad it had worked out that
vay. Having Shih-fu out in front, while he advised and encouraged

from behind, was infinitely better than having to act openly. He
knew that the most formidable person was the fellovr no one could
do anything about though everyone knew he was making ttouble.
Yao's dream was to be just that kind of an uncontrollable pov/er.

"Brother," a serluctive feminine voice hailed him.
Passing through a field of barley, Yao turned in alarm. Bluc Moth,

wife of ex-cotporal Pai, stood leaning against the doorway of her
thatched hut.

"Come on over, brother," she called beguilingly. "Sister has

something to tell you."
Never hesitating, Yao continued on his wa1.. He didn't want to

get mlxed up with her again. Although this spting his rich-peasant

iabcl rlidn't weigh so heavily on him as it had in the past, aftet all,
his enemies were still in power in the village. He .had to behave
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discreetly, and not give them any excuse to "correct" him. Repeated-
ly he had warned himself-no more hanky-panky rvith Blue Motb.
\7hy f1it* disaster on yourself fot a moment of pleasute ? Thus
thinking, he strode along, while retorting vaguely:

"I'm busy. Got no time. Later on, maybe."
But "sistet" v/asn't letting this opportunity go, finding it hadn't

been easl'. She had been standing in that doorwal. fot several clays,

waiting for her lover of three years before to pass along the toad.
Now he had come at last. She was still eating the rice he had given
her. Recalling what it was like to be wrapped in Yao's strong arms,
she felt unbearably soft all over. Of all the men she had been intimate
with in Frog Flat, Hsiapao Village and Huangpao Town, only Yao
had a really irresistible masculine attraction for her. She was willing
to let him do anything he wanted with her. As long as she could have
the love of this powerful fellow, she would be completely satisfied.
To the rough peasant bachelors who sought sexual warmth from her
body, she played the benevolent donor, at the same time abusing them,
toying with them, making them so miserable they couldn't sleep nights.
If they didn't like it they could cluit coming around. Her affairs with
them were all very short. Only two men in the world had ever oc-
cupied her heatt for long. One was Pai, former corporal in the
Kuomintang arm1-, The other was Yao, one time local big shot.
Both men u.ere tough. She believed that only the tough had any
guts, dared to take tisks, These were the only kincl worth loving,
wotth waiting for in dootways.

Now, seeing that Yao had no intention of coming to her thatctred
hut, Bltre Moth grew frantic. With the cloth shoe sole she had been
stitching still in her hand, she few after him along the path that ran
at an angle from her fence to the road.

Her face was flushed, her teeth gleamed white, her handsome eyes

were moist and glistening. Every part of her capable of externally
expressing affection was in action, working to arouse Yao's interest,

Yao became even more alarmed. He hastened his stride upon the
ox-cart road fringed by spring grass, afraid Blue Moth would ensnare
him again. FIe'd be in real danget if that happened; he wouldn't be
able to save himself. Only a worthless moron lusted afterwomen
with no regard for the circumstances. Yao was trickier than a demon.
He wasn't going to fall into the net of illicit intercourse while a people's
govetnment ruled.
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Hastening his steps, his heart beating wild\', he mentallv beseeched

Blue N{oth who was hastening tou'arcls him along the path:

"Leave me alone, dear little sister. Even if you never give me

your favours again, I wcin't ask you to return those two bushels of
rice, Rest assured."

He hutried or, not even turning his head, fearing that one look at

the alluting Blue Moth would weahen his resolve. A few u'ords of
endearment, and he'd be undone. It would take no more than a

fraction of a second for misfortufle to start. Only after BIue Moth

saw that he was determined not to revive their affait and dejectedly

abandoned her pursuit, did Yao slow his pace.

\7hen he reached the yard in front of the doot of Blind Wang's

thatched hut, only a brief conversation was needed to settle the

matter of Shuan-shuan's wife Su-fang looking after het aunt during

the one month post-delivery pedod.

\flhen Huan-hsi heard that his uncle Shuan-shuan's wife Su-fang

was going into the rich peasant's big compound to serve the exPectant

mother, he couldn't restrain himself. It was as if he had been stung

by a scotpion. Blind Wang's foolish decision nauseated him' The

seveflteen-year-old boy was so angry he couldn't even bear to keep

his hat on. AII the blood rushed to his head. The arteries in his

temples ptrlsed. Rage nearly set his iet-black hait zblaze. Flinging
down his catrying pole, booting 2n empty basket out of the wav, he

started futiously fot the blind old man's thatched hut. He wanted

to stop Sutly lWang's shameless plan. It was a betruyal, pure and

simple, of the stand of the poot peasants and hirecl hands.

His mother, who was like a sister to Sheng-pao's ma, urged him:

"Don't be that wa1'. You're still young, child' You don't know

what yout grand-uncle is like. Let him do whatevet he pleases'

Thete are pattners in money and partners in trade, but there aren't

afly partflers in face or emotions. A person is responsible only for
his own behaviour."

"!flhat are you sa1-ing?" Huan-hsi glared at his mother, breathing

hot1y. "What are you saying? He and my grandma were botn of
the same mother. As a relative I ought to be a6hamed for him. But

that isn't what mattets. He's losing face for all the Poor Peasants
and hired hands along the lower teaches. He's making our mutual-
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aid team lose face. When Sheng-pao hears about this up in the moun-
tains, he'Il burst with rage."

Although Huan-hsi rras young in 1-ears and thin in stature, there
was nothing weak about his determination. IJe spoke like a hammer
driving nails-concise, sharp, with no beating about the bush, no
mumbling or vaguefless. After graduating from the Hsiapao primary
school, he had been unable to go on to middle school. Since his
father was dead, he had vaiiantly taken ovet the bulk of the family's
rvork. Huan-hsi was beginning to understand the seriousness of
life. In his speech, in his actions, he imitated the tone and the manfler
of adults, even copying the way they walked. A child's voice and
the words of a grown-up, an adolescent's body and a man's stride-
did not make Fluan-hsi seem comic, but lovable. After he began
taking part in agricultural production, he saw little of friends his own
age, spending most of his time with the adults in the mutual-aid team.
He listened to their words, watched their expressions, thinking, learn-
ing to be a man. IIuan-hsi ilready understood 

^ 
gre^t deal, including

a bit about things he had not Jret experjenced petsonally. This was
entirely a result of the observations of his flashing eyes and the cogita-
tions of his lively mind.

The boy knew that the mattiage between Shuan-shuan and Su-
fang was one of life's misfottunes. N7hile only an innocent girl of
sixteen, Su-fang had been seduced by a rascal in Huangpao Town.
Some months after she had been bestially corrupted, when her
abrlomen was alreacly visibly bulging, she went as a bride, with teats
i n he r eyes, to a thatchecl hut in Frog Flat. In those days if a girl got
into trouble, her parcnts could give her to any man who would take
her, Huan-hsi ancl all the neighb<turs l<new that the mattiage took
place only because the dull clumsy Shuan-shuan was in no position
to be fussy about his bride's reputation. Suily \7ang, who had just
gone blind, shrewdly seized this opportunity to 

^ffange 
a marriage

for his son. He said Su-fang was still young, she could be beaten
back into proper behaviour. So they beat her savagely, beat her
until she had a miscarriage. And her parents couldn't open their
mouths.

This happened before liberation. Although the neighbours all
knew, noboclv said anything. But iust because people couldn't
bting themselves to talk about the crimes of the old society, it didn't
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mean there .weren't things done in the old society that would make

your blood curdle.

Seventeen-year-old Huan-hsi had never felt any sexual craving, but

he was learning to recognize it in others. The second year aftet

liberation, the youngster noticed that Su-fang, who was so strictly

controlled in old Blind rWang's home, seemed attracted to Sheng-pao'

He saw her looks of tendet aclmiration, her odcl little smiles, the way

she sought opportunities to talk with Sheng-pao, het eflorts to 'il/in
his apptoval. Realizing that she wasn't too satisfied with Shuan-

shuan, Huan-hsi thought: It's a lucky thing Sheng-pao's high moral

calibte makes him keep cool and avoid het. Otherwise, who knows

what a disreputable place this would become ?

Huan-hsi knew also that not only Sheng-pao but all the decent

neighbours iiving along the lower reaches were guaranteeing, were

seeing to it, that no improper young fellow stepped in between Shuan-

shuan and Su-fang. Everyone was hoping for one thing: that Su-

fang would hzve a baby soon.

The mote he thought, the more wortied Huan-hsi became' Neither

Sheng-pao nor his Fourth Uncle was at home, yet he couldn't iust
remain silent, He hurriecl over to the uride lartl in front of Blind
\Wang's thatched hut. As usual, tl-re olcl man was seatecl on a pile of
btushwoocl, sunning himself. Str-fang v/2s oltt visiting a next-doot

neighbour. \flang's clull olcl wife was insicle the hut, busy with
something ot other.

The boy had nevet leatned the adult way of skirting arollnd 2

subjcct. Not was he able to squat down beside the olcl peasant alld,

in a pleasant manner, offet him friendly advice. Unfortunately he

was still just a blunt youngster.

"Ate you sending Su-fang to work fot that tich peasant, grand-

uncle ?" he demanded abruPtly'

"*nr, yes," Blind Wang teplied confidently. He raised his head

with its small braid. Although he could see nothing, he faced in the

direction of Huan-hsi's voice.
"Forget it," the bov snaPped contemptuously. FIe stared mgtily

at the white-bearded wrinkled face of the self-righteous old man'

"\Why? She's not doing anything at home'"

"Twelve yuan isn't going to last you a lifetime."
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"Aita)' Blind Wang 'was very surprised. "flow can vou talk
like that,.young fellow? Have t'ou and vout mothet got so much

money ? Can you load a c rt or fill a boat v'ith it ?"
"W'e're poor, but we've got backbone."
"Oh? So going out to work for somebodv means you've got no

backbone? Then your Fourth Uncle has no backbone either'"
"But Su-fang is a woman."
"She's helping trer aunt in the post-birth month. It's not as if she

were going to some outsicler's place."
"Yao is a rich peasant,"
"W'on't a rich peasant's monelr buy grain? Ot salt? Is a tich

peasant's food p<-rison? Is that it?"
BlindWang was angry. Twisting his jaw, he said harshly: "\7here

do you come ofl to try and teach me, bo1'? I'm nearly eighty. Is

there anything I don't r-rnderstand? The reign of the Ching dynasty

empetors, the years of the republic-har-en't I been through them all ?

You're too young to be giving me instructions, young fellow. When

your father was alive he wouldn't have had any land to plant if I hadn't
rented it for him."

Speechless with rage, Huan-hsi tutned to leave'

"Stop," Blind N7ang barked.
"What do you warrt?"
"!7hy don't you go into the mountains? Yu-vi has"gone; why

haven't you? Sfhy are you idling around at horre?"
"Our mutual-aid team has left me behind to raise the rice sprouts."
"simpleton. They're all in the mountaifls earning money, but

they've left you behind."
"I'll be getting work-points fot this job."
"It won't bring yor-r as much as )'ou could make in the mountains.

I'm not senile yct. I know how to ac[t]."

Huan-hsi turtrccl tnrl walkecl away. The difference between seven-

teen and seventy-cight wts t()() great. Remould. Improve' A.y-
thing could be rcmt.,ultlecl an1-thing excePt this stubborn old man.

All he could talk about was the reign of the emperor Kuang-hsu, the

days of the emperor Hsuan-tung. Let some more comPetent Person
talk with him. Fluan-hsi didn't have the right magic chatm.

Perhaps he was so enraged he didn't listen, or ma,vbe he was going
a bit deaf. In anr. event Surl} rfuang continued to lectute the place

Huan-hsi had been standing even after the boy had left:
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"What does a young squirt like you understand ? I'm your grafld-
uncle, but do you ever ask me an,vthing ? No, instead you go to some

outsider and treat him like a relative. \Vhy ? Let me hear the reason,
eh. Tell me-Oh. lle's gone."

21.

\flearing a bright blue tunic and trousers andcartying a cloth-wrapped
bundle, Shuan-shuan's wife Su-fang left her dilapidated thatched
cottage, its east wall propped up by two poles and efltered a handsome
compound whose buildings had brick n alls and roofs of tile. She

was delighted rvith the neatness, cleanliness and comfort of the place
as her feet trod the smooth stone-flagged courtyards and floors. ttrer
eyes beheld spotless walls and coloured New Year pictures, bright
windo-rs and polished tables. The rooms had none of the smoky
gtimy smell of her thatched cottage home. Su-fang was cleanly,
prettily dressed-not because she was trlring to win anyone's admira-
tion, but because she wanted to flt in with this new environrnent.
Het blind old fathet-in-law had told her several times-she must

Present an agreeable appearance to the eyes of the people of the hand-
some compound.

"Over there, it's altogether diflerent from our humble shack. You
don't want to let them think we're dirty," the old man had warned
her stetnly.

During her first few days with her rich aunt and uncle, Su-fang felt
a bit strained, because she didn't know them well. She was afraid
of Yao, and didn't dare look him in the eye. He owned over f,orty
mou of paddy land and fields, a fine compound, a mule and a horse.
This, in Su-fang's mind, placed him inaccessibly high. Fate had
decreed him a class above her from the day he was born. She wished
she knew whether he was satisfied with het work, but at most she only
ventured to glance at him from the side or from behind. She didn't
have the courage to meet the direct gaze of those eyes with the scar
on the dght lid.

\Thenever she encountered him in the house or in the courtvard,
she lowered her head and dropped het eyes, and servilely stepped
aside to let him pass. He had only to cough gravely somewhere in
the compound, and her heart would tremble as though struck by
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a thunderbolt. Su-fang had heard that Yao had been intimate with
Blue Moth, wife of formet corporal Pai. But his demeanour was
so serious, she simply couldn't believe it. Could a diligent, frugal
man like Yao be guilty of such debauchery ?

At night, Su-fang slept with her aunt on the brick bed in the west
toom of the main building. The superstitious old lady (Yao's mother)
slept with the children in the east room. Yao, his wife having just
given birth, had no choice but to sleep alone. The superstitious old
lady wanted her son to use the kitchen kangin the west wing, but Yao
felt the weathcr was already too warm to sleep in the kitchen. So he
set up a becl in the east wing and slept there.

One night when they rvere all in bed, Su-fang blew out the lamp
and whispered:

"Aunt,"
"Yes ?" came the reply from the bed-clothes.
"I'm aftaid of uncle. FIis face is so stern, so fierce, he really scares

me. Is it because he thinks my ryork is no good ?"
Yao's wife laughed. "FIe's always like that. A man of forty-do

you expect him to be constantly grinning and smiling at a child like
you ? Besides, he has to rufl the whole farm and household all bv
himself. He has a lot on his mind."

That was what Yao's wife said aloud, but in her heart she thought
cont€mptuously: "No wonder you've got a bad reputation. When

)rou colne to work in a man's house, just do your work and be done
with it. \7hat is it to you horv he looks ?"

Ilr-rt Su-faog only heard the words. She couldn't get behind their
so,.rnd ancl cxprcssion to know rvhat was in the speaker's mind. "It's
true," she thought. "Everyone says 'big household, lots of work.'
It certainly is a headache. The poor have the poor's troubles, and
the dch have the problems of the rich. Now I understand."

Het respect for the serious way her uncle managed his affairs increas-
ed. Just see v'hat a day's work he put in. Up before dawn, he tended
to the stock, cleaned the manure ftom the aru'mals' pen and added
soil, If there was even so much as a stick of brushwood in the coutt-
yard, he picked it up and btought it to the kitchen. After listening
to her aunt's explanation, Su-fang felt a bit easier tov/ards her uncle.
She was no longet so tense when she saw him.

One day Yao and Tseng-jung were sowing rice. At noon,[they
canre back to the handsome compound fot a meal It was then Su-
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fang heard het uncle say something rvhich changed het opinion of
him completely.

As they were eating, Yao asked Tseng-jung with a smile:

"Fot the past two years you Poor Peasants and hited hands have

drawn a clear line between us. You wouldn't have anything to do

with me. Today you and I soaked the paddy field togethet and sowed

the tice. Did you find anything very hateful about me ?"

Tseng-jung had no class standpoint. He gave a silly laugh.

"A lot of fuss over nothing. Seeing wolves where there ate none."

"lfell put." Yao was very pleased. "As long as you don't look
clown on my status, we can be as close as mire and water. \7e'Il
have our own mutual-aid team, like Sheng-pao's. We can take the

road to socialism too. I don't know about other rich Peasants'
but I'm not against the people's goverllment. My heavens, what
a wonderful world this is now. No bandits, no robbers, no hatsh

taxes. They don't grab army conscripts, they don't make levies, they

don't swear at peoPle ot beat them. In our township, we haven't

seen even the shadow of an atmy. \rhen the government cadres

come, all they talk about is increasing production. 'S7here else in
the world do you find such good officials? I often tell my wife:

Chairman Mao is better to us than a father. The new government's

labelled me a tich peasant, but it's saved the lives of my whole family'

W.here would I be, if not for liberation? I always used to be scared

that I'd die at the hands of the Fl-rangpao Town Kuomintang'gar-
rison soldiets. In an out-of-the-way little place like this, we had no

protection. They were soldiers during the day; at night they were

bandits. If they surrounded mv comPound and demanded silver

lnd money and I didn't have an1., wouldn't they torture me to death?

That's why I say Chairman Mao is mv father and mother .lrzho gave

me new life."
Su-fang, who was taking her aunt's place at cooking and serving,

tespected het uncle greatly for this speech. She ratelv attendecl the

mass meetings or the community activities which had taken place

since liberation. Her blind father-in-law limited her strictly. Poot
Su-fang's concepts and ideas v/ere still those of the old society. To
this day she hadn't been entirely libemted, or hadn't been liberated
at all. Su-fang was flot allowed to come into contact with any man.

If her blind old father-in-law evet heard of such a thing, he would
sutely say that she was having an illicit affair. Su-fang was not allowed
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to eome into contrct with any rwomafl eithet. Her father"-inlaw
would be sure to sry thxt thc woman was inciting her to divorce Sl-ruan-

shuan. Sr-r-fang cor.rlcl c-rnly visit the comPound of bald old Liang the

Eldest, because hcr blind father-in-law considered the rich to be of
higher moral calibre than the poor. How could Su-fang possibly

gain my ncw icleas or understanding?
Ir.r hcr urirrcl a man who had as much land as Yao, whose front build-

irrg wrs ;rrrcl<ecl with grain in the upper storey and housed a mare and

;r rrrtrlc colt in the lower, v-ho spoke with such deep affection of the

ltcu/ govefnment, had to be a v611r good Person. He certainly wasn't
the sort you need to draw any clear line against. Of course. He
harvested several thousand catties of grain each year, he paid no levies

and made no contributions. His only expenditure was a vety small

annual tax based upon an appraised reasonable yield for his land.
lfhy shouldn't he support the people's government?

She also remembered what she had heard said in Huangpao Town
when she weflt to visit het mother-that certain Communists, Youth
Leaguers and government cadres did things mechanically, that they
were too extreme, too strict, Su-fang was convincecl that her uncle
was a good man. She needn't be the least worried about r.vorking in
his home. Let Sheng-pao and l{uan-hsi say what they pieased-she
liked it much better here than at home where she had to look at the
sour face of her blind fathet-inlaw all day.

Gradually, she became accustomed to her various jobs in the hand-
sorrrc cornpound. She heated broth for Yao's wife and washed the
rlirrpcrs ol. tlrc newly arrived baby in the creek. She took the wife's
plrLcc rrt cooliin.g rLnd at grinding the grain. Yao fed the pigs himself,
cxccpt wlrcrr lrc rvls lrusy in the fields. Then his rnother fed them.
-Flis elclcst s()n 1ur(l tlar-rghtcr wcre both away attending middle school
in the county surt. llis srrvtll son irncl little girl were looked after b).
their superstitior-rs gr:rr-rtlnx)tl)cr'. Su-fang's work was very light.
To the healthy twcnt,v-tlrtcc-ycrr-t-rld girl it seemed simply nothing.
And a month pnssccl so tiuickly. If her aunt were willing, Su-fang
n,ould have glaclly rerrrainecl in her home all her life. She thought
that this rich-peasant family was a highly respectable one-some at
school, sonre at y,r1k, sorne intoning scriptures. The centre toorn of
their main builcling rvas fragrant with incense. It macle vou feel rever-
ent, as if you .uvcre living in a temple.
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village;thiswasusuailylocked.Inthtmillshedweretwomiil-
stones-one for coatse grinding and one for fine. $rhen Yao's father

her bobbed hair, Su-fang waited for enough wheat to be ground for

the first sifter-full. She didn't feel as if she wefe working for a rich-

peasant famiiy. It was more like living with fond relatives'

"You don't have to stay, uncle," Su-fang saicl tespectfully' "I
can rn nage by mYself."

But Yao didn't leave immediately' A prudent manager, he gave

his wife,s niece detailed instructions: She should be careful when she

added wheat that the kernels didn't spill into the millstone channel-

every gtain was earned by the sweat and blood of laboudng people.

tvtren st e su/ept she should do it lightly, otherwise the dust would

settle on the flour. Finally, pointing at some reeds lying at the foot

of the rvall, he said:

In the presence of anv man, Su-fang always felt infetior'

She Jidn't know whv she blushed, ancl grew tense' Egged on by

her blind father-inlaw, her husband Shuan-shuan had already beaten

the spirit out of her. She had no coufage, no nefve to do anything.
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After coming to Frog Flat from het mothet's home in Huangpao
Town, she gradually gxvc up all plans, all hope, and resigned herself
to being a kind of irnplcrnent an implement forlvorking around the

house and bearing children.
Poor n.rer.rtall y-r-r nawakened Su-fang. Poor unemancipated Su-fang.

I:ler most funclamental trait now was self-abasement, ril/here would
she gct thc courage to look at her uncle while he was giving het his
instrtrctions ? She heatd only the dignity in his voice, the voice of
:r sclrior who commanded respect. Her tespone to this tich and com-
pctcnt elcler relative could only be one of docile obedience,

At last Yao left. Su-fang felt as ifher eyes, hands and feet had been
freed.

But then he returned. From the door leading to the main court-
yard, he shouted:

"Su-fang, bar this side doot. I don't want the colt tunning in here
and bothering the mare."

"Yes," the girl teplied, complying. Her uncle certainly thought
of everything.

Now, the remote courtyard was completely cut off from the outside
world. Su-fang was alone in her little kingdom. \7hat a serious-
minded m nager her uncle was. Su-fang was convinced that the tale
about him and Blue Moth was only some wicked person's invention,

The mare ptrlled the millstone. Crushed wheat kernels fell on the
storle base. Su-fang walliccl l>chincl the mare, sweeping the kernels
witlr hcr hirrrtl into thc sificr.

Slrc srrt tl,,wn on r low stool and began shaking the sifter orrer a

lrr\'. No onc cr.rt:sccl her. Working this way, she was very happy.
I lou, tluict thc courtyard was. Elm petals and willow fluffbrought

b1' thc breeze settled on the spring grass. Charming little birds sang
in the trees, A turtle-dove cock flew dorvn, warbled a few times,
and was soon followed bv a turtle-dove hen, An instant later, they
took offtogether. 'Ihe mare, thinking of her colt, had whinnied when
beitig hitched to the mill. Now she was quiet, and plodded peaceful-
ly around the millstone. Everything was entirely satisfactory.
llvcn this remote courtyard seemed to inspire reverence.

As SLr-fang sifted the flour she reflected upon life as she saw it. By
whrt ruthority, she u,ondered, was it decideC v'hat kind of parents,
in-laws and husband a girl should have. She couldn't figure it out.
I ltlualitr . Equalitv. Talking about it was all very well. But when



would she evet get genuine equality? After liberation, many women

rvho were unhappy in the marriages that had been made for them de-

manded divorces. But could Su-fang date do such a thing? She

was prepared to accept whatevet fate decreed for the rest of her da1'5-
the work she did, the food she ate, the clothes she wore' If only she

werefl't beaten, she'd be satished. After her blind old father-in-law
died, life rvould be a bit better. Ail Vhen would he finally die ?

The mote Su-fang thought, the sadder she felt. In spite of herself,

her nose tickled and tears sPrang from her eyes. She rviped them.

Alone in the remote courtyard, it was really a fine opportunity for
a good cry. She had no chance to $/eeP when others were around.

Someone might ask her whether it was because she didn't like being

married to Shuan-shuan, and then what could she sat, ?

Something thudded against the earthen wall behind the mill shed.

Su-fang stopped sifting. She ceased vreePing and meditating on life.

As the millstone ground on, she listened attentively, her heart beating

fast. Had a section of the wall separating the tril/o courtvards col-

lapsed ?

She stared ruther aPPrehensively at the earthen walls of the shed.

\7ete they strong enough ? No mattet how unpleasant her existence

might be, Su-fang still wanted to live. Later, a{ter her blind old fa-

ther-in-law died and she gave birth to a child, things would be better.

It would be just her luck to be killed by a falling wall after doing a

month's work here. Although her marriage wasn't a happl' one,

she hoped some day to know the ioys of motherhood.
She heard a rustling sound behind het. Su-fang quickly turned

het head. Ifeavens I Why was het uncle coming over the back wall ?

How couid such a thing be happening? W'as she dreaming?

Heavens above!
How terrifying uncle looked. His bristle-covered mouth was oPefl,

revealing gleaming white teeth. His eyes with the scar on the tight
Iid were half shut in an evil leer. He was simply another man. What had

happened to the prlldeflt manager, the meticulous uncle ? It rvas

a sheer nightmare.
Su-fang shrank into a ball. She was chilled, ttembling, colrpletel)'

unprepared. Her face palecl; the warm blood seenred to drain from
her body.

She wanted to scream, to shout, but she was afraid. If anyone

should learn abotrt this, how could poor Su-feng tace the conse-
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quences ? Heavens ! She hadn't the strength to fight her totmenting

fete. Het reputatiorl was already bad.

Ai! 1li! Now it was too late to scream even if she wanted to.

Het uncle had wrapped his brawny arms around het.

The hot blood returned to her body. She burned all ovet. Her

face was on fre. It was so red, fresh blood seemed to be seeping out

of her pores. She felt as if she wete bound with a tope.

I{et heart was chaotic. It was as if someone had stuffed her chest

with pig bristles and they were pticking het painfully. "!7hat is he

trying to do ?" she thought with tepugnance. "It's too ptepostetous."
But Yao recklessly Put his btistly mouth against her flaming cheek.

He had sized her up when they had been preparing for the grinding
and had decided that she wouldn't resist. Tightly, ardently, with one

arm he pinned her arms to her sides while his other large hotny hand

horrifyingly crept under her blue tunic and then moved down.

Su-fang seemed stricken with a heavy illness. She was consumed

with fever, listlessly weak. Her right hand, a silvered bronze bracelet

on its wtist and a yellow bronze thimble-ring on ofle finger,'timidl1'
stopped her uncle's descending big hand.

"IJncle," she pleaded, "we can't ')

"Sufe we cafl," he sniggered.

"If my aunt finds out "
Yao firmly shook his head, intlicatin.g that Su-fang's aunt would

ncvbr l<now. lly tlrcn, hcr jrrsiste nt, tlaring uncle hacl alreacly picked

Ircr rryr in ltis lnns.
'l'lrc rrrrrc c()trtir.rLrc(l plodding around the mill, very diligent, vety

scriorrs. ()trtsitlc, tl're little birds in the trees continued to sing'

Nlcrrrrwhilc, twenty-three-yeat-old Su-fang, unfottunate gitl, was

being ravished fot the second time since her birth into this noble

woild. That wtetched waitet in Huangpao Town had been a lowly
scoundrel; he simply wasn't human. But her uncle, both in mannet

and behaviour, was quite a different sort' lWhat could she do?

Su-fang, like othet girls, had been a darling little bat'y when she

flrst came into the v/orld. She could open her tiny toothless rnouth

and smile at the grown-ups when only a few months old. At the

age of five ot six, mischievous, adorable, she played happily all day

with the other children of Huangpao Town. She became expert

at making mud horses, preparing mud food, and steaming muffins of
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stone; She was uflusuaily intelligent and clevet for a child. Had she
been born of different patents, she verlr likely would have developecl
into quite a remarkable girl.

But unfortunately Su-fang's father was a well-known loafer in the
old society of Huangpao Town. \r)flithout the slightest regret, in the
fumes of his opium pipe he dissipated away the prosperous business
that had been left him. At the sarne time he ruined what had once
been a strong constitution, together with his will-powet and self-
respect. He finally got to the stage that for a puff of opium, decency
and ptoptiety could go to blazes. T'hough he knew that opium gave
his thin bod1, comfcrrt for only a little while, if he could get his hands
on the stuff, he smoked it. Nothing else mattered, good or bad. He
could close his eves to it all and sleep. L'Ian wasn't put into this wotld
to suffer.

From as eady as Su-fang could remember, her father kept a vegeta-
ble stall on the streets of Huangpao. He bought the vegetables from
peasants wholesale. At night he frequently didn't feturn to their
backstteet home, \When she was old enough to understand, Su-fang
obsen ed that her mothet was toughet, more competent, than her
father. Ma often flerv into a tage, throwing things, swearing at
him. But pa only stood there in silence. Latet Su-fang discovered
that ma wasn't fond of pa-she liked another man. Whenever this
"uncle" came, he talked a lot and laughingly chucked ma under the
chin. Then he would lie down onthe kdng and rest, as if he were in
his own home.

Su-fang was mystified by his relationship with het mother. The
bright little girl noted that whenevcr he came, ma sent her out to
pa's vegetable stall-it became a regular rule. llumans have curiosi-
ty from the time they can speak. One day Su-fang leatned what her
mother and uncle did together after she left.

A mothet is a child's fitst teachet. She is the one the child first
respects. Her character and temperament seep into the child's
consciousness b,rr a thousand diffetent ways. Othet than death, no
force can stop this infuence. The effectiveness of motal teachings,
lav and education is limited by the child's age. From the time she

was very small, Su-fang admired her'mothet's clevetness and abil-
ity. She saw that everyone in Huangpao scorned her father, so she

also tefused to tespect him. Did pa tell her not to run aroufld ofl
the streets? She did it just to spite him. He couldn't control her.
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It wasn't very difficult fot the vulgar, low, dtab environment of this

small Chinese tortr'o in the old society to corruPt her tender young
soui.

\7hen she was sixteen a waiter in a restaurant seduced het and she

became pregnant. Her eyes red with weePing, she begged her mother
not to marry her offto Shuan-shuan of Frog Flat' She \vanted someone

younger, livelier. Her mother said:

"Listen to ma now, Su-fang, and you won't go wrong. You can't

be too fussy with your belly poking out. It seems to me you'll be

better off with a husband who's a bit slow-witted. Yout mother-in-
law's a fool, and the old man is blind in both eyes. \7ith a family
like that, you'Il be able to do as you please'"

Su-fang understood, Her mother was trying to teach het by her
own example. My reputation is spoiled anyhow, she thought. Her
l.r'rothcr was reallv too good to her. Not only didn't ma punish het
ti.rr bchaving irnpropedy-she even found her a way out aod defended

lrcr. When pa grumbled, ma said:
"I-Iold y()ur tongue . A girl is only young once. Sfhat girl doesn't

want a taste of 1-llcustrrc ? Y,ru're a fine one to talk. You've smoked

av/ay your family inheritancc."
Pa didn't clare sa1, a word. Sr-r-fang was grateful to l-rer hard, shrewd

mother.
Not long after Su-fang movcd into the tumble-down thatched

cotthge of old Blind \Wang's famlly on the lowet teaches of the Tang
Stream in Frog Irlat, she discovered that young Sheng-pao, who lived
ncarlry, was quite attracitve. Only a moa of poPlar trees separated

his thatchecl dwelling from her own. Sheng-pao's sickly child btide
was pale and thin, and seemed to be in constant paifr. For all these

reasons, Su-fang wove hetself a beautiful dream. It was simply
a "Ileaven-made match." Su-fang congratulated herself, She and

darling Sheng-pao would be lifeJong lovers-and Shuan-shuan and

Sheng-pao's wife would provide them with ideal covets. Su-fang

was contemptuous of Corporal Pai's wife, BIue Moth, who gave herself
to any fellow who came along. Su-fang was determined to be like
her mother. She would be true to one man tili the day she died.

Since, like her mother, she had an unsatisfactory husband, her neigh-
bours would not consider her behaviour a reflection on her character.

They would treat it tather as a normal thing in that diseased society,

ancl forgive her.
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Lying on the katg beside the clumsy Shqan-shuan, she dreamed of
raptures with her adored Sheng-pao. Every day she tried to meet
him, to talk with him, to convey to him with het eyes the love that

'ras in her heatt. Su-fang would take her sewing out to the clearing
in front of the thatched cottage so that she could watch him working
in the fields. N7hen he teturned, shouldering his farm tools, het
eyes welcomed him. She was always seeking an excuse to strike up
a conversation. "Sheng-pao .. . ai," she would croon. In her efforts
to stir him, Su-fang deluged him with alluring glances.

But Sheng-pao's heart was like a stone. Not only was he entirely
uninterested-he actuallv despised her. For doing her sewing stand-

ing out in the couttyard instead of seated on the kang, for running
over to old Liang the Third's compound at every opportunity, Su-

fang was beaten many times. But her ardour for Sheng-pao in no
way diminished. It continued right up until r9;o, tlne year after
liberation. One dark winter night, when her blind old father-in-law
vas lying ill in bed, she waited by the toadside for Sheng-pao to
pass by on his way home.

"Sheng-pao. .. ai."
"FIo," he replied, approaching along the withered grass road.

Sheng-pao was then captain of the village militia.

"Day after tomorrow. What's o1r yolrr mind ?"
"I've knitted these woollen socks for you. Put them on. Your

feet arc liable to get frost-bitten when you go to town. It's terribly
painful if the skin splits." Her tender hands pushed the socks into
Sheng-pao's big hard paws.

He blazed with rage. Rudely, he advised her:
"You just stick to Shuan-shuan and behave yourself. Don't try

any of that stuff you did before you were married. This isn't
Huangpao Town, rWe don't go for that sort of thing around here.
That's all I've got to say." He strode off angdly.

Su-fang feared het tough voung neighbour from then on. For
a long time, she didn't dare to face him, and stayed out of his way.
One dav, in his capacity as a village cadre, he openly criticized her.
Stiffiy, he recommended that she concelltrate on doing her work
honestly and being a decent, proper wife to Shuan-shuan. Su-fang
wept. She said she had not yet been emancipated. FIer father-in-law
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would not permit her to take Part in mass meetings and community
activities. She pleaded with Sheng-pao, as a village cadre, to intervene.

Hardening his heart, Sheng-pao turned his back on his own ideals

of freedom and democracy. FIe retorted flatly that he would not
help her obtain her emancipation at this time. When she had imptov-
ed her morals, they could talk about it again.

After this, Su-fang hated Sheng-pao. She hated him with an inten-
sity that was stronger than het love had been before. Sheng-pao

was a good fellow in all other resPects, but to poor Su-fang he was

much too strict. IIe wasn't sympathetic enough. After this, Su-

fang abandoned all hope. Fate had evidently decided that she should
never be anything but the child-bearing machine of a Shuan-shuan

rvho could not satisfy her emotional demands, She dreamed no
longer of finding another man.

But hovr inadequate it was fust being Shuan-shuan's child-bearing
rnachine. Life with him was so dull. Their sexual relations were

ioyless, mechanical, solely fot the purpose of procreation. Su-fang
'was very frustrated. She longed fot the pleasure of tight embraces,

affectionate caresses. She felt she was entitled to them, as a woman.
After Sheng-pao lectured her, Su-fang 

-always 
quick to bow to fate-

grew resigned. Shc nevet thought there would come a day when het
uncle would press het down jn the side yard of the handsome com-
pound and her heart would flame again. \With only herself to tely
on,'she was unable to control her passion.

Physically a rnan ancl spiritually a male animal, Yao was enormously
srtisFy'ing to Sr-r-fang. When had the honest hard-working Shuan-

slruan cvcr cnfolded her so amorously? lVhen had he evet kissed her
so lrotly ? So there actually was a man who didn't scotn her, who was

good to her. A man who didn't beat her, or cutse her, or give het
dirty looks. Instead he liked her, hugged her, kissed her. How
could she do other than let her uncle have his way?

FIis steadiness, his planning ability, amazed her. Thinking back
on the episode now, Su-fang remembeted with a frightened heart,

as if recalling a dangerous adventure, how he had appraised her mood
when they were prepating the milling, how he had shouted to her

rlclihcrately to let his wife and superstitious old mothet heat.

l,)vcn st>, Su-fang was a bit tense that day, aFter she finished grind-
inu thc grtin. She kept stealing glances at het aunt and the old lady.
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Only when she was convinced that they hadn't noticed anything
and wete not in the least suspicious, was she able frnally to relax and

act as if nothing had happened.

As to Yao, hey ! he hadn't changed a bit. He was as stern, as

righteous as ever. His cough uias still dignified, he continued to
issue orders in an awe-inspiring manner. Su-fang's loftier instincts
had been buried by her mother when she was only a child. But her
otganic structure-'which was feminine in form-felt the deepest

respect fcrr her uncle's skill at dissembling.
Five days later, Yao's mother-in-law-Su-fang's grand-aunt-

arrived to see her daughter. Sleeping together on the same kang,

mother and daughter naturally had a numbet of private matters to
discuss. They were not sure of Su-fang's ability to retain confidences,

and instructed her to shate the kang of Yzo's mothet for a few nights.

But the superstitious old lady, who already had the comPany of two
kids, thought this vzould be too crowded, and told Su-fang to sleep

on the kang ir the west-wing kitchen. Since Yao maintained an ait
of complete respectability, his wife suspected nothing and agreed to
this arrangement.

\fhen Yao stole over from the east wing that night in his bare feet,

for Su-fang it was no longer a question of being forced, coerced or
having no alternative. If she could have one encounter with a man,

why not a hundred ? It didn't Put you any more in the wrong. That
was how Su-fang looked at it. Not only was her poot body 

^ttr^cted
by this wickedness, the act even took on a character of revenge. As

she lay with Yao, she szid vengefully in her heart to her blind old

fathet-inlaw: "I'Il teach you to tell your son to beat me."

As Yao got ready to leave the small kang it the west wing, he put
his mouth close to het ear and whispered:

"Su-fang."
"Yes ?" the girl replied softly.

"Do you want to be here iust fot this month, or would you like to
come often?"

"What's the difference ?"

"If it's iust fot this month, then forget it."
"And if I want to come often ?"

"Why was your father-in-law always telling Shuan-shuan to beat

you a few years ago?"
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"Don't ask that."
"I know the reason."
"Uncle, don't ta]k of the past."
"I must, Su-fang."
"\fhy ?"
"S7asn't it because he was aftaidthat you and Sheng-pao 

-"
"Yes."
"That will make it easy."

Then, in a low voice, Yao poured into the ear of this gid who
had lost het soul the scheme he had thought out while wotking in
the fields the last few days. His tone was affectionate, sweet, beguil-
ing. When he finished, the forty-yeat-old man Put his bristly mouth
against the soft cheek of the twenty-three-year-old gid and kissed

her. He waited for her reply.
Su-fang's heart sank. She didn't know why she felt so frightened'

Aila! How lechetous he was. He wanted to possess a woman as

completely as he possessed his proPerty. But Su-fang didn't dare

become involved in anything that went beyond an ordinary illicit
affair. She was afraid. She could sense the danger.

"Uncle, why do you want to hurt Sheng-pao ?" she asked timidly.
,.He and I never_"

"So that we can get together all the time," Yao cried recklessly.

He smirked. "Otherwise, what excuse will you be able to give your
father-in-law ?" Yao kissed her again.

Su-fang Fclt as if she were v/raPPed in the coils of a venomous snake.

Shc remainecl silent for a long time, unwilling to aid Yao in his

nclerious plan to incite Shuan-shuan and Blind \7ang into withdraw-
ing ftorr-r Sheng-pao's mutual-aid team. That would be too cruel
r blow at Sheng-pao. Not did she want Shuan-shuafl to end up like
'Iseng-iung-tilling the land together with Yao. That would make

them too conspicuous.
In a depressed voice, she pleaded: "IJncle, that's too-"
"'Ioo what ?"
"Too harsh. Sheng-pao is a good Person. But you-" Su-fang

hadn't the courage to tell him to his face that he was evil. She only
sr.nilccl misetably, wortied over the risk of having aflything more
to <lo with this clemon.

As tlrc rich peasant was leaving, he tried to give Su-fang five yuan.

I lc rrrirtlc it clear that this was in addition to her twelve yuan wages,
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which he would pay her openly. Su-fang refused the money. If
she took it she'd feel low, ditty. She simply wouldn't be human.
What she wanted was another man in her life, not to sell herself.
Ifhat good would the money do her? Anything she bought with
it would only arouse suspicion and soil her reputation. Het mother
had nevet accepted any money from her lover. On the contrary, she
used to make him cloth shoes, and knit him socks. til/henever she
had anything good to eat, she always kept it fot him. His real wife-
a simple honest woman-and Su-fang's ma were on quite good terms,

In Frog Flat, Blind Wang knew less about what was going on than
anyone. Although he wouldn't admit it, he was the dullest of men.
His ideas, his emotions, his tempetament, his attitude, were funda-
mentally zt variance with the postJiberation flew society. There
were mafly old men like him in Hsiapao Township. The1, 26s th.it
food and took no pat in anything, just living out their old age.
Occasionally, they might make a few mild comments on national
policy or affairs. Since their remarks did not evoke afly strong reac-
tions, no one thought much about them. But Blind \Vang exercised
complete authotity over his family's work and daily life. The contra-
dictions between him and the new society, therefore, were strikingly
aPParent.

He didn't leatn that Sheng-lu had sown his rice seed sepatately
from the test of the mutual-aid team until a week later. Immecliatelv,
his heatt sank. So far as he was concerned, this was an extremell,
serious matter. \7hat could be worse than for something affecting
labour or food to go r.vrong ?

He couldn't lie still on the pile of brushwood his son Shuan-shuan
had cut fot fuel. FIe grasped the staffat his side and struggled to his
feet. Feeling out the famlhar path u/ith his stafl he went personally
to Sheng-lu's thatched cottage compound.

In the abject voice people use for wheedling favours, he addressed
Sheng-lu's father, Liang the Eldest:

"Your family is doing very nicely. !7on't you give a hand to your
blind old neighbour ?"

(sAh)" bald-headed Liang the Eldest exclaimed pompously.
"Nothing to efi again?"

"It's not that. I hear your family has sown its rice separately
from the rest of the mutual-aid team,"
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Liang's triangulat little eyes stated. ".$7hat's that got to do with
you ?"

"Plenty, Eldest, plenty. Are you planning to quit the team ?"

"Not us," Liang retorted angrily. "And even if we did, it has

nothing to do with your family. r{/hat are you yelling about ?"

"My dear Eldest. If you want to quit, out two families ought to
ciuit at the same time. My Shuan-shuan and your Sheng-lu can work
the fields together. tWe have no draught animal, and you'te short

of manpower. But togethet our two families can manage fine "
BaId Liang the Eldest burst into rage.

"Listento the manbabble. Humph. Trying to mislead my Sheng-

lu, ate you ? Even if we leave the team, he won't work with your Shuan-

shuan. \7e'te not going to get ourselves accused of bteaking up

a mutual-aid team. That's a crime. Go on home. In this society

it's better for evetyone to attend to his own business. \7e won't
get you into any trouble, and don't you go involving us"'

Vety deiected, BLind \7ang groped with his staff along the path

back to his ramshackle thatched cottage. IIe sank down on the

pile of brushwood at the front door with a heavy sigh. \7hat to do ?

If Sheng-Iu pulled out, who would give Shuan-shuan work?
Blind \7ang was very unhappy. Iror three full days he didn't

leave his tumble-down cottage. FIe lay curled up ot lis kang

feeling miserable. He had long since decided that the Communist

Party would never accomplish much. They used all such crude

sirnplc people. trVh<; ever hearcl of officials who didn't beat or swear

:rt lrcolrlc solvir-rg any problems ?

I lr-rtrr-hsi was terriblybusy" The whole being of the youngprimary-
school graduate was immersed in the sowing of the mutual-aid team's
rice. After sunning the "Ilundred-day Ripener" seed of every
family in the team for four ot five days according to custom, he

brought it all to Sheng-pao's courtyard. !7ith the enthusiastic help
of Sheng-pao's mother and his own, and undet the friendly eye

of old Liang the Third, Huan-hsi and Comrade Han, the agronomist,
mixecl a hundred catties of water with twenty catties of soil and dump-
ecl in the seed. Those that floated to the surface were eliminated.
The remainder they sieved out and washed in Liberation Creek
which flowed by ShengJu's compound. Then, chatting and laugh-
in.q, they catriecl the seed back to Sheng-pao's yard and soaked it
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for half an hour in a hundred catties of rilrater to which two catties

of formalin was added. Next, the seed was piled on a strav mat
and covered with rice stalks and gunny sacks. Comrade Han said

this would kill any bacteria in it.
These simple measures added wings to seventeen-year-old Huan-

hsi's dreams of the future. \7hen aII the land was tilled collectively
with scientific methods there would never be any more grain shortages.

Unfortunately, Huan-hsi's happiness lasted only a few days, \When

his mother told him she had heatd from Blind \ilang's u,ife that the

old man u/as broodiflg over the possibility of Sheng-lu leaving the
team, Ifuan-hsi's brain went practically numb. To Blind Wang he

was just a kid. How could he crack the old man's thick skull suf-
ficiently to let in a bit of light from the new society? A man's mind
.wasn't the sort of thing you could dismantle and take down to the
Tang Stream for a wash.

He decided to ask Comrade Han to lecture the old man, and see

what kind of result that would produce.
Aftet telling the young agronomist all he knew about \flang, he

brought him to the old man's ramshackle thatch:d cottage.
"Comrade Han the agronomist has come to see you, grand-uncle."
"Ah, ah." The old mao sat t)p ofl the kangin the low-ceilinged room

and stared with his sightless eyes. "Flave a seat, have a seat."

In spite of the dirtiness of the kang, the tall young agronomist
sat down on the edge of it.

"Aten't you well, old neighbour?" Han asked in a friendly voice.
"It's nothing."
"Are you sure ? I hear vou haven't been ont of doors for sevetal

days."
"Feeling poody."
"What's wrong? Teli us about it and vou'Il feel better."
"N7orried."
"\W'orried that if Sheng-lu leaves the team it rvill l-rurt ,vour famil1.'s

output and livelihood?"
"Yes," the blind man admitted. He gloomily rubbed the kang

mat with the palms of his hands.

"Is that anything to worry about? Forget it. Your mutual-aid
team has a bright future. Comrade Sheng-pao has taken the team

members into the mountains to cut bamboo for btooms. tWe here

at home are sowing ricei. They're earning monel'; u'e're doing close
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planting, We have to put in as much edort on one iltolt this year as

we did in the past on two. Nfe won't have to work for well-to-do
middle peasants any more. You're wortied that your son won't
have any extra iobs? That yout grain harvest won't give you enough

to eat?"
"Every rtoa of land is going to yield two mou of grain," Huan-hsi,

who was standing beside Han, chimed in.
"If you inclucle the wheat crop we'Il plznt on this land next summer,

an annual returo more than double previous years' will be quite com-

mon," said the agronomist. "Quitting the team leads nowhere.
ril/hoever leaves will want to return. The collective streflgth of the

mutual-aid teams is going to beat the well-to-do middle peasants."

"Heh." Blind !7ang cut him short with a snort of derisive laughter.

"W'hat's the matter ?" said Han. "Don't you believe me ?"

"Talk doesn't make your legs stiff or put a crick in yout back. It's
not like work. Talk is easy."

"IIow can you say that?"
"Why not?" Blind Wang was very agitated, "I've tilled the land

all my life. Maybe you can fool othet peoPle, but don't tty that stuff
ot -g-you're fust wasting your time. I know the name and disposi-

tion of every kind of wild grass that gro\I/s by the stream, to sa)r

nothing of rice plants. Don't try to kid me. I know where the sun

rises, and where it sets."

To such a stubborn old codger, what could Comrade FIan say? All
he could clo was smile and depart with Huan-hsi.

Alc-rne once more, Blind Wang again lay down on his small kang and

\Ment on feeling sorry fot himself. If ShengJu did indeed leave the

team, he didn't know whose fields Shuan-shuan could till. Ftom the

tone of bald-headed old Liang the Eldest, it sounded as though they

were definitely quitting. \7ang hated his blindness. If he could
see, he'd go into Hsiapao Village and find Shuan-shuan a good employ-

er, Everyone knew Shuan-shuzn was a hard worker.
That afternoon Su-fang retutned. Blind Wang sat up angrily on

the small kangin the low damp room.
"What are you doing here, Su-fang ?" he barked.

"I heatd you weren't feeling well," she replied respectfully, "so
.l'vc coure back to see ho.uv you are."
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"Thete's nothing wrong with me' \ilhen you work in a man's

house, you'te supposed to do a good iob' You eat his food and take

his money; don't let him be displeased with you. Who told you to
come back? Flussy, do you want us to lose face?"

He spoke so harshly, the young daughter-in-law couldn't raise

her head. The hateful old man made Su-fang feel even closet to the

uncle who held her in his arms and kissed her' Out of symPathy

for her fathet-in-law, she had returnecl to see him, as $/as only ptoper'

Who knew he would turn on her like that ? She was gtateful to her

uncle fot the warmth he gave her, for putting a little ioy in het life.

A girl with no class consciousness. who still didn't realize the dignity
of labour, from what other angle could she iudge people ?

Standing before him with enmity in her heart, she turtred to go.

The blind old man shouted sternlY:

"!7ait, Has Yao sown his rice seed yet ?"

"Yes,"
"Did someone do it for him, or did he do it himself ?"

"He and Tseng-jung together."
"In mutual aid ?"
"No."
"Tseng-)ung worked fot wages ?"
ttNo."

"llow then, you bitch? Spit it out."
Su-fang had to tell the truth:
"The two families have teamecl up."
"\(/hat ?" the old man cried excitedly. I-Ie suddenly had hope.

"Tseng-jung can team up with a tich peasant-why can't my son do

the same? Su-fang, tell your aunt to sound Yao out: If Sheng-lu

quits the mutual-aid team, Shuan-shuan can team up with him too'
AII we want is to be able to borrow Yao's horse to work this little
bit of land of ours."

The angry expression on Su-fang's face changed to one of alarm'

She didn't want her husband and her uncle co-operating with each

other. She had never exPected that her blind fathet-in-law would
propose it. Flurried, she asked:

"You mean Sheng-lu is leaving the team ?"

"It's ninety per cent sure. You find out about Yao' Save me the

trouble of travelling two li."
Distressed, Su-fang said nothing.
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"Bitch, do something human for once. If you don't ask, 1'lI go

myself."
Su-fang had no choice but to agree.

She felt terrible. !7ould the old man's fanatic stubbornness push

her down a roacl of no teturn ? On het way back to the handsome

compound she worried that her relationship with her uncle, now that

it had gone beyond the bounds of an illicit affair, would lead to an

irremerliable clisaster. It wasn't the moral or ethical aspect of the

lnatter that troubled her. She had stopped being a decent gitl at

sixteen she didn't care about such things' Nor did she feel that she

had in any way wronged her blind father-inJaw or her dull husband.

The old man often reproved her harshly and Shuan-shuan had

beaten her so severely that she couldn't get out of bed for days. All
she wanted was a peaceful quiet life, to bear children, to be a mother,

right up until the time she became an old woman. She had nothing
against the new society. She began to regret that she had evet gone

to work in the handsome compound. Her uncle was too awful, too

horrible !
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\rX/hite cloth plrttees ftom thc knees clown, woolly bindings ancl hemp

sanclhls on his feet, t big l.rltre turban upon his head-hey, the very

1'ricturc of a conrl-:ctent, agile, bold young fellow. Dressing for work
in thc rnountains, Sheng-pzo Put on the same kind of clothes he

wolc whcn hicling to avoid being grabbed and forced to serve in
thc [.,rLotnintang army before liberation. He looked like a typical
mountalneef ,

l,owering his head, Sheng-pao ernerged through the doorway of
the thatch-roofed inn. He shoutecl across the meadolv of s'ithetecl

grass into the tavine:
"Frog Flat neighbor,rrs, Assen-rble."
"Ftog Flat neighbours. Assemble," the echo floated back from the

groves of birch high against the blue sky on the slopes abot'e.

To men from the plaitrs, the echo was quite amusing. The bancl

of poor peasants and former hitcd hands had arrived at Bitter Hetb
Clearins the previous night and put up in the South \{illbase Ravine

itrns. Now, having finished breal<fast, thcv rvere chatting in the

4l



meadow and smoking their pipes. The;z laughed, then gazed so

appreciativelv at the outfit of their bold ]'oung leader that he became

ernbarrassed,

"I haven't been to the mountains in the three years since liberation,"
he said. "It seems very strange, Another wotld."

The others agreed. "That's a ftct," they smiled. "It seems strange

to us too. But we'll get used to it in a couple of days"'
Everyone made sone laughing commerit: As soon as you entered

Tang Stream Gap, you felt tiny compated to the lofty sides of the

sheer gorge. The sky grew narrow and so did the eafth.... But
sound became much louder. lt was like being in a huge cellat'

As they chatted, more Frog Flat peasants, also dressed for the

mountains, came out of two otherthatch-roofed inns. Others returned

from a nearbv grove of wild pear trees. Now, having heatd Sheng-

pao's call to assemble, all went back to their various inns and brought
out their belongings, loog sincc tied together in readiness' Each

persolr carried bedding, clothing, a sickle, gtain, cooking utensils,

a;fld an extra pair of sandals-as if he were moving house' Serious,

they stood waiting for orders, spruce and neat, every one.

The morning sun, rising over the tree toPs on Stout Fellow Ridge

east of Bitter Herb Clearing, cast v/arm red beams into South Mill-
base Ravine, burnishing the sixteen men of the small expedition.

!7hen they had surrounded Sheng-pao in the moonlight the night
the meeting for low-interest grain loans* in Fifth Village, Hsiapao

Township failed, and begged him to lead them into the mountains,

they had been only a few individual peasants. Now, gathered here,

they wete an eye-catching entity. Ttrough still few in number, they

were strong in spitit. Yesterday motning, entering through Tang

Stream Gap, they had plunged into the high-walled gorge and fol-
lowed a twisting path upstteam, threading their wav thtough boulders

and brush. Thev crossed the stream a hundred and twenty-four

times, ovet logs, stepping stones, wooden bridges and bridges made

*A fotm of mutual aid in the counttyside aftet land tefotm when the peasants

rvith extra gtain were asked to lend their grain at low interest to those who were

short to prevent exploitation by usury. 'I'he grain r*'as loancd in spting and te-

turned in autumn. Thc meeting mcntioned hete was onc at rYhich the local rich

peasants and well-to-clo middle pcasants such as Yao Shih-chieh tefused to lend

their cxtra grain.
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of chains. After passing Tiger's Lair and what was kno.wn as Forty
Li Dragon's Cave, the1, climbed Aristocrat Ridge. In the bone-
chilling mountain wincl, they gazedback in farewell at their beloved
Hsiapao Village. That same night they reached their obiective on
the other side of the ridge-Bittet Herb Clearing.

Located between the fairly moderate slopes of Aristocrat Ridge
and Big Riclge (the main peak of the Chinling Mountains), Bitter
Herb Clearing had a diameter of about thrty li. It was surrounded
by clesolate bluffs and ravines of yellow soil. The poor peasants and
hired hands knew this place well. They looked at the abandoned rol-
lers and millstones, at the smoke-blackened walls-proofs of previous
human habitation. One said that about seventy-five years ago the
former residents, unable to stand any longer the frequent bandit raids,
had moved u/est to White Grass River Valley. Another said they had
left much earlier than that. This place was fourteen hundred metres
higher than Huangpao Town. A11 you could raise was potatoes,
which couldn't be kept long enough to see you through the winter.
That was why the residents had been forced to give the place up,
although they had sweated blood to clear it.

rWho cared which version was correct ? They had come to cut
bamboo not to study archaeology. They had only to remember that
this was now the realm of tigers, Ieopards, bears and wiid boars.

Bvery year during the third and seventh lunar months, when there
'was riot rnuch doing on the farms and poor peasaflts came up from
the plains, the thatch-roofed inns were swept and cleaned to receive
visitors. T'hcy provicled only shelter for the night, a cooking pot
tntl llrcwoocl. Price-twenty cents, Before liberation, on rainv
or snowynights these inns werehost to gambling and drunken brawls.
But after the people's government was established, the peasants'
political consciousness were heightened in the various campaigns
so that flow no one drowned his sorrow in drink, or needed liquor
to work ofl- his depression. You could spend the night in peace and
qu1et.

One night was all Sheng-pao and his party intended to stay in
the South Millbase Ravine inns. Thel. ry2111.4 to get to where the
banrboo was thickest and build their own thatched hut. They knew
tlrirt irr North Grindstone Gap beside a small stream there was an
olcl htrt foundation with ready-rnade low stone walls. \flhat's more
therc rvrs also a large grassv fielcl rvhere thev could smoke their bam-



boo and tie it into broomi. Theyhad already inquired.
hadn't changed. Norv the1, rvere assembiing to set out
Grindstone GaP.

Yu-wan had to have his iittle joke wherever he went.

on his back, he btandished his rifle and shouted:

The place
:For North

Luggage

"Line up, everybody. Atten-tionl"
"Atten-tionl" the birch groves in tbe ravine threw back the echo.

The men roared with laughter. No one paicl any attention to his

command.
"You eat four big howls at a meal to my three. You've got mote

strength than you know what to do with. lfhy not use it on setious

business?" joked Jen the Fourth. "That's the truth. Except for
you and Sheng-pao, v,'e're all over thirty. Not a stutdy young fel-
low among us. That's the ttuth. You may be the militia captain,

but you're here without your men. !fle won't listen to orders. \'Vhat

are you going to do about it?"
Again, they all laughed. Yu-wan had achieved his putpose'

He observecl their high spirits with satisfaction.

By now all the guests resicling in thc tl'rree inn buildings had come

out to see this new Phenomenon. Men going into the mountains

in an organized group. That nevet happenecl befote liberation. A
number of persons hutried over afld stared at the group with aclmiring

eyes.

"Comtade Lu, their Communist Partv branch secretary in Hsiapao

Township does a fine job."
"This isn't his work."
"V/hose is it, then-yours ? Aren't these people from Fifth Village,

Hsiapao Township ?"
"Yes, but this still isn't Secretary Lu's work-. I'm telling yor-r. It's

Secretary Wang of the Communist Party comtrittee of Eluangpao

District who has to be thankecl for this."
"FIow do you know?"
"Of course I know, Secretary ril/ang stayecl rt lrrog FIat for lralf

of the flrst lunar month, and this is the result. I'm telling you.

These fellows ate ftom Liang Sheng-lu's mutual-aicl tean.r. The team

leacler couldn't take them into the mountains so he appointed his

cousin to do it."
((Oh-" his listeners nodded credulously. "Vhat a good cousin

Sheng-lu has."
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Sheng-pao, who was about to announce his plan, waited a moment.

He wanted to heat rvhat the men were sar-ing. Listening to this col-

loquy, the bamboo gatherets ftorn Frog FIat laughed. Sheng-pao

was very pleasecl. This was the 'uvork of the district committee Com-

munist Partv secretarl,. That was a hundred per cent true. Unfottu-
nately, the speaker was not entirely accurate. What he should have

said was: Secretatv ril/ang couldn't talie them into the mountains so

he appointed candidate member of the Communist Pattv Liang Sheng-

pao to do it. Yu-wan waflted to correct this incomplete rePort, but
Sheng-pao ptevented him.

"Neighbours," the young leadet began, "Yu-wan, Ta-hai and I
have talked it over, and this is what we've roughed out. Flow's

this: Yu-yi, Uncle Jen the Fouth and I will go first to North Gtind-
stofle Gap and get our cauldron going. Yu-wan will take Kuo Suo,

Sheng-pao, Iron Lock \7ang and Shuan-shuan to a pTace five li ftom
the gap to cut saPlings for tafters' The innkeeper says thete are

good poplats there. The temaining seven-I don't have to name

you-will go with Brother Red Face Ta-hai and cut thatch fot the

roof. D6es that sound all right?"
"Fine," tbe men chotused in one voice.

"Fine." The echo ftom the birch-coveted slopes boomed magnifi-

cently.
"Then let's go." Yu-wan handed his rifle to Sheng-pao. Swinging

his arm, he cried: "Raftet clrtters, come with me"'
"Thatch cutters, come with me." The voice of Red Face Ta-hai

was solemn ancl he spoke like a big brother.
Shoulclering their gear, the men set out in gtoups. Sheng-pao,

Jen the Fourth and Yu-yi, in addition to their luggage, were also

cartying the vines everyone had cut the ptevious day. The innkeeper

hastened out of the thatch-roofed hostel. lil/aving his hand as they

marched up the sloping Path, he called:

"Comtade Sheng-pao, if )'ou can't get your hut finished bv dark'

come back and spend the night here. Strangers at first meeting,

friends at the second."
"Right. Don't wotry about us," Sheng-pao shouted back. By

then, only his voice could be heard. He was virtually invisible,

hiclclen b), th. wild pear trees and by his load of luggage, vines and

the big caulclrou.
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With his two companions, he woufld thtough the btursh, tteadingl
on last year's fallen foJiage. He could heat the voices of Yu-wan
and Red Face Ta-hai and their group, but he could no longer see them.

How strange were the wooded ChinJing Mountains ! On the plain,
by the time spring's Clear and Btight festival day had passed, the fields

were onion gteen and the trees were shady. But here, although the
many diffetent kinds of trees'and shrubs were butgeoning, they had
not yet leafed. Ai1,al l,ong icicles still hung on the high clifffaces.
As he trudged along, Sheng-pao kept hearing chunks of ice drop
off and crash into the ravines, startling the pheasants on the slopes

into flight. Though he could heat water gurgling beneath his feet,
he couldn't see it. Aha ! The stteam was flowing undet a layer of
thick ice that was covered by twigs and leaves.

Yu-yi and Jen the Fourth, as they walked ahead with thefu geat
and vines on their backs, were discussing the differences between the
weather in the mountains and the weather on the plain. This kind
of conversatiofl was an jmportant part of the peasants' Iife. Although
they chatted about it every clay, ancl to the casual listener it sounded
dull, peasants, whether wall<ing or ;Lt work, nevet failed to exchange
views earnestly on the subject. What else would you have them
discuss? The Korean war, ot the Fitst Five-year PIan? About these,

the knowledge of foty or fifty-year-old peasants was then still
exttemely limited. Their neighbours' shottcomings ? That was
gossip folwomen, a bad habit and of no interest. An old peasaflt
could talk about dull subjects for a thousand years, but he'd never
say anything offensive.

Sheng-pao, Iaden with his gear, a bundle of vines, Tseng-fu's
cauldron and Yu-wan's tifle, walked behind the two older men.
He neithet joined in their convetsation nor listened to it. IIe was
involved in his own thoughts, which to him .were highly entertaining.

That badly informed fellow back in South Millbase Ravine was
fuflny, teally funny. He evidently had a lot of respect for Party
leaders, and he quite correctly connected the organizing of the poot
peasants and hired hands for an expedition into the mountains with
the district secretary's stay in Frog Flat when he was overhauling the
mutual-aid teams. rWhere he went wrong was in saying that he,

Sheng-pao, was leading the group at the behest of ShengJu, his well-
to-do middle-peasant cousin. That was certainly comical. Sheng-
pao couldn't repress a chuckle.

46

"What are you laughing at?" Jen the Fourth tutned his head to

demand. He addecl hrrlrly: "I know what I'm talking about. Your
fathetsays so too: Irt t|zz, tllere were ovet a hundred families living
on Bitter Herb Clearing."

"Right, absolutely right. Ile did say that," Sheng-pao teplied

placatingly. Jen the Trourth was very pleased. He resumed his

research into the history of Bitter Herb Clearing with Yu-yi, who

was walking in front.
Sheng-pao cofltinued meditating. It didn't tr,atter that the stranger

obviously had little regard for him. Young Sheng-pao was deter-

mined to learn from the broad-mindedness of Communists with long-

raflge spiritual goals. He wasn't thin-skinned. It didn't matter

a bit whether people considered him impottant. But the thing intti-
gued him. Why? Secretaty \7ang had Put his finger on it exactly

during the Party fectif,cztion. The secretary said that in the great

sea of the small peasant economy, the well-to-do middle Peasaflt was

the most resPected. He usually had a fine horse, or a large household, or

someone in the family earning a good silary as a middle-school teacher.

His prestige in the surrounding counttyside was high. But, Secretary

Nflang asserted definitely, in the socialist society of the future, the

system of private property would be eliminatecl. In the villages,

this ridiculous situation would natutally also change.

"How right Secretary Wang is," Sheng-pao thought in aston-

ishment. Sheng-pao often noted pta.ctic I proof of tevolutionary

theory in his daily life. Now, matching through 2 moufltain forest,

he had made a new discovery regarding tevolutionary theoty, and it
increased the spring in his step. How fascinating life was! He

loved it zrdently.

Irrom the position of the sun in the blue sky, Sheng-pao could tell

it was about the time peasants usually ate their noonday meal'

Together with Jen the Fourth and Yu-yi, he set up the cauldron and

chimney in the atea enclosed by the low stone walls in North
Gtinclstone Gap. Then they swePt the place clean of its rubble of
leaves, twigs, stones and dirt. Coveted witb dust, Sheng-pao in-

sisted on tying btanches together to make a lor.g bed platform'
()n this, he would heap thatch, so that the men could sleep warm znd

clry, off the damp ground. Jen the Fourth had brought an old

clog-sl<in robe, but the others had nothing that could serve as 2
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mattress. If exposed too long to the moisture, they would clevelop

sores, theit bones and ligaments 'qrould ache. In that case, how
could the1, finish the job in the time planned?

When thel' had finished all prepatation work before setting up the

thatched hut, Jen the Fourth, his pipe in his mouth, squatted before
the cauldron and set some vater on to bo-il. When the others atrived
with the rafters and thatch they were cutting, they'd have a hot drinl<

to wash down their dty muffins.
The never-resting Yu-yi took a mattock and went out to clear a

path to the stream. Otherwise someone might ttip, he said, when he

went fot 'watef.

Because everyhing was progressing smoothly, harmoniously,
Sheng-pao was very stimulated. He pulled out his short pipe and
smoked it proudllr, viewing the scenery of North Grindstone Gap

it was thirty li of motntain path to White Grass River Vailey-the
nearest human habitation. Desolate spot!

A couple of abandoned old grindstofles gave you your name.

Standing in a field of dry grass that faced the sun, Sheng-pao saw

rising behind him darkly wooded slopes of pine, dim and mysterious.
Opposite was a moufltain covered with an impenetrable birch fcrrest.

\flho knew what lurked within ? Altal And all around were bushes

and wild pear trees. No wonder no one ever settled hete. Onl1,

the suggestion of a path u,ound dowt from the gap, passing through
the nartow wooded valley and twisting away over the ridge.

As though he were the mastet of North Grindstone Gap, Sheng-pao

asked the two older peasants gtandly: "Not bad, eh? If you send a
hundred men, this place could hold thern easily."

"It's wide enough. You could set up three thatched huts without
any trouble," Yu-yi agreed, as he cleared the path to the stream with
his mattock, "But who would be able to send so many ?"

"I'm talking about after the mutuai-aid and co-operative movement
expands," Sheng-pao explained.

Jen the Fourth, tending the fite, assetted: "It depends on what's
ofl the mountain. If there weten't enough bamboo, what would
the hundred men do? Admire the scenery?"

Soon, Yu-wan atrived leading the sapling-cutters. Not far behind
were Red Face and his men, with loads of thatch on theit backs. In
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the twinkling of an eve, the field that Yu-yi and Jen had cleared of
brush was heaped with piles of thatch and saplings. T'tre lragrance

of the wood and the dry dnsty srnell of the thatch pervaded the field.

Untying tl'reir towel head coverings, the men mopped their sweatv

faces and necks, Iiveryone was smiling cheerfully. They were

pleased with this place, pleased with the prepatations that had been

made fot the erection of the hut, pleased with the boiled water. Just
see how pleased they are ! As they examined the cauldron that had

been set up and the bed platfotm Sheng-pao had constructed, North
Grindstone Gap rang with their laughter.

In the nearby fotest, the tigers, leopards, bears and wild boats wete

annoyed. Their round eyes burned through the undergtowth as they

watched this band of strangers. When the first three outpost builders

came and began readying the ground fot the hut, the bold btave

clumsy denizens of the mountains had ctouched quietly jn the dense

woods observing them contemPtuously, perhaps waiting fot one of
them to wander off alone, so that they could bring him down in a

swift fierce charge. But now the wild beasts tealized what the men

were uP to. They weren't merely three passers-by. They were

part of alatge strong group which had come to stay. Vety itritated,

the animals began leaving theit disturbed North Grindstone Gap.

Hark: in the surrounding fotest they were stealing away, theit paws

and hoofs tustling the thick layer of fallen twigs and leaves that had

accumulated over the years. Oho! A wild boar in the birch grove

opposite as he departed kept turning his head to look back. His piggy

eyes stared hostilely at the men of the expedition.

"So he doesn't rvant to go?" Spotting the boar, Yu-wan fan over

and picked up his rifle. He took a cattitdge from his pocket and

shoved it into the bteech. Dropping ptone into the grass, he took
aim, muttering: "You don't want to leave? All tight, I'11 keep you
here. \fe'It put you in the pot for the celebration feast for our new

home."
"Don't shoot. Don't shoot." A poker in his hand, Jen the Fouth

dashed up and pulled Yu-wan's arm. "W'hat do you think you're
cloing ?" he yelled angriiy. "If you don't kill him with one shot,

l're'll rush you. There are plenty of them in the mountains' They

clon't attack you if you leave them alone-thank heaven and earth."
Like an actor on the stage, Jen recited the rvords of a mountain

song [or everybody's benefit:



Pity, oh pity the mountain dwellet poor,
His wotk fot the year, oh, it never ends.

The tesuit of the seed which he sows o'er the ground,

On heaven, on wild beasts, on them it depends,

Guarding his crops o,lI day and all night,
His eyes go ted, he shouts himself hoatse,

But harvest brings only a famine year,

One picul the beats steal afld eight pint the boars.

"You see? The mountain folk shout themselves hoarse, but they
never provoke them. \7hy should we outsiders ? If you can't control
your hunger, better fatten your face with a few good resounding
smacks. You have the netve to talk about a celebration feast for our
new home. Now there's a phrase that's really resoundiflg." As he
lectured Yu-wan, who was lying in the grass, Jen's anger cooled,
and he ended up with a iest.

Evetyone laughed. They agteed with Jen's policy of mutual
non-pfovocation. By this time, the boar had disappeared. Grin-
ning, Yu-wan rose and put his rifle back. The men ptoposed to
Sheng-pao, who was busy inspecting the saplings, that the gun be
used only to defend themselves against any marauding beasts which
might raid the hut in the night. Their mission wasn't to hunt wild
beasts,

Sheng-pao happity agreed. It hadn't been because he was looking
for honouts that he had organized all these people. Now, theit col-
lective approach warmed his heart. His confidence in the group's
strength increased. Smiling affectionately, he said:

"Let's eat our corn-meal muffins and badey-cakes. Then we can

start building our home."
A11 sixteen of them untied their bed tolls and took out their food

and dtinking bowls.
After the meal, they held a conference. It was decided to divide

into two teams. One would tie the thatch into small bundles, the
other would build the peaked roof frame. Then all hands would
join in affixing the thatch to the frame with the vines they had brought.

The work proceeded simply and smoothly. No one tried to pick
a light task, ot pulled a long face if his lob 

.was heavy. All went at
it seriously and diligently. Sheng-pao could see that the men attached
great impoltance to this hostel they were building. Back in the vil-
lage, there u/as riever such collective spirit in constructing a home fot
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any private individual. Even poot peasants and hired hands still
Liehaved like peasants unless united by some common interest or
ideal. No amount of wages could ptoduce the ftame of mind with
which they wotk as their own masters fot a common good.

There, Red Face Ta-hai was solemnly teaching his team how ttr
select and tie the thatch. IIere, Yu-wan was vigotously wielding his

axe, cutting the silver-batked saplings into even lengths, sending chips

flying in all directions. To improve their appea:r^lce' he also trim-
med them neatly. Like a couple of old master carPentets, Yu-yi and

Jen the Fourth supetvised the remaining men in building the roof
ftame. Under their otders was Sheng-pao untying the bundles of
vines and delivering them whete needed.

The men's warm mutual affection, their good cheet, stirred the

young leader deeply. They were giying him a new undetstanding.

He used to think it would take years to change the self,sh individual-
istic peasant mentality, with long meetings evety winter, tunning far
into the night. But now he had caught a glimmering of something.

Could it be that the main way to change the mentality v/as through
collective labour? That you shouldn't wait for theit mentality to
change before orgznizing them, but rathet you should organize them

in order to bting the change about?
Stretching out the long vines, Sheng-pao cut them into sections and

btought them to those tying the thatch. His toutine iob gave him
time to observe these men, as well as those building the roof frame.

Now a number of curious questions rose in his mind'
rWhat makes them so unified ? \7hy are they working so hard ? 1Jfhy

some willingly listen to otders, and others issue them so dghteously ?

What is the relation between these people ?

Sheng-pao couldn't help smiling. It was teally intetesting. Just
look at Sheng-mao and Iton Lock rWang over there, tying crossed

rafters to the twenty-four feet long central roof beam with the

othet fellows. They were working face to face, pulling the vine-ropes
tight, theit teeth clenched with the effort. See how they grinned at

each other when the tafters were tied fitm. Appatently each was

well satisfied with the way his partner co-opetated. And Sheng-mao

and Iron Lock were the ones who had argued so hotly oYet the

boundary between theit fields dudng the auturnn sowing last yeat.

To settle their squabble they had called out Practically every

cadre in the village. How they shouted at each othet, faces flushed,
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ears red, neither willing to girre an inch. Final\,, thev had to lre
seot to the torvnship government to soh,e the matter.

Atter they had ieft, Sheng-pao--one of those rx,'ho had trietl in
vain to make peace-had shaken his head and thought: "They've
started a f-eud. They were good friends, but the fields they received
nnder the land refornr are making them enemies. And the).'re both
poor peasants and hired hands ! What a cutse the private ownership
of land is. rilThatever goes wrong with a peasant, if you dig, you find
that at the toot." But here, only a few months later, they.were great
friends again. Remarkable!

"How did it happen?" hc wondered. "People say that those who
go into the mountains ate all one family. That's it, of course. In
the mountain depths men and wild beasts ate divided into two hostile
camps." But then he thought: "That can't be the reason. If they
were able to earn a liviog, they wouldn't have come to these forsaken
wilds in the first place. 'Ihe government didn't urge them to come.
I didn't drag them here. I'hey came of their own accord.',

Sheng-pao was sure there was something significant in all this.
There had to be. He remembered how these men had surrounded him
after the plan for low-interest grain loans for Frog Flat had failed to
go through, how they had pleaded wjth hirn to lead them. He recall-
ed the talks of Secretary Yang of the county Party committee and
Secretary Wang of the district Party committee. Yes, the working
class was the leading class of all China. Ancl in the countryside the
poor peasaflts and hired hands were the class the Party relied on.
Secretral, tJ7ang had put it well:

"During the \ff/ar of Liberation, the poor peasants and hired hands
gave the sons they had raised with such difficulty to form the People,s
Liberation Army. They sent the grain theit families had grown to
feed this 

^rmy ^t 
the front. They joined stretcher teams that carried

PLA wounded from the front t<t the rear, In the commori struggle
to liberate themselves, they were able to forget whatever differences
existed between them."

"Right," Sheng-pao said excitedly, smoothing out a vine and hand-
ing it to Yu-yi. "You've got to tely on the poor peasaflts and hired
hands."

Jen the Fourth laughed. "!7ho are you talking to, Sheng-pao?"
he asked curiously. "Yu-yi ? Didn't you classify him as a middle
peasant cluring land reform?"
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"He's not talking to me," the honest Yu-yi said. "This leadet

of ours is a thinking nan. While his hands work, his btain never

stops. You'te talking to yourself, aren't you, Sheng-pao ?"

Sheng-pao admitted with a smile that he was. Jestingly, he said:

"Everyone is concentrating on his job. I'm the only one whose mind
is wandeting."

"You go right on making plans fot us. No one will say you're not
putting your heart in your vork," Jen urged him earnestly. "That's the

truth."
All of the men building the roof were very satisfied with their young

leader.

Before the afternoon was half over the roof frame was completed

and the thatch tied on. Eight men standing on each side, shouting
a rhythmic work chant, they raised it on to the low walls that were
only half as high as a man. Then, Iaughing and shouting, they
crovzded into the thatched cottage and hung their ration sacks, cloth-
ing bags and pickled vegetables on the rafters.

That night Sheng-pao called a meeting. A detailed plan for division
of labout was worked out, The experienced bamboo cutters gave

the others some technical pointers. After breakfast the flext morning,
leaving Jen the Foutth behind to cook and Prepare for the broom
binding, fifteen mefl started up the sJope, carrying ropes and sickles.

No work on Mount Chungnan was more arduous than cutting
l;amboo. $Zith lowered heads protected by towel covetings, the

men climbed the slope and parted a p^th through the btush with
their hands. The sharp branches tore their clothes, cut their hands

and faces. But that was nothing. In theit hands wete sickles bright
as snow, and the ground beneath theit feet bristled with another kind
of sharp knives-the stubble of previously cut bamboos. Standing
on the steep side of the mountain, you could reach up and touch the

blue sky. And when you looked down you saw a valley so deep it
made your head spin. While hewing, you had to beware of the leop-
ards and bears which peeted out ftom the nearby woods. Tigers
seldom appeared, and the wild boars didn't attack humans as a rule,
but the leopatds and bears were a nuisance-one over fierce, the

other ovet stupid. You had to be careful.
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"Bettet to cut a little less each day and finish the job a few days
later. Safety is the main thing, Comrade Sheng-pao, " the district
Party secretary had told him, his voice serious atd concerned.

Their first day of work was very confused, teally quite wotrisome.
So the next morning Sheng-pao divided them into two groups, led
by Red Fzce Ta-har and Yu-wan respectively. That was better. It
was agreed that no one was to wander more than ten feet from his
group. Under no circumstarrces was a man to get out of sight of the
others. Kuo Suo was gteecly. When he saw a chrmp of good bam-
boo he was always drifting over, alone, wjthout a word to anyone.
The men warned him never to forget that he was in the mountain
wilds; he absolutely must stay with the group.

Shuan-shuan did evetything slowly. \7hen the men moved ftom
one place to another, he invariably fell behind. Sheng-pao took on
the task personally of looking after him. He walked in Shuan-shuan's
rea4 teady to help him on an instant's notice. Shuan-shuan was
Blind \(ang's one and only son. Sheng-pao dared not be cateless

for a moment. Can you blame the young fellow fot acquiring a

maturity and competence after being placed in this position of re-
sponsibility ? His manner, his speech, his mood, urere those of a man
ten yeats his senior.

Shouldering the burdens of the masses of people and working for
the collective cause so that they themselves had neither the time nor
inclination to think about home and private mattels was the reason
an eaiier generation of Communists had won the people's confidence
during the twenty years of fighting. Sheng-pao in his contacts viith
county Party Secretary Yang and district Party Secretary lVang saw

this spirit in their manner, speech and mood. In the three years

since liberation Sheng-pao observed that many leading comrades

had this spitit, and he was determined to be like them. He didn't
know what this condr,rct was called. He sought nothing for himself
in the bittet struggle. He wanted no special benefits from the col-
lective cause, nor had he any desire for others to make him a leader

and respect him.
After three days of cutting, they deliveted the fitst batch of bamboo

btooms to the thatch-toofed inn in South Millbase Ravine. The
bellowing innkeeper loudly infotmed them that the teams of two and

three from Huangpao Disttict who were going into the mountains all

s4

envied their method-setting uP a camP, sticking together through

thick and thin.
"By heaven! The average poor peasant ot hired hand never spends

more than five days in the mountains on one trip. The bamboo he

cuts on the slopes and ridges, he sttips and smokes and binds into
btooms in the mornings and evenings right here at the inn. rJThen

he carries them down the mountain and sells them in the Huangpao

market, he's lucky if he gets zo catties of cotn meal to take home for
gruel. There isn't a poor peasaflt cutting bamboo in Bitter Herb
Clearing who doesn't admite the way the mutual-aid team ftom Fifth
Village, Hsiapao Township, is opetating. And when they hear what

vour team is going to earn on its btooms, their mouths dtop open

as big as bowls." The big-voiced innkeeper mimicked theit gape

of astonishment.

STas Sheng-pao happy to heat this? Of course. According to

the odginal plan, only the mutual-aid team was suPposed to go into

the mountains. But later sevetal peasants from the uppet reaches

also ioined them. And novr so many others admired and approved.

Hey! It just showed how pleased the people rrrere v/ith the path the

Party was pointing out. In the coutse of bittet struggle the approval

of the people was the highest rewatd a Communjst could desire.

Seveo hundred and fifty yuan-that wasn't what mattered most.

Only vulgar persons saw nothing but money. Sheng-pao felt vastly

encoutaged,

If out team's plan for a lztge output succeeds this year, the poot

peasants and hired hands who've joined us to cut bamboo will be mem-

bers of out team next year. Ot mayb6 it would be better if we fotmed

a federation of mutual-aid teams, like they did in Tawang Village.

But then Sheng-pao immediately corrected himself: Quit always

thinking about next year. It's liable to mahe you careless about the

preseflt. Don't get a swelled head iust because people say we're

doing well. I(eep your feet on the ground. Suppose you mess it
up ? It doesn't matter much to you personally. 'Ihe whole township

can still remembet when you were iust a kid called Little Ptecious

and never had any special ability. It isn't a question of whether you

personally lose face. The main thing is this will have a big infuence

on the Party, because it's the road the Patty's tecommending.
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\rVhen Sheng-pao rcalized l-row heavy his responsibility was, he
calmed down. A sense of duty to a collective cause gives a man
self-control. It doesn't necessatily have anything to do with age.

Sheng-pao admired Yu-wan's cheerful nature and stalwart body.
Yu-wan joked and rioted with everyone. lle was always singing local
opera arias-badly but loud. It seemed to Sheng-pao that this cheet-
fulness was a great help to their life in the mountains.

On their way back to North Grindstone Gap after deliver_ing the
brooms, Sheng-pao walked together with him, purposely letting the
othets go on ahead. Thoughtfully he said to Yu-wan in a low voice:

"The men look kind of bored."
"Yes, As time passes they run out of words."
"That's no good. 'When a man doesn't talk, he gets homesick.

I asked the innkeeper to tell Tseng-fu to bring us a set of chess."
"Fine."
"But before it comes, when we're not working see if you can make

everybody laugh, will you? You know the art. I don't.',
Yu-wan gave Sheng-pao a shove. "$7ho are you trying to kid?

You call that an art? But if it will do any good, I'll make a fool of
myself. It doesn't cost anything."

And so, when the men were resting after lunch one day, noticing
Shuan-shuan rvas gazing abstractedly at the grove of birch on the
opposite mountain slope, Yu-wan asked:

"W'ho are you thinking of?"
"Nobody," Shuan-shuan replied earnestly, turning his big head.
"I don't believe it," Yu-wan retoted loudly. ',You were absolutely

in a daze, you were thinking so hard. How can you deny it ? Are
you planning to sneak of and,run home ?"

Shuan-shuan g^ye arl honest laugh. "Why should I do that ?,,

"To see yout Su-fang. Right ? Confess."
' Shuan-shuan blushed. An embarrassed smile trembled on his

thick lips. Evetyone, except Jen the Fourth, roared with laughter.
Sheng-pao was examining the bamboo the men had cut. Anything

not suitable for making brooms was consumed as firewood. He
didn't know what the men v/ete laughing about. It,s fine if yu-wan
can cheer them up, he thought. Life in the moufltains is too lonesome.

To enliven life in the thatched hut he ptoposed that Jen the Fourth
tell a story ftom the Romance of the Tbree Kingdoms. Carefree Iron
Lock \il/ang could imitate the cries of horses, cows, chickens and dogs.
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He was best at rooster crows. At Sheng-pao's urging, he crowed
lustily. \il/hile everyone was laughing, Sheng-pao checked over the
brooms to see whether they were up to standard.

But in his idle moments, Sheng-pao thought of home. During the
day, he climbed the slopes and scaled the ridges with the others. At
night when, after a session of jollity, the {ifteen men were snoring
peacefully, Sheng-pao lay on his bed of boughs and grass listening to
the wind moaning through the trees on the opposite mountain skrpe
and wondering how Huan-hsi was doing with the tice sowing. 

-Had

the agronomist come yet ? How was Huan-hsi getting on with Sheng-
lu ? 'Ihe sowing was another important matter in their life, Sheng-
pao felt. As to the war in I(orea and the armistic negotiations at
Panmunjom, as to the coufltry's industrialization, he didn't under-
stand much about that. Anyway, we have Chairman Mao who
would take cate of such things,

Calamities happen in a flash. One afternoon Sheng-pao and the
fifteen men were hauliug bundles of green bamboo down from the
ridge. Their faces to the sun slowly sinking in the westetn h-ills,

the men descended the slope in high spirits. As the bundles were
dragged rustling thtough the brush they stirred up a cloud of dust
and fine bits ofrotted leaves and twigs that had been dried by the sun

after the snow had melted. This itritated the men's nostrils, making
them cough. Sheng-pao who was walking behind Shuan-shuan,
heard a sudden yelp" Quickly halting, he peered through the dusty
haze. Shuan-shuan's tattered cotton-padded tunic was impaled on

the sharp branch of an o1d pine tree, and Shuan-shuafl was hanging
in mid-air.

"Wait. Don't move. I'11 get you down," Sheng-pao shouted.

Tossing aside his bundle, he ran forward. lle was afraid that when
Shuan-shuan dtopped, he might miss his footing and roll down the
steep slope into the gorge. That would be terrible.

But just as he was running, Sheng-pao heard a thud, Shuan-shuan's

heavy body had already hit the ground. The simple fellow began

howling with pain.

"That does it," Sheng-pao muttered. "\Wretch! I told you to
wait. What was your hury? Have you twisted yout leg? Or
have you sprained an ankle?"
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Sheng-pao taced up to him. It was much wotse thar. a twisted
leg or a sprained ankle. Shuan-shuan was holding a foot in two big
hands. Bright ted blood was gushing through his woollen sock

and hemp sandal. Shuan-shuan's body was powerful but his vrill
was weak. Seated on the carpet of fallen twigs and leaves he nras

weeping loudly, tears coursing in rivulets down his dusty face.

"Aiyaya! Ajayl Marna," he bawled. His cries pierced Sheng-

pao's heart like knives.
Sheng-pao viewed him with apptehension. By this tjme the others

were fat ahead.
Squatting beside him, Sheng-pao removed Shuan-shuan's sandal

and sock. Ajal Blood was flowing rapidly from the fleshy part

near the centre of his foot.
"Ai1at How did you do that?"
"Oh! Oh! Stepped on the sharP stump of a cut bambool

Mama, it hurts!"
"Don't cry. How deep is it ?"
"Right to the bone! Aiay!"
"What totten luck!" Little beads of sweat btoke out o11 Sheng-

pao's nose.

He felt around netvously first in this pocket of his padded tunic,
then in that. Here it was! The first-aid kit the clinic in Huangpao

Town had given him, containing iodine, mercurochrome and alcohol,

the thtee bottles held togethet with adhesive tape' Hastily, the

emergency nutse began cleaning Shuan-shuan's wound and applying

medication. "Maybe a flesh wound will heal quicker than an iniury
to the bone ot ligament," he thought hopefully.

By then the othets, discoveting their absence, came back. Because

of the slope's tetrain they couldn't apptoach the two, but stood in
brush to their waists, stating up at them.

"Vlhat happened?"
"stabbed his foot on a bamboo stump."
"Why didn't he look where he was going?"
"Got hung up on a Pine tree branch."
"He should have called fot helP'"
Iiveryone was talking at once. They were quite upset.

"Enough, enough. Quit the chatter. It'll be dark before long'
Let's get him bandaged so we can move on dt-rwn the mountain.

Who'll hold the medicine bottles for me ?"
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Yu-yi, who was standing nearest, was very unhappy. As he squat-

ted down, his horny hands gripped the bottles with a superstitious

fevefence,
Acting on the instructions he received from the nurse in Huangpao

Town, Sheng-pao washed around the wound with cotton soaked

in alcohol, Next he tore open a small envelope and sprinkled some

of its contents on a pad of sterile gauze. Aftet attaching this with
adhesive tape, he put some cotton on the outside, then bound the

whole thing with a bandage.

Duting Sheng-pao's awkwatd ministtations, poor Shuan-shuan,

Iying on his back on a bed of btown pine needles, gtoaned mightilv.
As soon as he lay down and raised his leg, the .wound stopped

bleeding. Shuan-shuan's face was very white, perhaps because he had

lost a good bit of blood, ot maybe it was due to fright' Although
his eyes were shut, tears continued to well from the corners. He

rvas a pitiful sight. There must have been a bucket of tears in that

heavy body of his. If someone had told him honestly about all the

things that concerned him in this wotJd, thtee days and three nights

would have seen no end to his weeping.
"Do you feel bettet now with the dtessing on?" The good-heatted

Yu-yi wiped his own tears as he handed the bottles back to Sheng-pao.

"It still hutts," Shuan-shuan cried, clamping his lips.

"Don't feel badly," Sheng-pao urged, Putting the first-aid kit in
ordir. "The doctot ip the Huangpao clinic said a flesh wound heals

in five ot six days." Sheng-pao's tone was positive.
Actually, the accident made Sheng-pao miserable. But could he

weep along with Shuan-shuan and Yu-yi? I{e had no right to be the

same as the others, and dispJay his weakness. He had to manifest

complete staunchness, and thus atouse staunchness in Shuan-shuan.

But no matter how he tried, the dusty-faced Sheng-pao could not
conceal his discoutagement. He discussed with the men on the

slope below-theit faces also caked with dust-how to disttibute
among them the bamboo he and Shuan-shuan had cut and drag it
down to camp. He would carry Shuan-shuan on his back. The

others wanted to take turns, but Sheng-pao wouldn't agree. He was

the youngest and healthiest. He wanted to make sure that the wound
wouldn't start bleeding again while they descended the slope. He

would carry him high on his back, with Shuan-shuan's legs sticking
up so that his feet were higher than his knees. Of coutse this position
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'woLrld be very tiring for Sheng-pao, but he said he couldn't feel at
ease if anyone else carried him. The others finally had to give in.

Carrying the simple clumsy Shuan-shuan-he weighed over two
hundred pounds-Sheng-pao started down the mountain. IIe was
extremely sorry for the excessively simple fellow. Shuan-shuan
wotked like an ox, never tiring, as jf he wete botn to labour. It
was due to his goodness that no one bore him ill feeling. He gave
the impression that he thought the whole wotld could be trusted.
Of coutse his own father should be trusted most of all.

It was due to this goodness that Sheng-pao became so itritated
when Su-fang made eyes at him. IIe wasn't such a heartless beast
as to take advantage of a friend's goodness to fool aroufld with his
wife. On the contrary, he considered helping this weak fellow his
natural duty. His only regret v/as that old tWang was blind in more
ways than one, and actually warned his son to beware of their virile
neighbour, Sheng-pao.

Step by step, Sheng-pao plodded down the slope, his hands behind
him, suppotting Shuan-shuan. He could picture the stubbotn expres-
sion in the eyes of the irascible old Bl-ind \7ang.

"It's your own fault," he imagined Blind Wang saying. "\ffho told
you to go running atound with Sheng-pao ? If yout leg is crippled,
you can go live with him. Let him support you."

The thought of the old man gave Sheng-pao goose pimples. When
the r#angs joined the mutual-aid team, it had been a bit of an effott
for him to accept the idea. If it were just Shuan-shuan, he would
have been completely pleased, even if it meant working himself to
death. But that wretched old man v/as too narrow-minded. He
always jmagined that people in the mutual-aid team were not being
fair to his son. No matter how Sheng-pao looked aftet Shuan-shuan,

Blind \Vang was constantly suspectiog that his famlly was being im-
posed upon. -Whenever they met, he would say to Sheng-pao: "My
boy's a simpleton.... My boy's a fool...." As if he had a bellyful
of doubts he couldn't voice.

Sheng-pao felt like saying, "If it wotries you so much, your famlly
can quit the team." But he remembered Secretary $7ang's advice,

and he patiently enduted evetything. Once his sister Hsiu-lan told
him that Blind Wang had even ttied to instigate Shuan-shuan to dawdle
on the iob. "Why sweat when you're wotking for somebody else ?"
\[ang had said. "If you tite youtself out, will his family buy you
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medicine?" Sheng-pao neatly explodecl when he heard this. That
was the kind of education the old man was giving his son I He decicletl
to have a talk with Blincl rWang. But as he was leaving his thatched
cottage, he changed his nrind. "IIe won't admit it," Sheng-pao
thought. "That blind old rascal. Why should I pay any attention
to him? I'll just go on like Sectetary \flang told me." He wenr
back inside.

"Comrade Sheng-pao." \Thenever his personal moods came
in conflict with his good sense as a Communist, he seemed to hear
the friendly voice of Secretary \Vang. "Comtade Sheng-pao, it takes
a lot of patience to lead back'nvatd peasants along the road to socialism,
lTithout patience, you may bring your revolution right up to the
threshold, but you'll ne\.er get it into the door. A lot of comtades
aftet conferences in the county seat return to the villages full of
determination, But the minute the busy season starts on the farms
they bump theit noses and they cool off, You must understand.
This is going to temper you."

At one time Sheng-pao stated that if he could pick eight or ten
families from along the upper and lower reaches of the stream, exclud-
ing people like Blind \7ang, he'd guaranteg to form a model mutual-
aid team. Seoetary \fang had laughed heartily.

"That's a fine ideal What would happen if every Communist
wouldn't lead the people immediately around him but went elsewhere
to choose his own masses ? Chen-shan says he couldn't get a mutual-
aid team going because the people in I(uan Cteek Hamlet are back-
'ward. He says, 'If I lived on the lowet reaches like Sheng-pao, you'd
see what 

^ 
teafi\ I'd have.' And you? You want to pick through

half a village. !7hat about the people who are left ? Blind \7ang,
fot instance. Who's going to lead him ? Shall we give him over to
the tich peasant Yao? If all the old society left us was povelty, our
Party could build communism in a shorter time. But it's left us some-
thing else-ignorance. That's the worst thing the enemy has bequeath-
ed us. The backwatd elements among the masses, Comrade Sheng-
pao, and the backward aspect of the common folk-these are the real
burdens we Communists must shouldet. You must understancl.
T'he enemies who've run off to Taiwan, and those who are still here,
are scheming in every way to utilize these burdens of ours, 'We

lnust not shirk our responsibilitv, Comrade Sheng-pao, rWe must
nevcr let the enemy make use of these burdens."
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Now, in the depths of the mountain wildetness, catying Shuan-

shuan on his back dor*'n the slope, Sheng-pao seerned to hear Secretary
'Wang's wotds once again. Have you ever had that experience:

finding sustenance in the words of a Party leadet whenever you run

into a hatdship or danger, the way a sick child thinks of its mother ?

As he walked carrying his burden Sheng-pao thought: "What
does the word 'hardship' mean? What is it, actually?" 'Ihen he

understood-a ghost! Each time, every lnoment he kept bis objec-

tive clearly in sight, there was no such thing as hardship' Duting
the Party rectification people spoke of the Red Atmy men on the

Long Match. That was how it had been with them' As they drew

neatet their destination day by day, all of theit hardships turned to
joys.' And each time they macle cafirP at the end of the day, a new

joy was added.

"Right," thought Sheng-pao. \7ith peasants also, that's the

way it was. The year he and his father tented eighteen nou of tice

paddy from Miser Lu, his wotk hadn't seemed difficult' He had

been quite cheerful, infact, because he was intent on building up their

family fortunes. OnIy when the autumn harvest v/as over and he

discoveted that this was impossible, did his labour, in tetrospect,

become a frightful hardship. Today, he was sttiving for socialism.

Although he had Shuan-shuan on his back he was huPPy.

When they reached the gently sloping meadow of dty grass at the

foot of the mountain, Sheng-pao let the men hauJing the brooms go

on ahead, rr,'hile he slowly followed with Shuan-shuan.

They were in a ravine which the rays of the dying sun couldn't

penetfate. Hazy shadows of the mountain heights shrouded the

valley. Rooks flew cawing overhead, returning to their nests.

"Sheng-pao," said Shuan-shuan'

"What is it?" Sheng-pao asked sympathetically.
"Rest a while."
"Having pain?"
"No. You're tired."
"I'm all right. It will be dark soon' \fle rnustn't stop."
Sheng-par: trudged on. At a tlrrn in the path, Shuan-shuan again

called:
"Sheng-pao."
"Now what's wtong ?"
"Rest a while. Your forehead's ail covered with sweat"'
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"S7hat's a little sweat to a peasant ?"
"The toad's level here. Put me down. f can crarl,l."
"What are you talking about ? If your wound starts bleeding again,

then what?"
Shuan-shuan said no more. Sheng-pao could feel his uneasiness.

The honest fellow couldn't express his gratitude in words.
"Ho! Sheng-paol"
As Sheng-pao, dripping perspitation, his head down, walked

bending forward with Shuan-shuan on his back, he heard Yu-wan and

Jen the Fourth calling him in the bushes beyond. Yu-wan wanted
to take over his butden. Jen was also wortied about his cousin
Shuan-shuan.

Sheng-pao set Shuan-shuan down on a boulder covered with dry
moss. As he stood beside him, his perspiration-soaked clothes
sticking to his body, he felt very cold.

Needless to say Yu-wan and Jen had already heard what had hap-
pened from the men who teturned fitst. Jen agitatedly patted the
legs of his tattered cotton-padded trousers.

"You, oh youl You're never careful," he berated Shuan-shuan.
"It's lucky you only got stabbed with a bamboo stubble. Suppose
you rolled down the slope ?"

"Forget it." Yu-wan cut him short, annoyed, "Is this a time to
talk like that ? Come on, Shuan-shuan. I'll carry you."

While Yu-warr was putting Shuan-shuan on his bacl<, Jen asked
Sheng-pao:

"Did he step ofl a newly cut stubble, ot an old ?"
" Ajal." \Tiping the sweat from his neck with his waist sash, Sheng-

pao suddenly rcalized his omission, "It's certainly true, 'In a tight
spot, brains go to pot.' I forgot to look."

"You'd better find out. If it's new stubble, he'Il be all right irr
four or five days. If it's old stubble, the wound rvill probab\, festet.
It rnay give ttouble."

"Right. I know that. Let's go back up the slope and see."
As Yu-wan cartied Shuan-shuan to the thatched hut, Sheng-pao

and Jen the Fourth, each with a gleaming sickle in his hand, started
up the mountain through the dusk.

Bad luck! ril/hen they got to the old pine tree, they found that the
stubble was of bamboo cut the previous year. They teturned to the
hut just at dark, and Sheng-pao gave Shuan-shuan penicillin tablets,



as tfte cloctor hacl directecl. Nevertheless, shuatl-shuan's inigtecl

foot srvelled during the night. To Shuan-shuan the mental agony \il/as

much worse than the physical. He moaned and groaned and sobbed'
lwhat wortied him was that his earnings rvould be small because he

couldn't cut much bamboo and his blind father would upbraid him'

"You concentrate on getttng well. The days you cafl't go uP the

ridge whatever I cut will count as yours," Sheng-pao said.

This generosity movecl, the good-hearted Yu-yi. He stared at

Sheng-pao admiringly. A middle Peasant in his fbrties, Yu-yi

could easily have made zliving worl{ing his own land. He ioined
. the mlr-tual-aid team only because of his fondness for Sheng-pao'

So far as he was concerned, the team was simply an interesting experi-

ment jn a new situation. If it failed, he would have no regrets'

But every demonstration of Sheng-pao's spirit of self-sacriflce stir-

red him to supPort the team more frmly, more enthusiastically'

Dudng those same dark nights when Shuan-shuan was suffering

in the mountains with the pain of an infected foot, in the eastetn wing

of a handsome compound in Ftog Flat, rich peasant Yao was sleep-

ing with Shuan-shuan's wife Su-fang. Sheng-pao gave Shuan-

shuan penicillin tablets at fixed intetvals, boiled watet for him to dtink,

comforted him. He also told him as much as he could remember of
the history of the development of society, both to educate him and

to take his mind off his pain. The infection wouldn't last ten days'

Seven if the foot got better fast, eight if it were slower, nine at the

\refy most.

'lrtnrla/el h.1,,lirlne1 Shapiro

,felttinn-r fron tlte Cla.r.ric.r

Hsin Chi-chi

P oems

I Climb Shanghsin Pavilion in Chienkang

- to the melody Shui Lung Yin

A southetn sky and a clear sweep of autumn,

\Vater brims to the skyline, autumn knows no bounds,
\rVhile the distant hills,

Jade clasps on a gitl's coiled tresses,

()nly conjure up grief and parn.

High in the pavilion I watch the setting sun,

Hear the cry of a lonely swan,

A wanderet in the south, gazitg at my sword,

I beat time on the balustrade,

\fl-ith none to l<now

What passes through m,v mind.

For rrrr introduction to this selection see the atticle LItin Clti+bi and Ifi.r Poelr), on

P. t-3,
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True, this is the season for petch,

But will the west wind
Blow the wanderer home ?+

Those who gtub for houses and land

Must blush to meet a noble-hearted man.**
Ah, the years slip past

Lamented by wind and rain,

And even the trees gtow old!
Who will summon a green-sleeved maid

With red handkerchief

To wipe the hero's tears ?

'Written on the \il7all at Chaokou in Kiangsi

- to the melody Pzr Sa Man

Past Yuku Towet flows the Ching

Bearing the tears ofcountless wayfarers,

And I gaze northwest towards Changan

Disrnayed by all the hills that lie betu,een.

Green mountains are no bat
To the Ching flowing on to the sea,

But as dusk falls on the strexm my heart is heavy

\}7hen t hear the cuckoos catrling deep in the hills.

*An allusion to Chang Han, a Tsin dynasty (A.D. 265-4zo) scholer '1vho gave up

his office to return home when ]re saw it was autufiln and the time to eat petch in
the Yangtse Valley.

**At the end of the Han dynasty (zo6 B.C.-A.D. zzo) Chen Ieng ignored
IIsu Fan because the lattet was only intetested in looking for good ptopetties
to buy, tegatdless of the fate of the empirc.
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A Night in V/ang's Hut at Poshan

- to the nclody Ching Ping Lo

Iramished rats scume tound the bed,

Bats flit round the lamp,

\7ind from the pines lashes the toof with rain
And torn window paper whispets to itself.

AII my life I have travelled notth and south
And am flov/ returred white-headed, my facehaggatd;
'Waking under my cottofl quilt this autumn night
I still see our magnificent land stretching to infinity.

\Tritten on the \Wall on My

- to the melody Cltou Nl-erl.t

\Way to Poshan

As a lacl I never l<oew the taste of sortow,
lJut lovecl to climb towers,

l,oved to climb towers,

And drag sorrow into each ne\tr, song I sung.

Now I know well the taste of sorrow,
It is on the tip of my tongue,
On the tip of my tongue,

But instead I say, "What a fine, cool autumn rlay !"
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Life in the Village

-to the melody Ching Ping I..o

The eaves of the thatched hut hang low,

Green, green the grass by the stream:

What tipsy white-haired couple have we hete

Billing and cooing in accents of the south ?

Their first-born is hoeing the bean plot east of the stream,

The second is making a hen cooP;

Theit best-loved, youngest scamP

Sprawled out on the bank is peeling lotus seeds.

To Chen Liang

- to the melody FIa Hsin Lang

Chen Liang came ftom Tungyang and stayed with me fot ten days. I tooli

him to visit Goose Lake and we aranged to see Chu FIsi at Tzuhsi, but he did

not come and mv friend had to go back east. The day aftet his departute I miss-

ed him so much that I startcd out aftet him. In Egret \7ood, howevet, the

srlow 'was too deeP and the path too slippery for me to go on. I did some soli-

taty dtinking in Fang Village and temained fot a long time depressed by my failute

to bring him back. I-ate that night I found lodgings in ssuwaDg Pavilion belong-

ing to thc \wu family in chuanhu, and the plaintive flUting ftorn thc next house

made me pour out my feelings in a song wtitten to lhe tLtnc ju-yen-fci. Irive days

latet a ]etter came ftom Chen Liang asl<ing nre lot a pocLrl, It is rathet amltsing

that fat apart 3s we'were both of us wcte thirrl<ing rlong similer lines'
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Cup in hand wc talked beforc parting,

You a second Tao Ytran-ming*

High-hearted as sagacious Chuko Liang.xx

Irrom the w()od came flitting a magPie

Sceltering flakes of snow from the pine branches
'I'o add white to the hair

-Below our tattered hats.

Dwindling stream and meagre hills were not much to Iook at,

Barely making a picture with spatse branches of plum,

And the few wild-geese winging Past
Seemed lonely too.

NI,v friend kept tryst but left me all too soon;

I gaze disconsolately at the Ching,

Too cold to be forded today,

Deep and packed with ice.

The road is cut, catt-wheels bog down in tuts,

Car-rsing gdef to the traveller !

\Vho sent you, friend,
To rend iry heart like this ?

Ail the iron on earth was surely spent

To fcrge so great a weight of paln and longing;
Beware lest it shattet the flute

This long, slow n-ight.

t'l lrc grc;rt tifth-centurl' poet who gave uP a govetflment posc and chose to

livc rs rr Irrrnrit.
+rA strrtcsrrratt o[ the ttrlird century who made rcpeated attemPts to regain

thc ccttttrtl (-lrirrcsc plain.



A Poem in a Heroic Vein for Chen Liang

- to the melody Po Chen Tqu

$Tritten in Jest \7hen a Ftiend's Impassic-rned

Talk of Achievement and Fame Nlade

Me Think Back to IVIy Youth

- to the melody Cheb Ku Tien

Half drunk I lit the lamp to look at my sword

After dreams of the bugJing in our army camPs,

The toasted oxen shated among our men,

The harpist's melody ftom the northern border.

It was autumn) we marshalled our troops on the field of war-

Horses sped as if on wings,

Bow-strings twanged like thunder,

And we carried out the emperot's behest

Winning fame both in life and in death. . . .

But now, alas, my hair is turning white!

In my youth ten thousand men flocked to my standard,

In brocade coats v/e galloped north and crossed the Yangtse;

'Ihe Tartats at night checked theit quivers inlaid with silver,

Out men in the motning shot arrows tipped with gold.

I long for the past and grieve ovet my Preseflt state,

\[hat spting wind can turn my white beatd black again ?

In place of memotials on destroying the Tartars

I read my neighbout's manual on growing trees I

7A 7l

l7ritten fot Fun

- to the mclody IIri Cbiang Yneb

In my cups I want nothing but fun and jollity,
\rVhat time have I fot care ?

Of late I begin to see the futility
Of ttusting in those books by the men of old.

Last night by the pine I staggered tipsily
And asked the pine, "How dtunk am I?"
Vhen I imagined the pine sidling over to support me,

I pushed it off saying, "Awayl"

Thinking of the Past at Peiku Pavilion in Chingkou

- to the melody Yang Yu Lo

In this ancient land

What trace temains of Wu's btave king Sun Chuan ?*

'Iowets and pavilions where girls danced and sang,

Your glory is swept away by wind and rain;
The slanting sunlight falls on grass and ttees,

Small lanes, the quartets of the humble folk;
Yet hete, they say, Liu Yu** Iived.

I think of the days gone by
\flhen with gilded spear and iron-clad steed he chatged

Like a tiger to swallow uP vast territoties.

*A third-century king who teigned in Chingkou.
**'l'hc lirst rulet ofthe Southetn Sung dynasty in the fifth century and a native

ol'this city, who led successful expeditions against the notthetn Taltars'



trn the days of Yuan-chiat
Hasty preparations wete made

To march to the I-angchuhsu I\lountains, *x

But the men of Sung were touted from the north'
Now forty-thtee \,-ears have passed,

And looking north I remember
The beacon f,res that blazed the way to Yangchow;**x
Bitter memories these

Of sacred crows amoflg the holy drums
In the Tartar emperor's temple.x***
Who will ask old Lien Po **x*{<

trf he still enioys his food?

Tranilated @ Yang llsien-1i
and Cladlt Yang

*1\.D.424-q53.
+{In Inner Mongolia, reached bv the Han xmv after deFeating the Huns in r r9

E.C.
*++In r16r the Nuchen Tattars occupied Yangchow.
**x*\Yhen Notthern Vei, a Tartat dynasty, defeated the Southern Sung

troops in the fifth century, theit emperor built a teLrrple near Yangchow.
*t***A brave general of the \Tarring States petiod (.415-zzt B.C.), who to

prove his ability to lead rn army io his o1d age roJe ouc in full armcut aFter a

hearty meal"

"1)

Teng Kuang-ming

Hsin Chi-chi and His Poetry

A new verse fotm known as the tqu* appeared towards the end of
the Tang dynasty and was improved on during the Sung, notably
by Su Tung-po (ro17-rror). Thus the well-known thirteenth-
cefltury critic Liu Chen-ong wrote, "In the hands of Su Tung-po,
the'/q.a gainecl procligious vigout and resonance, becoming more
lil<.c tlrc classical ve rse ()r prose in its scope, embracing all the wondets
of lrctvcrr unt'l clrth." Su Tung-po's bold experiments widened the
rrrrgc ol- strbjects for this form of poetry, enabling poets to express

tlrcir intliviclrrality bettet and breathing fresh life into poetic diction.

'I'eng Kuang-ming, botn in r9o7, comes ftorn Lingyi in the ptovince of Shantung.

I:[c graduated trom Peking Univetsity in ry56, setved as a ptofessor in the Histoty
Department of Futan Univetsity ftom r94z to 1916, and has since taught history
in Pcking Univetsity. FJis rvorks include monogtaphs on dne SungDlndru Histor)'
in arlnotated edition of the poems of Hsin Chi-chi, a chtonology of thepoet and
'l'lr l-i.ft of II:in Chi-clti. lle is cuttently helping to compile the section on the
Srrrrg clynasty in theOut/ine Hi$or1 of Cbina edited by Ptofessot Chien Po-tsan.

+'l his loln of poetry otiginated in the eighth century as songs set to music,

rv i t lr < lcli nite melodies and mote ittegulat mettes than the sbib. By the Sung dynasty,

/(, wcrc no longet sung but continued to be wtitten according to the old melodies

:rrrtl rrre tricrl pattehs, It has become a special fotm of classical verse.
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IIis new scirool of. lqu wts vigorous and dynau.ric cor.npatecl with the
gentle, evocative tqu <tf ttre past. Half a celltury later, Hsin Chi-chi
(rr4o-rzo7) carried this r.irile school of poetry to greater heights.
'[hanks to his patriotism, heroic spirit and versatility, Hsin Chi-chi's

Poetty expresses yet rnore stirring thoughts and a w.idet visron, in
close touch with the realities of the age. He was, however, r-rot

n-rerely a famor.rs poet but also knou,n in Chinese history as a natiooal
heto.

In rrz7, thirteen years before the poet was born, the Nuchen Tartars
who had set up the kingdom of Chin in nottheast China invaded the
Sung capital I(aifeng, captured the emperot and many nobles, and
overrafl vittually the whole of north China including Hsin Chi-chi's
birth-place Tsinan in present-day Shantung Province. Fot a century
and a half aftet this China was divided into two parts. The Tartars
held the notth while in the south the old dvnasty continued to rule
as Southern Sung,

At the time of Hsin Chi-chi's birth in rr4o, the Tartars were still
attacking Southern Sung and patriotic generals in the south, supported
by the people, 'were putting up a gallant resistance. But the Southern
Sung court in Hangchow was eager to win a respitc and, tegardless
of the sufferings of the people in the north uncler the domination
of Tartx rulers, they signed a humiliating treaty of peace in rr4r.
The burning question of the time was how to save the people of
south China and Chinese civilization from being destroyed by the
Tartar. hordes and how to liberate the people of notthetn China.

In 116r, when the Tartar king lecl his army against the south, the

Hans in the north tose in revolt in different parts of the hilly region
around Mount Tai in central Shantung. There were two bands ot
insurgents: one led bv a Tsinan peasant named Keng Ching, the other
bv a young scholar of twenty-one-Ilsin Chi-chi. Keng Ching's
troops quickly gained popular support and Hsin Chi-chi with his

two thousand followets joined them. He himself became hetrg;

Ching's secretary and adviser. The insurgent army then grew scr

rapidly that the Tartar rule in northern China was shaken and the

morale of the invaders undermined. \rVhen the Tartar king ordered
his forces to cross the Yangtse in a match to the south, his officers

revolted and killed him. Hsjn Chi-chi proposed to Keng Ching that
they shoulcl co-operate with Southern Sung and make use o1 the con-
fusion in the enemy ranks to deal the Tartats a fatal blow. I{e was
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sent south as an envo)' of the insurgents to negotiate with the Sung

government.
Unfortunately eltcr l:lsin Chi-chi's departure an insurgent oflicet

named Chan15 An-liuo was bribed by the enemy to mutder Keng Ching

and disbarrcl thcir fotce or compel it to surrender. Tbe Tattars then

appointccl Ohlng An-kuo as the ptefect of Chichow in present-day

Ohuych, ShrLntung. lWhen Hsin Chi-chi returned and learned what
httl hrrplrcnccl, he callecl fot fifty volunteers and galloped off to Chi-

<'lrorv. Ilc arrested and bouncl the traitor Chang An-kuo, surroundecl
llrorrslr lre was by tens of thousands of men, thcn rallied thousands

oF cavalry ancl led them southwards. They travelled swiftll', not

stopping to eat or drink, until they had ctossed the Fluai River.
The heroic exPloits of young Hsin Chi-chi won admiration from

all sides and gave the people fresh coutage in their struggle against

Tzttar domination, But the Southern Sung rulers were afraid of
these patriotic forces. They relieved Hsin Chi-chi of his command

as soon as he reached the south, sending him as a vice-prefect to the

garrison post of I(iangyin. FIis troops, more than ten thousand

strong, were treated as refugees and promptly disbanded.

In rr63 Chang Chun led an abortive expedition against the Tartars,

aftet which the party in favour of tesistance was dismissed from the

Southern Sung governuent ancl thosc who aclvocated appeasement

came into power again. Althotrgh llsin Chi-chi was only a low-
rar-rl<ing ofiicial, he carlc forwatcl courageously to offer adl,ice and

:rrrlrly'sc llrc trlvlntaues ancl clisadvantages of the appeasement aod

r('sislrrr('c lrolicics. ln r r6; l-re presented to the throne 'I'en Menorials

ot l\rtir/irt.1 /lr'l'rrr/tr.r, in the preface to which he pointed out that the

S,rrllrt:r'n Sung troops must take the initiative and flot "let the eflelny
tlccirlc whcther to make Peace or to fight"; llor nlust they alter ot
tbanclon the plan to recover lost tetritory on account of a single

reversal. The first three memorials analysed the internal weaknesses

of the Tartars and reached the conclusion that the enemy was not to
be feared, that his disunity could be utilized. The other seven me-

rnorials contained ptoposals for increasing the strength of the tesis-

lrurcc, going over from the defensive to the offensive, seizing oPPor-

trrrrilics to advance and recover lost la.nd, as well as other specific

I I lCil S r-r fes.

In r r-ro Hsin Chi-chi wrote another nine memotials called the Nine
Itt'o1,or,rl.r, rvhich he preseflted to the prime rninister Yu Yun-wen.
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After tecapitulating the most important of his eatliet atguments, he

urged that they should not aim at quick results but struggle on despite

temporary defeats, that they should take full advantage of the Tartars'
weak points and foment discord in the enemy ranks. Moreover,
since resistance to the aggressors and the recoverv of lost territotv
vitally affected the fate of the countrv and its people, he begged the

emperor and prime minister not to shirk this task ot Put Pe(sooal
interest f,rst.

The Ten Menorials and the Nine Proporulr tevealed Hsin Chi-chi's
grasp of strategy, his patriotism and confidence in victory. They
did not meet with the tesponse they desetved, howevet, for the em-

peror and prime minister ignored them. But these impassioned
arguments gradually became known far and wide, encoutaging those

pattiots who wanted to fight the enemy.

In the first few years after he joined the Southetn Sung tegime,

Hsin Chi-chi served as a minor government ofrcial; and even after
his abilities wete better known and he was regarded as a national hero,

he remained a low-ranking civil ofEcer in areas far frorn the fighting"
Some poems in this issue like I Clirub Sltanghsin Pattilion in Chienkang

and Written on the Wall al Chaokou in Kiang.ri date from this period ancl

express his disappointmeflt at not being able to fight for his country.
Duting the thirty-five years between rt7z atrd rzo7, Hsin Chi-chi

was twice dismissed from oflice so that he lived for tventy years in
retirement in Shangjao and Chienshan in ptesent-day Kiangsi Province.

During this enforced retiremeflt he wrote many Poems voicing his

discontent and frustration and his clream of wiping out the national

disgrace. These poems give a vivid pictute of his life and show the

gradual maturing of his art. A Night in lYang's Hut at Poshan, Life
in tlte Village andWrittenfor t'-un all belong to thls pedod.

In rzo3 the new prime minister: IIan To-chou decided to inctease

his prestige by sending an expedition against the T'attars, and he

enlisted the help of ptominent men for this gteat enterPrise. That

summer Hsin Chi-chi was appointed Commissioner of the East Citcuit
of Chekiang, and in rzo4 he became the prefect of Clienkiang. As

soon as he took uP this post he startedpreparations for the expedition,

sending scouts north into enemv territory to find out all they coulcl

about the militaty strength, strongholds, generals and supplies of
the enemy, and enlisting men for the army. I{owever, the ptime

minister and his followers were rich oflrcials with no experience of
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the public enthusiasm for the expedition made them con-

frdent that it woulcl Prove an easy task' Unwilling to share the credit

with other people, less than fifteen months after Hsin Chi-chi went

to Chenkiang ancl before he had comPleted his preparations, they

dismissed hirn on a charge of. "npacity and licence." The aging

but still vigorous poet had to returfl home to live in retirement zgain.

Soon altcrwru:cls Han To-chou led the expedition against the Tartars

:rrrcl wrrs thorriughly defeated, just as Hsin Chi-chi had feared. Ancl

rlrc lroct tliccl in t2o7 
^t 

the age of sixty-seven without fulfilling his

lile tong ambition of helping to wipe out his coufltr\"s shame.

llsin Chi-chi wrote mafly poems in his long life. Only about 6zo

have been presetved, but these cover a wide tange in style and subiect-

matter. Some express the poet's mood, others desctibe an incident
,rr expound his philosophy. In tone they vary from gentle and lyrical
to trasic ancl heroic. No othet poet of the Sung dynasty wrote so

t'r,i riy /<.il.)t Poems so rich in content.
Sincc Iisin Chi-chi was pre-emioently a gre t patriot and lighter

witlr high itlcals, cven the verses he wrote for his owfl amusement

wcre ciosely linl<ed witl-r political real.ity and this is a distinctive fea-

ture of his wr>tk. J lis ptssionate hatred of the Nuchen Tartar rulers

who occupiecl north China and his arclent desire to avenge the nation's

clisgrace gave a vigotous, pos-itlve tone to all his writing in different

periods, and served to encourage and inspire others, his good friend
Chen Liang, for instance, who was a noted scholar and patriot but
w^s not taken seriously by the authorities. rWhen Ifsin Chi-chi heard

tlriLt hc Jracl met with misfottune, he wrote A Poem in a Heroic Vein

litr Ol.t:tt l-iangprblished in this issue. Another poem here was wtit-
rcrr in the winter of rr88 after he had enjoyed a visit from Chen Liang
rLt his villa in Chienshan. The day after his ftiend left, Hsin Chi-chi
stxrtcd out after him, hoping to bring him back fot a longer stay; but
he had to give uP the attempt because the path 'u'"'as snow-bound.

.l Ie spent that flight at Chuanhu and was kept awake by the plaintive
rrrr,rsic oF a flute. Then he wrote the poem Ta Chen Liang which
rt'vt'rLls his love for his friend and his grief that those in power were

l,,llowirrg a policy of appeasement detrimental to the nation.
N4ost nrcrnbers of the Southern Sung tuling clique lived solely f<rr

l,ltrrsrrrt', rrnrl rtiany scholats of that period also led a decadent lifc.
ll:rrr (,l rr r lri oltcn attacked such trends of his time. Occasionally
lrr' rrr:r,lt lrrrr ,l- l-ris orvn frustrated ambitions or gave rrent to his in-
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dignation, as in the poern lVrillen in Jesl lYben a Friend's Inpa.rsioned

Talk of Athieuement and Farue Alade nte Think Back to At$ Youilt. He
was always deeply concerned ovet the fate of his country, and inevi-
tably this l1nds expression in his writing.

Signif,cant too during his terms of oltrce rvere the great attentioll
he paid to the welfare of the people and the measures he adoptecl to
alleviate their sufferings" Certailr of his poerns also show his concern
fot the peasants and his interest in the harvest, whether good or bad,
and the villagers' gricfs and joys.

Flsin Chi-chi used the /<il not only to express personal feelings but
also to describe natural sceflery, relate incidents and put forward
opiflions. He wrote in different metres with complete mastery and
ease. Extensive reading and an excellent memor\- enabled l-rim tcr

draw freely on earlier wotks so that a lavish use of classical allusions
is another feature of his poetry-one rvhich makes many of his poems
untranslatable,

His poems v,ith their realistic coritent, strong feeling and vigour
created a distir.rctive sc1.roo1 of l7.rt poetrt' unlihe those eentle lyrics
which were still in v()gLrc. l,lvcn cluring his li[ctirne his writing be-
came a rno,lcl [,)r ()tlrer f:t1 rir,lit'lrotls.

.\'prin.q Dri7.7./t: by 'J'ang Chi-hsiang )
'l'rrrrg Olri hsi;rng, borr in r94o irr Nanhai,
Jr rvrrn gtrr rr g l)ro vi ncc, cracluated from thc
Clanton Institrrtc of l]ine Arts in r962. IIc
is rorv rvor'lring in tbo Foshan Institute
of Irolk Arts and cloitg rcsearch on wood-
block Lrrints of the decorative folk Ncw
Year pictures"
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ITritings 'f tlLe Last Ceneration

Yang Chen-sheng

Three Stories

Yang Chen-sheng, botn in Penglai, Shantung Province in r89o, was one ofthe
better-known short-story wtitets in the twenties, when China's new cultural
movement began. He died in Peking on Match 7, r9t6.

In r9r9 his lirst shott stoties appeated in New Tide, a ptogtessive magazine.
Some, such as the Fi.rhermaa, lYaag tbe Miller and Li Suug's Crime , descibed the
people's hatdships; others, like One-sided lVedding, exposed the evils of feudal
morality. I-ike othet ptogtessive rx,titers of his time, Yang looked upon literature
as a mcdium fot tevealing human suffeting and an iflstfument fot teforming the
old society. He wrote with an ecoflomy of language, in an elegant and exptes-
sive style. His plots ate lively and tightly knit.

Yang's famous shott novel, Yu-clLan, was published in 1925. The heroine
Yu-chun, in defiance of her family and social pressure, tefused to go thtough
with an artanged mattiage. She demands that women have equal status with men.
Her rebelliousness against feudal structures was typical of some of the young
intellectuals of that time, A r-rumbet of the shott stoties which Yang wrote in the
middle of the thirties, such as Or lbe Ramparls of Tsinan tnd A Stor1, of a lYild Island,
paid tribute to those resisting Japanese aggtession. After the lreople's Republic
of China was founded it t949, he wtote feature articles and cssays about the new
life and the new men and women of China.

Yang Chen-sherg did educational wotk fot many yeats. He was a ptofes-
sor and thcn the head of the College of Atts of Tsinghua University. Later he
becamc tho ptcsident of Tsingtao University, and finally a ptofessot in Peking
Univctsity. Ilc wrote many articles on classical Chinese literatute.
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One-sided \Tedding

Shottly before noon in late autumn a few wispy clouds scudded

across the sky and sunlight glared whitely on streets that had been

swept clean by the wind. \7omen and children stood in front of

their doorways, animatedly conversing. The wind brought the call

of trumpets, clear and mournful.

"See, there they come," said one of the women, craning her neck'

A ragged line of marchers approached, holding bannets, followed

bv a sedan-chair covered with blue felt. A wooden memorial

tabiet reposed inside. Behind this came another blue felt sedan-

chair occupied by a girl of eighteen or nineteen. She was dressed in

mourning garments. The ends of a piece of black silk draped over

her heacl dangled to her shoulders' She was very pale' Only her

lips had a bit of colout. She sat motionless, staring straight ahead,

like a plaster image.

"That's the Chang family's daughtet," a woman announced tcr

an old grann1l, pointing at the second sedan chair.

"They say the man died only a few rnonths after they got engaged'

She never even saw him."

"Ai, anice-looking girl like that. How can het parents ls1 hs1-"
The otd granny's remarks '\I/ere cut short bir a spasm of coughing'

"Is it a funeral, ma?" a little boy raised his head and asked his

mother.

"llush your mouth," she chided. "They're bringing home the

btide."*
"Then where's the groom?" the child demanded'

"Thete, in that first sedan-chait," his mother retrlrted impatiently'

The little boy peered, then gaped. He was about to reply, but his

mothef had, aheady turned and was talking to a neighbotrr. Pouting,

he dropped his head.

"It's only a wooden tablet," he muttereti'

*fn some parts of old China when a couple became engaged and the man die.d

befote martiage, the girl nevertheless went thtough with thc weddir-rg ccfemony

and movecl in vrith his fanrily, whete she lived,<tut het lifc as his u-idow'
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rWhen the ptocession reached the gate of a large compound,
two men wearing long gowns and short jackets came forv,atd and
cartied the wooden tablet from the first sedan-chait. Two women,
dtessed in white mourning clothes, helped down the bride. Thev
slowly advanced, the wooden tablet in the lead, the bride in the rear,
tied together by a swath of black silk about ten feet long. While
tlre band played dreary music, they stood side by side on a blue
carpet the wooden slab on the left, the girl on the right-and bowed
to Heaven and Earth, then to the ancesttal shrine, then entered the
hall and bowed to the father and mothet of the groom. Again with
the tablet leading, the bride following, still connected by a length
of black silk, they .were escorted into the rnartia.ge chamber,

Confronting them immediately as they entered was an altar table.
On this the groom's memotial tablet was stood upright. A flickering
oil lamp, emitting feeble blue flames, $/as placed before the tablet. A
plain white coverlet draped the btonze bedstead by the window. The
pillow slips were embroidered with the traditional mandarin duck
and drake,* but in neutral colours.

Late that night when a1l was still, the bride sat in a chair beside
the memorial tablet and stated at the bed. A gust of west wind blew
in through the window, causing the lamp flame to dance and emit
a cloud o[ black smoke that rose like a datk shadow. Outside, the
Ieaves of the bamboo trees rustled noisily.

One afternoon towards the end of the following spring, the bride
awakened from het nap and sttolled into a rear garden. The ait was
laden with the fragrance of flowers. Her limbs felt deliciously soft
and relaxed. \Tillow fluff rolled itself into balls on the ground.
Startled buttetflies rose in paits from amid the blossoms and fitted
by her face. Idly, she picked a few willow tenddls and sat clown
beside a stone in the tock garden to weave something. But she

couldn't think of what.
She gazed at the peonies. They.had shed half theit petals. Those

t1-rat remained clung precariously to their calyxes, 
^ 

ptey to any pass-

ing bteeze. A couple of spatrows nested in the fallen petals, preen-

irrt their feathers and billing and cooing in the light of the setting
strrr. ffwo squirrels jumped down from z-brutch, and the birds took

+'l'lrcy synrbolize love as they nevet separate from each othet,
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off with a whir of wings that sent sevetal of the petals flying. Chir-

ruping, the squittels also dashed away'

Coming back to realitv, the girl discovered that she had broken the

willorv tendrils into bits. They lay scattered on the gror"rnd. She

rose and straightened het clothes. Listlessly, she wandeted back to

her room. Her face felt as if it wete butning. She looked at herself

in the mirrot. Her face was splotched with pink and white. Her cheek-

bones were like crimson flowets. She stepped back a few paces and

sat down on a chair. Dully, she gazed at the lvooden memorial tablet.

The next morning she did flot emerge from her room, even at the

hout sunlight fitled the windows. A maidservant several times

brought water for het morning ablutions, but the girl's door remained

locked. Inside, there was no sound. The maid became suspicious

and peeked in through the window. \7hat she saw frightened her

speechless. Wide-eyed, she ran to the chamber of Madame Li,

mother of the groom. Only after some time was she able to blurt:

"The young mistress has hanged herself'"
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Wang the Millet

It was a hot summer afternoon, shortly after the midday meal'

The shadows of the trees lay uPon the ground. Not a breath of air

stirred. In the oppressively close atmosphere the earth appeared

to have stopped breathing. A butning awesome sun, slowly creepiflg

across the sky, seemed to have melted the entire world. It was

frightfully quiet. There was no movement, no sound, anywhere'

Grass and flowers drooped' The usually noisy birds were quiet' Only

the ants had no fear of the heat; they scurtied back and forth across

the scorching eatth. And bees btzzed diligently around the florvets.

In the nottheast coffief of the garden stood a tumble-down thatched

shack. Through the rotted frame of its window the heavy rumbling

of a mill roller could be heard, breaking the deathlike silence'

A man in his thirties was grinding wheat. Rivulets of sweat tan

down his sallow cheeks, flout powdeted his matted hair like frosty
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qrass it'r alltumn. Sweat-clrenched blue denirn ttousers, u'orn through
at the kflees, clurug to his legs. He had been milling ever since his

earlv teens, when he lost both his parents. At first the wotk had

nrade him dizzy. 'fhe day seemed too long. His legs were so stiff
he couldn't walk. l-ater, he got used to it, He became as mechanical

as those tw() nrLrtc insensible millstones.
The s[ones were ground down sevetal inches. !flang's dropping

sweat wore pits in the earthen floor, his stePs tramPed out a groove,

whisl<ers sproutecl on his cheeks and atound his mouth like weeds.

But except for a neighbour's spotted dog which trotted ovet occasion-

ally, wagging its tail for a bit of left-over food, Wang's only com-

panions were those cold hatd millstones.
The shadows at the foot of the yatd rvall gradually lengthened.

A cow, lying beneath a tree, lowed for her calf. Baby rooks in a

nest stretche d their necks and opened theit mouths wide, calling theit
mother home. The sun, pressing on the western moufltain toPs,

reddened half the sky. rWang emetged from the dim mill shed,

patted the flour from his hair and walkedtothe stream on the left for a

wash. Then he sat on the bank and watched the spotted dog romping
with a blach one. The Changs' Iittle boy, Ptosperity, his hznds black
with mud, popped out from behind a tree aod ran up to \Wang.

"Mama wants you to grind some wheat for het. \7ill you have

time tomortow ?"
"Yes, I'll do it first thing in the morning," Wang replied' The

child smiled.
"Mama's going to make me some frittets, The day after tomorrow

is Double Seventh."* The little boy ran over to where the dogs wete

sporting, flung his arms around the black one's neck, and wrestled

with them gaily. Then he got up and dashed north towatds a vegeta-

ble garden, the two dogs racing behind him. "I've got to cail

papa home for dinner," he shouted over his shouldet. Soon Chang

appeated, his hoe on his shoulder, Prosperity trotting before him'
'flre boy stopped and vraited fot his father, raising l.ris small face to ask

s()nle questions while tugging Chang by the hand towatds the western

t rr,l of the village.

t'l lrt: scvcr.ith day of the seventh morth in lurat calendat when tlte hellenly
I rlt rs tlrc (i,whcrtl arcl the \rVeaving Maid ate tetrnited irr the sky.
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S7ang u,atched, entranced. The child's smiling face was adorable,
his liveliness seemed to bring everything to life. The scene macle

a deep impression on 'Wang, jt stirred his imagination. After he sat

musing a while, tWang wandered back to his shack. Something
evidently was on his mind, for he couldn't eat. Ile lay motionless
on his bed, his eyes open. Now the heavy earth was mantled in dark-
ness. Except for the hum of the insects outside the window and the

far-off barking of dogs, all the world was still.
It seemed to ril7ang that he was in the mill shed. But he wasn't

pushing the roller-a big donkey was doing that. All \7ang did
was feed in the .wheat and sweep up the flour. The long-faced
donkey, its big ears erect, practicaily flew atound the miilstones.
Flour poured out very quicklv. !7ang obsetved this happily. A
voice behind him asked:

"Papa, aren't you going to eat ? Mama has everything ready." \flang
tutned around. There stood a five-year-old boy. It was his son,

a somervhat better-looking boy than the child named Prosperity whom
he had seen during the day. $7ang picked him up and kissed him.
He was so happy his lips trembled

"Are you milling flour for my fritters ?" the child queried, wrapping
his arms around \7ang's neck.

"Yes, yes, a whole string of them, and on the end we'll hang a small
crab-apple. How will that be ?" !7ang replied. The child laughed
delightedly, revealing a mouthful of even white teeth.

With the little boy in his arms, \Vang came out of the mill shed.

His wife, a young woman in het early twenties, was busily setting
a table. The eldest daughter of the Huang family on the west side of
the village, lVang thought to himself. His wife pointed to the table.

"Hurry up and eat," she urged, "The food's getting cold." The sight
of the steaming platters of stewed beef and cucumbers and freshly
made btead made \Wang tettibly hungry. The meal was delicious,
but the mote he ate the hungrier he felt. Seated at the end of the table,

the little boy stretched forth hi.s hands for bread, and opened his small

mouth for vegetables. Wang was happy beyond words. He gazed

lovingly at his son through the tears that misted his eyes.

Thete was aflutry ofadvancing footsteps and his neighbour Chang

burst into the room. "Prosperity," Chang shouted. "I've been

looking for you all ovet. So this is where you are." He picked up
the chitd and tushed out. Struggling, the little boy extended his
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arms towarcls \rly'rLng anci cried: "Papa, stop him. I don't waflt to

go.

Ilor a motuctrt, Wang was paralr''sed with fright. Just as he was

hurryirrg rftcr OhrLng to snatch the child back, he awakened, his heart

beatirrir wiltlly. The room was pitch datk and deathly still' He could

Ircur orly :L ct-,ck crowing in the distance and the hungry rumbling of
lris owrr stomach.

Strrrrrrg, he lay motionless. Only rvhen the paper window-pane had

lLrrnctl white and the sparrows twitteredinthe trees did he rise list-
lesslv and resume his pacing around the millstones' But today he

was different. His mind was troubled. He v'alked slowly. At times,

without rcalizing it, he stopped. At times, he suddenly quickened

his steps. Instead of its usual even clrone, his mi.lling sounded sporadic

dreams, or ofhis donkey. In an1- event, he grew thinner by the day'

Late one autumn aftetnoon, when the dying sun was turning the

piies of leaves in the yard a golden vellow, and the crickets in the

thatched shack ',vere chirping intetmittentlv to their cornpanions,

$Vang lay on his bed. He hadn't eaten for several days. When he

first caught the,flu he went on with his work, though he burned with
fever. Later, his legs and back ached so painfurlly he had no choice

but to part company with his cold, hard millstones. Though he lay

on his bed, no ofle brought him anything to eat or drink. The dog of
the neighbour across the wa1' thought of him sometimes and ambled

over once or twice. \fhen he saw that Wang was l,ving down, he

put his paws up on the bed, wzgged his tail, barked a grceting, then

trotted out again.

Wang had frequent bouts of dizziness, Finally, the room seemed

to light up. He saw his donkey pulling the mill roller, and there

was his wife, cooking. His little boy v'as playing in the yard, a smile

on his dading face, holding out his hands and calling him. Wang

,:1,s,: '-tt.u, and hurried out to where his child was.



Li Sung's Ctime

The night of the sacrifice to the I{itchen God, the wind buffeted the

paper window-panes with snow. There wasn't a soul on the streets.

The icy blue-wtrite sheen of the snow reflected only the images of
a few bare u'illows by the roadside, ttembling in the frigid wind.

Head down, Li Sung plodded home from town. Fot more than

half a month now he had been unable to hnd work. As he walked, he

thought of his widowed sister-in-1aw, his niece and his two nephews.

They atl were completely dependent upon him' It didn't matter that
he would go hungry if he couldn't get a job. But when the children
ctied fot food and his sister-in-law wiped het tears behind his back,

hail The yealwas soon coming to a close, and evetyone was busily
pteparing for the New Yeat Festival. But what joy would his depart-

ed brothet's poot children have?
Li Sung's eyes went dark a moment' \7as it hunger again ? If he

hadn't leaned against a tree, he n-right have fallen into the snovr''. He

took a gdp on himself and continued walking.
His sistet-in-law and the children were waiting for him impatiently

when he got home. As soon as he entered the door, the kids focked
around him ioyously, like fledglings atound a swallow returning with
food. They vied with each other to btush the snow from his clothes.

His sister-in-law was about to query whether he had found any work,
but when she saw the expression on his face, she didn't have the

coufage,
Instead she asked if he had eaten. Noticing how closely the chil-

dren were watching him as they waited fot his answer, he said that
he had. The kids ran to the stove and took down the bowl of rice

gruel they had been keeping fot him. There before the stove, each

taking z sip in turn like kittens, they finished it off. Li Sung sighed.

He went to his own room, lay down on his bed and slept.

\7hen he rose the next morning, the sky had cleared' A red sun

was shining on the snow-covered peaks in the west. At the foot of
the mountains, trains of donkeys were carrying brushwood into the

town. He could heat the faint tinkle of their bells' When he observ-

ed how iittie firewood was left by theit stove and saw that only half

a bowl of tice flout remained on their table, Li Sung became a bit
panicky. He paced the floor a moment, then left.
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He didn't return till after the noonday meal. His expression was
grim. He strode about the toom like a madman. None of the famity
dared ask any questions. Finally he lay down on his bed, facing the
wall, and seemed to sleep. He rose suddenly at lampJighting time.
Going without a wotd to the corner of the southern wall of their yard,
he pulled free a big stick from a collapsed gourd ttellis, and went out.

Before he hacl gofle very far, he stopped. Loweting his head, he
ponclered. Then he turned and dejectedly ttudged home. At the
c<>mpound gate, he saw the shadows of the family on the paper
window-panes. His sister-in-law was stroking het children's heads
with one hand and wiping het eyes with the othet. Li Sung just
couldn't face them. Again he turned. Canying his big stick, he
l-rurried to the highway ar'd hid himself beneath a bddge.

By the following night, Li Sung was in jail. A bright red light in
the cortidor cast thick shadows of the bars upon the waIl. Other
prisoners sprawled in grotesque positions on the floor of the big cell,
sleeping with their mouths open, yellow teeth fiendishly bared. Li
Sung's experiences of the previous day and night seemed but a dream.
It wasn't until this moment, lying like the dead in this tomb of a jail,
that he could review the events with any clarity.

The first one to come by the bridge had been an old man. Li Sung
had sighed and let him pass. The second one was a fellow in his
prime. Li Sung had sprung fotth and snatche,C for his purse. But
several days of hunger had weakened him. \7hile they were strug-
gl,ing, Li Sung fainted. \fhen he came to, he was in the county court-
room. The magistrate questioned him sternly and sentenced him
to five years in prisofl.

Irive years. In that time what would happen to his sistet-in-1aw,
his nephews, his niece ? Li Sung temembered as if it were yestetday
the scene three years ago, when his elder brother was dying. Lying
on his bed, his brother had gazed teafully at the wife and children
he was leaving behind. He clasped Li Sung's hand in an icy grip,
trying vainly to speak. Li Sung understood. His brother was
pointing at his wife and kids when he breathed his last.

As he recalled this, Li Sung wept, his tears trickling to the cold stone
lloor beneath his head. Gradually, he fell into a stupor. He seemed
t() see a hole in the corner of the cell, and he wriggled through it.
Strrc enough, he was outside the jail. He ran all the way home,
( )trtsicle the door, he stopped and listened, but he couldn't hear a
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sound. Entering, he found his sister-in-1au' stretched out on the

floor, as if she were dead. The children were lving upon their mother's

bodl-, apparentlv faint from lveeping. FIe knelt down on o e knee

and raised up the children. Ifhen they recognized him, the threu'

their arms around his neck and cried. Also crl.ing, he held thern

to his chest and stroked their hair.

in jail.
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Wo Jan

An Adventure 1n the Forest

Some time ago, I went to Sian on business and stayed in a guest house

in the city. One clay retutning to my room after work I switched

on the wireless. The news of the U.S. imperialists' aggression against

Cuba had just been broadcast when I heard someone outside the doot

shout: "Who the hell do they think they are?" I pushed open the

door and found a group ofpeople had gathered outside, some sitting,

some standing. One of them, a tall man with greying hair, stared

at me curiously. His face looked famlliat, but I couldn't place him'

I racked my brain for some time before I remembered that he had

been one of my schoolmates in the Anti-Japanese Political and Mili-
tary Academy in Yenan during the war of tesistance. "Ah, it's you !"
We both ejaculated at the same time but neither temernbeted the

other's name.

"Meeting an old friend in a strange city" is one of the fout delights

described in a poem of the Tang dynasty and ours was a meeting

aftet an absence of mote than twenty yeats. So I was dtagged to
his room and as we went along we recalled each other's names and

1Wo Jan, a ptose wtitct and att ctitic, was botn in Hsuchow, I(iangsu Province

in 1916. In 1938 he went to Ycnan, centrc of the tevolution, and since then

has been'nr.ot1<ing in the field oflitetatute and arts in thc tevolutionaty tanks'
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formet nicknames. Our laughter easecl our feeling of indignation.
And the people around laugherl with us though they hacl no idea
of the reason fot out mirth.

It was only nat:ural for two old friends meeting again to bornbard
each othet with questions. There was so much to say that u,e did
not know where to start. So we just let the conversation take its
own course. First we related what we had been doing, then the
wheteabouts and fate of out mutual friends, f,nally we talked about
our life in the Anti-Japanese Political and Military Academy....
Common memories of the past made us feel very close.

In the autumfl of ry18 I arrived at Yenan from the Kuomintang
controlled zre to study in the Anti-Japanese Political and Military
Academy. I had come to the border arer- to do educational work but
my travelling companions were set on leaming military tactics and
wanted me to enter the academy with them. To tell the ttuth, I had
flever meant to be a soldier. But as we had gone through thick and
thin together on the way, and I thought it might be useful to learn
something about fighting in time of war, I took the same course.
At heart, however, I still wanted to teach.

I found many things in the academy hard-the strict army life fot
one thing. But philosophy, political economy, the history of the
Chinese tevolution and the building up of the Party were courses which
atttacted me immensely. Many things uttedy unknown to me before
stimulated my interest and exhilatated me.

Like a starving man I was eager to swallow all this new knowledge
in one gulp; but much of out time \vas takefl up by toutine drills and
ptactice. I felt mote and more impatient with our organizecl and
disciplined life: roll calls, small gtoup meetings, field drill. . .. This
"moootony" was not something I had expected in Yenan.

It was at such a time that I made a ne\r/ acquaintance.
Ten years my senior and taller than me by a head, with his unruly

beard he v/as every inch a peasant. But he knew a great deal about
military strategy. I can hatdly describe the fascination it had fot him.
He seemed to like nothing better than to shouldet a gun from morning
till night.

\7e had nothing in common as fat as family origin, character and
interests were concerned. It was chance thai br;ght us together.
One day it was raining cats and dogs and my schoolmates wete all
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stuclying irL caves vrhich were common dwellings by the hillside in

that part of the counttl'. It was my turr to go downhill to I-etch

our food, rWeating a btoad-brimmed straw hat and carrying two

approaching. He pulled me to my feet in one ietk, picked uP my

shooldet pole and placed it in my hands' Then he retrieved my

bucket in spite of the slippery incline and placed it befote me saying:

"Just look at you, you're like a muddy buddha'"

I burst out laughing at the sight I must look.

"Thanks," I hastilY added.

"Nevet mind. Keep yout hafness on."
Ah, he was pulling my leg talking to me as if I wete a donkey'

I coukln't hetp thinking how rude he was! Aftet all I hadn't asked

for his help, what dght had he to make a fool of me ? But before

I could think of a retott, he said:

"The others ate waiting with empty stomachs. You'd better get

a move on,"
I felt very uncomfortable but I could hatdly lose my temPer' I

one who
snatched
buckets.

nflhen we reached the kitchen he got a basin of water, tinsed the

muddied buckets and filled them with rice and vegetables. He asked

fot two siluares of clean cloth to cover uP the buckets' Hooking

them to my shouldet pole, he put the load on my shoulder and said,

"Nour, let's go."
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introducecl himself with a smilc just before he left. o'My name is
'lfank,' Ieacler of the eighth squad of the fourth tlistrict. l)rop irr
to see me when you have time."

Ilail lVhat a queer bird he was! He seemed to take everything
in his stride and thought nothing of what had happened iust now.
I found him hard to fathom. Besides, ((Tank" was not a proper name
fot anybody. But after a few days I thought rro more of him.

Winter attived in no time at all. Spring and autumn in Yenan
are especially short while summer and winter are extremely long.
As soon as we took of our padded clothes we \rere going about in
shirt sleeves, and v/e changed our summer clothes for winter ones
just as quickly. Soon after the Moon Festival in mid-autumn it
'u/as time for the various organizations to send men into the mountains
to prepare their own supply of charcoal fot the wirter. There were
special people to do this in government omces, but in our academy
it vu'as a task undertaken by students whr-, usually volunteered for the
Charcoal Brigade.

The romantic life of a woodcutter deep in the mountains and the
much talked of winter scenes in northern Shensi appeated most fas-
cinating to an intellectual like me, a stranger to these parts. So I
volunteered. I was not accepted at fitst, fot the school authorities
thought me lacking in stamina. They agreed in the end at mrr repeated
insistence.

A week later we rvere in the mountains. It rvas colder hete than
on the plain. The sky $,'as overcast and dist.ral, looking like snovr.
W'e wete immediately divided into teams of three or four, each of
which was to camp at a work site chosen beforehand. The moun-
tains in notthern Shensi v/ere not thickly wooded. Most of them
had only shtubs. Out teams were scattered at a fair distance from
each other so that we would not denude any one part of trees. Each
team had to work on its own.

The teams were drawn up so that their strength would be fairly
equally matched, and I was assigned to the last team and told to gcr

to the woods on a hill top very fat away. On my way to heaclquarters
to fetch tools I ran into the tall man I hacl met in the tain. Cartying
axes, cooking pots and other ecluipment on his back, he saicl to me
with a grin:

"No need for you to g() now. Just follow me, I am your team
leader."
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So I turned and followed him, my knapsack and rations on my back.

We walked fot about terr li and stopped at the highest hill top within
sight.

"!7e'11 stop here," he said. "Shouldn't be too close to the woods.
\7e must watch out fot fire."

I put down my knapsack without a word. I was ready to listen to
otders. He put down the things on his back and walked up to rne.

"There are only the two of us in our team," he said. "Because

I was once a charcoal butner they decided to give me only one
assistant, That's how we've come to be together again."

"A11 right. I'11 do whatever you sa,v," I told him.
"You stztt digging while I chop some wood. \7e'11 statt by build-

ing a stove and a shed to live in. You'll look after things at home,
stack the wood, look after the kiln and cook out meals while I go
out to cut wood, Any objection ?"

I laughed by way of answer. What objection could I have? V/e
would see later. After a day's labour, vze finished building our little
shed with my blanket folded to serve as a door. \7e built a stove
inside the shed and put our cooking pot on it. He helped me to
fnd a muddy spring nearby and pointed out to me the path to the
woods,

"It viill be snowing heavily in a few days and living here v'ill be
much colder than in 

^ 
cave. The road is more slippery too. So be

more careful, scholar, and don't tumble all.over the hill like last time."
The temperatute did dtop after a few days. One afternoon it

rained and hailed. Pretty soon snow-flakes wete flutteting down"
I found it vety hatd to light the damp wood in the stove but managed
finalIy to cook some millet. I also made two bowls of soup with
the salt we had brought. After a hearty meal, Tank and f arranged
the wood and twigs we had accumulated in neat rows in our kiln and
covered them up with leaves and earth leaving a ventilation hole.
Then we plastered the top and the sides with mud and made a vent
for the smoke"

Tank fired our first kiln of charcoal.
I returned to our shed wanting to put down my feelings about

this strange new life in the mountains. I opened my diaty andwrote:

The few days spent cutting s/ood in the moufitains have akeady left deep imptes-

sions on my mind, rWe have built ftom scratch a little home in this uninhabited
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mountain. Everything depends on our own wotk, ptoving the ttuth that labour

cleates everything. The sight of Tank's thick black beatd and his tatteted pad-

ded coat, totn during his ttips to the woods, reminds me of Robinson Ctusoe

lost on a deset island. As fot me, I am his man Friday. No, thete are m iy
Robinson Ctusoes on this hill top at this moment, and of coutse I am oot the only

Friday. . . .

It was getting too dark to write. The mountain people did not
have the habit of v/orkiflg under a lamp. They iust lay down to
sleep at this hout. I was suddenly aware of Tank's absence and

wanted to find out what he was doing. But as soon as I lifted the

doot flap I was neatly knocked down by a gust of wind and snow

which tushed in like vr'ater from a hose. The howling wind which
followed shook heaven ancl earth as if it would soon tear down our
iittle shed. But far from being intimidated, I was even more eager

to go out and fincl my companion. Bracing myself I rushed out of
the shed. The next instant I was dazzled by the miraculous sight that
rnet my e)-es.

Never before in my life had I seen anything like the snow-storm on
this deserted mountain in northern Shensi. Heaven and eatth seemed

to have merged together, a sight unimaginable in densely populated
pities. The mountain peaks stretching into the distance were ioined
into a boundless line of white, vaster and more extensive than the
rippling sea. The undulating folds of the hills shimmeted in the

vast sea of clouds like a myriad silvery waves. Large flakes of snow
danced in the fierce notth wind as if two jade dragons were fighting
up and down the skv, shedding scales which rained down to catpet
the eatth.. . ,

I was lost in this poetic scene when suddenly I spied a small black
dot on the snow-covered path moving in my direction. It was like
a lonely boat tossed ofl aflgry waves, now appearing, now lost from
sight, I wondered what living creatute would venture out in such

weather. The black clot drew nearet and toiling up our hill assumed

the shape of a man whon-r I recognized, the companion and team leader

I was looking for.
"Still not in bed ?" he asked, shaking the snow from his coat.

"I've been to headquarters to report that we've fired our first kiln of
charcoal and to see 'fr/hether they have afl), directions fot us. By the

way, I have brought back out rations for the next ten days."
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IIis actions puzzled me. \(hat iF 'nve hacl lit our kiln ? \Was it
rrccessary to go and rcport ir ()n a st(xmv night like this ? Ijelbre
I could say anlthing he produced something from his pouch and waved
it before my eyes.

"Lorrk, scholar, see what .['ve brought youl"
When I drew nearer and frrurrcl that it was a stnall oil-lamp I was

at a loss for words. 'I'his man was certainly hard to understand.
It was an adventure in itself to go out on a night like this but he chose
such a time to go and get me a lamp. I was deepl1, touched, but did
not l(nou/ how to thank him.

"I heard you tossing about, unable to sleep. I dare say you,te not
used to turning in eaily, and I can see that you like to read; you,ve
btought so many books along. . . . So I told our brigade leader who
agteed to give us a lamp. FIe's only allowed us half an ounce of oil
though, and it is to last at least ten days." He paused a little before
he went on, "I want to ask you something, scholat. I hadn,t much
schooling and I know very little. If you will tell me what you read in
books, I'll be able to pick Lrp some theoretical knowledge too....,,

"All right, I will certainly help you." I was moved. "As long as
you don't look dovrn upon me as a petty bourgeois."

"Of coutse flot," he laughed boisierously. "If that was what I
thought we wouldn't be in the same team."

The snow continued to fall. In our shed, I tead several sections
of Chaiin-ran Mao's On the Protracted lf,/ar* to 'f'ank, who ]isteoecl
att.entively and nodclecl from time to time. \When t reached the
sectior-r "Itjghting frrr Permanent Peace" he broke irr, "What you
havc said so far sounds very good and absolutely right. llut I douht
whether there is any such thing as permanent peace."

"In the future, I meant," I atgued.
"I don't think we can Lay aside our guns even in the future. The

imperialists will never leave you alone,"
"You are right," I said. "Pethaps I didn't make it clear enough

just no$/. The direct aim of war is to wipe out impetialism; when
impedalism is finished we will have permanent peace."

*'Ihis series of lectutes deliveted by Chaitman Mao Tse-tung in May 1938 at
the Association for the study of thc Anti-Japanese rJ(/at in Yenan is inchrded in
thc ,f eledcd Works of l\[ao Tse-tang. In thcse lectures Chairman Meo refuted cettain
people's wtong theoty of national subiugation and that of a quick victory on the
wat. He also explained why this war must be a ptotracted one.
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Out cliscussion ended there. I discoveted that this man whom
I had looked upon as a lover of arms on the drill ground was not so

unfathomable after a17. He had his own ideas about things, but
ber'ng more practical than I, he did not waste time oo idle thoughts
the way I did. And that night I learned about his past. Ten years

previously he had joined the Red Army's guertillas in his native place

and when the ril/ar of R.esistance Against Japan broke out he fought
against the invaders. Now he was studying in Yenan, though he

was no longer an inexperienced student like myself. After graduation
he would be going back to the front.

Time slipped by unnoticed as we talked. Tank suddenly discover-
ed that the oil in the lamp was fast dwindling. He blew out the lamp
without more ado, lamenting, "This is bad, we have btoken the tules
the vety first day. The oil won't last us five days if we go on this
way. Bettet turn in rtow."

I groped to my "bed" in uttet darkness. Bed was a pallet of dry
branches covered with leaves. My heatfelt admiration went to the
unknorvn fighters against the cold who had clevedy thought up such

warm bedding for people like us. Naturally, teal bedding was not
to be had and what I'm talking about was only a way to keep those

who had no bedding watm. The method v/as to take off your padded
coat ar,d wrap it over your body, then pull your padded trousers
down to cover your feet and tie the legs up with yout belt. In this
.way your whole body was coveted. Your shoes and cap setved as

a pillow. This provided comfottable bedding fot all the fightets on
the cold, bleak notthwest plateau.

Both of us slept soundly that night. Usually a dreamer, I dreamt
that night that the Japanese had been driven out of China and I was in
a big city where all the people were celebtating out victory with
posters pasted everywhete to welcome the Chinese Communist Patty
and the Eighth Route Army. Then I seemed to be lying on the soft
sand on the beach near my old home, feeling indescdbably warm and

comfortable. . . .
Still haif asleep I was roused by a strange wild howling. At {irst

I took it for the raging of the stotm and ignored it. But the noise

went ofl until finally I sat up and listened carefully.
A faint glimmer of light coming in from a slit in the doot fell on

Tank's bed which 'was empty. I was alarmed and hurried out to
see what had happened. 'Ihe wind had died down. The strong
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glate ftom the snow blinded m], eyes at first but soon I saw tl.rat it
.uvas already da.wn. Sorlebody was panting hoarsely nearby, jt seemed.

I followed the sound to the back of our shed and saw Tank standing
above the pit we had dug, belabouting something with a club. At
sight of me he shouted:

"(lome quick, scholar, c()r'ne an<1 looli at this irugc 'Jzrpanese nrili-
tary lord' we've got here."

I ran ovet. A beast, big as a calf and plastered with snow and mud,
lay in the pit. The thick steam from its nostrils reminded me of the
deity Cheng Lun* who emitted two shafts of white light from his
nostrils. One of its hind legs must have been hurt in the fall, fot
though it struggled desperately it couldn't get on its feet.

"ril7hat a joke! fnstead of staying in his blockhouse on such a
snou/y night, this 'lord' had to come and,try to seize out grain. Now
he's fallen into our 'tunnel.' Setve him right."

The beast was a big boar, a dull, furtive light in its beady eyes, its
wounded leg trembling rathet pathetically.

Tank kept on clubbing the boat, which tried in vain to dodge his
blows. Its small eyes blinked as if in mute appeal.

"You bastardl" cursed Tank. "How dare you come raiding
under my very nose ? Just wait, l'I finish you ofl." I-Ie lashecl its
head with a branch.

"nflhy go on beating it?" I inquited.
"Don't you knorv that boars destroy crops ? This is one of the

peasants' worst enemies."
"But what's tl-re use of beating it?"
"There's worse coming to it than a beating. I'11 cut it up presently

and we'll boil ourselr.es a leg fot a feast."
"I don't think you should kill it hete. Why not hand it over to

headquatters ?" I suggested.

"Hand it over alive ? Are you going to carty this thing, heavy as

a stone toller, all by yourself ? Its leg may be wourided, but its teeth
ate still shatp. My plan is to slice it into two halves and carty it to
lreadquarters in two trips."

"No!" I ptotestcd, looliing at the pleatling eyes of the "lorcl" wht'r

seernetl to have understood. "T'hete are onl1. two of us antl sri much

r'A chatactet ilr the classicnl Chincsc novcl CanoniTalirn oJ tltr; Codt.
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to be done, !7e're not butchers, it would take us a long time to cLlt it uP.

Why not ask headquarters to send someone down to take it away ?"

"They have no hands to spare either. !7hen I left yesterday the,v

wete just getting teady to go out and inspect the wotk of the diffetent

tealns," Tank teplied,
"That's even better. They can take this thing along u'hen thev

come to our team," I argued. "It's woundecl in the hind leg and

the pit is deep. The beast can't Possibly escape."

I succeeded in convincing Tank in the end. That da1' we worked
hard prepariflg our second kiln while the wounded "lord" gtoanecl

in our "prisoners' camp."
No one came from headquarters the following duy' As we had

to collect mote faggots before the snoril/ melted I went out with Tank
to cut wood. We came home with our last bundle of wood at dusk.

Tank led the way but I lagged behind to pick up some small twigs
for our cooking stove. As soon as I climbed up the hillock I saw

a verlr much flustered Tank coming towatds me'

"The'lord'has escaped. It's all because ofyour soft heatt, scholatl

Now we are homeless," he panted, out of bteath.

"\7hat has happened ?" I asked in berrilderment'
"Go look for yourself."
Throwing down my bundle, I ran at top speed to our camp' Thete

was only a heap of sticks and leaves scatteted oYer the place where

out shed had stood; all our bowls were btoken, and out belongings

and grain littered the ground. . . . The top of out kiln was pitted
with holes and no smoke rose from it. One side of the pit had caved

in, and it was empty. The place looked like a village ransacked by
a detachment from the Japanese Imperial Army.

I hung my head and leaned despondently against out wood pile,

feeling at a loss.

"I will track it down," I mumbled to myself.

"Oh, confound it, how cafl you find it?" Tank tetorted coldly,
walking over to me. "Oflce it gets into the woods you won't even

get a glimpse of its shadow."
Datkness was descending. Tank and I sat face to face on a heap

of wood and made a bonfire which lit up his solemn ftce. \fle were

both silent. Only the damp branches sPuttered in the fire.

"It was aII my fault, team leadet. Please criticize me severeh'."

At last I broke the oppressive silence.
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"It's enough that you know yout mistake. Why should I ctiticize
vou? A man with your education should be able to criticize him-
self," he said.

"W'hat shall we do now ?" I still felt heavy zt heart and his tolet-
ance did not make my sense of guilt any easier to bear.

"W'hat shall we do? Is thete any need to ask? \7e will have
to pitch in and work hard so as not to lag behind the othet teams.
But I won't let that beast get off so easily. Just wait and see." I-Ie
stood up right away and started to mend the kiln.

\7e had no supper that night and slept in the open with our clothes
on. As a matter of fact neither of us did more than doze. In the
flext two days, we rebuilt our camp on the ttampled ruins and once
again set up our shed and stove. \Ve dug another kiln, stacked wood
inside, sealed it with mud, and left a hole fot ventilation. Soon we
had made up for lost time. By now I was doing the same work as

Tank and was just as skilful at it.
At supper on the third day Tank asked me qu-ietly, "Do you think

the 'Japanese lord' will come back, scholar ?"
"I doubt it," I said. "It has suffered oflce at our hands. Don't

),ou think it has learned its lesson?"
"Nol" Tank tetorted. "You're wrong. The trouble is it never

learns. Greed is part of a wild beast's nature. Especially since it
didn't get much out of us here last time, I think it's sure to come back."

"I'hope it does," I said doubtfully. "And this time I'll do what-
ever you tell me to."

"That'll be fine. Today's the thitd day since it escaped. Now
the mountains ate all snowed up, it won't be able to get food anywhere
else, Boars can't live long without eating, I'm expecting it to call
on us again very soorl. I'll go to headquarters and borrow the brigade
leader's tifle. Tonight we'Il stage an ambush."

I was greatly cheeted and promptly said: "This time we must
finish it off. If you can kill it in one shot, so much the better. If
not, let me tackle it,"

"Very good. I'm surprised to hear that even you, a bookworm,
'want to take up the butcher's knife." Tank laughed, patting me on
the shoulder.

Tank did indeed botrow a .38 gun from headquarters. He told
lre to wear my padded tunic with its white lining turned outwards.
Later that evening he told me to cook a pan of millet with the lid ofl
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so that the cnticing atoma u,ould sptead in the tranquil night. Hold-
ing the gun, Tank crouchecl down behind a snow drift, making me
stay behind him on a pile of dty wood to his right. l.Ie had handed

me a heavy ch:b with which t<-r stop the beast if -Iank's shot didn't
kill it outtight.

That night, the new moon was s]ender as the arched eyebrow of
a gid and surrounded by only a few twinkling stats. I could see

everythirrg distinctly in the boundless silver wodd around us. It
was about ten when a big black thing shambled into sight in the dis-
tance, halting delibetately every few steps as if tracking the good smell
emaflating from our side. Before long, heavy panting announced
the arrival of the "lord." lfhen its clumsy body appeated about
a hundred metres from us, I longed to signal to Tank and alert him,
but he lay motionless and silent with his back to me. The beast came

nearer and nearer until I could ptactically see its small, blinking eyes

and protruding tusks. I was so impatient that I wanted to urge Tank
to take 

^ctiofl 
at once, but he remained still. Another moment

passed and I heatd the boar crunching the snow. Adozensteps more
and its snout would poke into our shedl At that very momeflt-
bang, bang! tv/o shots rang out in succession ancl Tank's bullets
embedded themselves in the beast's chest before it knew where the
shooting came from. Bellowing with pain, it charged forward and

butted its head against the wood pile. After staggering a few steps

it slumped to the gtound. It was still struggling despetately to get
on its feet when, I jumped swiftly down and clubbed it on the head.

One last shuddering bteath accompanied by a nervous twitch of the
limbs told us that we had finished it off.

It was now dawn. \Tithout pausing to rest, we catried out Tanl<'s

plan fot disposing of the "lord." Having no experience at all of
this sort ofthing, I could only serve as Tank's assistant and boil u,ater

or do odd jobs. \7e handed over eighty per cent ofthe meat to head-

quarters and cooked a big pot of boat's flesh for outselves. That
same day we finished burning our flrst batch of charcoal aftet the

trouble, so we held a feast to celebrate two victories. Tasting this
rare dish for the fitst time in my life, I thought that nothing in the
wodd could be more delicious.

Twentv-five years have passecl since then. Du,ting this period,

both ot us liave gainecl nc'u/ anL[ valuable cxpericnce. Aftcr my
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graduation, I took Tank's advice arld asked to go to the front to serve

in the army. Later on I really shnulderecl a gun ancl went to the

battle-field, only rny job was to do political work. NIy olcl comrade-

in-arms and team leader, Colonel Tien I{eh (Tank) stayed on in the

army, He fought many a battle, took part in some famous campaigns

against the enemy, and was once wounded. After fighting on the

I(otean battle-field he studied in a Party school. \When I met him

in Sian this time, he had been transferred to work in the diplomatic

l.-ranslated by Ya han-chin
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hroru tlte lYriter's Notebook

Ko Ling

$7hen Characters Come to Life

Man is the hub of life and also of art. The most perfect form of
artistic generalization is the creation of typical characters,

To create a character calls fot generalization. The better the
generalization, the more typical its significance. But the soul of
a typical figure is a vivid individuality, without which there can be no
typicalness.

An authot wtiting about people needs to become famlliar with many
people. To write about a worker or peasant, he must get to know

^ 
gte^t many wotkers and peasants. Lu Hsun speaking of his exped-

ence in writing said, "My characters were often a mixture of a mouth
from Chekiang, a face from Peking and clothes from Shansi." Then
thete is Gorky's well-known dictum that a writer must absorb the
special features of the habits, interests, conversation and manners

of scores or everr hundteds of workers, tradesmefl and oflicials, and

Ko Ling, bom in r9o9, is a well-known writcr. lle also wtites lilu sctipts,
of which the most populat ofies are For Peace, Crtrrtelion and Nigbl Inn, This
atticle as well as Trutlt, Inagination arul Inuention published in Chinue Literaturc
N<r. rz, ry63 xe taken from a seties of ctitical articles he wtote tecently.
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embodl. these in a similat character to achieve typicalness' Tolstoy
pointed out that the writer must observe many people of the same

kind in otdet to create a definite type. Balzac argued that t typical
char^cter was one in which wete concentrated the featutes of manY

more or less similat people, and that this served as the model of a

certain type. The similarity of these great writers' views pro\res

the impottance of the method of generalization.
A writer or artist can only generaltze coflcrete, tangible obiects, l.re

cannot sum up abstract ideas. The writet's mind should be a well-
stocked storehouse, not the empty wallet of a gambler who must

trust to luck to win. Personality is something integtated and alive

and, speaking about the problem of the typical, Balzac made this

significant cornmeflt, "The poet's task is to create tyPes. I bring
evetything to life by petsonifying the type and making the individual
typical." This is the crux of the matter: whete there is individuality,
there is life; where there is no individuality, there is no life.

The ttuthfulness of literature and art depends on the truthfulness

of characterizttTorl, its accuracy and concreteness. Just as in life

each person has his individual character, the characters in a wotk of
literature or art must also possess their distinctive individuality, distinc-

tive ways of thinking and feeling. To achieve this tequires profound
understanding on the Part of the writer. Thus Gorky ptaised Tol-
stoy's skill in chatacterization which made him feel the physical

exiitence of Tolstoy's heroes as if he could reach out and touch them.

Obviously no reader could feel this unless the characters had assumed

a distinct form in Tolstoy's mind. And Turgenev said, "S7hen you
feel someone standing beside you, moving and stopping with you,

then a vivid character is fotmed. This is something like dreaming.

I wandet among the characters of my novel, placing myself in their

midst . . . and never take up my pen until I am completely familiar with
them and can see them clearly." In this kind of "dreaming" the writet
creates his characters: the writer lives, laughs and weeps with them,

knows all their past, understands their least quirks and foibles, and

then at last they come to life undet his pen. Evety writer has his

own method, but all agtee on this point: it takes genuine understand-

ing to cre^te a genuine character. All abstract understanding can

produce is an abstract character,

To make a charactet typical and to give it individuality are two
different things, yet both are closely related. Profound individualit,v
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must have a typical significance. Flov'ers may be grown in a hot-
house but no jndividuality grows out of a vacuulrr" A genuine
personality must have its root in reality and rveather the stofms of the
age, so that it is inevitably marked by its paticular society and class.

The deeper the mark" the more typical the chatactet. A successful

type must also be onr: rvith a vivid chatactef, a chatacter rLnlike any
other and yet posses-serl, to a high degree, of univetsality.

T'he concept of the typical is not just one of quantity. In daily
life when we call ^ rn fl typical, we mean that he embodies many
charactedstics of a certain category of people, of a certairs. environment
or age, whethet he is someone seen often or only seldom,

The function of att is not simply to imitate nature, and the key
task of realism is to teflect life through typification so that the lif'e
reflected in art, as Chairman Mao Tse-tung pointed ort ir his 'L'alks

at lhe Yeruan Forunz on Literature and Art, is "on a higher plane, more
intense, more concentrated, more typical , ne ret the ideal, and there-
fore more universal than actual everyday life." Typicalness calls for the
unity of universality and individuality, the unity of the general and
particular. However, universality petvades individuality and can
only be expressed through the particular. l7ithout indivrduality
there can be no universality, nor can the general exist without the par-
ticulat.

VTithout the unity of the typical and the individual, the artist can-
not reveal the deep contradictions in life and there can be no real
dramatic conflict.

Novalis was a reactionary eighteenth-century tomantic poet in
Germany, yet he was quite dght when he said, "Character is fate."
And I{ardy, who so brilliantly depicted the tragic conflicts of capitalist
socie[y, used this sentence in one of his novels. When a novelist
'writes about a man he must write about his fate, thereby revealing
his character and spititual world. This is why Gorky said that the
plot is the histoty ofthe character.

No man can live outside society, and since all human beings live
in specific environments, the fotmation of the character of each is
closely linked with the environment, eithet influencecl by it or formed
through the contradictjon between the man and his environment.
'fhe fundamental method of characterization is to show how lnen
act and feel undet different circumstances. Life is full of conttadic-
tions anrl struggles either of man v-ith society and natute, or in his
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thought, will and asPirations. As the ticles of these contradictions

ebb and flow, history moves fotward and mankind makes constant

progress. When artistic means ate found to concentrate these phenom-

ena of life and make them typical, art has the power to stit rDen,

becoming moving and splendid.
Man's telationship to his envitonment is highly complex' The

individual is influenced by many factors both social afld personal,

like the famrly, social status, social customs, the natural environment,
physical conditions, personal experience, habit, education and tempeta-

ment. According to Matx, the natute of man is actually a synthesis

of social telationships. The environment may influence and change

a man and, conversely, he may infuence and change his environment.

His charactet is formed and develops in this dialectical telationship.

The same environment may produce diffetent reactions amoflg People
of different classes and social strata, and may even have a different

significance and produce different leactions among People of the

same class or social strata. The great fourteenth-centuty novel
Heroet of tlte Marshetby Shih Nai-an desctibes different men in the same

environment, under a government which fotced them to tise in
revolt, and they all travelled the same blood-stained path to Liangshan;

yet each ofthese heroes has his own experience and teactions. Simi-

latly the eighteenth-century novel Dream of the Red Charuber by Tsao

Hsueh-chin, which depicts the prosperity and decline of a noble feudal

family, shows different young people with diffetent aptitudes and

temperaments in the same Gtand View Garden.
Character cannot reveal itself in isolation. Only when mefl are

involved in specific relationships, come into conflict with each other

and contrast with each othet, can their distinctive individualities be

revealed. A clash vrhich does not bring out diffetent personalities
is false, and there can be no genuine character without sharp, deep-

seated contradictions, without a dialectical relationship with other

charactets.
The depth of the charactetization is often the critetion by which

we judge the profundity of a work. All serious works of literature
must be suppotted by vivid ch^racteriz^tion. Only ideas clothed in
flesh and blood have the power to morre people. Weak and inef-
fective characters usually denote shallow thinking.

Lenin once said: \7e judge a petson not according to his own
statements ot appraisal of himself, but according to his actions.
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Aristotle claimed that chatacteriz,ati<tn depended otr action, antl that
only through a rlan's actions cou[d others undetstand his chalactet,
In films and plays, the audience comes to know and be stirted by dif-
ferent chatactets through vivid action, and this js true of novels as

well" But the novelist has an additronal advantage: not only can he

make the characl.ers voicc their viervs, he can also speal< clirectly ttr
the readet.

A well-dtawn type not only teflects the spirit of the age through
his vivid charactet but possesses genuine ideological impact. The
Dreatt of tlte ked Chantlter started a flew era for the Chinese romantic
novel by investing a story of sentimental love between a talented
yollng scholat and a beautiful girl with a strong social significance

and voicing the demand of young people for freedom and happiness

under the stifling feudal system. Pao-yu, "busy about nothing,"
and Tai-yu so "prone to worry and grief" bring home to the reader

theit conflict with feudal motality, while the tragic conclusion of the
novel not only btoke with the convention of happy endings but served

as a forceful denunciation of the cause of the tragedy. Balzac's work
is a landmark in the lTestern novel, taking mofley for the first time
as its centtal theme, Readers were amazedto see in Eug6nie Grandet,

Old Goriot and Rastignac the all-powetful god of capitalist society-
Mammon! Money reigned supreme, controlling everything. The love
l;etween pareflts and children, between man and v/oman or frientls,

v,ere recluced to ashes by the Power of money. There was no lnore
innocence, Lrut hypocris), antl shantelessness reignecl in men's hearts.

Ag'.rin, if we look at the characters in I-u flsun's storjes, whether:

the Maclman, Kung Yi-chi, Jr-rn-tu, I{siang-lin's wife, \Wei Lien-shu,
'I'zu-chun, Foutth Uncle ot Ssu-ming, these men and women some-

times depicted in only a few wotds have the most astounding depth

which forces us to ponder them catefully. Ah Q's "rrotal victoty"
is like a magic mittor, so that after the reader has laughed at the chat-

acter he becomes aware of his own sectet shortcomings and is shocked,

thus learning the lesson,

A typical char^cter not only combines the general and the particular,
but is also a synthesis of the writer's obiective clescriptions and subjec-

tive thinking. On every character he creates, a writer must inevitably
leave his own mark,

A wtiter's choice of matetial is not comparable to a cook's marketing

or a girl's putchase ofclothes: he has to draw nn his own experience.
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It is no use skimming over the surface of life. The subiect that ap-
peals to hirn rnost, with which he is most fa:mrliaL must be something
that has made a deep impression on him, that has become pat of his
life. The misfortunes in Lu Hsun's childhood, which made his family
take refuge in the country, helped him to sympathize strongly with
the lot of the peasalrts whom he depicts in his stories. Similarly,
because Dickens gtew up among London slums he was able to write
with warm compdssion about the poot and helpless, and his unforget-
table pottraits of children owe much to his childhood memories.
Balzac, too, wrote penetratingly about usurers because he himself was
constantly in debt.

The writer observes people with his eyes and even more with his
heart. \fhen he depicts charactets with .warm sympath\r, passes

judgement on them and expresses his own ideals, he inevitably adds

a subjective colouring to them. The characters depicted by Lu Hsun
make cleat his passionate indignation, just as the fun he pokes at Ah
Q shows his pity for the unfortunate and his anger because they woulcl
not stand up and fight. Tolstoy's charactets are eternally searching
for the meaning of life. The thirteenth-century Chinese dramatist
Kuan Han-ching depicted the goodness and staunchness of many
humble 'womefl in feuclal China, while the women in Balzac's Contldie

hamaine are mostly victims of the capitalist system.

AII men have theit limitations, and the greatest writers and artists
are no exception. The1, are limited not only br,'their age but by their
litt, temperament, understanding and tastes. A writer can only wtite
about rr,-hat he has erperienced, contemplated and felt, what he loves
deady, knows and undetstands. His talent mav lie in one ditection,
not in another. The fatal thing for a wtiter is to have little ot no
telationship with the masses, because this will lead to the withering
of his art. An ivory tovr'er is no place fot him. All writers and
attists who understand this try to bteak thtough this limitation, for it
can and must be done.
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Notes on .Art

Chih Ko

Kuan Shan-yueh's Paintings

To renew att one must bteak with the old idea of the "sublime."

Ttuth is all impottant in folk fotms.

Through truth one enters a tealm of fancy

Vhete the commonplacc becomes sublime.

These lines wete insctibed by the poet Kuo Mo-jo as a colophon on

the painting Caruel Bells I'{orth of the Great trVall done by the painter

Kuan Shan-yueh when he was travelling in the northwest in 1941

during the \Vat of Resistance Against Japan. In this painting a

boundless sandy waste stretches towards the horizon beneath a sullen

sky. A small camel caravan plods along against the wind-whipped
sand. It is not a large scroll but it trutMully depicts the desolate yet

magoificent scenery notth of the Gteat \rall and expresses the paintet's

own melancholy and indignant sentiments at that time. The poem

that accomPanies it well expresses the salient featutes of the Lingnan
School of painters who advocated the combining of the "sublime"
and the "commonplace."

Chih Ko, a young att ctitic, was botn in Nir-rgtsin Countl', Flopei Ptovirce in
r925. At ptesent he is teaching in the Canton Institute of Fine Atts.
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That v/as twenty years ago. I(uan Shan-yueh, then a young artist,
is now ovet fifty years of age afld a veteran master in the traditional
style. Ife is also the best exponent ofthe Lingnan School ideas. But
befote we go on to discuss his paintings, it is necessary by wa1. 6f
inttoduction to say a few wotds about the Lingnan School itself.

The Lingnan School came into being at the end of the last century.
At that time Chinese traditional painting was undetgoing a great
change. Many painters were making bold experiments aimed to
create new styles based on the traditions of the national art. Artists
in Kwangtung Ptovince in the south of China were also engaged in
such attempts. Among them were the noted paintets I{ao Chien-fu
(r878-195 r) and Chen Shu-jen (rSBl-r948) who leatned the recognized
techniques of sketching from Chu Lien, an outstanding Kwangtung
bitd-and-flower painter. Meanwhile, then and at the beginning of
the twentieth century, the diverse schools of modetn art were taking
shape in Europe. Painting it Japan, influenced by Eutopean att
trends, was undetgoing a change too, absorbing certain 'Western

techniques and methods. This in turn influenced I{ao Chien-fu and
Chen Shu-jen, both of whom lived in Japan for some time. When
they returned to China, they began a movement in Kwangtung fot
a new style of traditional painting. They worked together with Kao's
younger brother Chi-feng QS89-ry) and were also active in training
a numbet of younger artists. Kao Chien-fu set up his "spring
Slumber Studio" and Kao Chi-feng his "Ileavenly \)7ind Pavilion"
and here they taught students and developed and expounded their
new ideas about painting. They advocated a renaissance of Chinese
painting which would be based on the national art traditions and the
absorption of foreign techniques to create new forms. They put
great emphasis on sketching and took natute as theit master. Theit
themes and subjects became mote vatied,x They wanted their works
to be appreciated not only by the intellectuals, who were a minotity,
but also by othet strata of the people-mainly the townspeople.

These painters who created works according to theit own otiginal
artistic ideals were immediately attacked by the academic consetvatives
fot tejecting the "sublime" and descending to the "commonplace."
Nevertheless, theit otiginal way of painting and their distinctive

*Kao Chien-fu was ofle of the fitst Chincse 2rtists to inttoduce aeroplanes and
factoties as thenres in his ttaditional style parntrngs.
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From traditional painting Kuan Shan-;'ueh emPhatic

bias towatds lyticism in his art' But the ly works is

quite different from that n scrolls of the old masters' A saying

about ancient Chinese p runs: ..The concept leads the btush.,,

That is to say, the painter's brush exptesses the painter's thoughts

and feelings. Howevet, in old China most of the scholar paintets

were limitecl by theit time, ancl their attitude towards natufe was

static ancl submissive. A great bul'l< of 116i1 ryorlis, coflsequeotly,

conveys a sense of cletachmcnt, clcsolation znd solitatines \what

Kuan Shan-yueh gives expression to in his lanclscapes and rd-and-

flower paintings is a new sentiment-the clynamic, positive and pur-

*Litrgtan
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mcans "south of Vtl1ing."

Wben the l\ain Is Our
by I{uan Shan-



poseful attitucle of the labouring peopie towards riature, a strong and

splendid beauty.
lVhen the Rain Is Ouer is teptesentative of the attist's style at its

most magnificent, A grand and rocky mountain dominates the

vertical scroll, its pea.k soating up and outofthepicture space. "A
mountain is not high if the whole of it is visible," said an ancient

Chinese paintet. Flete, the mountain with its invisible peak induces

in us a sense of grand and sublime beauty. To paint the undulating
mountain flanks and dense forests that ciothe them the painter has

used superimposed washes of black ink mingled with datk green laid
on in such a wzy as to present the cool freshness of natLlre aftet tain.
Glittering patches of
paddy fields appe r
below the misty foot-
hills. tsrilliant after
the rain, they are like
gems set into the
earth by the hands of
the working people.

One of I(uan
Shan-yueh's favourite
themes is the poetic
feeling for. r'at:.Tre that
comes from a knowl-
edge of tl-re fruits of
labour. His Spring
SowingTime, depicing
a typical village scene

in southern China,
vividly expresses the
artist's warm feelings
for the countryside,
The composition and
conception of this
painting strike a note
very different from
the traditional paint-
ings on the same

subject. Rows of

Spring Sowing Time
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gracefLrl palms gil,e streflgth and vatiety to its con-rposition. A fcrv
str:okes suggesting their inverted reflections bting out the lirulritl
clarity of the rx,'ater in the paddy frelds. A group of conrrlrunc
rnernbers are taking tice seedlings out to the paddies. A peasant

.guides a buf[-a]o pulling a plough. Srnall as the figures ere, thc\,
add buoyant life to the scene.

Kuan Shan-yueh likes to paint the virile things ar-rtl scenes of natute.
For instance, in l.ris Picture of Propitiow Clranes he has employed a vig-
orous and powerful brush stroke to depict a huge, shady banyan tree
which has withstood the wind and sun fot a hundted years. Its
intertwined branches stretch out luxuriantly covered with thick green
foliage. Some boatmen have tied theit sampans beneath it and rest
in its deep shade. A gteat flock of cranes wheel over the top of
the tree which they made their home. The theme of propitious cranes
was once used by the twelfth-cefltury Empetor Hui-tsung of the
Sung dl,nasty; he painted a picture of twenty white cranes, tefl on
each side, in symmetrical z.rtay, like respectful guards flanking the
golden roof top of r palacc cncircled by propitious clouds. Emperor
Hui-tsung chose the syrnbol of thc "prc4ritious cranes" as afl invoca-
tion for the stability of his monarchy. Ilis clcgant style of painting
is strongly expressive of the aristocrat. Kuan Shan-yueh adopted the
same name for his painting, perhaps v'ith the jntention of contrasting
it with that of the empetor. On his scroll the cranes are depicted
so freely and naturally and the banyzn ttee is so magnificent that the
whole picture bteathes a simple genuine sentiment,

East lYind, one of I(uan Shan-yueh's bitd-and-flower paintings,
clepicts the abounding vitality of nature. The artist uses a strong,
heavily-chatged brush to depict a cluster ofpalm leaves bending in the
wind. Above them, three small swallows are shown flying speedilv,
head on against the wind. The contrary directions of the lines of
the palrn leaves and the path of the swallows convey the conflict of
two opposing forces, bringing out the inner contradiction of the
therne; giving the painting its force and sense of dynamic rnotion.
It is customary for Chinese paintets to stress the use of blank space.

In this painting a big space is left blank on the upper right-hand side,

suggesting that the wind is blowing fast and strong ftom that direc-
tioo. Tlre title East IYind is signiflcant in that it shows the painter is

striving to achieve a level of pictodal poetry beyond the common-
place; r'rot just any wind blows br-rt the east wincl in early spring nraking
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the flou,ers bloom ,r,herevet it blov's. The painting does indeed

convey a sense of the strong east $/ind, strblime aucl stitnulating,

announcing the corning of spring.

The sub-tropical clirnate of Kwangtung gives its scenerl'distiflctive

features rll its own. There is a strong local flavout to the wotks of
the Litrgnrn School painters in depicting scenes of their native ptov-
ince. Kuan Shan-yueh loves his native land and delights in painting

its southern scenery palm groves, banyan trees, paddy fields in the

mountain valleys and boats ofl the $/atet. Portrayal of these scenes

with their striking characteristics has contributed to shaping the

painter's o$/n distinctive technique and artistic style.

It is by no meafls the case, however, that I(uan Shan-yueh limits

himself exclusively to the scefles and life of Kwangtung. On the

contrary, he has travelled widely all over the country in recent years,

and n-rade pictures of the snow-capped Changpai Mountains in the

north, the misty mountain cities in the northwest and other beauty

spots of China. IIis Coal'I'own, done jn 196r after a visit to the Fushun

open-cut mine in the northeast, is one of his outstanding and tepre-

sefltative works. In an insctiption on the painting he has writteri,

"Deeply impressed with the magnilicence of the mining area and the

complexity of the structure of its coal seams, I feel that even if I had

all the technique of brushwork and colouring of the ancient masters

at my f,nger tips I would not be able to clepict them; such new content

calls for new forms." New content indeed spurs ofl the quest fot
new fotms. As a result, the painting is a bitd's-eye view of the rock-

l-ike outctops of coal; smoke and dust rise like misty clouds veiling
the tortuous tutns of the rails and the precipitous cuts in the hillside'
The mining atea with its cluster of buildings is bustling with life'
Though the painter uses no more than the traditional papet, ink,
brushes and colours of Chinese painters for ages past, he had gone far

beyond the ttaditional techniques used by the ancient masters in depict-

ing landscapes and clouds. Employing new techniques and inspited

with a passionate love for his subiect the painter extols the great

achievements of the working people.
I temember once heating I(uan Shan-yueh temark, "I do not like

to paiflt mechanically or to make aformal draft before I paint." He

is accustomed to express himself freely and fluentl1r. Nevertheless,

his is a dedicated attitude to creative work; his romanticism is embodi-

ecl in realistic images. Intensive ttaining over the years has given
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hinr the abilitv to grasp swiftlv thc salient features of what lre sees.

llc oncc tcmarked: "T'he watets of the Likiang River in Jiwtogsi
are quiet afld a n\ n on a raft punts from the stern. But the Tomen
River in I(irin is turbulent aucl rapirl so the raftsman punts ftom the
prow." 'fher hahit of srrc'h cnrefu,l ohservation enahles bim to retain
deep ancl lasting impressir,rt.ts r>f things; hc is able t() create paintings
by drawing on the fiateri^l in his memory even after many yeats.

Kuan Shan-1"ueh usually takes up his brush only after he has

thotoughly thought out the conception and composition of the
painting he inten<is to do. But then, in the ptocess of painting, he

often makes changes on the sput of the moment. In practising his
art he never ignores a chance to explore and search fot the new. An
ancient saying has it that "the mind conceives and the fingers will
bring out wofrderful fotms." I(uan Shan-yueh once said: "New
explorations may end in failure. But evety new achievement and
discovery means the greatest happiness and satisfaction fot the attist,"
Perhaps it is this cteative method that enables him to procluce works
rvhich are always full of life ancl emotion.

Kecerut Publicalions

The Boundless Grassland (Part I) by N{alchinhu
\X/ritets' Publishing House, Peking

Malchinhu is a young Mongolian writer well known for his stoties

and prose sketches. 'l-be Boundle.rt Crassland (Part I) is his first full-
length novel. Published in t957, it has now been republished in
a revised edition.

'Ihe herdsmen of the Innet Mongolian grassland lived in wretched

poverty under the dark rule of their feudal princes and the Kuomin-

tang. This novel describes their sttugglein ry46 against reaction and

fot national liberation. The heto of the stoty, Timur, w^s in 1944

fotced by the local chief Gungut to ioin the puppet artry under the

Japanese. Now he comes back to his home on the Chahar stePPe.

Having lost his parents when a child, Timur vras brought up by a

hunter called Dorzh and fell in love with the old huntet's daughter

Sechen. He returns eagetly to his sweetheart only to hnd that she

lras been taken by Gungur to be his concubine, while Uncle Dorzh
has lost his eyesight through u/eeping. But the misety and iniusticc

which confront Timur metely strengthen his resolve to revenge his

dear ones and fight fot the libetation ofhis people.

The Inner Mongolian grassland is as turbulent as a storm-tossed

sea. The association fot Inner Mongolia's liberation led by the

Chinese Communist Party is sending ou-t work-teams orl all sides to
drouse, edrrcir-te a-nd ,rrgamzc th-e herd-qmen to ioin in the re'r'olutionars

strugglc. T'tnltr ancl his ttiends fearlessly joitr the X{rngan Bantlcr

n4
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Cavahy Brigade in the people's army led by the Party, and so this
lad who has tasted such bitterness takes the path of armed struggle
and becomes a revolutionary fi,ghtet.

ft is hard, however, for a young man used to a nomadic life to adapt

himself to the strict discipline of the tevolutionaty atrny. Again
and again he evinces splendid courage, but he shows himself immature
and reckless too. One day when pursuing a band of Kuomintang
troops, he leaves his men without instructions and single-handed
kills six of the enemy and captures mafly weapons, He is neady
killed by the enemy himself. His supetior officers and his comrades

take him to task for his foolhardiness, but he does not Teatna lesson,

Soon aftetwatds, told to skitt tound the enemy to deliver an jmportant

message, he petfotms art amazing feat of hotsemanship by chatging
thtough the Kuomintang tanks underneath his hotse's belly-teck-
lessly endangering the success of his mission.

In the summei of 1946, Chiang IQi-shek launches a large-scale

ofensive against the liberated areas and the Liberation Army led

by the Communist Party. That winter the Kuomintang occupy
I(algan, strategically situatecl between the notth China plain and

Inner Mongolia, and -fimur's cavalry brigacle is otdeted to withdtaw
from the grassland to the desert regir.,n in the north to avoid a clash

with the enemy's main strength. Timur, who does not understand
the overall strategy, goes home insteacl with his ftiend Shagdar to
protect theit home district with a handful of men. He is captured

by Gungut and the Kuomintang, and here the first patt of the novel
ends. Before Timur becomes a seasoned Communist and revolu-
tionary soldier, he must undetgo mote severe tests; and the develop-
ment of his character will be unfolded in the second patt of the book.

Timur's expetience and character ate the ptoduct of his time and

envitonment. His is the fate of many of the hetdsmen of Inner
Mongolia and the path he takes is one -trodclen by them all. They
are forced to this by scoundrels like the local chief Gungut. Gungut
worked for the Japanese as a police superintendent when the Japanese
impedalists invaded China; in ry45 after the Japanese surrender, he

organized an army to "protect" his district and by keeping in with
the l(uomintang retained his power and continued to oppress thc
people. In orclet to couflteract the growing influence of Timur's
cavalry brigade, he slandets it and tries to split its ranks. He even

sends out a contir-rgent in the name of thc Communist Party to burno
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kill, rape and pillage, hoping to trick the Mongt-,lians into opposing

the revolutiotT^ry ^rmy. However, his plot is soon exposed. Mal-
chinhu has given a penetrating portrayal of this traitot willing to
betray his coufltry and peopJe in order to retain his position as ruler
and exploiter.

But such traitors are a small minority, and the majority of thc
I\{ongolians are lihe Surun, the political commissar of the cavaky

brigade and a member of the Communist Patty. She is one of the

most outstanding figures in this novel. The association for Inner
Mongolia's liberation sent Surun to the Mingan Banner to set

up the first contingent of the people's forces here. Thanks to
het cotrect implementation of the Party's nationalities policy and het
own wisdom and courage, she wins broad and genuine suPport for
the revolution. Sutun never thinks of herself, only of the revolu-
tion, the people and the coufltry. The herdsmen like het for het
frankness and warmth, for the clear way she explains important
policies to them in simple language. Under het leadetship the cavalry

btigade makes rapid headway. Unwavering in her faith, quick in
undetstanding, she never falls into the enemy's trap, 

^fld 
when I(uo-

mintang bandits disguise themselves as a Communist fotce to ravage

the gtassland, she resolutely leads the inexperienced cavalry bdgade

to route the enemy in a surptise attack.
Other unforgettable chatacters are Timut's sweetheart Sechen,

the yarm-hearted, shtewd young widow Sebelma, Btigade Com-

mander Gombo, Timur's comrade-in-arms Shagdar and misedy

Ocher. Malchinhu is at his best in descriptions of life on the gtass-

land. This novel does not metely depict a historical scene but en-

ables readers to enter ioto the life and feelings of the Mongolianpeople.

-- Chao Hsueh-ling

A Trading Post in the Mountains bv Lo Pin-chi
\Triters' Publishing House, Peking

This collectitrn of fifteen shott stories written between r95z and 196z

reflects the changes in the life in the tural and mountain districts from
thc time of mutual-aid fean-rs lhrough the period of agricultural pro-
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ducers' co-operatives down to the establishment of petlple's com-

munes. Much space is devoted to the change in women's outlook

as a tesult of their new life. Peasant women in old China were looked

down upon and badly treated because they were economically depend-

ent. It 'nvas only aftet the liberation that their hultran dignity and

rights wete testoted and they began to enioy a free life.
Fatlter and Daryhter is a story on this theme. Ptetty, clever Hsiang-

chieh martied at seventeen but her husband died within three years,

leaving het with a child. She temained a widow because it was

not consideted respectable in the old society fot a woman to fiaffy
again, and she was held up as a model in this respect by the feudal-

minded villagers, among them het fathet. Liberation brought
changes to the countryside. The former poor Peasants and hited
hands stood up and the land refotm was catried out. nflomen started

to demand equal rights and free choice in rrrarriage- Hsiang-chieh

was affected by the new ideas and smiles began to 
^PPe 

r on het
hitherto solemn and apathetic face. But the diehards objected to
this sttongly. One day she wote a tiny yellow flower in het hair'

"Take that bit o' grass out of your hair. Throw it awayl, Look at

yourselfl Who is it meant for?" scolded het old'father, regarding

this as a setious breach of ptopriety in a widow. Like a tendet sprout

withered by sudden ftost, Hsiang-chieh relapsed into her old dull
way of life until, not long afterwatds, something unprecedented

happened. One day on the way to the fait she met Chang Ta, captatn

of the village militia. They had a Pleasant chat in the coutse of which
he urged her to loin the mutual-aid team iust set up in their village.

His encoutagement and concern touched and stirted her. Het old

subservient life became unbearable to her and eventually, defying her

father's displeasure, she ioined the mutual-aid team and married Chang

Ta. Thus this youflg woman, all but buried alive by feudal ideologn

regained her youth in the new society and lived more happily than

ev-et before. This story is intetesting reading thanks to its minllte

and penetrating descriptions ofthe conflicts between the old and new

represented by the father and daughter'
'Mother 

vang, anothef story in this collection, deals with an old

'woman who was a widow too. Het sole pfoPerty was two tttou of

poor land which could not supPoft her and she had no choice but

io go ,.rd stay with het married daughter in another village' Her

du.rghter,, fathet-in-law was such a skinflint that although Mother
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Wang worl<ed hard all day long he showed flo appreciation and made
it dilficult fot her to stay. Ilortunately, her home village was liberated,
after which she was allotted arable land, fruit trees, goats and sheep.
She joined the mutual-aid team, became head of its crdche and began
to enjoy herself, winning respect and ptaise for het hatd work. Itr<.rt

three years she clid not go to see her daughter. Then, taking a few
dalrs' 1.or., she paid her a visit. This time the stingy old man gave
her a warm welcome, but she only 512y"4 for one night before hurrying
back to het work which meant so much to her. This stoty is not
a general accourit of Mother Wang's life before and after the libera-
tion. The stress is on the difference between the old and new societies
as well as the change in people's way of thinking, as reflected in Mother
\7ang's satisfaction at being able to support herself.

Wh1le Father and Daugbnr and Mother lYangportray women liberat-
ed ftom the old society, the title story A Trading Post in tbe Mountaint
presents a girl brought up in New China. Tsao Ying, head of a

trading post in the mountains, had been thtough primary school.
Bright and vivacious, she dealt frankly and warmly with all who
came her way. !7hen she had to make a business trip, she left the
ttading post in the charge of Grandpa \(ang, their eldedy buyer.
It was time for buying grapes, and crate-loads of grapes were waiting
to be shipped offbut the post had no transportatiofl. Grandpa \Vang
decided not to buy any more so as to save loss for the state, but the
commune members wourld suffet if they could not sell their grapes.
As both sides were atguing, Tsao Ying returned. She thought hard
and suggested making the grapes into wine, a proposal which was
approved by the leadership as well as the commune membets. But
as soon as this problem u/as smoothly solved another ptoblem cropped
up. A section chief ftom another commune had come to sell ginseng
and Grandpa \7ang, with his old ideas of bargainrng, offered an un-
realistically lor,v ptice. Of course the other man turned it down and
the transaction was about to break off when Tsao Ying took a hand
in the matter. Confident that a commune cadte would not take
advantage of a state-run tracling post, she bought the ginseng at his
price, which she considered fair and reasonable, Her trust made
a deep impression on the man and helped to remove his old pref udice
against buyers, while Grandpa Wang learned a lesson too. In both
cases, Tsao Ying had considered the good name and interest of the
state as well as the welfare of the people. Here the author has given
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rrs a corlvincing picture of a wartrr, straightforwartl anrl contpetelrt

),oung woman cadre.
Moonlit X{igltt in tbe Stburbs of Peking describes village life on the

eve,of the Big Leap Forwatd in r958 and consists of five parts, each
of which can be tead as an independent stor)/. Other works in thc
collection such as On tlte Steppe, Under the lYltite Bircb and A,fter the

.\'torn deal with life in the Greater Khingan Mountains in northeast
China. All these tales show us something of socialist construction
in the Chinese countryside.

Lo Pin-chi is a talented and experienced writet, who penetrates
thtough the surface oflife to reach the hearts and rninds ofhis charac-
ters and by conveying their inmost thoughts and feelings succeeds in
reflecting the changes of the outer world. His devotion to the new
men and women and new events in the countryside gives his stories
a refreshing buoyancy.

- Wu Shan-hsiang

!?Q 1U

C/tronicle

Examples of Modetn Revisionism in Art

The November ry63 issue of lYenli Bao (Litetary Gazette) published
an article by the ctitic Chang Kuang-nien entitled Exaztphs of Modern

Reuisionism in Art. In his article, Chang I(uang-nien criticized Tbe

Fortl-first, Ballad of a Soldier an.d Tlte Clear Srty, three recent films with
war as their theme produced by a representative figute in the Soviet
film wotld, the film ditector Grigori Chukhrai. In this context he
discussed the ptoblem of how a wotk of att should reflect rvar and

Peacq.
The article points out that in an article called Keeping tbe Old on

Tbeir Toes published in the October 196z numbet of the English
m g zine Filmt and Filrring, Chukhrai, following the example of
the "lTestern new wave" in films, advocated a "Soviet 11ew wave."
The article further points out that the "Soviet new wave" fiIms
championed by Chukhrai, especially the thtee aheady mentioned,
always reitetate the same message: the tevolutionary wars the ptoleta-
riat andthe revolutionary people wete forced to wage were incompati-
ble with the individual happiness of the masses, while the collective
interest of the tevolution was incompatible with the individual interest.
The formula that wat destroys personal happiness and love is most
cleady demonsttated in these f,Lns,

Chukhrai's films, the article states, obscute the just flature of the civil
war in the Soviet Union to smash the counter-tevolutionaries who
were staging a come-back; they obscure the just nature of the anti-



fascist Patriotic War, vilifying such wars as "inhumat" antl tegretting
that these wars should havo been waged. T'he For@-Jirst, in particLrlar,
puts a woman revolutionaty fighter in the position of a renegade while
it makes the White officer out to be a good character u'ith superior
rlualities of mind and spirit. Thus it shows positive things as negative,
and sings the praises of the bad as if it were good. We can see that
in lSallad of a Soldier Chukhrai created the Alyosha type of hero as

the antithesis of the Matrosov or the Young Guard type of hero. The
director completely eschews showing the young soldiet being awaken-
ed politically or growing up mentally but emphasizes his state of
tertor and his instinctive search fot ways to survive. This is to
mock at the fair word "hero." Tbe Clear J,€y makes an individualistic
character who is opposed to socialism 

^ 
"hero."

The aticle says, "Chukhrai's main philosophical coflcept and the
philosophical foundation of the 'Soviet flew wave'he advocates is
abstract humanism which oblitetates class, and is in esseflce boutgeois
hurnanism with extreme individualism at its cote. This humanism
is to teplace 'communism without humanism'. . . . It hopes to sub-
stitute bourgeois ideology (bourgeois humanism and the bourgeois
theory of human nature) for proletarian ideology (the Marxist-Leninist
theory of revolution). . . . The 'Soviet new wave' as tepresented by
Chukhrai has completely betrayed the revolutionary tradition of the
Soviet cinema and has, in fact, become an appendage to modetn rWest-

ern boutgeois art."
This issue of lVenli Bao also published as an appendix to this article

the whole text of Chukhrar's Keeping the Old on Their T'oes.

An abridged English translation of Chang I(uang-nien's article
was published in Peking Reuiew No. 5o, r963.

Publication of Books in Minority Languages

Apart from the Nationalities Publishing llouse in Peking, ptactically

every national autonomous region in China has a publishing house

to produce books in its own national languages, and of these the

Sinkiang People's Publishing Ilouse is one of the latgest.

This publishing house, set up in r95r, had bv August last year

btought out 2,r4, books totalling nearly thitty-eight rnillion copies
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in the Uighur, T{nzal<h, Mongolian, Sibo and I{halkhas languages.

In addition to ptinting text-books, this publishing house pays special

attention to the foll< literature and modern Titeraty wotks of lthe fra-
tetnal nationalitics. [t has, fot example, edited ancl published ancient
epics, folk talcs irrrtl l)()pular sayings of the Uighur people, the songs of
Kazakh folli, singcrs and the poems of l,otpulla Mutanllip, the out-
standing rcvolr-rtionary Uighur poet of this century. Other fine post-

liberati<rn worl<s by Uighur and Kazakh writets have been pubiished
in sevcrtl languages. The Sinkiang People's Publishing House
also introcluces modetn works by well-known IIan writers as well as

Chincsc classics translated into minority languages.

Folk Music Concerts

Early last rrinter the folk music band of the Vanguatd Song and Dance

Ensemble of the Chinese People's Liberation Army gave fotty concerts

in Peking. These perfotmances aroused particular intetest because

they used solely ttaditional Chinese instruments and played flothing
but Chinese compositions. The instruments included twenty-nine
gongs; sttioged instruments set in vibration by bows like the kao-hu,

th-ha, chung-hn atd, ta-hu; sttinged itrstrumerts which are plucked
Iike the liu-chin, -yuan and san-hsien; and wincl instruments varying in
pitch from high to low like the tlnug, kuan, ti, bsiao and.rona. Some of
these are improved ttaditional insttuments. Thus the twenty-nine
gongs urere evolved from the nine gongs used in sacrificial music
at the temple of Confucius in Shantung. Most of the items performed
lilere adapted from folk tunes, folk songs and local operas; others
'were otiginal compositions with a folk flavout. The musicians had
collected tunes and songs from shephetds on the gtasslands, wood-
cutters and foresters, boatmen, veterans of the Red Atmy and people

in the old revolutionaty bases. On the basis of these songs leatned
ftom the people, they revised old tunes and composed new melodies.

The success oftheit performaflces has great significance fot the devel-

oPment of China's national music and the adaptation of traditional
instruments to interptet modern themes.
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Sixtieth Annivetsary of the Hsiling Seal Society

At the eod o[ October last year, members of the I{siling Seal Socicty
itr Hangchow celebrated its sixtieth anniversary by the W'est Lake.
Seal-cutting in China has a long tadition and is closely linked widr
painting, rnany outstancling; Chinese artists heving excelled jrt it.
'I"his society was founded in t9o4 and headed by the distinguishecl
painter Wu Chang-shuo (r844-1927). Its membets meet every ye^r 

^tthe Chingming Festival in spring and the Chungyang Festival in
autumn. Every ten years they hold an exhibition of seals, paintings
and calligtaphy at which they exchange experience, study each other's

work and help to develop the art of seal-cutting. In the last sixty
years this society has studied and preserved many valuable wotks
of art and published monograPhs as well as reptoductions of the wotk
done by its members. It has compiled and published several hundred
books of teference on seal-cutting alone. Since the liberation the

Hsiling Seal Society has received government support enabling it
to set up a museum to clisplay sculptutes, inscriptions and other
cultural relics, to enlarge its gtouncls and Promote research and cteative
wotk.

Repait of the Gadan Monastery in Tibet

The Gadan Monastery built on a hill top 4,ooo metres above sea level
east of Lhasa has just been rehabilitated. The repaits carried out
were the most extensive since its establishmett 554ye^rs ago. Ac-
cording to historical tecotds, this monastery w-as built by Tzong
Khapa, the foundet of the Yellow Sect, the largest sect of the Lama.ist

faith in Tibet. This monastery contains an image of the founder,
his throne and pagoda, the clothing and sutra he used. The architec-
tute has the distinctive features of fifteenth-seventeenth century

Chinese atchitectute, and is one of out priceless old monuments.
Among its many cultural teLics is a huge coloured tapestry of Bud-

dhist images supposedly the work of Princess lWen-cheng, the daughter

of Emperot Tai-tsung of the Tang dynasty in the seventh century.

Because she martied the Tibetan king Srong-tsan Gampo and brought
the advanced feudal culture crf the Hans to Lhasa, she was trighly
respected in Tibet.
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Last year tl.re Dreipung and Seta Monasteries, both built latet than
the (ladan, wcre lrlso repaired. 'l'hese fhree rnonasteries are lino\\,rr
as tlre Lhas:r "tlig 'l'hree."

Ballet in Peking

E,arly last vrintet the Expetimental Ballet Troupe of the Peking School
of Dancing gave performances in Peking and Shanghai of Swan Lake
andEsmeralda, and showed remarkable progress in their technique and
interpretation of the themes. This company, established in 1959,

already includes in its repettoire Swan Lake, T'he Corsair, Ciselle, Vain
Precautions, The Fountain of Bakchiserai and Etnteralda. In ry62 tlne

young ballet dancers toured Burma and were given a cordial welcome,
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