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La Llsun's Essals

Pneface ts "Call to Arms"*

!7hen I was young I, too, had many dreams. Most of them I later
forgot, but I see nothing in this to regret. For although recalling
the past may bting happiness, at times it cannot but bring loneliness,
and what is the point of clinging in spirit to lonely bygone days ?

However, my trouble is that I cannot forget completely, and these

stories stem from those things which I have been unable to forget.
Fot more than four years I ftequented, almost dally, a pawnshop

and pharmacy. f cannot temembet how old I was at the time, but
the pharmacy counter was exactly my height and that in the pawn-
shop twice my height. I used to hand clothes and trinkets up to
the counter twice my height, then take the money given me with con-
tempt to the countet my o\r/11 height to buy medicine fot my father,
a chtonic invalid. On my retutn home I had other things to keep

me busy, for out physician was so eminent that he presctibed unu-
sual drugs and adiuvants: aloe roots dug up in winter, sugar-cane
that had been thtee years exposed to frost, original pairs of crickets,

*Call lo Arms, Lr I-Isun's eatliest collection of short stoties, contains foutteen
stoties wtitten betu'een r;t8 zrd. tgzz.



and ardisia that had seeded. . . most of which wete difftcult to come

by. But my fathet's illness went from bad to \vorse until finally

he died.

It is my belief that those who corne down in the wodd will ptob-
ably Tearn in the ptocess what society is really like. My eagerness

to go to N - 
and study in the K 

- 
Academy* seems to have shown

a desire to sttike out for myself, escape, and find people of a different

kind. My mother had no choice but to taise eight dollars for my

ttavelling expenses and say I might do as I pleased. That she cried

was only natural, fot at that time the ptoper thing was to study the

classics and take the official examiflations. Anyone who studied

"foteign subjects" was a social outcast regarded as someone who

could find no way out and was forced to sell his soul to foteign
devils. Besides, she was sorry to part with me. But in spite of all

this, I went to N-and entered tr(-Academy; and it was thete

that I learned of the existence of physiss, atithmetic, geography,

history, drawing and physical training. They had no physiology

coutse, but we saw woodblock editions of such \vorks as A New

Coarse on tlse Human Bodlt and Esmls on Cltenistrl and Hlgiene. Recall-

ing the talk and ptescriptions of physicians I had kno.r,-n and com-

pating them with what I now knew, I came to the conclusion that

those physicians must be either unwitting or deiibetate charlatans;

and I began to feel great synrPathy for the invalids and familics who

suffered at their hands. From translated historics I also learned

that the Japanese Refotmation owed its rise, to a gre t exteflt, to

the inttoduction of Western medical science to Japan.
These inklings took me to a medical college in the Japanese

counttyside.*x It rvas my fine dteam that on my return to China I
would cure patients like my fathet who had suffered from the \Yrong

treatmeflt, while if war broke out I would serve as ^fl arrny doctor,

at the same tirnc ptomoting my countrymen's faith in reform.

xN-teFers to Nanking, and I(-to the I(iangnan Naval Acaclemy whete
the authot studied in 1898.

x*This tefets to the Sendai Medical College whete f,u Hsun studied from r9o4

to r9o6,
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I havc no idea what imptoved methods are now usecl to teach

microbiology, but in those days we were shown lantern slides of
microbcs; and if the lectute ended eatly, the iflstructor might show
sliclcs of natural scenery or news to filI up the time. Since this
u'as during the Russo-Japanese Var, thete rvere many war slides,

and I had to join in the clapping ancl cheering in the lecture hall
along with the other students. It was a long time since I had seen

any compatriots, but one day f sar.v a news-reel slide of a numbet
of Chinese, one of them bound and the test standing around him.
They were all sturdy fellows but appeared completely apathetic.

According to the commentaty, the one with his hands bound was

a spy vorldng fot the Russians who was to be beheaded by the

Japanese militaty as a warning to others, while the Chinese beside

him had come to enjoy the spectacle.

Before the tetm was over I had left for Tokyo, becausc this slide

convinced me that medical science was riot so important after all.
The people of a weak and backrn'ard country, ho'uvever strong and

healthy their 6ig[1 be, could only serve to be made examples of
or as witnesses of such futile spectacles; atd it r.r,as not necessati-

ly deplorablc if many of them died of illness. The most impor-
tant thing, thcrcfore, was to chanse their spirit; and sincc at that
time'I felt that literature was thc bcst rneans to this encl, I deciCed

to pfomote a lrterary movement. Therc were rnany Chinese stu-

dents in 'Iohyo studying law, political science, physics and chernis-

try, evefl police work and engiteeting, but not onc stuclying liter-
ature or af,t. Howevet, even in this uncongenial atmosphere I rvas

fortunate enough to find sorr-re kindred spirits. We gathered the

few others ure needed and after discussion our first step, of course,

\r,/as to publish ^ magazitTe, the title of which denoted that this rras

a nerr birth. As we vere then rather classically inclincd, we cailed

it Vita Naaa (New Life).
When thc time fot publication drew neat, some of out contribu-

tors dropped out and then our funds tan out, until thetc rvere only
three of us lcft and wc r,vetc pennilcss. Since rve hacl statted out
venture at an unlucky hout, therc was natutally no one to whom
we could complain urhen '*'e failed; but later even we three rvere



destined to part, and out discussions of a futute dream wodd had

to cease. So ended this abottive Vita Noua.

Only later did I feel the futility of it all. At that time I had not
a clue. Latet it seemed to me that if a man's proposals met with
approval, that should encourage him to advance; if they met with
opposition, that should make him fight back; but the teal tragedy

was for him to lift up his voice among the living aud meet with no

response, neithet approval nor opposition, just as if he were strand-

ed in a boundless desert completely at a loss. That was when

I became conscious of loneliness.

And this sense of loneliness gtew from day to day, entwining it-
self about rrry soul like some huge poisonous snake.

But in spite of my groundless sadness, I felt no indignation; for
this experience had made me reflect and sce that I was definitely not

the type of hero who could rally multitudes at his call.

llowever, my loneliness had to be dispelled because it was caus-

ing me agony. So I used various means to dull my senses, to im-
merse myself among my fellorv nationals and to tutn to the past'

Latet 1 experienced ot witnessed even greatet loneliness and sad-

ness which I am unwilling to recall, pteferring that it should perish

with my mind in the dust. Still my attempt to deaden my senses

was not unsuccessful - 
I lost the enthusiasm and fervour of rny

youth.

In S - Hostei* was a three-roomed house wjth a courtyard in

which grew a locust tree, and it was said that a woman had hanged

herself thete. Although the tree had gtown so tall that its branches
'were now out of teach, the rooms remained deserted. For some

years I stayed here, copying ancient insctiptions" I had few visi-

tors, the inscriptions raised no political ptoblems ot issues, and so

the days slipped quietly away, rvhich was all that I desired. On
summer nights, u,hen mosquitoes swatmed, I would sit under the

locust tree waving my fan and looking at specks of blue sky

*S 
- I'Iostel was the Shaohsing Flostel outside I{suanwumen in Peking, where

Lu llsun stayed from May rgrz to November r9r9.
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through chinks in the thick foliage, while belated caterpillars

would fall, icy-cold, on to my neck.

The only visitor to drop in occasionally fot a talk was my old

fticnd Chin Hsin-yi. Having put his big portfolio on the tickety

table he would take off his long gown and sit down opposite me,

looking as if his heart was still beating fast because he was attaid of
clogs.

"\7hat's the use of copying these?" One night, while leafing

through the inscriptions I had copied, he asked me for enlighten-

ment on this point.
"There isn't any use."

"What's the point, then, of, copying them?"

"Thete isn't any point."
"\7hy don't you wtite something?.. ."
I nnderstood. They were bringing out Nez Youth,* but since

thete did not seem to have been any teaction, favoutable or other-

wise, no doubt they felt lonely. However I said:

"Imagine an iron house having not a single window and virtually
indestructible, with all its inmates sound asleep and about to die

of suflocation. Dying in their sleep, they won't feel the pain of death.

Now if you raise a shout to wake a few of the lighter sleepets, mak-

ing.these unfortunate ferv suffer the agony of irrevocable death,

do you really think you are doing them a good turn?"

"But if a few rl-ake up, you can't say there is no hope ofdestroy-
ing the iron house."

True, in spite of my own conviction, I could not blot out hope,

fot hope belongs to the future. I had no negative evidence able

to refute his afHrmation of faith. So I finally agreed to wtite, and

the tesult was my fltst story A Madman'.r Diatlt.** And once statt-

*'Ihis magazine played an ifirpottant part in the N{ay 4th Movement of

ry:.9 by attacking feudalism and spteading Matxist ideas' Chin }Isin-yi is an

alias fot Chien llsuan-tung, one of the editors of Nea Yoalb.

**A Matlmnn's Diar1, (see Chinese Lileratura No' ro, r97r) fitst published in
New Youtb Vol. IV, No. 5 ir May r9r8, was latet included inCall to Arnts, Ihis
stoty ruthlessly er<poscs the naturc of Ctrinese feudal society which hacl a histoty

of several thousand yeats. Lu I-Isun shows that it was a "man-eating" society

and that its "vittue and motality" wete sheet hlpocrisy.



ed I could not give up but would write some sort of short stoty
from tirne to time to humour my friends, until I had written more

than a dozen of them.
As far as I am concerned, I no longer feel any great urgc to express

myself; yet, perhaps because I have not forgotten the gricf of my
past loneliness, I sometimes call out to encoutage those fighters
'who arc galloping on in loneliness, so that they do not lose heart.

\Thether my cty is brave ot sad, repeltrent or ridiculous, f do not
care. However, since this is a call to arms I must natutally obey

my genetal's orders, This is why I often resort to innuendoes,

as when I made a wteath appear from nowhere at the son's grave in
Mcdicine,* while in Tomorrotv I did not say that Foutth Shan's NTife

never dreamed of het little boy. For our chiefs in those days rvere

against pessimism. And I, for my part, did not want to infect with
the loneliness which I had found so bitter those young people who
were still dreaming pleasant dreams, just as I had done when young.

It is cleat, then, that my stoties fall far short of being wotks of att'
hence I must at least count myself fortunate that they ate still known
as stories and are even being brought out in one volume. Although
such good fottune makes me uneasy, it still pleases me to think that
they have readets in the wotld of men, for the time being at 

^r7y
r2te.

So now that these stories of mine are being reprinted in one col-

lection, fot the reasofls given above I have chosen to entitle it Call
to Arms.

December 3, tgzz
Peking

*Medicine (see Chinere [..ileralure No.
Call to Arms.
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Preface to o'Tlrree Leisures"*

It is four ycars, colne to think of it, since the publicatio n of And Tltat's
'r-ror,'** my foutth collcction of miscellanea. And last spring some
fricnds urgcd me to collect what I had subsequently written into one

volume. In the publishing wodd these last few years no ofle can

complain of any dearth of original writing, translations ot long trea-

tises onimportant topics; but there have been very few short teviews

or outspoken comments of the sort known as "miscellanea". For
the moment I cannot explain why this should be so.

My guess is, though, that the expression "miscellanea" oflends

high-minded writers who shun it like the plague. This can be seen

from the disparaging wav in v-hich certain people always refer to me

as a "miscellanist", to display their scorn as high-class men of lettets.

And it seems that whilc well-known authors may write miscellanea

too undet pseudonyms, because they are olrt to settle private scores

*Three Leisures cornptises thitty-fout essays written by Lu Hsun between rg2T
and ry29.

**Twenty-nine of the essays in And That's ll'ltat wete written it ry27, and one
in ry26.

r, tgTz) and Tontorraut atc two stotics in



and afraid to spoil theit teputations, or because they have some other

ultetiot motive the disclosure of which would tie their hands, they

let such wtiting be lost.

Some people certainly think miscellanea nly "fatal disease", and

I have indeed suffered no little on this scorel but I intend to go on

collecting and printing these things. It was only the trouble involv-

ed in going thtough rnlgazines, cutting out articles and assembling

them that dclayed rne from statting work for more than hll€ a year.

'Ihe fighting which btohe out in Shanghai on the night of Janwaty

z8x gtew fiercet and fiercer till I had to evacuate, leaving my books

and papers undet fire; fot if they r,vere burned this "baptism by frtc"

would wash away those opprobrious epithets "malcontent"** and

"miscellanist". Little did I guess that cln my return at the end of
March I should End all my papers intact. Thereupon I started rummag-

ing through them and making a selection, like a man just recoveted

from a dangerous illness who is curious to Peer at his rvasted fea-

tures in the mitror and finger his wrinkled skin.

First T sorted out what I had written in'28 and'29. This came

to very little; but apart ftom five or six talks given in Peking and

Shanghai, for which I had no notes, nothing else seetns to have been

lost. I tcmember now that these u'ere the two years in which I did

the least writing and could find no publisher. I left Kwangtung

in 1927, aghast at the bloodshecl there,s*x and my starnmeted com-

ments 
- 

I clared not speak outright-- appeared in And 7-ltat'.r Tltat.

But once in Shanghai f was attacked from all sides b), th. pens of

*Refetting to the attack on Shaug,hai by the Japaneseln 1932, when Lu Llsun's
house came undet bombatdmctrt.

*xJn Octobet ;.929, the teactionary writet Liang Shih-chiu .s/fote an afticle
attackiflg Lu I{sun in which he alleged: "Thete is a type of malcontent who is
always dissatisfied w-ith things as they ate.. .. If things should change to suit
his views, he would probably have nothing to write about." Lu Hsun refuted

this slandet which setved the interest of the impetialists and Kuomintang reaction-

a11es.

***Refclrillg to the latge-sr:ale massacte of Cornmunists atrd rcvolutionaty
wotkers, peasants and intellectuals aftet Chiang Kai-shek's coup d'etat on Aptil
72, \921. Lu Hsun, then in Kwangchow, witnessed many affocities.
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literary pundits. The Cteation Society,x the Sun Societyxx 2t 4

thc "rcspectable gentlemen" of the Crescent Moon Societyx'<* all con-

dcmncd me. Even those who belonged to no litetary clique, most

of rvhom have now risefl to be authors ot professors, kept penning
a fcw quiet gibes at tne to demonstrate their superiotity. To begin

r,vith I was simply "leisured and moneyed",'<*>k* the "spawn of feudal-

ism"'(**** or "degenetate"; but later I was labelled a "fascist" thirst-
ing for the blood of the young. At this time I had staying in my
home a N{r. Liao**xl<x* rr'r'ho said he had been f.orced to fly from
I(rvangtung; but finally he told me indignantly: "All my ftiends

look down on me and are cutting me fot living with someone

like you."
"Someone like you" 

- 
this shows how low I had sunk. Although

editing Tlte Tatler*#r*x** J had no actual authority; I was not just

aftaid to write (for details see M1 Connection witb "Tbe Tatler"). As fot

*A wcll-linown litctary association set up in tlzt ar.d banned by the teac-

tionaty I(uornintang govcrnment in Februaty r92g,
x+A litctrry tssociation sct up in 1927, which broke up it:, t93o, In r9z8 and

1929, undcr thc influence of the "Leftist" adventutist line then prevailing, the
Ctcation Socicty and the Sun Society cut themselves off from the Chinese tevo-
Iution, larrnchecl polemics on revolutionary litetatute and cartied out misguided
attacl<s oo Lu Ilsun. 'Ihe lattet, in the course ofrefuting thcm, ctiticized vatious
fallaiies and put fotw-ard valuable theoties tegatding the development of the
revolutionary litetature of the proletatiat and kindted ptoblems.

***frhe Crescent Moon Society was a cultutal and political association repre-
senting the comprador boutgeoisie. Established in 1923, its chief membets
included I-Iu Shih, Hsu Chih-mo and Liang Shih-chiu. In politics, this society
was anti-Communist and anti-populat; in the cultural Eeld it attacked the
tevolutionaty litetary movement heacled by Lu llsun.

****Cheng IJang-wu of the Cteation Society wtote an essay in whichhe alleged
that Lu llsun belonged to the "leisuted classes". He saicl: "V/e know that
in capitalist society today the leisuted classes ate the moneyed classes."

*****('Spawfl of feudalism", "degenerate" and "fascist" lvere terrns of abrLse

applied to Lu I'Isun ir Crealion A[ont]tlj,, August r928.
+*'k***This Mr. Liao had been Lu llsun's student in the Sun Yat-sen Uni-

verslty rn r927.
*tix>r***The Taller, lottldecl in Novembet t9z4 

^s 
a weekly on a wide tanee

of to1.[g5, u'as hrnned by the terctionary govcrnrncnt in t927. Tt resumed public:r-
tior-r in r9z8 as a litcm-ry petiodical appeating fottnightly, but suspended publication
in Febnraty r93o. l,u lIsun s/as one of its chief contributots and suppottets
and, for a petiod, its editor.



any other writing, it always had to be "milked" out of me. And
just then, because of the "encitclement campaign", I saw no point

in plunging into the fray. That is why I wrotc so Iittle.

Now I have collected in this volume all I wrotc at that time:

what was mistaken as well as what may still be worth reading. As

for the writing of my opponents, some of it can be found in An La
Hsan and China's Battle on Literature, but these are the more dignified

and decorous writings which can stand the light of duy 
- 

they do

not represent the whole. I am thinking of collecting somc othcr

articles in the nature of "miscellanea" to mahe up a volume called

The Encirclernent Campaign A comparison between that and this

collection should heighten the reaclers'intetest and heip them to under-

stand the othet side, all the shifts and subterfuges of shadow-boxing.

Strch dodges are flot likely to die out immediately. Last year's charge

"AI1 Left-wing writers ate in the pay of Moscow"* is iust one of
many old tricks. Of course, thete is no need for young people who

are interested in litetatute arrdatt to leatn these, but there is no harm

eithet in knowing about them.

As a matter of fact,I have made a search and can find no sign in my

stories or reviews that I ever thirsted for the t,lood of the young.**

Nor did f ever dream of such a thing. I believed in evolution, was

sure that the future would be better than the past and the young bet-

ter than the old. Indeed, such respect dicl I have for the young that

if they stabbed me ten times with their daggcrs I only shot bacl< one

arrow. I-ater, horvever,I rcalized my mistake. It was not the materi-

alist interpretation of history or sorle revolutionary writing v.hich

befuddled me; but in lirr"'angtung I saw young people divicled into

two great camps 
- 

some of them acting as informers or helping the

authorities to make arrests. This exploded my old way of thinking,

and I started looking sceptically at the young instead of admiring them

unconditionally. I still uttered a few cries of encoutagement, though,

fot young people ftesh to tlne fuay 
-not 

that it did much good.

*A slanderous charge levelled against Lu llsun ald othet tcvolntiot:at1'
writets by the Kuomintang teactionaries and Tvtitets in their pay.

**A chatge made against I-u Hsun inCrealion Montltfi in August 1928.
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I believe this collection comptises everything I wtote duting those

t\,vo years, except that I have selected only those forewotds to books

which seem to have some relevance today. \7hile looking through

old papers, f came across a few articles written in ry27 which were

not included in And Tlsat't That. I fancy that I omitted "Night

-lottings" because I meant to Put it in anothet volume; and I left out

some talks and lettets as treing too slight or itrelevant.

Flowever, I am norv putting these at the beginoing of this volume

as a supplemeflt to And Tltat's Tbat. To my mind, you need only

look at the wtitings quoted in these speeches and letters to Lrnder-

stand v-hat Hongkong was lihe at that time. I went there twice to

speak. My first subject was "The Old T'une Has Been Played Out",

the notes of which I have lost. The second was "Silent China" which,

sketchy and superficial as it is, f was surptised to find labelled "vi-
cious" and banned by the press. That is what Hongkong was like.

But novr practicaTly the whole of China is becoming like Llongkong.

C)ne acknowledger-r.rcnt I must maLe to the Creation Society:

Thcy "fotcccl" nrc to rcad somc scientific litetaty criticism, which

clcarccl up many qucstions which had remained unsolvecl in spite of
all writtcn by carlicr litcrary critics. Thanl<s to this, too, I translated

l)lc1<hanov's 'l'he I'Leory of Art,x to correct the one-sided belief in

evolution which I, and others because of tne, had held. But I decided

to print tire matetials coilected fot A Bri{ IJistorlt of Chinese Fiction

as Anecdotes on Cbinese Fiction, to save students time and ttouble;
and Cheng Fang-wu, in the name of the proletariat, used this as evi-

dence that I had too much "leisu1s" - 
('lsi5rre, leisure, and yet mote

leisure". Even now this accusation raflkles. I do not believe the

working class would resort to such a method of condemnation, fot
workers are not "pettifoggers". So having compiled this volume

I am calling it 7'bree Leirure;, and this is aimed at Cheng Fang-wu.

tiTtitten aftet compiling this volume
on thc night of April 24, t9\2

*This volumc ircludes f,u llsun's ttanslations of sevetal woths on art by Plek-

hanov.



Preface to "Two Heants"

This is a collection of the miscellanea I wrote in t93o and r93r.
By ry3o periodicals wete growing rare and some could not come

out on time, largely because of the daily incteasing reptession. Tlte

Tatler and Torrent* were confiscated so often by the post office and

banned by so many local authorities that they simply could not
catry ot\. The only magazine left which would publish my contri-
butions was .lprouts,*x but after f,r.e numbers that was also banned,

and so we brought out 1Vz 'l'erritory. Hence this volume contains

less than ten short articles written that year.

I also gave a few tatrks in different schools, but nobody took notes

and today I myself have forgotten on what subfects I spoke. Ail
I remember is that in one university I talked on "Ivory Towets and

Snail Shells". I argued that there could be no ivory-tower art in
China because we lacked a suitable environment, lacked even the

*Lu Hsun ',vas the chief editot of this monthly on att and literatute first prrb-
lishecl in June r928, but suspended in Decembet r929.

**A literaty monthly launched in Januaty r93o in Shanghai. Aftet the foutrding
of the China League of Left-\(ing \TritetsL n Ma.rch that yeat, Sprottls became

an organ of the I-eague.
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srte tbr an ivory fower; all we could expect in the near future was

probably a few "snail shells". By snail shells I meant the sott of
thatchecl hut to which Chiao Hsien, the "tecluse" of the Thtee l(ing-
doms Petiod,x retired. It must have been rathet like the hov-
cls put up by poot folk north of the Yangtse, only smaller; and

he spent all his time crouchiog thete, seldom emerging ot stirring,
going without food, clothes and conversation. For in such a

time of murdet and looting, of intetnecine sttife between rvarlords,

that was the oniy way for a dissident to survive. But as a rvodd

of snail shells had no alt, if we v,,ent on iike this we could be certain

that China would have no art. This speech of mine already smackecl

strongly of snail shells. Still, before long I was surprised to find
myself citictzed in the government-sponsored Repahlic Daifi in
Shanghai by a coutageous yolrng man s,ho declared that he despised

me utterly because I dated not talk lilie a Commulist. Fot those

living in our I(uomintang Party state after the "putge of the party",xx

to talk about cornmunism is a gte t crime, and a net has been cast

all ovet China for the captute and execution of those who do so;

yet unless I do so I arn despised by courageous young men loyal

to our party state. All I can do is change into a real snail. This
is my only chance to escapc denunciation.

By this time, however, a hullabaloo was being taised by the big
dailies as well as by evening papers accusing l-eft-wing wtitets of
taking Russian toubles; and the ctitics of the Ctescent Moon Society

helped with might and rnain f,rorn the side. Sorne dailies even pick-

ed up the contributions sent by rnembets of the Creation Society

to the evefling papers, and sneeted at me for "surtendering". One

newspaper statted a colurnn called "Lives of, Turncoat Leaders in
Literatute" and began the seties with me - afr.er which, horvever,

they seem to have discontinued it.

*,t.D. zzo to z8o rvhen Chir:a was divided iuto the thtee kitrgdonrs of \fei,
Shu and \7u.

**In 1924, Sun Yat-sen teotganized the Kuomintang so that it becamc ^ tevo'
lutionary alliance of vatious classes. Then cettain members of the Chinese Com-

rnunist Party joined the Kuomintang in theit individual capacity. After Chiang

Kai-shek betrayed the tevolution it 1927, Cornmuriists and rnany Left-wing n-rem-

bets of the Kuomintang v,ete massacred all over China in u,hat the teactionaties

called a "pruge of the patty".
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I am used by now to that rumour about roubles. Six or seven

years ago when Tbe 'Tatler in Peking pzrssed a few temarks about

Professor Chen Yuan* and other "respectablc gcntlemen", the

Ching Pao in Shanghai printed a Tetter from Mr. T'ang Yu-jen, the

"protagonist of Modern Critic", in which he declared that all we

wrote and did was dictated by Moscow. These are traditional tac-

tics. At the end of the Sung Dynasty men were accused of being

"in Ieague with the Tartars", in the early Ching Dynasty of loeing

"in league u,ith foreigners across the seas". I,fany have been mur-

deted, invariably oo some such pretext. Indeed, spitting- poison

has become second nature among Chinese gentlemen and scholars,

but it does not simply shou' their acumeri: it demonstrates that

money is the driving force in this wotld. As fot my being a "ttrrn-
coat", there is something in this accusation. For if I do some soul-

searching, I find that although I clid not v/rite about all cutrent events,

f sometimes could not avoid harbouting dissident ideas. "I deserve

death for my crimes, but the emperor is sagacious."x* A loyal sub-

iect must nevet harbour dissident ideas. Incidentally, since it was

those men of lettets in governmeflt pay who pinned this label on me,

they must have an emperor in their world of letters.

Last year I happened to tead some treatise s by tsranz Mehringxxx
to the effect that, in a decadent societ1,, a dissident who fails in the

least to conform is in fot big trouble. And the men who fall on

him most savagcly will be members of his orvn class. Thcy regard

him as a detestable tenegade, more detcstable than a revolting slave,

fot a slave belongs to another class, and therefore they are determined

to liquidate him. This was an cye-opener to me. So evidently

this has been the way in China and fcrreign countries, in time past

and present-how true it is that study makes for serenity! This
stopped me from being such a "malcontent" and so, in a diffetent

*A writet of the comptador bourgeoisie and one of the chief conttibutots
to the weekly Moderu Critic, who attacked Lu Hsun. The Modern Critic cliqre
called themselves "tespectable gentlemen",

*+A quotation from the celebrated Tang-dynasty wtitet Han Yu (A.D. 762-Zz4).
***1846-1919. German Manist, histotian and litetaty ctitic who 'wrote a

biogtaphy of Katl Marx,
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sensc f<rllorving the cxample of Three Leiwres, I am rnatr:ing T'uto

I lcu/s thc title of tl-ris volume. This does not prove, horrever, that
I am a proletarian. Members of one class oftcn end by quarrclling
afrong thcmselves, as witness dne Book of Songr:* "Btothers fight at
horlc". But it does not necessarily follow that they unite to "resist
1rn attack from without". For jnstance, the rr,-arlords fight among
thcmselves the v.hole year round, but that docs not make onc side
proletarian. And my incessant hatping on mysclf, of the way I
keep "knockine my head against a wall" and of my snailJike con-
duct, as if all the miseries of the u,orld were embodied in me, a

scapegoat for mankind, is a bad failing of rniddle-class intellectuals.
It is true, though, that while I started by simply hating my own class

which I knew so well, and felt no regret o,rer its destruction, Iatet
on the facts taught me that the fr:rtute belongs solely to the rising
proletariat.

After February t9)r,I wrote more than during the preceding year.
But as I was writing for magazines of a different t)rpe, tr had to meet
theit requircmcnts ancl u/r()tc very ferr short pieces like those in Hot
Air.** Morcovcr, thc criticisrn of my v.orli tauglrt me a lesson.

TF my corurncnts arc t.oo bricf, thcy are casily misunclerstood or de-

libcratcly distortcd. Again, as tr do not ifltend to compile ary more
collections of long essays iike Tbe Graue*** or collections of transla-

tions like Translatians Under tbe Va//, L have included some rather
long articles in this volume ancl appended my translation of "The
Modetn Film and the Bourgeoisie". Fot though fllms have been

popular in China fot some time we have seldom. seen such cogent
articles as this, and all interested in wodd events rcally ought to tead

it. And then regarding the correspondence, if I print my replies

only, readers may find them hard to follow; I have therefore included

a few of the mote important letters f received.

\fltitten after conrpilirg this r.olumc
on thc night o{'Aptil 30, r9)z

*The eatliest anthology of Chinese poetty.
**Hat Air contains the miscellanea written by Lu llsun betu,een rgtl and r9zq,
x**A collection ofarticles written between r9o7 and 1925,
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l\fanuscript of "Preface to Deni-Concession Stdio Essals"

in l,u Hsun's own handwtiting

Freface to o'ffiemE-Come esslom

$tudfio ffissays"'*

During the last ferv ycars moLe "misccllaneous essays" have appcar-

ccl, ard these have conrc under heavict attack than before. For
example, Shao I-Isun-mei** the self-sty'leci 1roet, Shih Tse-tsun and

Tu l{eog or Su \('cn rvho tbtmedv beiongecl to the "'Ihird Categoty",

Lin l{si-chun the university stuclent 
"vho 

is less than semi-litcrate,

and trthcr meo of this kinrl hatc suclt css2tys t(r thc vcry merrou' of
their boncs anr-l have charged thctn u,ith various critncs. All to no

ayail. Iior morc rnd nrt'te cssayists rrc elrlrcat'ir19 and cotrsequently

more tcadcrs.

*This r.olunrc contains trvcnty-six cssays writtrn io rtS34, u'hcn Lu l{sun was

Iir'lng in North Szechuan Roacl in Shanghai. Ifis housc was in one of the streets

built outside thc Intctn:rtional Settlement by the conccssion authotities, which
hacl ccttain featutes of the concession propet. The characters cL'ieh cl:ielt(n-.1>)

in t1.-e titlc of this'l,olurnc fotnr half of thc chatactets t"ru chieb (fnS) meaning "con-
ccssion", and lvetc chosen by Lu Ilsun to indicate thc conclitions undcr whicL
hc was iiving at tlrat time.

++Shao IIsutr-mci ach.ocatcd thc bourgcois thr:oty of pure art. Shih 'Ise-

tsun end Tu Ileng, w-ho professed to bclong to thc "l'irird Catogoty", were reac-

tionaly boutge,ris writers. l,in I-Isi-chnn ,wxs ,1 strrdcnt at Fuhtan Urivetsity,
Shtrghai. All hncl rvritlcl rtt:Lcks otr l.rt IIstrtr.
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Actually "miscellaneous essays" are nothing new, having existed

since ancient times. All writing can be Put in different categories;

but if merely arranged chronologically according to the date of writ-
ing and lumped together regardless of form, this becomes a "mis-

ceilany". Classification is useful fot the study of literaty styles,

while chronological arrangement helps us to grasP historical trcnds'

So to understand writers and their times we must read their works

in chronological order, and the popularity of newly compiled chro-

nologies of the lives of men of old shows how many People have

woken up to this. Besides, at afl urgeflt time like this, the writer's task

is to react or fght back immediately against rvhat is harmful, to serve

as sensory fierves, as limbs to tesist and attack. It is of course very

fine to devote oneself to producing 2 filonumental mastetpiece for
the sake of the civilization of the futute;* however, writers fighting

for the preseflt are embattled both fot the present and the futute,

for if we lose the present we have no future either.

In a fight ofle must take sides. This is atathema to Shao, Shih,

Tu, Lin and their like. Actually what they hate is the content; for

the mantle of art which they wear cloaks a "preacher of cleath",+x

inimical to life.
This volume and Fringed Literature contain all that I wrote during

Iast year's encirclement and annihilation campaign against "miscel-

lanea" waged with pens and swords, overtly afld covertly, mildly
and roughly, by officials and civilians alike. Of course I cannot claim

that this is poetfy of historic significance embodying the salicnt features

of the age, not is it some heroes' treasure-chcst which when opened

rtp dzizzles the eyes ofthe beholder. Like street vendors who spread

their wares on the ground at night, I have nothing to show but a few

nails and a few crocks; still I hope and believe that some people may

find something hete which is of use to them.

\flritten at Demi-Concession Studio, Shanghai,

Decembet to, r9r5

xThis passage is a tebuttal of Chou Yang and other tevisionists who feignecl

coflcefn fot the "civilization of the futute" as a Pfetext for attacking polcmical

wtiting on topical issues.
x*An exptession taken ftomThts S\okc T,aratbttslraby thc rgth-centuty Getman

philosopher Nietzsche,
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l) r tt 1,, ,t

a C)onnunisl, Loluni//ce rutnber oJ l/te

Middle Pea:an/.t' -4s.rotiation

bis wife, d ?cor pedidfit

ilteirlon
tlteir daagbter, a L,i/t/e Red \oldier

llalf 6 Bas[ret of Peonuts

- A S:hao,b:ing Opera

Cast

Father

Mothet
Tung-sheng
Hsiao-hua

brigade's Poor and l-on,er-

The family's courtyard in a mountain villagc south of the Yangtse.
Outside, in fields flooded with bright autumn sunshine, a fne harvest
is being gathered in.

(Cltorns offstage: ,\ansbiae and dew

Spar cropt to rproxlt,

And studlting philonplry
Makes aur uillage blosso'ru oat;

It fres our hearts

This ttanslatiot is based ol the Febtuaty ry13 produrction. Thc libtetto is
the collective worh of 2 group of rvtitets :rnd actors in Chckiang.
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back yet from rvork. Ever since the lrarty calletl on us

to study philosophy, tevolution and production have gone with
a s-uving. Yes, wc poor and lower-middle peasants of R.ed Flag

Btigade are rcally going all out to battle against hcaven and

earth. As rny old man says, and quite right too, we must make

a good study of Chaitman Mao's philosophical works or our
ideas will lag behilrd the times. (Takes oltt "On Contrarlictian".

Thoagbtfrilb)) H'm. In our study group yesterday we discussed

the universality of contradictiori, and quantitative changes and

qualitative changes. . . . (Pores ouer the book.) On Ccntradiclion.

(H:iao-ltua cortes l:nme in lti,$ spirit:, carrling a basket ha( !.t/l of

peanatu.)

li
IIt
lt And whets aar facaltiet;

Songs oJ' buwper baraest

Float apon the breery.)

(Motber clmes ol.tt of the bouse and gaTes

inlo the distance.)

Motlrer (sing): -I'acltai's rer) flotuers

Spread fragrance far and wid.e:

Our erops are dc,ing fne!
Aur rirc has jast
Been haruested,

Ilotv owr padl?ati toa

Are going to tlte barn.

Sta@ing pbilosoPltl

Has freed our nindsl

Olr driue has donbled

And our otttPut's nared.

Happl ouer our rich harue.rt,

M1 work on tbe tltrething floor done

I aw busl at borae.

It's time for out aftetnoon snack,

but Tung-sheng antl his dad aren't

Flsiao-hua (ting:): On

I went to tl:e fieldt
And gleaned half a

/ttt ua) honte fron .rchool

basket

Of peanuts

To lake /;o tlte granary

OJ: ou lcatt.
Btrt I .fbund tbe door /acked 

-The man in charge isn't back yet. 1 l'no',v r'vha,tl (Sings.)
'I'/l go and /ind ltin after onr snack.

(Reacbes tbe gate.) Ah, mum's studying again. (Jing'.)

Muru's studling ltarl,
Learning to read and

Learning pltilosoply,

Mulling ouer eacb uard. . . .

.[ust look at her,

Fairfit beaning!

Mum. (Tiptoe-r ouer.) Nlum I (.iieacht-r lL,:r nother anJ crt/it

loadly.) Mum!
Mothet: Afua, f1ljao-hua! What a lright you gave me' V/here

have you been ? Wa,ng Yu-tsai's son Treasttte rvas looliing for
you. .. .

Ilsiao-hua: Yes, I nict irim.
Mothet: I{e wanted you to go with hinr ro glcan lrcanuts,



Flsiao-trtra : Peanuts ? (.\'ltous /ter t/te basket.) Looh !

Mothet: So you've becn gleaning alrczrciy. (['akes tbe ba*et')

What a lot you've got!
Elsiao-hua: \fhere's dad?

Ntrothet: I daresay he's studying philosophy ancl discussing con-

tradictions again in the {ields.

(af:tuge s()nlealrc ca//s llsiaa-litra.)

Hsiao-hua (calls back): Here!

(Vcice a;ff: "Oar ttudy groap's ruaiting for ya.")

Elsiao-tura: Coming! Mum, our Little Red Soldiers Study Group

waflts me to go to a meeting. Right away.

$dother: But you haven't had anything to eat yet.

Elsiao-hua: I'lI wait till l get back. (Turns to go, then stops.)

Takc good czre of mv peafluts, mLIm.

Mother: I will.
flsiao-hna: Muml (T'nrns hrttk after two sleps to emphasile lter

point.) Mtnd you keep them safe, every single one.

I4other: A11 right. I'll kecir them safe for you, every ofle.

(Voi:e of: " 11.riao-hua!")

Ilsiao-hua: Coming! (Runs oat.)

Mothet (watches her daaglLter leaue, approuingi): Bless the child!

(Look at the peanuts.) \7ell, I'11 go and wash these right away

and boil them for her. She likes peanuts boiled with salt, does

my Hsiao-hua. (Starts pirking traslt aat of the hasket and drops

d ?ea,x//t b1 niiake. Slte inruediateb picks it lQ.) Yes, we mustn't

lose a single one. (Laa.qh: and goes o/f.)

(Father, his farc wreailierJ u,ith smiles ani a rakt ouer his sboalder,

comes back .froru tlte fc/ds.)

Fathet (sing.r): Oa euerl .ride

Tlte red san sltine.r;

Mountain ui/lages blooxt

W'itlt tbe fowers of philorophJ,!

24

1'lte.re flotuers, ltou ahr alyt)

Make our lLearts truer

And onr aition c/earer;

More r ice grows in the fields,
Banboas shoot ap in the ltills.

lYhen we peasantr arm ourse/ues

lVith dialectical malerialittt,

We ltaue tbe strengtlt to fgbt ull ,

Combat reuitioni.rnt

Anrl ballle n,i//L ltetacn anrl car/h!

(h4o/btr rt/rrnt.r tf lcr rt'nl"inq //tt
pcautr/ s.)

Mother: So you'rc bach.

Father: Yes.

Nlothet (puts claa,n basket, poars tea):

I{ave some tea first. You must

be tired.
Father: Not I. I feel like 

^
youngster.

Mother: So you've l.leen competing
rvith those yolrrigsters zgain?

Father (laaghs): You l<now the -nvay it is, woman, since we took
up philosophy here and studied dialectical materialism. The

change in our mentality has had matetial results. Now that

we're going all out to leatn from Tachai, we'rc surging ahead

Iike the Chientang River in spate 
- 

each wave higher than

the last.

Mother: So you even forget to come back for yo,rr snzrck.
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Father: Just now we got together in the fields to analyse the con-
ftadictions atising from out good hatvest.

Mother: What contradictions ? There are contradictions after a

bad harvest, not after a good one, surely ?

Father: Oh yes there are. Ilor instance, does a biggcr yield guar-
afitee a bigger harvest? There's a contradiction herc.

Mother: WcIl, speaking of contradictions, I havc a problem.
People have asked: !7hich comes fitst, the chicken or the egg?

Father (laughs): X7e peasants study philosophy and usc it to guide
us in the three great revolutionary movemeflts of class sttunele,
production and scientific experiment. We're not studying so as

to ansver the riddle: Which comes first, the chicken or the egg.
Mothet: But because we can't ever answer a simpie ti<ldle, some

people say: "Itrow can clods likc you study philosophy? It's
like tigers trying to climb trees-ridiculous." And they say

that to study philosophy ye11 need-rvhat do you call it?-
"genius".

Father: Bah. This is all nonse.nse rnade up by cheats like Liu
Shao-chi rvho are against us workers, peasants and soldiers
leatning philosophy. That's why they blether: "Peasarrts
atefl't cut out to study philosophy; all they're fit for is grubbing
in the dirt." Accotding to them, "Philosophy's macle by the-
oreticians of genius. To grasp philosophy you have to be a

genius." They're just out to fool us.

Mothet (tlr0ilglttfilllJt): Out to fool us, ch? You'rc right. "!7hich
comes 6rst, the chicken or thc cge ?" Why should $,c trouble
our heads with theit silly riddlcs ? (Turns to go into the bowse .)

Fathet (staps htr): We can't jrrst let it go at that. (Sings.)

IV'eeds grow anong the fadd1,
trVe nutst look carefulll

To spot the di/ference.

Remtnber what peol>le mid
Wben ue start'ed to-ops:

"IIow caru a iltitken JbailLer
trll ,,p to heauen?"

And in '58
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WlLen. pm/tle'.r com?/tilltes sPrang ilp,

I'hgt sail, "T-bis is notlting but

A llarh in the pan."
Btrt u.te forged ahead

Sueeping stambling-blocks aside

Till tlte chicken featlters
Realj flau s@t-ltfult.

Oar pcople's cofirmrliler are

Going fron strength to .rtrergth,'

Now the Party uants at

To study plLilosopfu;

Yet those ume peolle sficer,

"These c/ods tat't ileuer nake it!"
'lhry spread rilflizt/r.t artd qaibble

So at to cotlfttse u.r;

There are obstac/es altead, uife,

Dan't 1ou cuer .forget cla.r.r straggle!

Chairman Mao teachcs us: "Libetate philosophy from the

confines of the phitrosophers' lectute roolns afld textbooks,
ancl turn it into a sharp weapon in the laands of the masses."

To tachle rcvolution, production and scientific experiment,

wife, we farming folh have fust got to mastet Chairman Mao's

philosophical thinking.
Mother: Yes, vre must do as Chaitnan Mao says, and study philo-

sophy hard. Look, I've just been studying On Contradiction,

but I'm still not clear about "the universality of contradiction".

Fathet: We[, it means that thete are cofltra.lictions in everything.

Evety day r.ve'te up to our necks in contradictions, dealing with
contradictions all the tirne. For example, there are contradic-

tions in out society, thete are contradictions in our production

bdgade, there are contradictions in our family too.

Mother: Contradictions it our family ? \7hy, we're poor peasants,

r,ve do as Chairman Mao tells us, and we're taking the socialist

road. We're a happy family, all pulling together. What do

you lnean by sayine we have conttadictions? (Picks up tltc

basket of penntttl.)



Fathet: Well, this is a problem rr,'e ought to talli ()vcr sonlc tirlte.
(Seet tbe peanuts,) Ah, has the team disttibutcd 1>ernuts ?

Mothet: No, these are some Hsiao-hua picl<ecl up.

Fathet: She picked up so many?
Mother: The more the better, surely.

Father (to biruself): The more we glean, the lcss lcft frrr the col-
Iective. \7e must bring up the child to c2rc frrr thc collcctive.
(To his wfib) Thc only way to mastcr Chairman Nl ar>'s philosophy,
'woman, is to link theory with practice.

Mothet: I know. rWe have to practisc what u,c prcrch.
Father: Take gleaning peanuts, for iristaflcc. . . .

Mothet (picks up the ba&et): rWhat about it?
Father: Gleaning a fs$z peanuts is all right, but....
Mother: ft rrvas good of Wang Yu-tsai's son Treasure to cofirr: to

fetch her. ()therwise she r.vor-rldn't have got so many.

Father: H'rn. (t'/toughtfillu) The son of l,X/ang, eh?

Father
and Mother (rz',zg) : ,90 ruan1 /ine big pealrrltr

In the bttsket.

Fathet (takes the batket. S'ings)t Tlte weight of thi.r basket.

Sels ne uonr/eriltg.

Mothet (sing:): Lhiao-htta works ltarcl at schoo/,

She's a good /ittle helper at ltome -A jo1 to her mother!

Father (sings): \0 5/tsy1 n 1ix11

Tbe cti/d ltad aJter .rcltoo/,

How coald she /i//
Half a baskel?

Oar -1ield is liglL
But we'ue sca'tl.ted tbe baruesling;

Therc's ntore /o l/Lis
'fhan meets the elte.

(Pats clown the ba*et.) When ants move theit burrow, rain will
follow. Right! (J'ings.)

I mwst get to the bottoa oJ'thi:.

(Motbcr hing.r out sorue cake.r.)
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Father: l'r,c sornc urgent business to see to, wife.
Mother: l lavc a snack before you go.

Father: I'll bc back very soofr. Take good care of these peanuts,

\'()rn,rn, every single one of them.

lVlothcr: I know. That's what Hsiao-hua said, cvery single one.

Fattrrer: Fine . (I{e lruaes.)

Mother: Look at him-always in a tush! \7e11, just now my
old man told me tirat to master Chairman Mao's philosophy we

rnust link theory with practice. (Picks ap tbe baskct. Thotght-

fnlll) FI'ow can I put theory into practice? (Looks at tlte sk1t.)

Ah, it's late. I must hurry up and boil these peanuts. (Coes

into the boase.)

(Tnng-:lteng hurriet on.)

. Tung-sheog (tiry): 'Irea.rure pi&ed a whole crate of peanuts

And took tbent ltnrte

ftn/catl oJ /o //te /eam:
()n iln road luqqcl /tint
'l'o ltrl t/Lt ro//cr:/irtr Jir.r/,
Btr/ ln /o/l nc lltiaa-Ltru

I lad gleaned pednil/r too,

And tltat took the uiil
Oaf oJ' m1 sails.

A Little lled Soldier

.lhould set a good example ;
I'ue corle ltoue nau

T'o ltaue this out with ber.

(Sltouh.) Flsiao-hua! Hsiao-hual
Mothet (cones out of the l:ouu): \7ell, son. lfhy are you back so

Iate ?

Tung-sheng:'$7here's sister, mum?
Mothet: She came back, then rru'ent out again.

Tung-sheng: Did she glean some peanuts today, mum?

Mother: Yes, half a basketful.
Tung-sheng: Anctr she brought them home?

Mother:'I'hat's right.



Tung-sheng: Iror v,hom did she gleau thosc pt'rnuts i
Mother: For rvhom? (Lauglr:.) What a qucstion! For herself,

of coutse.

![ung-sheng: Iior herself ? (Staxtps.) zlil
Mothet: \Yhat's up ?

Tung-sheng: She's a Little Red Solclier, murl. It's goocl to glean

peanuts after school; but it wasn't riglrt to bring thcm home.

(Pick.r ap the baskct.) I'11 take these to thc tcarl ollicc- (Starts

'f.)
Mother (stops ltia): \Xihy all this fuss? Wl-rat's wron.g r,vith your

sister bringing home a few peanuts to enjoy?
Tung-sheng: \7hat? You're cncouraging hcr lo cat thcnr?
Mothet: Flsiao-hua told me to liccp thcnr sn[c, cvcry singlc onc.

Tung-sheng: Kcep evcry singie onc? Not a singlc onc must
we l<eepl (T'arns lo enter /$e lLouse.)

Mother (stops lin): Ajal Stay where yolr arc. Thcsc ate llsiao-
hua's pcanuts, flot yours.

Tung-sheng: You're spoiling her.

Mother: Shc's only a child.
Tung-sheng: A child ? Dad says we should bting up children

ftom the staft to love out countfy and love the collective.
Mother: All right, all right; as if I didn't know that! I've alrcady

put the peanuts in the pan. I m,-rst. .. . (.ftart: to leaue .)

Tung-sheng (hastil1 stops lter): Mriml (Sirql.)
,f hoots ruast be n,atered by raia,
'lo bear flon,ers
Bo4qls mtr.rl .farc /fu .wa.

l-Isito-ltm shotr/d be rrir i.'i1.ttl

For ber lack of pablic spirit;
It's wrong o-f 1ou to spoil lter

And cxcuse her.

Mother Qings): You ta/k so big

And flare ilp ouer nothing,

A[aking ruonntairs out of ruolthi//s.

W'hat does il ruatter 
-

Jtst a bandful of peanuts?
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'Ilung-shcng: Mr-Lm! (Singr.)

ilIakin3 il/o/1fildiits out of ntolehills?

If w//is/tner goe.r uncltecked

It'-r rlangerotl,

l,itth llcd So/rliert sbould work

l'-or /lte co//ecliue .

N{um, you ought to learn from thc Little Ideri Soldicrs . (Singt.)
Yoa lug lttbittd the limas

And don't know ultat's right.
Mother: So I lag behind the tirnes, <1o I? (J'ingt.)

V/ten w,e .rtarted a co-aP

And tyhen we started a. camrtane)

I backed tlterz ap to the ltilt.
Vhen ltaue I euer

Fallen down on a jab?

Vlten /taue tr euer

Sta.yed aual fron a neeting?

Whcn, I asl< you ?

'Iung-slrcng: I knorv, I lino.uv. llr-rt clon't rest on your laurels,
mum. You nust forgc ahcacl. You know rr,hat cl:rd says:
\We're studying Cl'rairman N[ao's rvor]is on philosophv so as to
taise our thinliing to a higlier level.

Idother: All right, all right. So your lcvel's trigh, mine's lor.v.

Bah! Is your father's level lowcr than yours? I-Ie saw the
pearuts but he didn't say anything.

Tung-sheng: He didn't say anything ?

Mother: \7ell, he said I was to take good carc of them, cvery
single one.

Tung-sheng: I don't believe it. (Sinqs.)

M1 dad's a Comnuni$,

Nothing wrong witb bis tbinking;

Euerlone knows be's deuoted

To the collectiue,

I{of /ike 1ou, jusl seeiag

lVltat's mierneatb Jtoxtr fiosc

Witlt 1t6xv left-ou* .relfsh ideas.

31



Mother: Selhsh ideas ? Me? (Crttss!) A11 right, I lvon't argue

v,ith you. I'm going to boil thosc pcanuts.

Tung-sheng: You mtLstn't, mum!

Mother: I'm going to, so therel

Tung-sheng: You mustn't.

Mother: Son....
Tung-sheng: Muml
Father (enters): \7hat's going on hete ?

Mother (catcbes hotd of bin): You've come iust at thc right time.

We're having a contradiction ovcr half a basl<ct oF lrcrnuts.
Fathet (taaght): \fhy iust now you \r/erc saying lvhet a ha1rl-ry farrrily

'we are, atl pulling togethcr. So wc havc contraclictions too?

This is what is meant by thc univcrsality of c()ntrat'liction.

Tung-sheng: Dacl, munt's bcing selfish.

Mother: Just listen to him. All this hullabaloo over flothing.

Tung-sheng (takes ltisfather's artn): Dad, did you see those peanuts

my sistet brought home?

Father: Yes, I did.

Tung-sheng: Didn't you say anything ?

Mother: \fell ?

Father (catches on): Oh. (Sings.)

W'hen tbere's a lid on the Pickle jar
Yoa don't know wltat's inside;

Take ofi tbe /id and haue a look 
-

Tbat's tlte otx/)t radJ to Jind oat.

No investigation, no right to speali'

Tung-sheng (begins to understand): I see. . . .

(Hsiao-baa comet in.)

Elsiao-hua (gaibt): Where are thc peanrtts, mum? (IIer ruolher

says notbing.) Brothet !

Tung-sheng: You. . . . (,\'/aps ltis tltigb.) Ai!
Hsiao-hua (pary./ed): ril7hat's up, dad ?

Mothet: S(e're havinll a cootradiction over half a basl<ct of pea-

fiuts.
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Father (/car)ttg/1): Quite a big contradiction too. All right. Since

thcrc's ,r contradiction, we'll hold a farnily meeting to thtash
It ()Ltt.

Tung-sheng: That's a good idea.

Mother: Very well. Lct's thrash it out.

(TLe famifu sit down togcther to ltold a rueetitg.)

Fathet: As Chairman Mao tells us: "The analytical method
is dialectical. By analysis, we mean analysing the contfa-
dictions in things." Now let's analyse this business of half
a basliet of peanuts,

lVlother: Yes, Iet's analyse it.
Tung-sheng: I'll start off. This was Flsiao-hua's doing in the

first place... .

Hsiao-hua (startled): \7hat ?

Mother: Don't get excited, child. rWhen he's finished his ana-
iysis, I'll mal<e minc.

Hsiao-hua (to her hruttber): \What do you mean?
Tung-sheng: Why clicl you bring thosc peanuts home and ask

n"ium to boil thern for you ?

flsiao-hua: \fhat ? (To ber nr:tler) llave you gonc and boiled
them? (Bnrsts into tears and licks ap tlte eapty basket.) You must
make them up! You must make them upl (Tltra:ts tbe erupt1

basket at ber mather.)

Mother (at a loss): Now what's wrong?
f{siao-hua (ra&r): I gleaned them for our team. But the man

in charge of the grana'ry wasn't there, so I told you to kcep
them safe for me, every single one. Hov could you cook
them ?

Mother: !7ell, I never I

Tung-sheng (to hiwsef): Seems I misjudged her. (To Llsiao-baa)

Don't wotry, sister. The peanuts aren't cool<ecl yet.

Hsiao-hua (snile.r throagb her tears): Thcy're not? Oh, good!
Then I'll take them straight to the tcam. (Pitks up tle erupt1

basket anl bearus rormd.) \(/c11, the contradiction's solvecl. Let's
adjourn this meeting. (Skips into the house.)
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r:1-a#\r*grl
Mothet (sbeepishfi): Ail ('l'urnr to leaue.)

Tung-sheng (stops her): No, mum'

\7e've cleared uP thc btrsincss of the

peanuts, but not your ideas. Over

this half basket of Peanuts we had a

clash betvreen two kinds of thinking.
It's a contradiction between public

and ptivate interest'

Mothet: A contradiction between pub-

lic and private interest? \flell, lct's

heat what Your father has to sav

about that. Am I. .. .

Father: rWhen therc's a contradiction,

r,vife, we mustn't gloss it over or

cover it up. Ve rnust exPosc it
comPletely, so as to solve it. Hsiao-

hua may not have exPlained things

cleatly, but the lioe You took on

those peanuts shosrs Yout lack of
understanding.

Mother: Do you have to badger me too ? Father and son, vou

keep harping ofl the same turie. One says I'm selfish, the other

says tr don't understand. Both gunning for me! But what's so

'\r/rong with me ?

Tung-sheng: You should examine yout ideas.

Mother: My ideas? \7hat's this? A cross-examination?

Tung-sheng (.inpatient/1): I{um, you... .
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Father: Son, we must look at questions from all sides. Gleaning

pcanuts in itself isn't wrong. .. .

Mothcr (cfi: i,t): llear that, son?

Father: Hsiao-hua is right, wife, to hand those peanuts in to
the collective. \7e poot and lower-middle peasants should

bring up our chiidten to care fot others rvith no thought of self.

Tung-strreng: Right. I lear that, mum ? You'te tainted u,ith
individualism.

(Motber its doun in a huff.)

Fathet: Son, you 1[16112 youtself into your r,votk 1i1.,c a young
tiget 

- 
goodl But you czn't tackle ideological problems

the w-ay a tiger chargcs down from the hills. (Signs to Iung-

slLeng to go indoors.) And don't you get so workecl up, v/omanl
(Poars lh wife a hoiul af tea and .rits down be:ide lter.)

Mother (takes lhe tea)'. What do I care about a handftrl of peanuts?

But I dote on my daughter and r.vanted to givc hcr a treat .-
shc wzrs so pleased about p.icking up those fevr peanuts. Call

that a bit scllisl-i if you likr:. But inciivicl.ualism, no I Such a

big labcl for such a littlc thing 
- 

I can't take it.
Fathet: You work hard in rl,ind and rain for our brigade, wife.

'Your heart is urith the collective.

IVIotIaer: Oh. Just 11ow vou \rrefe scolcling rre, no$," you're ptais-
ing me. What's the idea?

Fathet: Everything has two sides. (Pauses.) !i/e rnust tty ta
l\ flne drizzle can make yourstand higher and see furthcr, wife.

clothes wet" If we don't n atch

lrray come a big cropper.

our step over little things, we

(H.riao-hua, carrying tbe baskct of peanats,

Mothcr: Come a big croppcr?
Father: Yes. The least bit of selflshness

tofires oui l,iih T'ung-:beng.)

makes it easy for people

to take advantage of us.

Mother: Take advantage of us ? FIow ?

Fathet: Those peanuts Hsiao-hua pickcd up today v'eten't "glean-
ings".
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,Ftll (startled): Not gleanings?

(L[otlter takes lhe basket frorz l:fsiao-hua and looks at it for a ruinate,
tben pats it down.)

Father (to hit wife): Ask the child.
trIsiao-lrua (:urprised): Ask mc?
Father: Hsiao-irua. (Sings.)

Vbere did ltou pick up tbese peanuts?

Ilsiao-hua (tingt): In the new feld lly tlta .rtrean.

Father (tings): W'at Treasure with )tou?
F{siao-hua (sint;): Just aliead of uc.
Father (singt): And Treasare's fatbar yas rea?in{ in 

"fron/?
Ffsiao-hua (:ing:): Just in frant of 'l.reasare.

Father (sings)z Did ya find ruaryr g/eaniirys?

Ilsiao-hua (sings): A a,hole lot, plump and round.

Fathet (sino,s): And when Treasure f/led bis 6ate?
F{siao-hua (:ings): IIis dad p//t it on ltis back.

Fathet: \7hcre did he take it?
Hsiao-hua: To the team, of course.
Father: No, he didn't! (Sirys.)

IVben I saw tbose peanuts just nou I ltad ru1 doubt:.
I tyent to tlLe fclds
To inuestigate.

First I ltad a good talk uitlt Treasarel

After ha raw redson be ta/d nte

lVltat bad bappened.

IVaag Yu-ttai left peanuts

On the ground as "gleanings",

Then took oar collectiue's crop

For his olytx are.

All: S7e1ll

Tung-sheng: So that's the way it was.

Mothet: Then u,hy did he ask Hsiao-hua to
Father: Because we're poor peasants. To

evcrybody's eyes.
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go with him?
pull the wool over

Mothcr: ()h. Wang Yu-tsai was always selfish, and he hasn't

chunqc cl.

T'ung-sheng: $7ang Yu-tsai isn't "gleaning", hc's undermining

orrr collcctive ecoflomy.

fj:tther: This tendency towards capitalism is very serious among

those peasants who v'ere well-ofi in the old society. (Takes a

peanut plant fron hh pocket.) Look at this. I picked this up in
that field by the stream. It's covered with goocl pods. This

may seem a little thing, but it's part of our class struggle. (Sings.)

Peanrtls dug ap then

Left in the felds -
Tltis is class straggle.

Our couruane trembers

Farm for tlLe reuo/tttion,

Each nat, eac/t grain reaped

Must go to the grttilary;

Bat llTang Yu-t-rai

[.r oul J'or n,ltat he cdil ,get;

W'e una t/tc ldme ltoe

But take Eite dffirent roads.

Are tlLere no contrarlictions
' In oar famij, wife?

Like it or not

We're calght up in the struggle.

Ve nast keep tltis in mind

Euerl da1,

See botlt sides of

Euer.y Ercstion;
Onfi fu bolding fan
To Cbairman Mao's /ine

Can we stand frn, fte cledr

And cat rl the reaolution
'I-hrougb to the end.

Mothet: That's right. I see now that there's a contradictiori

bctwcen public and private interest in this half basket of peanuts.



Father: Yes, If all of us care only for ourselves and not fbr the
collective, if you fitch a basket today and he takcs a crate tomor_
row, allowing capitalist ideas to spteacl, our collective economy
will gradually lose its socialist character.

Mother: Lose its socialist chatacter?
Fathet: Yes, this is what is meant by a quantitativc change turning

into a qualitative change.

Mothet: A quantitative change turning into a qualitativc change.
(Her face liglr[ up.) I see it norv, old man! Therc,s contradic_
tion in everything. In a good harvest too.

Father: Yes, wife, the only .way to master Chaitman Mao,s phil_
osophical ideas is by studying them in our own clay_ro_day
struggles.

Mother: That's it. This is a fine meetiflg we,ve had today.
(Lto/d: up "On Contradiction,,.) Chaitman Mao,s philosophical
ideas are like a golden k.y 

- 
they,ve openecl my eyes. (Sings.)

Once philosoplry is freed
And coaes to our moantaia li//age,
It becorues a sbarp ueapoil

For tbe workers and peasants,.

I an going to xtake a good star!,
Of dialutical materialisnt,
'fo see the two tides af euerything

Anl all tbat happent

In oar fanifu.
Tung-sheng

and flsiao-hua: Mum!

(Hsiao-lLaa junps forward to tbrow ber arrus roand lter notber.)

Mother (beams): A;il
Father: Now that we've straightened out our thinking, wife,

.v/e must help Wang Yu-tsai to see whete he,s wrong. He may
have a bad case of selfishness, but he belongs amorg the ranks
of the people 

- 
this isn,t an antagonistic contradiction _ so

it's up to us to win him over to take the socialist toad.
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Mother: Yes. Hsiao-hua, let's go to
that fleld by the stream to collect

all the peanuts left there and take

them to thc team. Then we can

haye a tali< with Treasure's dad.

Tung-sheng (pick: u1t the basket. Teas-

,tqly): And tlris half basket of pea-

nr-r ts ?

Mother:'-fhat contradiction's solvcd.

Of coursc it goes to the collective,

Hsiero-hua (takes the ba&et Jioru ber

brotber. Skips foranrd): Come on,

let's go to the fields. (A peanwt falls
out af tlte ba:ket.)

A4other (hasti/1 picks it up. ,Serioas[t):

'I'his is collective property, $re

mustn't lose a single peanut.

Father: See, wife, how correct ideas

change into a material force. You've
taken a big leap forwatd. (Lauglts.)

(T'lte uhole fanifu is stirred.)

Father (tings)z fuIao Tsetung Tbought,

,lo glnrious and brilliant,

Lisbts ap tltc phole long wa1

'-)

a-
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af our reuolution,

Cltarting oxlr cotffse for as

Tbrowgb wind and storrn.

Tung-sheng $ings)z It shows w bow

To transforru our land.

Hsiao-hua (singt): It shows r,rs ltow

To go forward euerl da1.

Mother Qings): It sbows us ltow

To corubat self,

Ouercorue reuisionisn

And follow the Par!.
All (ting): Armed witlt A,fao Tsetung Tbought,

Holding ltiglt the red flag,
United as one

IYe mat"cb forward to uictory.

(Curtain)

Illastrated b1 Cltm Yw-bsien
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Chi Peng

Two Songs

A Mother's Tears of toy

lfhy are folk dressed in their best?
VThy have they gathered in the park?
Our young people in gay coloured capes

Ate like lilies in full bloom.

Have sorne more badey cake,

Drink some mote buttered tea,

Talk a little longet
In the accents of home,

Stay a little longer
\7ith yout father and mother.

Soon you will be saying goodbye
To the snowy mountains,
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Not to comc back
For a thousand days and mote;
You are going to the golden city, Peking,

Fat, fat away,
But u,e shall not fret for you.

The revolutionary furnace

Of the Nationalities College

!7ill fite your youth
And make it shine more splendid;

The sunshine of the Party

Will sput your growth,
You will learn to btave tempests

Like the stormy petrel.

Yesterday the children of setfs,

Today you are the new masters of Tibet
Mounted on histoty's srvift chatget,

Spurting from serfdom on to socialism.

The buses come for yo:u are sounding their horns,

Cleat and insistent, bidding you be off;
Go then, children of the snowy mountalns,

Flowers of the steppc,

But come back to help us build
A new Tibet.

As the buses toll across the sno\r/y mountains

Leaving wheel tracks like long white scarfs,

Teats fill mothers' eyes

Not tears of sadness 
^t 

p^ttiflg
But a mother's tears of ioy!

Truck Conaoy at Night

Dccp blue, night falls
Over the darkling woods,
Stars wink silver in the sky,
Fresh winds ruffie the sreppc,

And along the highway
Stteam ttucks.

Rewing of engines
Startles snowy heights;
Soughing ofpines
Merges with blaring hotns;
From the road that dips and climbs
Long headlight beams

Pierce the blackness

Of the night.

The trucks bring wintet unifotms
And warmth
To sentries at the border,
New machines to people's communes;
Tide of our age

Rolling ovet the mountain highway,
They bting new life and happiness

To 'Iibet.

Icy tortents, swiding currents,
Perilous peaks and cliffs
'We laugh to scorn;
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Through boundless vastes of snor'v

Our swift whecls fly,

For a frre burns in the heatts

Of out brave drivcts.

Dorrn in the valley are tents

Ilrightly lit, and tcars sPring

To the eyes of our driver Nima;

Fot whete this toad now runs,

His fathet dtiving mules

In days gone by was hurtled to his death

By an avalanche.

Cbairntar Mao and Eighlh Ronte Youngrters
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Stories

Hao Jaru

A Young Hopeful

I was to go up into the mountains of Huaiiou County some distance

from Pel.ing to write an article about the wotk there. Befote I left

Chi County, a PLA man named Ma who was posted there rang me

up and asked me to meet him at the bus station, saying that he had

a favortt to ask me.

I arrived at the bus station at the time agreed on.

It was eady spring. \Tatmth had teturned to the earth and the wil-
lows were taking on a tinge of green. Commune members were

busy digging ditches, spteading manure and harrowing their fields.

Although hard at work, they kept bursting into song.

As I enjoyed the scene, I spotted Old Ma in a group of men digging

a well south of the highway. I walked towards him, calling and

wavlng.
Ma came orrer to meet me, explaining, "I've been hete neady an

hour. The little chap watched fot a while, then lent them a hand,

so I ioined in as well. N7e mustn't lag behind the youngsters, eh?"
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. Not carin.g whcthcr I followcd this or not, he laughed, then shouted

"Chi-hsin!"
"Coming!" a clear. voice responded. Out from the group by the

wcll darted a slip of a boy in a red spotts outf,t. Ife seemed about

twclvc, wirh a big head on slendet shoulders, a mop of jet-black hair

rLnrl sparliling cycs. Wiping o{1 thc s\r/eat ori his forehead, he picked

up a bluc cotton-padded jacket from a mound and tucked it undet

lris arm; then he put on a fir cap with ear-flaps and hurried towards

us, smiliflg.
Signing to the boy to put his jacket on, NIa introduced him to me.

"This is Chi-hsin, my second brother's eldest boy and a regulat little
live-wire, I cloubt if he was Lrorn ye1 r,vhen you rvere in out vil-
rage.

"You're wrong there," said L "I remember thc day he was botn.

!7e were discussing setting up a people's commune. \7hile we wete

holding a meeting in yout rvest wing, he statted bawling at the top

of his lungs in the east. . . ."
This sct both Ma and mc laughing.

Embatrassins as this r'vas for the boy, he nejthet flushed nor looked

away. Straight-faccd, biting his lip, hc stared at us intendy. This

unwinking scrutiny soon sobered us. And then, his rnood changing

in a flash, he started, chuckling.

The boy's bchaviour reminded me of his fathet Ma Lien-chi, a

viliagc cadre whom I admired and loved... .

One year soon aftet Liberation someofle said, "These mountains

outside the Great \fr/all wcte no-marr's land when we $7ere fighting

the Japs. It's a poor, batren region with no future. \7hy don't

we move the whole village down to the plain?"
But Ma Licn-chi said stoutly, "If wc do as Chairman Mao says,

we can't go \/rong. If we leatn from the Foolish Old Man who

moved mountains and work hard generation after gcfreration, ve
can charge these poor mor-llltains of oufs."

Norv Chi-hsin seemed the very spit of his father.

Old Ma r*'cnt on to tcll me mote about his nephew. "IIe's at school

nol,,, but he's a young commune membef too. You l<now, our Bat-



tling Heaven Ridge has a t:rarne even in lreking for the fight we've put
up against Old Man Fleaven. Since the Big Leap Forwatd in'58,
we've slogged away every winter and built terraced fields in thirty-
two rock-strewn gullies. \(/e've been tackling the last this yeat,
the biggest and the hardest to cope with. One day, when this lad
was working in the gully with the others, a rock hurtlcd down from
the cliff. Trying to save someorie else, he got his leg ctushcd.',

Chi-hsin could stand this no longer. He motioned to his uncle
to stop. Ma grinned. "All tight, I've finished cracliing you up.,,
He turned to me and went on, "Although his lcg's bettcr now, his
mothef, still wotties. She asked me to tahe him to afl 

^rmy 
hospital,

whete a well-knovrn surgeon examined him again and confirmed that
thete's nothiflg wrong. Now I v/anr you to take him to Huaijou
afld see him to the bus which goes to our village."

I accepted this commission teadily.

Then Cld Ma, who had to attend a meeting, left us.

"The fields here are very big," said the boy to himself, looking
in the direction of the rvell again.

I tematked that of course there was more land on the plain.
"That's not true." He rounded on me. "If you add all our ter-

taced fields together, we've got just as much land. !(/e've more
ttees, more hetbs, and more birds up there too. I've not so much as

seell a hawk here all these days."
I observed that conditions differed in different arcas.

"\flell, our mountains are better," hc insisted. "They'vc no Great
!7a11 here. No watch-towers. No tiget-dens." FIe chucklcd, then
stood on tiptoe to look into the distancc.

"Why hasn't the bus come?" he askcd rvith a frown.
I asked whethet he was homesicl<.

He admitted frankly that he was, ancl save me his teasons. "I'm
a whole week behind with my lessons; thc carly cotton shoots we'rc
growing in pots ought to be taken our and sunned; and the puppy
my uncle promised me should be big cnough now to be fetched.. "."

To distract him, since he was little mote than a child, I opened my
bag and offered him a handful of iuiubes. He accepted without demur
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and stuffcd thcm all into his pocket, then took one out and popped
it into his mouth.

"Goocl ancl s.uveetl" he exclaimed. "FIow small the stonc is," he
adclccl. "Nfhy, I've had these before. Yes, last winter. My dad
brought home a lot from the county town when he came back ftom
sccing an agticultural exhibition. We all liked them, but nobody
l<new where they grew."

I told him these jujubes were a special ptoduct of Chisu Village.
The boy pricked up his ears and his cyes lit up. "You mean that

village there ?" he asked, pointing to the foot of the north mountain,
"My uncle told me it's called Chisu Village, but he didn't say anything
about jujubes." While speaking he had eaten hve big jujubes.

The bus arrived just then. Chi-hsin picked up my bedding-roll,
jumped on to the bus, and put the bedding-roll down. He then alight-
ed to help me with my tvio bags. I climbed on to the bus quickly
to find a seat for the boy; but he hopped down again.

"That's all," I told him, "Hurry up and get on."
He stepped back, however, and said earnestly, "You go ahead,

Uncle Liang. I've something to do, so I can't leave today."
\7ith that he whided round, dashed off across the highway and

jumped over the ditch. Then clambering up a sluice-gate, he took
off his fur cap and waved it as the bus statted off. "Goodbye, Uncle
Liang!" he called. "See you tomorrow...."

His abrupt decision put me in a dilemma. I didn't like leaving
the boy behind; but the bus had aTteady gone a considetable dis-
tance.... \7ith mingled anxiety and exasperation, f gazed at his rap-
idly receding figure till it had dwindled to a speck of red.

As soon as I arrived at the Huaiiou guest-house I made a long-
distance call to Ma. He told me that Chi-hsin had not returned to
him, but assured me that the boy would not get lost. Still, I could
flot help worrying.

Thc next day the weather changed. As I waited for Ma to ring
me with news of the boy, a steady rain set in. I stood under the eaves

loohing at the cloudy sky, not knowing what to do.
"Uncle Liangl" called a fresh young voice outside the gate. The
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next instant in rushed Chi-hsinl I was so relieved that I sloshed

through the mud to rr-rect him.
I{e was soaked through, his blach hair mattcd to his head, his face

peaked and red with cold. Clasping his fur cap to his chest, he fol-
lowed me into the guest-house.

"I looked for you in sevetal inns," he said, smiling. "When tr

couldn't find you, I guessed vou must be hcre. This gr-rest-house is

for cadres, isn't it?"
In my anxiety I had been intending to give the boy a good dressing-

down once I got hold of him. But his sudden reappcarance com-

pletely disatmed me. Since he was drenched, I lost no time in fetch-

ing a basin of hot watet for him. Then I poured him a cup of tea.

Before washing, Chi-hsin catefully placed his cap on the side of the

bed next to the wall, propping it in place with a pillow. Then he

washed and had a drink. After several gulps he told me with a

chuckle, "Uncle Liang, that Chisu Village of yours is really fine!"
"You went to Chisu Village?" I was dumbfounded.

He nodded with a twinkle in his eye. "They've jufube ttees

everywhete there, all over the hillsides, with trunks as thick as tice
bowls ot a man's waist. Thete arc even some rvhich I couldn't get

my arms around."
I asked the boy why he had gone to that village. A wink was his

only teply as, bending over to pick up his big fur cap, he thrust it
under my nose. "Look, what's this ?" I took a carcful look.
Thete, neatly tied, was a bundlc of iuiube cuttings.

My heart gavea leap as the truth clawnecl on mc. "So that's what
you were up to, you tascal!" I exclaimcd.

"!7e have whole acres of hillside land," he said proudly. "Slopes,

gullies, terraced fields. . . they're a mass of wild iuiube trees. S7hen

we cut them they iust gfori/ again. Before you dig out orie tree anoth-

er ten grow. My dad says that if we makc proper use of them, graft-
ing them with good jujube trees, our mountains will turn into a

regular gold-mine! Every patt of the jujube tree is useful, you
know. It makes good timber; the fruit can be used as medicine.

All our villagers, old and young, are doing their best to find cuttings
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ftom good strains to gtaft on the wild trees and make them bear good
fruit."

"\Vhat's the use of these few cuttings if your place is so big?,, I
askcd teasingly.

Placing his cap on his lap, he counted the cuttings with stutdy
little fingers, afi eamest look oo his face.

"There are twenty here; that means twenty grafted jujube ttees
next year. If we take ten cuttings from each, we can graft another
two hundred ttees the year after that." He tutned to me eagerly.
"Think how many we can gtaft in three years, time! How many
will we have by the time f'm my father's age? I tell you, millions!,,

This high-spirited boy was a true son of his father! he had the
open-heattedness typical of the mountain villagers hereabouts.
The more I saw of him the better I liked him.

All this time the rain was falling steadily.
I bortowed sevetal pictorials fot Chi-hsin and made him sit on

the bed, ptopped against the folded quilts, to warm up and read while
I went through my notes.

Half an hour was as long as Chi-hsin could sit still; after that he
became as testless as a monkey. First he ptessed his face against
the window to look out; next he skipped to the door and teached out
to catch the tain. He collected handfuls of rain, then tossed it away;
and when this game palled he came over to claim my attention.

"Can the bus run when it rains, uncle?"
"If the rain's not too heavy it cat, because the road's covered

with gravel."
"And in heavy tain?"
"The bus waits till the rain has stopped."
"What if it doesn't stop ?"

"We'11 iust have to stay here."
"That won't do," he said an-xiously.

"Sfe're well looked after hete and you can go over your lessons.

lVhat does it matter staying a few more days ?"
He puiled a long face. "And what about my cuttings ? Have

you forgotten them?"
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The serious way he said this made me laugh.

But to Chi-hsin it was no laughing llattcr. For a long time he

refused to speak to mc.

The next day he urged me threc times to call up thc bus station for
detailed information about buses going north. Spcciflc as was the

teply 
- 

No buses today 
- 

he still did not give up hope. Putting

orr the cook's big straw hat and draping a turnip sacl< over his shoul-

dets, he went off to the bus station himself. 'Ihe rcply hc received

was of course just what I had told him. IIc tcturnccl to thc guest-

house thoroughly crest-fallen.

There he weflt through the same procedurc all ovcr again: now

peering through the window, now stepping to thc doorway ancl cup-

ping his hands to catch rain; now going to the bed to examine the

cuttings in his cap.

After a while he raised his head to ask: "Do these cuttings feel

the cold, uncle?"
I told him thcy did.

"S7ill they dry up if we stay here much longet ?"

I told him they would.
"Would it help if I sprinkled them with rvater ?"

This time I was at a loss for an answer.

Getting no response from me he said, "No, that wouldn't do'

The watet would turn to ice and they'd be frozen."
I could only sigh in sympathy.

At noon f went to the dining-hall to fetch our lunch, ancl Chi-hsin

came with me to he$ carry the dishcs. I tooli the ricc back and put

it on the table, and whcn somc timc hacl passccl but hc failecl to show

up I started bacl< to thc dining-hall to fincl him' I spotted him

squatting under a small awning outsidc thc kitchen with two dishes

in his hands. He was so intent on watching the cook peeling turnips

that I had to call him several times bcfotc he heard me and stood up

to follow me back.

I watched the lad suttePtitiously while we s/ere eating. Not
exactly frowning, he had a tense look on his face. \7ith an abstracted

stare he was munching his food slowly, as if he found it difEcult to
swallorr,.

52

Flcrc was a nev- cause for wotry. If this v/ent on, the stubbotn,
singlc-minded boy might fret himself ill. I tried to comfort him
by lrromising that if his cuttings were spoiled due to our delay, I
ivould go back and bring twice as many to his village.

"lly that time it would be too late," he said, his expression
unchanged.

I assured him that I would bring cuttings eadier next year.
He shot me a glance and countered, "!7hy don't you skip lunch

todzy atnd eat eailiet tomorrow?"
'S7ith 

a wry smile I explained to him that we should face facts and

learn to adjust ourselr.es to nerv situations.

He shook his head, then said emphatically, "\7hat? Run ar.vay

From difficulties instead of ttying to find a way out ? I've more guts
than that."

This was a slap in the face for me, but I found it impossitrle
to take oflcnce.

After lunch he cxamined his cuttings once again. \7ith each

passing minute hc sccmed to grorv more anxious.
\Whcn I finishcd cleating the table and tidying up the room he was

nowhete to be seen. I guessed he had gone to amuse himself rvith
sorne-of the cooks or attendants; so instead of iooking for him I
seized the chance to ring up the county committee and ask whether
they could get some ttuck belonging to the trade bureau ot local
garrison to give the boy a lift back to his village before he fretted his
heart out. They ptomised to he1p.

Feeling easiet in my mind, I went to the canteefl to buy some

sweets, then searched for Chi-hsin in the kitchen and the attendants'
test room. An attendant told me that he had seen him go out with a

piece of matting over his head. Assuming that the boy had gofle to
the bus station again, I hurried there; but since trafHc was held up,
there was not a soul at the station. That made me really wotried.
There was no knowing what the resourceful, venturesome lad might
do next.

Returning to the guest-house, I was met by an attendant with bad
news. The county committee had called back to say that the road
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thtough the mountains beyond the Great'srall was frozen and would

be closed to traffic for four ot frve days. My hcart sank' But as

I opened the doot of my room, a cheering sight met my eyes'

Chi-hsin, seated on the bed with both arms on the desk, was busy

cutting up turniPs. Having sliced the head off a latge turnip, he

placed it on the desk and then picked up another turnip from the

floor which he sliced in the same way. Concentrating on the iob in

hand, he looked thoroughiy relaxed.

This took a rveight off my mind. But the infotmation I had iust

heard disturbed me. Much as it distressed me, I had to breah the

bad nervs to the little fellow'

So intent rvas chi-hsin on his work that he neither loohed LrP nor

uttered a word as I entered.

I asked if he had bought the turnips in the matiiet'

"From the vegetable store," he repiied. "Just dug out from the

clamp."
I remarked that it seerned a lot for one boy to eat'

"I'm not eating them. I've another use for them'"

I asked r'vhat this was.

Cocking his head he said cryptically, "Wait and seel"

Since he sounded so light-hearted, I did not lihe to upset hjm"

Leaning back against my folded quilts I statted reading the paper'

"IJncle Liang," called Chi-hsin presently. "See if you think this

will do ?"

I turned and saw that hc rvas holding a latgc turnip from which

he had sliced off thc top, and imbcciclccl in it wcrc half a dozen julube

cuttings - 
like arro\rs stucl< in a quivcr' Nonplussed at fitst, I

soon caught on and excitcdly l-ruggccl thc boy'
pulling free he tolcl rne eagerly, "'I'hcy v/on't dry out of get frozen

this way."
His ingenuity and doggedness rcminded me oflce more of his

father. I could not but admire this littlc commune mernber'

Chi-hsin slept soundly that night.

Twice I turned on the light, but that failcd to wake him' He sim-

ply flung out a short, sturrdy arm, linocking over one of the turnips
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with crrttings imbedded in it. Easier in my mind, I dozed off again

tr t-rl il srrtlclenly someofle shook me.

"['rn off now, Uncle Liang."
I o;rcned my eyes to find the light on. It was still dark outside.

(llri-hsr'n, fully accoutred with a leather belt around his padded coat,

was holding his fut cap with his precious cuttings stuck into three
I urnlps.

I jurnped up, protesting that since he had thought out this method

of safeguarding the cuttings, he need not be in such a hurry. Though
the rain had stopped, no buses were running north. Better wait
for anothet day and pethaps the toad would be re-opened to trafr.c.

"You can't fool me." He chuckled. "I heard everything the

attendant told you yestetday."
Such being the case, all I could do was urge him to vait patiently

for a few more days, It was only a waste of time to go to the bus

IIe shook his head decidedly. "No. I can't wait any longet,
antl ncither can the cuttings. I'm going back on foot."

I was taken aback. In weather like this it might take him more

thltn a day to walk such a long distance.

"!7hen my dad was my 
^ge ^nd 

wotked for a landlord, he had to
carry heavy loads ftom out village to to$/Ir and back again, al). in one

duy. til/hy can't I do as much fot socialist construction?"
His determination kindled a fire io my heart. I hastily put on my

clothes.

"You doo't need to see me off. I asked the way when I bought
the tutnips yestetday."

"I'm going with you up to Battling Heaven Ridge," I declared.

Dawn was beginning to bteak as we set off. fn the distance loomed

the Yenshan Mountains, with the Great Wa[ crowning their unduiat-

ing ranges. As I raised my eyes to this imposing sight, my heatt
swelled with ptide and joy.

Years ago Ma Lien-chi had said, "If we learn from the Foolish
Old NIan who moved mountains and work harC generation after.

generation, we can change these poor mountains of ours."
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Nou, this youns hopeful striding so swiftly beside me, who had

come into the world with such lusty bawling together with the people's
commune, represented a new generation. In the glorious lighting
years that lie ahead, new blood will enrich and fortify our ranks frorn
one generation to the next, eflsuring our great motherland lasting
prosperity and eterflal youth.

Illustrattrl by I-t Yaan-lin

Prac/ising Acttpanc/ure (ttaditional Chinese
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painting) by Cheng Shih-fa !



Liarug Faru-gang

Travelling Companion

ln our southern mountains, when it rains in spring the weather
<locs not clear again for days: clouds and mist enfold the valleys,

lrlotting out terraced fields and forests alike, and thete is uttet silence
-- flot a bitd sings, not a human voice is heard 

- 
as if all sounds

rvcre rnuffled by the mist. At such times, trayelling through the
lnountains is very hard. The tain had already kept me in the county
town for several days, waiting fot the weather to clear. Then I woke
up one morning to hear the soft cooing of a tuttle-dove. Getting
up I saw that the mist was rolling away and the mountains towards
the east wete faintly rosy. Evidently the rain had finally come
to an end and I must be on my way. I had been sent to the provin-
cial capital for political study the previous autumfl; when the course
'was over I took the chance to visit my old home on the Pead Rivet,
whete I stayed fot some time. Thus for sevetal months I had beeo

ar.vay from these mountains where I had been assigned to do farm
work among the local Yao people. I now heard that the spring
farming was going with a swing in these parts, ancl thjs increased



my eagctness to get bacl< to Blue Mount, the village vhere I rvas

posted.

Most of thc llluc Xftrunt villagcrs arc Yaos. 'fhey live about
tweflty miles from the county town. Apart from one stretch of
roadby the tiver south of the town, the rest of the journey is ovet
rugged mountain ttacks, whete it is impossible to travcl fast. I set

off, therefore, as early as I could,
After leaving the county town, I headed south bcsidc the gurgling

stream. The mountains on both sides were doubly grccn and lux-
wiant after tain, with occasiofial clouds drifting ovcr thc trcetops.
In the tetraced fields tender rice-shoots were interspersed by patchcs

of tape in bloom, a dot of gold. Milk-vetch in florver made other
fields seem a mass of crimson clouds. The spdng lteeze sccntcd

with the tang of newly turned earth went to my head like wine.
After so long away I found the scene enchanting. As I turned
into a valley and teached a groye of camellia, someone called out;

"!flhete are you heading, friend?"
Stattled, I stopped and looked round. A rnan of forty or there-

abouts emetged from under the trees. Ife was cartying a hunting
tifle, had a satchel ovcr his shoulder and a knife stuck through his

ted gitdle. Though he was dressed like a Han, I could tell at a glance

that he was a Yao. He had a square facc, a large nose, gleaming

cyes under thick eyebrows, and that spccial dignity of dwellers in
the mountains. His voice was gruf,; yet hc spoke gently. Before

I had time to ask who he was, a black hound bor-rnclcd out from the

bushes to sniff and circlc tound me suspiciously.

"Don't \r/orry. It won't bite you," said the man. At a curt com-

maflcl from him, the black dog went ancl lay down at its master's

feet.

The Yao mountain folk have a saying: A hunter's thtee treasures

are his musket, hound and sword. This prompted me to ask: "Are
you a huntet?"

He smiled. "You know our ways, but you've guessed wrong.
Not everyone with a gun and a dog is a huntet. As it happens,

I'm on my way back from a confetence in the county tow'n. Ate
rve going the same rvay?"
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Wlrt'rr I told him my destination was BIue Mount, he laughed

:ur(l ( \('lrrirncd, "I thought as much."
I rv:rs ;rlcasccl to have found a companion fot my journey through

r;rrt Ir rviltl coufltry.
i\s wc walhed on together the man asked: "Is your name Li?"
't'his tooh me by surptise. Having been in Blue Mount for two

ycars, I knew many of the commune and btigade cadres, yet I had

ncvcr set eyes on this man befote. But he had got my name tight.
He seemed to know what was pwzzling me and said: "This is

casily explained. I guessed from the notebook and two pens in
your pocket that you must be one of the youngsters sent here from
school. I heard some months ago that a young intellectual called

Li had gone to the ptovincial capital to study, and.was due to come

back about now. So I thought you must be the same fellow."
I nodded, impressed by his po\r/ers of observation.

"During your study course, I heard that you visited quite a few

advanced communes," he went on. "Out Yao villages can't com-

pare with those go-ahead places either in equipment ot in mechani-

z^tton. Still, under the leadership of Chairman Mao we Yaos have

iumped from serfdom to socialism. In that sense we've come a long

wan made considerable progress."

Arid so we fell to chatting.
After crossing several mountains, I was rather tired and wanted

to have a rest. But my companion strode steadily on, sometimes

even making a detout to examine the crops on some slope. He
took a keen interest in everything around us. A plot of taros laicl

waste by a wild boat made him exclaim with concern: "So many

plants uprooted or trampled dovrn! A good many hillside plots

have been newly opened up and sown, but the wild boars are a pest.

All our brigades should organize teams of hunters to protect the

crops." So rve interrupted our journey to t(ansplant some taros

gtor.ving too close together in nearby plots to make good the damage

done by the boar.

Towards noon it clouded over, the wind dropped and the ait gtew
sultry. Thete were no villages hereabouts. \What would we do

if it came on to rain? I was worried and quickened my pace.
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"Just look around," he said reassuringly. "'Ihete are people on

all these n-iountains opening ul) \\,astc land and sorving, or building
canals and powef stations, Since the new drive last winter to lcarn

from Tachai in agriculturc, people have been flocking up hete. See

all those red banners over the mountain-sides ? 'Ihere arc people

and worli-sheds everywhere you look. If it rains, we'll find shelter

easlly. Don"t worry."
To kcep rny mind off the impending storm, he started clescribing

how backward these parts had been and what momentous changes

had taken place since Liberation. He told me some of the local lcgcnds

too, and proved a born story-telIer. Pointing at some sccmiogly

unremarkable mountain, he r.vould relate a tale which hcld you spell-

bound. Every bush and tree, every boulder held meaning for him.
And he made the whole region come alive for me so that, infected

by his enthusiasm, I fotgot the fatigues of our iourney. Sometimes

he burst out singing snatches of Yao folk-songs, his deep voice pas-

sionate, tender and lilting by turns. Sometimes he thrust a finger

between his lips and his shtill whistling set the valleys ringing.
But not a v'ord all this time about his own job.

Clouds were banking up. Thundelwas rumbling in the distancc.

My uneasincss returned. But my companion ftoze in his tracks

as if he had spotted something. Thcn crouching under a big haw-

thorfl tree, he fixed his eyes on the slope beyond the next thicket.

Presently he slipped off his ted girdle and passed it to me. "Thcy
have sharp eyes and cafl spot ted a long way off," hc u,'hispered.

"Just hold this for me whilc L dcal with them."
Before I rcalized what was up, hc plunged forward through somc

pines to climb the hill. Half-way up, he stretched out motionless

behind some rocks. Then I heard the crack of his rifle. After this

shot he remained where he was, his gun still at the teady, and very
soon f,red another shot. Then he jumped up and ran forward to
retrieve two pheasants. Having scatteted some of, theit bright plum-
age on the ground, he ran back holding his bag"

"These creatures keep {ilching out seeds," he told me. "I scat-

tered sorne of their feathers to scare off others; otheru'ise they'll
eat all our secds."
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r\ rrr;Ln with a hoe stepped out of the wood just then and accosted

rrry co.npanion. Tweaking the pheasaots'tails he commented:
"Ytru'rc rcally a crack shot!"

"Your brigade ought to org^nize a hunting tc,am," v/as the response.

"'Ihat would safeguard your crops and bring in extra income."
"I thought o{ that," said the man with the hoe, as if talking to

an old friend. "But I wasn't sure whether it was the tight thing
to do...."

"Growing grain is our main iob, of course. But if at the same

time you organize sidelines and give them the tight lead, that's in
accordance w-ith Party policy. tWe discussed this the other day at

the county conference."

"You did?" The othet man beamed.

"Sure. In a fcw days our commune's calling a meeting to decide

on the best way to leatn from Tachai, and the question of sidelines
is bound to come up again. As brigade leader, you must be sure

to attcnd I"
Tlrc othcr rnen nod,-lcd, thcn said, "Still, bagging game puts 11o

nr()ney itr <.rut pocliets. fust nor,v a tf,ade agent turned up who re-
fuscil to buy gamc ot other side-linc products. He said that lvasn't
his job."

"[s'that so? We[, tonight I'll write a note to the county burcau
of commerce and have this put right."

"Good!" The othet man looked pleased. "In that case, as soon

as I get back this evening I'll organize side-line teams. No, I'll do
it right away. Looh, our people are opening up wasteland over
there."

FIe turned to go, but my companion stopped him, "Remembet
that grorving grain must come first. Don't forget that that's your
main task," he reiterated.

By now I was really ptzzled. Who was this man? He said he

came from Blue Mount but did not work in the commune. In
that case, rvhat was his iob? NIy foolish shyness kept rne from ask-

ins outright.
Some time later we came to a slope whcre my companion paused

to sniff the air and iisten intently, "Notice the strollg smell of gas-
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olinc?" lrc asked me. "That ttactot we hear isn't moving-it
s(:(nls to have stuck. Let's go and see what's u/foftg."

Surc enough, u,hen we climbed the slope and tounded a bend,

we found a mini-tractor halted there, its motor racing, \t/e walked

over and saw that it had bogged down in a ditch. The clriver, a

Yao girl, v/as trying hard to push it out, but the tractor refused to
move. My companion told tl-re girl to stop the engine; laying his

rifle and satchel on the gtound, he saidtome: "Come on. T-et's give
her a hand. You help the lass lift the front, while I lift the handles.

One, two, three!"
He lifted the handles at the back easily, but three times we failed

to extricate the ftont. "You youngstets don't know how to use

your strength," he chuckled. "All right. Let's change places."

Ifow could he manage where two of us had failed? Still he in-
sisted on trying. So we changed places, and as soon as he gave the

signal we yanked that tractor out of the ditch.

It seemed to me time to be on our u,'ay again, but my companion

took thc handles of the tractot and started ploughing the fields.

"This is grcat," hc called cheerfully. "In the past we Yao peas-

ants hadn't even a buffalo: we had to pull the plough ourselves.

Now- a lot of youngsters don't know what the older generation went
through. H'm. Vonderful soil this is, so black and rich. Pro-

vided we work hard, we'te bound to get in a fine harvest."

After ploughing a sizable patch he stopped, and asked the gitl:
"Which village are you from? I don't think I've seen you before,

but I can tell from your accent that you'te z Yao."
"That's right." The girl smiled. "I finished high school the

year before last, and only leatned to drive a tr^ctor last year."

1\[y companion beamed. "You young people are lucky," he ctied,

"learning to drive tractors after finishing school, Sweet fruit from
the wild pear ttee, that's what you are. But don't fotget that the toot
of the tree is bitter. If not for the Communist Party and Chairman

Mao, we wouldn't have ttactors today. In the old society we could

only sv,allow our tears, Now you youflgsters all have socialist con-

sciousness and education too. How good your life is!... \7ell,
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Young Li, let's be going." As we statted off he cailed back to the
gid: "Go slow with your gas 

- 
don't waste it."

Black clouds covered the mountains no.w. It looked as if thc whole
sky wete about to fall, Any moment a downpour would start, yet
ir,re had still a long way to go. However, my companion still took
a lively interest in all around us, as if he were very fanrliat with these

parts.

A mountain covered with pines and then a stream still lay bctween
us and Blue Mount. But for some reasori he led me into a valley,
It contained about five hundred acres of good black soil, none of
which had been cultivated. \Talking with a spring to his step he
commented: "The soil herc faiily oozes oil. A stick stuck in it would
sprout leaves. ft's a shame to leave it untilted. This place is call-
ed Lake Bottom. The old folk say it .yas once a lake of clear water
overgrowll with lotus, with willows all around-mighty pretty!,,

Then he changed the subject and said: "Recently the Blue Mount
villagers have made up theit minds to ovethaul these mountains
and turn this dried-up lake bed into paddy fields. Look, those men
over there are tunnelling through East CIiff to make a canal, so as

to bting rivct water here for irrigation. Another hydro-electric
station is to be built on that mountain, giving the commune a whole
netwotk of electricity, so that every fam17y has electdc light" The
county has sent some technicians for the job, and in the next few days
vre shall be discussing how to speed up the work. You must write
a teport on this. Come on. Let's go and have a look."

So we spent some time looking at construction sites in the valley.
A wind sprang up suddenly, setting the pine trees soughing and

dissipating the sultry, scented air. The eagles which a moment ago
had been citcling above the peaks were now nowhete to be seen. It
beganto pelt with tain. \7e took shelter in a shed at the foot of a cliff.

The tain came down io torrents for an hour or more. Water cas-
caded down the cliffs into the valley. The track was flooded, but
the downpout showed no sign of stopping. It began to look as if
we might have to spend the night there.

.Flowever, the cloudburst did not last too long. S7e ptessed on,
climbed another hill and, descending again, found the stream in fu-
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rious spate, From thc ford came the sound of shouting, and there

seemed to be people floating in the waves. My companion hur-
ried fotwatd. Having heard that someone had fallen into the river,
he put down his gun and satchel and plunged in. Soon he reap-

peared, supporting another man. Othets swam over to help, and

between them they hauled the drowning marr ashote.

The rescued man had swallowed a good deal of water, but he

was frantically eager to dive back into the stream. He was 
^ 

tt^de

agent. \7hcn he was crossing the river, some of his goods had fall-

en into the 'uvater, and since he was ^ poot swimmer he nearly got
drowned in the attempt to save them. My companion quickly

stripped offhis wet clothes and told me, "I-ook aftet him, Li. Don't
let hirn get in." He took a bamboo flask of liquot from his satchcl

and gutped down a few mouthfuls. Then he handed me the flask

and plunged back into the watet. Since I did not know how to srvim,

I had to keep the trade agent company on the bank.

My companion was certainly a powerful srvimmer. Like a cor-

morant catching fish, he dived to the bottom and brought up some-

thing which he gave to his dog 
- 

it had follor.ved him into the water.

The dog, swimming to and fro, brought the goods resctrecl to the

shore, while all of us on the bank clustered round marelling at this

co-operation between man and dog. Several young fellows also

jumped in to help with the seatch.

It was neatly dark and chiliy in the valley. But my companion

and the young men persisted in their rescue oPerations till the trade

agent called out: "It's flearly all here. Come back! The cutrent's

too swift."
Howevet my companion would not give up. IIe came ashore

and took the bamboo flask ftom me" Holding it to his lips, which

rvere nurlb with cold, he gulped dorvn some more of the fiery liquot'
Then handing the flask back to me he said: "Don't wait. Go on

l.o the village. I'll corne ashote on the other side. Just take my

things to the cornmune office. I'11 fetch them later' After 1'ou

cross, take the path to the left. . . that pebbly path by the cliff. It'll
get you there in less than twenty minutes,"

I was touched by his concern lest I lose my siay. Next he asked



the ttade agent what was still missing, then told hirn: "I have some
dry clothes in my satchel. Put them on. At the end of the valley,
on the east side, there's a small trading depot, You'd better spend
the night thete. Drink some ginger v/ater so as flot to catch cold."

The trade agent did not know how to express his thanks. \7hen
he declined the offer of dry clothes, my companion ordered: "L|
make him change his clothes."

As I was doing this, my companion plunged into the river again.
He dived sevetal times to the bottom, but came up empty-handed.
It was getting very dark, and the current was faster now. He kept
panting as if exhausted.

"Don't go on looking," pleaded the tracle agent.
Other people on the bank chimed in: "He says there's only

a package of electric totches still missing. Bettet call quits. Don't
take unnecessary risks."

My companion swam over to speak to the young men, aftet which
they went ashote. He himself remained in the water until the
river was completely datk and fina77y rettieved the electric torches.

He passed the package to his dog to c^rcy to the bank, then swam
downstteam and climbed ashore a couple of hundred yards away
from the ferry. There he crooked his finger and blew a long pierc-
ing whistle, pointing at the stony path to urge me to hutty. As
he stumped off with his dog, f remembered the dry clothes in his
satchel and yelled: "Wait! I'11 bring you your clothes."

"No need," he called back. "Just keep them for the time being,"
He put on a spurt then, breaking into a rrtn.

The ttade agent asked me where my companion came from. I
had to tell him that I didn't know.

"But didn't you ttavel together ?" he asked incredulously. "'W'ell,
I can publish a letter of thanks in the local paper. But how am I to
return these clothes ?. . . He told you to take his things to the com-
mune office, didn't he ? After a couple of days I'11 go there to find
him."

It was cold and the road was dark as we left the fetry. Since the
commufle ofHce lay on the way to Blue Mount, aftet ctossing the
tiver I walked sttaight to the office.

bb

To collect material for an aticle on how this district was learning

from Tachai, I stayed at the commune omce fot a couple of days.

tsut my ttavelling companion never showed up. On my way to
the opening meeting of the commune representatives' conference,

however, I met the trade agent.

"Thanh goodness I've found youl" he exclaimed. "I've looked

several times fot yout companion but never found him." He re-

marked to the commufte's atchivist: "This fine weather is the

best time for selling goods in the mountains, but I've been waiting

to catch him."
I explained the position to the archivist, who asked for a descrip-

tion of my companion. After hearing it he said: "This sounds like

Old Tang."
I asked who Tang was.

"He's the head of the section in chatge of ptoduction in the county

Revolutionary Committee, He came to ouf commune two months

ago, bringing a hound. He often wears a Yao costume. J"dg-
ing by what you've said, it must be him." Then the atchivist

examined the rifle left in my charge, "See!" he cried. "There's

his name catved on the barel,"
So it v-as. I had rcally been blind. If I had examined the gun,

I would have discovered Tang's name several days ago.

The trade agent's face lit up. "That's good," he said. "Now
I know who he is, I can find him."

Just at this moment a dog bounded in, wagging its tail. The

atchivist recognized it and called its name. It was Tang's dog.

Then Tang himself came in. FIe rn'as wearing a Yao costume

with two long pheasant feathers in his red turban. Pinned to his

chest was a piece of red silk, marking him as a delegate to this con-

ference. His eyes sparkled undet his thick, sweeping eyebtows,

and hc cut such a dash that if he hadn't hailed me as he came in I
might not have tecognized him.

"I've been busy ptepating for this conference and running tound

to various brigades," said Tang. "That's why I didn't come to col-

lect my things. Thank you for keeping them for me."
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The trade agent walked ovet with Tang's clothes, which he had
washed and folded neatly. "Thank you so much fot the loan... ."
he began. Before he could say mote, someofle called from the office:

"A phone call for you, Old Tang!"
As he took the call, I heard his voice from the office. "Yes . . .

that's all right.... Don't thank me. I suppose your trade agent
told you. Many people joined in the search; what I did was noth-
i.g. , ,. That comrade took a responsible atitude towarcls state

property.. . . Didn't the county committee tell you long ago to
buy side-line products ? This is one v/ay of supporting agricul-
ture. But onc of your trade agents said this isn't their iob. . . .

Cbafuman Mao tells us that political work is the life-blood of all
cconomic work; so you'd better give your agelrts more political
education. No need to thank me. I put it all bluntly in that letter
f wtote you the other day...."

That was all I heard. But f noticed that when Tang was talk-
ing about buying sideline products, the trade agent flushed and broke
mto a sweat.

Presently my ttavelling companion rejoined us. Outside we could
hear a merry din made by drums, gongs and fire-crackers.

"The delegates have arriyed," he said. "Li, let's go. It's been
decided to hold the meeting today out in the open, at Lake Bottom
in fact, where we were a few days ago." Turning to the trade
agent he said cotdially: "Comrade, that phone call I had was from
your head office. Did you hear what I said ? Do you agree with
me? If you've time, come along with us no\M and see how vre

are tfansforming nature herel"
The three of us u,ent out together. 'Ihe sun rising in the east

cast a glorious light on hills and valleys vibrant with life, shining
on red banners floating in the wind, on villagers fited with deter-
mination and enthusiasm. N7hat a glorious spting it was !

The exhilarating scene, the exuberant crov-ds and their stirring
marching songs brought a smile of joy to Tang's face as he strode
forward.

Yarug Ckwng

Guerrilla Contact Station
on the River

There was somethiflg in the wind that uorning at Touchiao, a port
on thc florth bank of the Yangtse. The sr,vashbuckling I{uomin-
tang troops appeared somewhat subdued. Even their wolfish sen-
tries had stopped bellowing at the boats and pedestriafls they searched.
There were, however, more plain-clothes men than usual hanging
about the harbour. Sailboats bobbed up and down on the mighty
tiver while an eflemy patrol boat, its siten wailing, streaked past
the shore, leaving behind it a plume of black smoke.

Beside a stretch of tushes, some small fishing boats were moored.
Among them, on an inconspicuous sampan, nets .v/ere hung to dry
and a newly washed blue cotton shitt suspended from a bamboo
pole in the stern showed up vividly against the white floweting teeds.

There were two men on the sampan. One in his thirties, tall and
husky with a square swarthy face, sat in the bow mending his net.
This was Li Chiang, the man in charge of the county's guerrilla con-
tact station on the river. His younger brother Li l{ai sat in the
stern. The two of them had arrived earlier than usual that morning
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fot they had been given an important assignment the previous night

-- to take a Communist Patty leadet across thc tiver. \7hile busily

mending their net, they cagerly awaited the atrival of their comrade.

As Li Chiang worked, he watched everything on shote intently'

Only a few days previously, the enemy had been swaggering around

ferociously, blochading the river, arresting fishetmen left and tight
and butning their boats. It was unusual for these btigands to be so

quiet. Frowning, Li stabbed the net with his shuttle as if this would
help him to pierce the mystery of the enemy's behaviour.

Two men soofl appeared on the road leading inland. Both were

dressed like fishermen. The elder, u,alking in front, looked hale

and hearty in spite of his white hair. Over his left shouldet hung

an old blue cotton tunic. His companion, who seemed about forty,
had a btoad, deeply furrowed forehead. As the two apptoached

the enemy's toad block, Li Chiang caught his brother's eye and

whispered, "W'atch out, hete come our comrades."

The two passed the sentties without any mishap and after careful-

ly glancing around made straight for the little boat marked out

by the blue shirt. Thtough natrowed eyes Li identifled the middle-

aged man as Secretaty Chao of the county Party committee. "So
you're back, eldet btother," he calied out in greeting. Chao, rec-

ognizing the btothets, stepped on board after saying goodbye to
the white-haired man who then went on his way.

"Quite a coincidence, fiy taking your boat again, eh ? \Vhat

luck!" Chao rematl<ed in a low, vibrant voicc. All thrcc of them

laughed.

Li shoved the boat off rvith his pole. Chao seated quietly in the

bow noticed that the boatmen in two nearby sampans were also pull-
ing away. They kept turning to look at him.

"Whose boats ate those?" he asked rvith a slight ftown.
"IJncle Chang's and Young Chen's. Both belong to our contact

station. Things looked a bit unusual today so I asked them to stick

around in case we needed help."

"You were wise. The neatet the enemy's doom, the harder he

struggles. Your work here is vital. 'W'e must keep open our com-

munications no matter what happens."
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"Dofl't u/orfy, Old Chao,', Li assuted him as he rowed the small
sampan out into the rapid current.

"You're a finc oarsman, Old Li," Chao temarked.
Li shook his head. "Nothing to boast about. Sevetal times

at the start my boat was neatly swamped. But once you get the feel
of the water, |ou've nothing to feat,"

"llow true, Li. That goes fot the enemy too. They look frighten-
ing, don't they, with their pillboxes, barricades and road blocks ?-
But they're like mosquitoes in late autumn with very little time left
to brtzz," In his excitement, Chao raised his voice slightly, .,There,s

been a fundamental turn in the revolutionary situation, Under
the wise leadership of the Party Central Committee and Chairman
Mao, our People's Libetation Atmy has switched from strategic de-
fence and begun a nation-wide offensive. Our troops are going to
match south."

"Y7hen our army strikes south, the whole of China will be libet-
ated!" exclaimed Li Chiang. "In order to beat Chiang Kai-shek and
liberate China, we cafi f^ce the wildest storm."

"Good. Now we must concentrate on this crossing and be
teady to deal with all eventualities," said Chao as he took up an oar
too. - The thtee of them agreed ofl a plafl as they rowed the small
sampan towards the southern bank.

,

The wind held as Li steered against the current, making for the port
of Ethtaosha. Anothet fishing vessel appeated some distance behind
them.

"Old Li, there's aboat tailing us," Chao said,

"So I noticed. It doesn't look like one of outs either." Li handed
his oat to Chao again in order to concentrate on the other boat.
He had eyes like a hawk, and aftet long years on the river he could
tcll by the handling of the oars if the rowets wete genuine fishermen
( )f not.

"ls it an enemy boat?"
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"Possibly." The pursuet boat had hoisted sails atd mounted

an adclitional pair of oars. "Loolis like they'rc after us, Olcl Chao"'

"A11 right thcn, rvc'Il go ahead with out lrrst plan'"

Li slowed down, waiting for the larger boat to clrarv neat' There
'were three men in it, all dressed like flshetmen. In the bow sat a

lanky figure with a pointed chin, deep sunhcn eyes and a waxerl

skin. With a shock, Li realized that this skinny cte ture was the

image of the traitor Wang Teh-piao. Yet T,i had seen \flang sink

in the Yangrse with his head bashed in. How could he still be zlive ?

Li ttied again in vain to place the lanky fellow.

Deciding to take the initiative, Li rowed closer to accost the other

boat. "Hi, mate, where'te You going?"

"Uh... out fishing!" Skinny seemed aTittle taken aback'

"\Uhere'd you cast your net?" Li went on.

"Hell, iust to mention it makes me mad. \Ve cast near Yinsha,

but a I(uomintang motor laufich came along and drove us off' It
seized our whole catch too." He spoke with a great show of indig-

natlofl.
This reply gave Li food fot thouqht' Casting a net near Yinsha?

Yinsha was not a regwlar fishing ground; the tiver there was too

shallow. Why should they fish thete ? Ile sctutinized the other boat

again. Everything on board looked normal' Trvo other men, one

tall and one short, were rowing skilfully in the stern. Only their

clothes betrayed them. A fisherman often kneels or lies flat on his

stomach to lowet his nets; so his clothes are woro or patched on

the knees and chest. But these two mcn had patches on their elbou's

and shoulders.

Meantime, Skinny was smiling to think that his teply had not

aroused Li's suspicion. "Where're you people going?" he asked,

his beady eyes gleaming.

"Over there to collect some nets we cast." Li pointed into the

distance.

"I say, mate, have you worked for many years on this tiver?"

ashed Skinny loweting his voice.

"Born and bred on it," Li answered, gripping the oars like a real

fsherman.
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"'l'lrt'n y()u must knorv everything that goes on hete."

" l rvr rulcln't say that. But I can give you 
^Pretty 

good idea where

tlr. r,u'rrtcr's deep or shallor,v, and where there ate fish or turtles'"
'l'lrc man biinhed, lowering his voice again. "Listen, mate, we're

rrll lroor fisherfolk who've been given hell by this damn Kuornintang

rrnly. But now times are changing. tr'd like...."
"\il/hy don't you sav what's on your mind?" urged Li impatiently'

I Ic turned back to Secretary Chao and tipped him a wink'

"I'd like . .. like to find the guerrilla contact station on the river'

Do you know where it is ?"

"A few years ago the Japs had a pattol station on the rivet. Now

the Kuomint^ng ^rrny 
has a police station here- But I've never

heard of any guerrilla contact station," Hai, the younger brother,

broke in. "Why do you ril'ant to find such a place?"

"I'll tell you the truth, brother. I'm from Chiangyin, where I've

been helping the Communists. I've an important message for their

coritact station, but I can't f,nd it. I'm really rvortied." He blinked

^gztn.
That blinkl Li's heart missed abezt. It was exactly horv !7ang

Teh-piao used to blink. Could it really be he?

"'What important message?" asked Hai.

Thinking that Hai had fallen into his trap, Skinny said with an air

of mystety, "It's like this. A communist contact rnan came from

south of the river this morning. He took my btothet's boat and

said things had gone rr,tollg ofl the south bank' He'd been sent to

tell his comtades on the noth bank not to cross ovet today' Un-

fortunately, those Kuomintang bandits nabbed him. In a skirmish,

this contact man rf,/as kilted and my brother and his famlly atrested."

At this point Skinny squeezed out a few crocodile teats'

"Really?" remarked Li stolidly. He was thinking fast' Perhaps

the enemy had got u'ind of the fact that an important communist

leader rr,'as going to cross the tivet; but out guertilla contact man

v'ould never have tevealed such information to a boatman'

Then, click! the tall man in the stern lit a cigarette. Several things

fell into place in Li Chiang's mind. What poor fisherman ever used

a lighter, he asked himself. Skinny spun rouud, hoping to cover
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up the gaffe, giving Li a glimpse of a iong scar on his skull. He
undoubtedly was \flaog Teh-piao.

Li rvas right. The ttaitor Wang Teh-piao, who had worked for
the Japanese, had now become a Kuomintang intelligence oflfrcer.

Duting the Japanese occupation, Wang had headed the enemy's

patrol station on the Yangtse, riding roughshod over the fishermen

nntil the arrival of our New Fourth Atmy, Our troops ambushed

the patrol station and Li Chiang, then a youflg militiaman, had seen

Skinny Vang try to cscape by jumping into the rivcr. A comrade

had bashed him on the head rvith a pole aftcr which the scoundrel

appeared to sink. That was why Li thought he hacl been clrowned.

But Wang must have escaped rvith only a scar on his skull to shorv

for that blorl,.
Now this traitor had turned up disguised as a fishermaa. He

could not be brushed off lightly. The ptevious evening the I{uo-
mintang river patrols had caught Yang Faliang, a deserter from the

guertillas north of the river. Under pressure, this coward capitulat-

ed, revealing that County Party Secretary Cheo was going to cross

the river the next day. This infotmation vras tutned ovet to the

Provincial Superintendent's Headquarters, rvith ordets that all pass-

ing boats should be searched and that section ofthe rivet blockaded.
Provincial Headcluarters had decided to try to catch their victim
unawares. To all appearances, they slackened their vigilance, while
actually keeping a closet watch on all the rivcr ports. Commissioner

lVang himself, disguised as a fishcrr-nan, had come out on the river
meaning to capture Chao and rvipe out the guerrilla contact station

in one fell swoop. In addition, they had telephoned the Kuomintang
river patrol and had the traitor Yang Fa-liang brought to Erhtaosha

where he would bc able to identify Chao. 'Ihe le ader of the company

garrison at Erhtaosha, Chiang the Hound, was also aletted, Should

there be a flght he rvas to help \7ang. But the Hound did not know
Wang by sight; so it had been artanged that !7ang would show his

blue passbook, issued only to members of the l(uomintang secret

service, to establish his identity.
Naturally, Li kne.y nothing of all this. But now that he had rec-

ognizcd Wang as a crafty enemy agent, he decided first to lull his
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suspicions and then get rid ofhim so that they could take Chao across

thc rivet in safety.

"Why should we fishermen meddle with such things ?" Li asked,

as if alarmed by \fang's suggestion. "That kind of thing may cost

you youf head."

"If the Communists 
^tefl't 

aftaid of losing theit heads, why should

we poor folk be scared when we're given a chance to stand up and

have a better life?" retorted \7ang, his sallow face assurning a reck-

less expression.

Extremely poor actirig, Li thought, but he was glad to string Wang

along. "I don't know anything about this guerrilla contact station,

ra1ate," he said. "But f know lots of people on the river. I might
help you by asking around."

"If you do that, then thaoks," said 'W'ang, convinced that Li had

been fooled. "But time is pressing, can you go right florr'. . . . "
"N7ell," Li looked uncettainly around, then pointed to the t\\'o

sampans manned by his friends. "Let's ask them fitst."
Uncle Chang and Young Chen were well aware by this time that

something unexpected had occurred. They wete slowly pulling in
their lines when Li towed up to them.

"Hi, Uncle Chang, how's your catch today?"

"Not so good. How about you ?"

"\7e found a big school of fish but our net's too small. \fle thought
of asking you to pitch in with us."

Chang caught his meaning at once and drew alongside. Chen

did the same. As thev approached, Li said, "IJncle, our friend here

has something to ask you." Turning to \7ang, he told him, "Uncle
Chang here knows everyone on the river. He may knou, v,ho you're
rrying to find."

Wang eyed the trvo boats suspiciously as they closed in. He

was opening his mouth to speak, when Secretary Chao gave Li a

nod. As the \r,/aves swept the enemy's boat closer, Li jumped on

to it. His big hands, strong as pincers, caught Wang by his long
scmwny neck. Grappling together they fell into the w.ater. Before

rlrt'other two agents could draw their guns, Li Hai andYoung Chen

srrrr<.k cach with a bamboo pole. The iron tip of Hai's pole pietced

75



\\i

St.o
\
t
c
("

I,\
&'

" 
.BtWiqEr

-"\
Pr: \
\-\liirb-

,P-

i!!q

\
t

the tall agent's heart, wounding him mortally as he fell into the

rivcr. The shott agent jumped overboatd and started to swim

away as fast as he could. Young Chen dived in after him, grabbed

him by the collat and ducked him until he neady choked to death

before hauling him back on boatd.

Meanwhile Li and rWang wete still sttuggling in the watet. Every

time \Vang bobbed up fot tk, Secretaty Chao who was standing on

the deck struck him vrith his heavy woodefl o^t. Though \[ang
'was an expert swimmer, he could not take such punishment fot
long. Soon they dragged him back on boatd like a drowned tat

and Li, seatching his pockets, found the blue pass issued by the

Kuomintang.
Young Chen had made sure that the shott agent did not swallow

too much watet. Soon he revived. Li and Secretary Chao started

to explain the revolutionaty situation to this man and the Com-

munists' policy of leniency to prisonets. They told him that if he

would make up fot his past crimes against the people, a good future

lay before him.
"I'll make amends, I ptomise," the agent swore.

By catefully questioning him Li learned the enemy's whole plan

of action, including the important information that \[ang Teh-piao

and the Hound, the company Teadet at Erhtaosha, had nevet met

before. \Then 
.Wang 

revived from his ducking, they questioned him

too. Rolling his jaundiced eyes in feat, Wang gasped, "It's all a
misunderstanding, I'm. .. ."

"You rat, \Vang Teh-piao !" cried Li.
\flang tutned deathly pale. "You . . . you'te. . . ." he babbled.

"You were looking for the guerrilla contact station on the river,

eh? \7ell, I'm Li Chiang, the man in chatge of it."
Faced with an oppoflent whose vety name sttuck feat into the

enemy, W'ang's pale face turned a blotched putple. Like a gamblet

down to his last cent, he staked all on one last bluff' "Li Chiang,"

he gasped, "you must undetstand the situation. The river is closely

rvatched. All outlets and ports are blocked. They're waiting for
you at Erhtaosha. Even if you sprouted wings you couldn't ctoss
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the tiver." Unwittingly \Wang's bluff confltmed the other agent's

confession.

"Come to your seflses, nflang Teh-piao, Take a good look atound,

Do you hnow in whose hands you are now ?" Li's tone was biting.
At sight of a datk muzzle on his left and a glittering dagger on his

right, \7ang stopped blustering. He hept his mouth sullenly shut.

Secretary Chao could see that this diehard u/as not going to give up.

Beckoning to Li to join him in the bow, he discussed with him what
their next step should be.

I-Iow wete they to land on the south shore? The othets gathered

tound them. AII Wang could hear was the slapping of waves

against the small boat.

3

A shtill whistle cut across ,the sileoce of the river. Li looked up.

In the distance, afl enemy pattol launch was cleaving through the
'water, raising spurts of white foam like the bated fangs of a wolf.

\Vang was desperate enough to clutch at afiy stf,aw to save him-
self. Tied and gagged as he was, he attempted to leap into the rivet.
Li Hai sprang up and dragged him back again, makine the little
boat rock dangetously.

A quick decision was impetative. "Get rid of him," otdered

Chao. Li seized a torrt net, wtapped N7ang in it, and having tied
a tock to the net shoved it overboard. So the traitor went at last

to a watery gtave in the depths of the great tiver.
As the motot launch came closet, Chao and Li decided on their

plan to get past Erhtaosha.

"Let's use this wolf-skin," suggested Chao, waving \7ang's blue

passbook. Li immediately caught on. "That's dght, the enemy

commander at Erhtaosha doesn't know Vang Teh-piao by sight.

He doesn't know me either. Wang's blue passbook in our hands

wili be out disguise."

"Yes, that's the idea," said Chao and went on to unfold the rest

of his plan in detail.
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l,i llrtrr :rsliccl Ulcle Chang and his other oarsman to row away

witlr lris orvn boat in torv, but to stay near enough to help out if
n('('r)ss,rry. Li then took Hai, Secretaty Chao and Young Chen's

rnrtc aboard Wang's boat. Chen remained in his own boat which

was tied behind \7ang's. His job was to keep an eye oo the agent

who had been rowing Wang's boat and was now shut up in the hold.
Togethet they made for the launch. As they drew neat, Li cupped

lris hands around his mouth ar,d roared, "Hey, there ! Bring your

launch alongsidel" Like spting thunder, the shout rang across the

v/atef.

"Look out, they've guns," yelled an ellerny soldiet as he caught

the glint of a gun barrel. Instantly, all the e1lemy Patrolmen loaded

theit guns.

Li laughed derisively. Then his face datkened. "You're a bunch

of cowards," he yelled. "How can you tackle Communists if you're

frightened of your own shadows? llete, catchl" IIe tossed them

a foPe.

The soldier who caught it did not quite ttust Li although he taiked

so big. "S7ho are you?" he asked, putting on a bold fiont.
"Shut yout trap. Tell your company leader, Chiang the Flound,

to come out," commanded Li loudly. Then, without batting an

eyelid, he sprang onto the enemy boat.

The soldier could see that Li was not to be trifled with. He dash-

ed into the cabin and brought out his scrav/11y little company com-

mandet. The sight of this strarrge fishetman astounded the Hound.

Through nartowed eyes he looked the newcomer over uneasily.

"You must be Company Commander Chiang," said Li, taking the

initiative.
"Yes, I am." The bandit eyed Li suspiciously.

"I'm the special commissionet of I{eadquarters' intelligence de-

tachment. Sorty I had no time to call on you bcfore I statted out

in disguise ofl this mission, The job's very urgent, I'm sure you'll
overlook my lack of courtesy." Li ptoduced the blue passbook and

waved it auogarrtly undet the commander's nose,

The sctawny little man smiled obsequiously" "Why, you must

bc Commissioner \[ang, sailing on an importanr mission. I have
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been tied up with work lately, too. lllease excuse my delay in wel-
coming you." Though he spoke politely enough, Commander
Chiang was still a little uncertain about this stranger. He had nevet
met Commissioner lWang and though this man held the blue passbook,

Chiang stili had his misgivings fot he knew well how wily the Com-
munists were. \7ith a shorv of cordiality, he offered Li a cigatette
and struck a match to light it fot him.

"N7here have you been working, Commissioner rWang?" he asked.

"Ah, that's a long story." Li knew the man was testing him.
Blowing smoke rings in a nonchalant manner, he answered, "When
the Japanese came to our county, I came out to head their tiver pa-

trol station working for national salvation in an inditect s/ay, you
know. Since the Japanese suttendered, I've been doing intelligence
wotk outside. I only came here on an assignment about a fortnight
ago."

"How conscientious of you to search the Yangtse for enemies as

soofl as you arrive, commissioner. I take my hat off to you, sir.
But, this Yangtse Rivet ... uh. ..."

"\Well, what about it ?" Li cut him short. "The river can't tun
away. \7e know how to handle a littlc job like this, or we shouldn't
be doing this kind of work."

"Ah. . , yes, quite!" Stuttering a little, the company commander
was at a loss fot wotds. This commissioner seemed to knour what
he was up to afld $/as extremely bold too. If he had been sent by
the Communists he would hardly have dared to come straight up
to the launch. The scrawny little commander wondered whether
he wasn't being unnecessatily cautious.

"Last night," he said, "immcdiately after your call, I posted plain-
clothes men near all the entries to the port and patrolled the tiver
myself as you insttucted. I didn't want to slip up or bungle my
part in this impotant mission." This he hoped would flatter the
commissioner.

Feeling that evetything was under cofltrol, Li immediately took
the offensive again. "The enemy trying to cross the river is an im-
portant Communist official. Don't you think just posting a feu/
additional plain-clothes men is too casual ?" Li tanted. "I con-
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sider this a dereliction of duty. If our supetiors find out about this,

goodbye to your captain's bats l" The mototboat was slowing

down; the siren wailed again. They must be nearing Ethtaosha.

In apparent indignation, I-i stalked up and down the dech.

"No, 11o... ." protested the Hound following close behind him.

"I know the importance of the task in hand. I assurc you I've been

very vigilant 
- 

flot a singie leaf has floated past unnoticed since eaily

this morning. But I discovered nothing... ."
"Huh! Do you think the Reds are nitwits like you? Can you

catch them simply by pattolling at ranclom ?. . . There --" Li
pointed inside the cabin of the little boat tied alongside. "The

Communists you're after, brother, ate tight hete. Look and see

for youtself. The older oneisChao, aParty secretary. Theyounger

one's his river contact man. I caught them, boat and all' If I'd
waited for you to take action, I'd still be waiting."

The sctawny little company commander peered eagedy into the

cabin. By the doot stood a husky fellow holding a pistol. Inside

lvere trrv-o men with bowed heads, AII his suspicions vanished into
thin air. "How smart you are, commissioner-what a haul!"

"Nflell, we cafi't be sure yet whether we've nabbed the riglrt man.

\fle must get Yang Fa-liang to identify him. Tell your me11 to put

in to Erhtaosha so that Yang carl see our prisoners before 'uve take

them to the provincia) capital."

The Hound was quite convinced now. "Very eoocl, sir," he

mutteted.

The motor launch with two sampans in tow neared Erhtaosha.

Li stood beside the Hound in the bow. Fully armed enemy soldiers

lined the wharf as if prepared fot battle. The efltraflce to the small

tributaty here was barted with a double tow of batbed wire, leaving

an opening barely big enough for one boat to pass through. Out-

side this, several craft rvere lined up, Yang Fa-lianB, the tt^itor,
r'vas peering into theit cabins as he went from boat to boat,

Befote the motor launch was moored, the company commander
jumped ashote. He tan towards the renegade calling, "Mt. Yang!

Please comc here." Thcn grabbing the traitor by the sleeve, he
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said, "!7e've caught the Communist secretary. lle's on Commis-

sioner \7ang's boat. Just come and identify him, will you ?" Taken

aback at first, Yang trotted after him obediently.

Li realized that this was the hateful tr^itor. "Open your eyes,

man, and make no mistake," he said tersely. "If you slip up now,
watch outl"

Yang did not grasp the implication of this, but the authority in
Li's voice held him tooted to the spot until told to get a move on.

Bending low, he entered the cabin.

Secretary Chao spun tound then and the anget in his eyes made

the traitor recoil in fear, nearly tdpping ovef a loose plank. Fear-

fully he emerged from the cabin, gasping, "It's him all right. .. ."
Only then did Chiang the Hound thtow caution and doubts to

the winds. But before Yang could totter off the boat, Li stretched

otrt a hand to stop him, "Better stay aboatd with us. You can

testify at the trial." Tutning tound, he addtessed the company

commander, "I admit you have a shate in our success, When I
go back I'11 commend you to the higher-ups and see you get your

reward. But on one condition. This case is of vital importance,

a top military secret. Don't you date let a wotd about it leak out."
"!es, yes." The commander nodded, beaming at the thought

of the reward he would receive. "I know the impottance of this.

My lips are sealed." With a quick glance at his brothet, Li said good-

bye to the Hound who offered to escott the fishing vessel.

"No, don't bothet," said Li. "Youf post is here. You must

go on patrolling this section of the tiver."
Nodding and bowing, the Hound climbed back into his launch.

When the rope making fast the small boat had been untied, he drew

himself to attention, saluted and shouted to his men, "Let them

pass !" The eoemy soldiers fotmed tanks, taising theit tifles in a

salute to Li.
"Hoist sail!" bellowed Li at the top of his voice. Hai 1'umped

up and had the sails up ir a iitry. \7ith the east wind behind it, the

flshing boat glided smoothly thtough the opening. "Goodbye,

Commissioner N7ang," called the cofnpany commander, borving,

83



iAI
,'i\
l.
tll
r1 
,i

,fi

"Forgive me fot not escorting you. I'll stay and attend to things

here."
Li waved back. "Goodbye, Company Commander Chiang, I'11

be seeing you."
The wind bellied the sails as the boat swung upstream' Mean-

while Yang sat dreaming of a rosy future with money in his pocket

and a secure position. The sight of him sickened Hai. Giving
the traitor a hick, Hai shouted, "You there, Yang Faliang! D'you
know who v/e are?"

Yang loohed up. Secretaty Chao stood sternly before him. Scared

out of his wits, tlne traitor collapsed in a heap.

"Tie him up and leave him until the public ttial," Chao instructed

Li.
The sun slipped down behind the hills leaving a w^rm glow in

the western sky. The sails of the boat were tinted a glorious red,

as were the waves and villages along the banks. Standing shoulder

to shoulder in the bow, Li and Sectetary Chao looked steadily ahead

as they held their revolutionary course, sailing on to flew battles

and nerv victoties.

Illastrated b1 Llaang Cltiala

Canellia (ttaditional Chinese painting)
by Tang Yun I
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Lei S hu-1en

Manoeuvres in the Desert

On the March

A sea, an ocean of sand,

Vaves, billows of sand...
This is no march through a desett

But a battle on a raging sea.

Not a bird in sight in the sky,

Sand stretches yellow as far as eye can see;

At evety step we sink knee-deeP,

Each sand-dune crossed teveals

Fresh wastes of sand. . . .

Fine! This sea of sand

Setves as our drill-ground,
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A crucible to tempet the resolve

Of fighters who love storm-tossed seas.

The burning sand scotches out shoe-soles,

The pulsing heat dties sweat-soaked uniforms;
Sweat pours from us at each step,

Each step a note

In a stitring matching song.

Sucking toothpaste to moisten patched lips,

\7e see in fancy the heroes of Sanggamtyong;
Half a caflteen of water passed round the squad,

\[hen the last man hands it back

Is still half full. . ..

A sudden storm

Lashes the dunes into billows,
But arm in atm we march on,

A tampart strong as steel.

Guided by Mao Tsetung Thought,
Undetetred by hatdships and danger,

We ttample the sea of sand beneath our feet

And singing march towards the sun.

Fighting a Sandstorrn

Who has set the desett ramPaging,

Loosing its horde of wild beasts ?

Sand-dunes are somersaulting,

Gtavel is racing, howling....

Our puny tents

Are flapping like kites in the wind;
'Our 

men ioke;
Old Man Heaven is fanning us -
It's mighty kind of him.

Arm in arrr,, a human wind-bteak,
Guns pressed to theit chests,

Out flghtets defy the storm,

Humming folk-songs ftom home.

The desett is flushing for shame,

The tempest has shtieked itself hoarse:

Never before have they scen
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Such men who keep going
In the teeth of the stotm.

A tent is blown away,

\7e wrest it back from the gale

And pitch it anew;

Our cooking pans ate buried,
'We empty out the sand and cook a meal.

The stotm has rocked the sky,

Convulsed the earth,
But it cannot lay low our fighters;

Firm as a rock each revolutiorary,
These men of iron
No force on earth can move,
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Night Attacle

Dark clouds cofltort the night sky,

Thundetbolts ctash to the gtound;
The stotm is tunning amuck

Like a tiver in spate.

A storm, this, after the heart

Of our "night tigets",
'Come just in time
As we cross the sandy waste

To practise a night attack.

No need fot lightning, we can see oulway
By the morning sun in out hearts;

Our atmy is well gtounded

In night fighting,
A fotced march of sixty miles

Cannot blister our feet.

Pressing thtough pelting rain,

By-passing the highways,



Slipping like shadows

Past "enemy" senttY Posts,
\7e advance like flowing water.

Clouds lift, the wind dtops,

Sunrise heralds our victoty:
Our fighters matching over wastes of sand

Against long odds

Have wiped out the "enerny".
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Pitching Carn!>

Far of they seem like bushes,

Close by like canvas billowed out by wind,
Tent after tent
R.ising proudly frorn the desert.

Crawling and wrestling
We ddll in the sand and gtavel,
Thtust with bayonets and throw grenades

Undet the scorching sun,

Laughing when sandstorms darken the sky -A fine chance to train
For night fighting and close combat.

A dtop of water may be as precious as oil,
But we keep the whole wodd in mind;
The spdng breeze may never reach this sandy waste,
But out fightets blossom out
In the glory of youth.



Each tent, an imptegnable foftress;

Each bayonet, an impassable line of defence;

Our men's burning love fot our great motherland

Has btanded loyalty on every heart.

Beside the sand-dunes, by the tamarisks,

We pitch camp and make out home;

We have given out hearts

To this outpost,

Here we have taken toot.

llla$rated fut Chang Yi-min

Spring in the South (traditional Chinese

paioting) by Ai Li)



Nates on Literature and Art

Li llsi-fan

Ldndmsrks in the !"ife af a Gneot Writen

- 
On Rereading the Foar Prefaces b1 Lu Ilutn

A great age gave birth to ^ gre^t v'riter !

Chairman Mao analysed and evaluated Lu llsun's relationship

with the revolutionary cultural movemeflt of the Chinese ptoletariat
and his gteat historical role in this way: "But since the May 4th
Movetnent things have been different. A brand-new cultutal
force came into being in China, that is, the cornmunist culture
and ideology guided by the Ctrinese Communists, or the com-
munist wotld outlook and theory of social revolution. . .. For
the last twenty years, wherever this new cultntal fotce has direct-
ed its attack, a gteat tevolution has taken place both in ideolog-
ical content and in fotm (for example, in the wtitten language)"
Its influence has been so great and its impact so powetful that
it is invincible whetevet it goes. The nurnbers it has rallied
behind it have no parallel in Chinese history. Lu Hsun was

the greatest and the most courageous standard-bearet of this
new cultutal fotce."



From the four prefaces by Lu Hsun reprinted in this issue we can

see 2 general outline of the develoPment of his thought.

Lu Hsun was born in a family of oFficials and intellectuals which

was already in decline, in Shaohsing, Cheltiang Province in r88r,
'forty years after the Opium War of r84o and thirty yeats after the

Revolt of the Taipings in r 8 y r. Under the corrupt rule of the Ching

dynasty, China, once a great empire, had become a semi-colonial

country fetteted by unequal treaties imposed upon hcr by the impe-

rialist powers and faced with the immincnt danscr of partition by

foreign powers. The feudal rulers' policy of yiclding to the demands

of the aggressors r,l,'hile supptessing the Chinese pcoplc aroused

general indignation and revolt, causing splits rvithin the ranlis of thc

ruling class itself.

During Lu Hsun's childhoocl there was an attempt headed by

I(ang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao to bring about reform. Lu Hsun

himself, owing to changes in his family status and his fathet's long

illness, began to realize what it was like to be poor. He often went

r.vith his mother fot long visits in the country and came in touch

with children of labouting people. This enabled him to see a life

diflerent from his own, made him detest his own class and symPa-

thize with those peasant children who were so simple and honest.

As we tead in his "Preface to Call to Arnts", in his youth he dreamed

of promoting teform, went to study in the Naval Academy, then

in the College of Railway and Mining, accepted Darwin's ideas of

evolution, then rvent to study in Japan. By then he was aheady zn

ardent nationalist, a young pattiot opposed to Manchu domination

and foreign imperialist aggression.

In t9o3, he wrote a shott poem on a photo which he gave to

a fuiend:

'Ihe sacted towet, beset by gods' arrows, lies helpless;

Crushed undet a millstone my old country dark in the stotm.

I appeal to the cold stats which distegard me;

I shall give my life-b1ood to llsuan-yuan.*

*Legendaty aflcestral spitit of the Chinese people.
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Lu Hsun made this vow when studying in Japan and longing fot
lris mothedancl bufleted by rvind and ruin. It exptessed his deter-
mination to dedicate himself to saying his nation, and he .was true
to this pledge throughout his entite revolutionaty life, serving the
needs of the people and the country.

He first wanted to study medicine to help build his countrymen's
faith in teform. Later, when he saw some slides showing a Chinese
being beheaded while othets stood by watching the spectacle, he
resolutely gave up his study of medicine and decided to promote
a literary movement to change the spitit of the nation.

Of course, this teliance only on the strength of a fevr to arouse
the spitit of revolt through literature was bound to fail under
those histotical conditions. In that uncongenial atmosphete his
attempt to start the literaty mzgazine Vita I'{oua was abortive.

Though the Revolution of rgrr succeeded in ovetthrowing the
feudal monatchy, it did not bring the new life which Lu Hsuo as

a tevolutionaty democrat had hoped for. As Chairman Mao point-
ed out, the Chinese national bourgeoisie "lacks the courage to
oppose impetialism and feudalism thoroughly because it is
economically and politically fabby and still has economic ties
with_ imperialism and feudalism".

This weakness and tendency to compromise was very soon revealed

aftet the rgrr Revolution. Although in theory Lu Hsun did not
rcalize that this teflected the inhetent weakness of the Chinese bour-
geoisie, in practice he could already see that the revolution had brought
about no teal change. It appeared revolutionary, but the old social
otder remained. Lu lfsun's immortal work "The True Stoty of
Ah Q" which was included in his first collection of shott stories is a

powerful ctiticism of the rgrr Revolution for its lack of thoroughness.
In this story, we see how the local magistrate retained his fotmer post,
the successful provincial carididate became the assistant civil admin-
isttator, the head of the military was still the same o1d captain, and
even the successful county candidate in the Chao family and the Imi-
tation Foreign Devil ioined in "to wotk for refotms". Not only would
these characters not allor.v Ah Q to ioin the revolutiori, they even had



him executed. Thus after the revolutiofl, the Chinese peasantry

\ras stili being hoodwinked and oppressed.

The failute of the rgrr Revolution disillusioned Lu Hsun, but from
it he dtew lessons which deepened his understanding of Chinese

society. He sharpened his rreapons to combat feudalism and

imperialism.

"The salvoes of the Octobet Revolution btought us Marxism-
Leninism." So the May 4th Movement of ryr9 matked the end of
China's bourgeois tevolution and opened a new chapter in the anti-
irnperialist, anti-feudal bourgeois democratic revolution in China.

The proletariat mounted the stage and became the natural leader

of the bourgeois democratic revolution, Also in the sphere of
crLlture, Marxist ideology had arrived, "full of youth and vitality,
sweeping the wotld with the rnomentum of, an avalarrche and
the fotce of a thundetbolt".

Lu Ilsrrn, the revolutionaty democr^t, col)r^geously raised his

voice in a "ca17 to arms". Though he modestly said, "Perhaps

because I have not forgotten the grief of my past lonelincss, I some-

times call out to encourage those fighters who are galioping on

in loneliness, so that they do flot lose heart," actually his collection

of short stories Call to Armt was the first spring thundetbolt in rev-

olutionaty Chinese literature. These foutteen shott stoties were

imbucd rvith deep feeling fot the Chinese labouring rnasses. They
were a powetful attack on the feudal system ancl its "man-eating"
culture. In these stories Lu }isun also criticized himself in com-

parison .with the noble spirit of the labouring masses.

Ca// ta Arns shows a stroflfI and clear line against feudalism.

So ftom the very beginning, Lu Hsun was uncomptomising in his

fight, and laid the fitst cornerstone for the Chinese tevolutionaty
literary movement.

Although Lu Hsun \vas not yet a Marxist at this time, he dtew
great inspiration from the victory of the October Revolution of
the Russian pr.oletariat. He praised these men of the Octobet Rev-

olution as "men with ideals". "fn other countries, as we can

see, those who resist this ate the men with ideals. For their cherished

idea.ls they sacrifice all beside, splintering the enemy's weapons with
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their bones and extinguishing flames with theit blood. !7hen the

glcam of the sword and the glow of the fire die away, they see the

first glimmer of dawn, the dawn of a new etz."
Chairman Mao has pointed out, "The May 4th Movemeflt came

into being at the call of the wottrd tevolution, of the Russian

Revolution and of Lenin. It was patt of the wodd ptotretatian

revotrution of the time."
Lu Hsun started his wtiting in obedience to this demand of his-

tory. He proudly declared that his works were "wtitten to order".

"But the orders I cattied out v/ere those issued by the revolutionaty

vanguard of that time, which I was glad to obey, not otders sent

down by an emperot, or dictated by gold dollats or at the point of
the sword." He never disguised his goal of serving the needs of
the tevolutionary struggle.

The theory of evolution, which is that mefl must sutvive, sustain

themselves and develop, had loog been Lu Hsun's faith. Howevet,

in practice his ideas had already gone beyond the theoty of evolution

and natural selection. He did not believe that human society could

natutally evolve and develop, but that progress had to be achieved

through hard struggle. "What is a toad ? It appears thtough
trampling it a place whete thete was no road, whete only btambles

grew. Roads have been made befote, and there will always be

nev/ roads."

Towards the end of the May 4th Movement period, the united

front in Chinese cultutal circles began to crack up' The Right-

wingers among the bourgeois intellectuals rePresented by Hu Shih

viciously attacked Marxism. The erstwhile progressive magazine

Nav Youth changed its claatactet and the group disbanded.

This split caused Lu Hsun great rnental anguish.

One-sided belief in evolution no longer suited the demand of
the age and I-u Hsun felt it in sharp conttadiction with his tevolu-

tionaxy piactice. Confronted with the split in the literaty tanks, he

still had a fervent desite to change society but could find neither

the comrades not the social fotces with which to link himself

in otder to devote his strength to the tevolution' Since he could

flot find the answet to his questions, he was in anguish and mental
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conflict fot a while. This is amply shown in his collection of prose
poems l7ild Crats.

The brutal slaughtet of students by the northern Lvatlord govern-
ment of Tuan Chi-jui on March t6, t9z6 stitted Lu Hsun to action.
"Those who drag on an ignoble existence will catch a vague glimpse
of hope amid pale bloodstains, while true f,ghters advance with
gteater tesolution." ITith fierce anger in his heart Lu Hsun left
Peking, a bastion of reaction, and went south to Amoy. When the
stotm of revolution btoke in the south (the northern expedition
of the National Revolutionaty Army started in July 19z6), Lu Hsun
saw hope and went to tr(wangchou/, theri the centre of revolutionaty
forces, to do something useful for the people.

However, befote long Chiang I(ai-shek betrayed the rcvolution
with his coup d'etat of April 12, 1927, slaughtering Communists and

the tevolutionary masses on a huge scale. fn I(wangtung Lu Hsun
saw "young people divided into two great camps" and "often those

who slaughtered the young people were young people too, and they
showed no regatd for the life and youth of others which once des-

troyed could not tevive again." He said, "I believed in evolution,
'was sute that the future would be better than the past and the young
bettet than the old." But now facts "exploded" his "old way of
thinking". The feadess sacrifice of the Communists made him see

hope for the nation and the revolution.
Thus, after long searching and struggle, Lu Flsun finally found the

tevolutionary ttuth of Marxism-Leninism. He went to Shanghai in
1927, and in the first few years thcre read all the books he could find
on Marxism. "I was reading practically all the time." He also

made many translations. Atming himself with Marxism, he analysed

his own thinking thoroughly, and compared the myth of Prometheus

stealing frte for humanity with his translations of Marxist theotet-
ical works. "I am stealing fire from another country in otder to
cook my own flesh. If this makes it taste better, those eating it will
benefit, and my body will not have been wasted."

As Lu Hsun said in his "Pteface to Tbree Leistlres", during
this period he was attacked by ail sorts of writers and the
struggle was shatp and complex, yet he flever gave up his
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study, never wavered in his search for ttuth in Matxism. On
the contrary, this pressure from outside made him advance even

mote boldly. Thus he said ftankly, "One acknowledgement I must
make to the Creation Society 

- 
they 'forced' me to read some scien-

tifi.c literuty ctiticism, which cleared up many questions which had
remained unsolved in spite of all written by eadier literary critics.
Thanks to this, too, I ttansiated Plekhanov's The Theory of Art to
correct the one-sided belief in evolution which I, and others because

of me, had held."
"A revolutionary is not afraid of criticizing himself; since he Lnows

himself very u,ell, he dares to speak out openly." Lu Hsun's gteat-
ness cafl be seen in that he never tried to cover up his own ideolog-
ical conflicts. He made high demands on himself and always crit-
icized himself pitilessly, revealing his whole thought to his readers.

"Pteface to Tbree Leisures" shows his cleat attitude. In the
"Pteface to Two Hearts" he made a sincere analysis of himself and

openly declared that he was for the liberation of the proletariat.
"And my incessant harpilrg on myself, of the way I keep 'knocking
my head against a wall' and of my snail-like conduct, as if all the
miseries of the world were embodied in me, a scapegoat for mankind,
is a bad failing of middle-class intellectuals. It is true, though, that
while I started by simply hating my own class which I knerv so well,
and felt no regret orrer its destruction, later on the facts taught me
that the future belongs solely to the rising proletatiat."

"Constantly thinking of China, of the future, willing to do my
bit for others" hacl bcen Lu Flsun's motto. Though his name

made hjs enemies quake with fear, he never became conceited or
stopped mahing progress. Never satisfied with himself, he always

studied hard to remould himself. "It is true that I often analyse other
people, but I analyse myself even more often and more ruthlessly."

Going through the rgrr Revolution, the May 4th Movement and
the Revolution of 1927, Lu Hsun advanced to the cultutal front of
the proletariat with his anti-feudal and anti-imperialist stand. De-
cades of fierce and complicated struggle sharpened his powers of
observation and nradc hirn put emphasis on practice in rev<tlution.
Thus, as soon as he grasped Marxism as an ideological weapon, he
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was able to use it effectively in his fight against the vatious enemies

and rcmained steadfast on the stend of the ptoletatiat.
The collection of essays called Ta'o Llearts is an important landmark

showing how he had become a Marxist. He said clearly, "Of my

writings, perhaps those in Two Hearts are the shatpest."

Sevetal important works of his expounding the X{arxist stand-

point on litetature - such as "Hard Translation" and the "Class

Cbaracter of Literatare", Thoztgbts on tbe League of Left-Winq l%riters,

Tlse Reuoltionarl Literature of tbe Chinese Proletariat and the Blood of
the Pioneert - were in this collection.

In his Oa New Deruocracl Chaitman Mao evaluated the last ten

years of Lu llsun's life when he became a Marxist as follows: "The
most amazing thing of all was that the Kuomintang's cultutal
'encirclement and supptession' carnpaign failed cornpletely
in the Kuomintang areas as well, although the Communist
Fatty was in an uttetly defenceless positioa in all the cultural
and educational institutions thete. Why did this happen ?

Does it not give food fot ptolonged and deep thought ? trt was

in the very nnidst of such campaigns of 'encitcletnent and sup-
ptession' that Lu llsun, who believed in cornmunisrn, hecarne

the giant of China's cultutal tevolution."
Lu Hsun's nine collections of essays from Tbree Leisurer to Last

Essalt of Demi-Concession Studio comprise two-thirds of all the essays

he wrote. They are a splendid record of how he becarne the giant

of China's cultural revolution in his fight zgainst the l(uornintang's

"encirclement and suppression". \7e have pointed out in a previcus

article, lvriting for the Reuohttion (Chinerc Literatare No. 9, r97z),

"During the May 4th period, Lu Hsun started his revolutionaty
litewy career with shoft stories which have ptofound social themes

and incisive critical impact. As the struggle between tevolution
and counter-tevolution sharpened, the shott essay form became his

main weapofi."
As Chairman Mao has said, "Living uflder the tr.rtre of the dark

fotces and deptived offreedorn ofspeech, Lu f,Isun useel burning
satire and fteezing itony, cast in the fotrn of essays, to do bat-

tle; and he was entirely tight." Spooks and hobgoblins of the
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old society hated such essays to the vety matrour of theit bones,

charged Lu Hsun with various crimes and cartied out encitclement

campaigns ovettly and coverdn mildly and tougtrly. Tn order

that more revolutionary writers would take up the essay as a wea-
pon to fight the eoemy, Lu Hsun explained that the essayist could
"react immediately to anything harmful and do battle against it.
Sensitive as a nerve and swift as a limb that tesponds by teflex action

to attack.... lTriters in the present resistance are frghting for the

present and the future; for if we lose the present, we shall have no

future."
Despite the enemy's wild clamours, "irt a fight one must talie sides".

The short essay is precisely a fotm of literatute that is tendentious

and imbued with a strong political force; so this was the main weap-

on Lu Hsun chose fot battle, and his essays summed up his life's
stuggle and his revolutionary ideas. They are a recotd of the ex-

perience and lessons of the Chinese people in their revolutionaty
struggle during this great period ofhistory and they reflect the Chinese

people's indomitable spirit, aspirations and confidence in victory.
Lu Ifsun's entire life was dedicated to the revolution. We can-

not fully understan<l the tortuous and difficult path he traversed

except in the context of the development of the Chinese tevolution.
But these fout short ptefaces, although insufficient to give a sumrnary

ofhis life, can at least help to sketch a rough outline ofhis ideological

development.
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Chen Hua

How the Opera oollalf a Basket of Peanuls"

Came to Be Written

Today in China, philosophy is no longer fust a subject learned from
books - a metaphysical study monopolized by a few scholars -but it has become a ptactical weapon in the hands of the broad mass-

cs of the people. It has become essential in the lives of the Chinese

people to study philosophy and to apply it to all kinds of problems
in work. Thc Shaohsiflg opera lfolf n Basket of Peanats is a new
work ptomptly teflecting this special featute in our contemporary
society.

The story tells how ordinary peasants use dialectical matetialism
to solve contradictions in the family and society. Making use of
Chairman Mao's philosophical work On Contradiction (rgll), it shows

the contradiction between the socialist ideology teptesented by the
fotmet poor peasaflt llsiao-hua's father and the spontaneous tendency
to'wards capitalism rcpresented by the well-to-do middle peasant

Wang Yu-tsai who docs not 
^ppe 

t in the opera. ft also shows
the contradiction in the family between Hsiao-hua's fa1h91 61d s64
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on the one side and Hsiao-hua's mother ofl the othet over how to
educate the younger generation with the ideas of communism.

These episodes prove that contradictions still exist in a socialist
society, thus tevealing the universality of contradiction. Hsiao-
hua's mother comes ftom a poor-peasant background. Though
she has some selfish ideas, she ardently supports the collective and

socialism. In this she is diffetent from \7ang Yu-tsai who is against

collective welfare. There is a qualitative diference between the

vatious contradictions brought out in the opera, and this shovrs

the partioulatity of contradiction. Middle-peasant Wang does

flot appear in the opeta, the social contradiction between him and

Hsjao-hua's father is not shown ofi the stage, but its existence is

felt in Hsiao-hua's family and determines or influences the contra-

dictions there. Thus it is the basic contradiction in the opeta.

Hsiao-hua's fathet is a Communist Party member with a Matxist
outlook, good working style and militant spirit. He makes a serious

study ofthe contradictions and uses facts to convince people, showing

in cvery way that he is the leading tole in the opeta. As the heto

of the opeta, he teptesents the principal aspect of the conttadiction.
Finally after studying Chairman Mao's wotks, Hsiao-hua's mother

taises het political level and the contradictions ate solved. By
using the story to unfold these concrete examples, this opera helps

Chinese audiences understand the general ptinciples of dialectical
materialism.

Though the opeta is shott, its theme is significant and thought-
provoking. The language is from teal life, concise and vivid, and

conveys a true peasant atmosphere.

Llalf a Basket of Pean*ts is a ptoduct of the integration of litetaty
workets with the masses. In autumn r97o, wotkers in a meter and

gauge factory in Hangchow, Chekiang Ptovince, wtote a shott play

about how the masses were studying philosophy. It was called

Philosopfut Blossoms in a Moantain Village and told the story of a woman

doctor from the People's Libetation Atmy who had gone to the

countrysicle and cured a fotmet poor peasant of a dangerous disease,

then helped his family study philosophy.
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The play proved vety populat and atoused the interest of pro-
fessional attists. A wu-chu* opera company in Chekiang sent their
writers to the countryside to leatn how the peasaflts got results

from their study of philosophy. Theo they revised the play. They
decided to leave out the u/oman doctor and made the peasant FXsiao-

hua's father the chief character. Hsiao-hua's eldet sistet who was

a worker in the play was changed into her brother and tenamed

Tung-sheng. Using the harvesting of peanuts as the core of the

story, the tevised wu-clta opeta was called Llalf a Basket of Peanuts.

Later made into a Shaohsing opera, the script was tevised again

and agair- aftet collecting opinions from audiences. The produc-

tion of this opeta shows that only by absorbing noutishment from
the masses can the lite:m;y wotkers create new rvritings weicomed

by the wotkets, peasants and soldiers,

*The nu-cbu and thc Shaohsing opera are dilTercnt kinds oflocal opcra in Che-

kiang Province.
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Joint Perfor(nance by Chinese and Japanese Eallet Artists

Aftet about a month of painstahing practice and rehearsal in China,

seven members of the Japanese Matsuyama Ballet Troupe mastered

the dance routines needed for diffetent roles in the modetn revolu-
tionary ballet Red Detachment of Women. On the evening of Februaty

ro, they ga-ve a joint performance of this Chinese ballet with the

Chinese Dance Dralrrra Troupe in the Tienchiao Theatre, Peking.
Together they created successfully the images of the hetoic characters

on the stage afld were accotded warm acclaim, The Matsuyama
Ballet Troupe will petform this ballet in Japan when it retutns.

In r9y5, Matsuyama Mikiko formed Japan's national revolution-
ary ballet company. fn accordance with the Japanese people's wish-
es she adapted the Chinese drama The lVhite-Haired Girl for ballet
and staged it in Japan. This opened a flew chaptet in the history
of China-Japan cultural exchange. Norv this Japanese ballet ttoupe
has sown fresh new seeds in the gatden of friendship between the
two peoples.

New Flandictafts by Young Artists Exhibited in Shanghai

Tempered in thc Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution many young
handictaft artists have matured. Recently five hundred of their
new works were erhibited in Shanghai.
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A carved lacquet screerLittle Red Soldierc in Nanking, the boxwood
carvings Little Heroes of the Crasslands and A Rouing Shepberd convey
the spirit of the socialist age. Little Red Soldierc in Nanking depicts

a group of children singing and dancing in the park. Little Heroes

of tbe Grasslands is of trvo young Mongolian girls who, during a

snowstorm, succeeded in saving a flock of sheep fot their collective.
By thc artist's graphic delineation of the gids' features and moyements
and mcticulous clcpiction of their flock of sheep, he has conveyed
thcir grcat hcroism, now so typical. A Roaing Sbepherd portrays an
old shephetd singing happily on a mountain slope, whip in hand and
sheep beside him. His cheerful facial exptession while singing pro-
vides food for thought. This work is so lifelike that it brings out
the characteristics of wood-carving in depicting human figutes.

A jade carving Three-Crane Tripod is successfully adapted from a

traditional Chinese pattern. The body of the tripod is formed by
three cranes. The iade rings hanging on both sides provide balance
and dignity.

Jade catving is very complicated. Before the actual work is begun
nrcticulous designing is necessary. That is one reason why the art
of jacle carving has ah,vays been admired both in China and abroad.

New Items of the Peking Variety Theatre

Recently the Pcking Yaiety Theatte staged a series of novel items
with revolutionary coflterit and fresh form. These Chinese variety
shows are a typc of traditional folk art with a history of more than
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a thousand years. Based on the labouring people's arts of story-

telling, folk and ballad-singing, there are norv about twt't hundted

and sixty nev/ varieties. Story-telling and singing are the principal

iterns in these popular variety shows,

The new items praise in various wa)rs the youthful spitit and

progress being made by the workets, peasants and soldiets and

their new achievements, under the leadership of Chairman Mao, in
China's socialist revolution and construction. Accompanied by a

dulcimer the Peking ballad Take the Road Directcd lry Chairnan Mao

describes the struggles between the two lines in thc countryside.

The performet recites the story of Wang I(uo-fu, a production bti-
gade leadet, who was loyal to Chairman Mao's revolutionary trine.

Determined to take the toad of agricultural co-operatives he firmly
rejected "the f,xing of output quotas based on the household", 

"vhich
odginated in the tevisionist line advocated by Liu Shao-chi. An
Eruergencl Telephone Call pe{ormed by a ballad artist ftom Shantung

Province praises the new spirit in out People in the form of a story

of the collective effort made by many people to save the lifc of a sick

child. Another item Master and Apprentice , a comic dialogue, uses

humorous repartee to sho$/ how Chinese workets inspire and ttain
the younger generation by words and deeds.

The petformers stress the depiction of heroic characters; in their

singing they retain the basic ttaditional features while mahing dar-

ing innovations. This has evoked enthusiastic encouragement from
Peking audiences who say, "These items have brought new life
to the vatiety show stage."

An Exhibition of Ancient Chinese Btorrze-Age Culture

Prepated by the Shanghai Museum, an exhibition of Chinese Bronze-

Age culture recently opened in Shanghai. These Bronze-Age telics

provide authentic proof of the high level of civilization in ancient

China. The more than six hundred objects exhibited ate divided
into fout sections. The fitst shows the histotical background fot
the tise of this cultute. Many relics and models illustrate the fact

that slave society is an inevitable stage in the development of human

history, The second section introduces the different techniques
usecl and theit development in thc casting of brotze vessels. The
third section shows the different stages through which the Bronze-
Age at passecl in Chjna. Its tu,o thousand yeats of histotical de-
velopment ate divided into different petiods according to the fotms
and designs of the vesseis. The fourth section shows bronze objects
made by minority nationalities in ancient China.

From the exhibits displayed visitors to the exhibition call see

concrete evidence of the Chincse slave society and early feudal
society, the ciass sruggles of the petiods and their corresponding
Bronze-Age culture,

Local Opera Festival in Fukien Frovince

fn Fukien Province thete are mafly types of local opeta with dis-
tinctive styics and mclodies. Recently this province held a festival
of various local opctas at u'hich thitteen different types wefe per-
formecl by sixteen units. The perfotmances fell into two categoties.
'Ihe first included various adaptations of the modern tevolutionary
Peking operas, Song of the Dragon Riuer, Tbe Red Lantern, Raid on the

I,Y/bite Tiger Regiwent and the revolutionaty ballet Red Detacltment

of Wonen and somc new experimerits io opera from other provinces.
The second c tegory was of entirely new creations produced by
various troupes. This festival has brought a flew look to the
Fukien stage.
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