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I
Lao Sheh

Camel Hsiang-tztt

Lao Sheh, one of China's greatest patriotic writets, died on August 24, 1966,

aftet persecution by the followets of I-in Piao and the "gang of fout". In fab-

ricating thc theory of "thc dictatotship of a 'black' Iine in Iitetatute and art" in

ry66, l,it:, l)iao and thc "gang of fout" negated all progtessive and tevolutionaty
litcraturc and art during the r93o's and duting the seventeen yeats from Libeta-
tion in r949 to the start of the Cultutal Revolutioo in t966, They labelled attists

and writets who had createdfrne wotks dutingthese yeats as followets of the

so-called "black" Iine, petsecuting them cnrelly and causing the death of some.

Maltteated mentally and physically, Lao Sheh died aged only 67 yeats old.
A ceremony to place his ashes in the revolutionary mattyts' cemetery 

^tPaplo-
shan was held on June 3, t978, after the downfall of the "gang of fout".

Lao Sheh, who began writing i.n t924, dedicated his life to his att. Before

Libetation he wtote novels and shott stories exposing and denouncing the old
society. After Liberation, he 'wtote the play Dragon Beard Dixh ar.d many othet

wotks. Camel Htiang-tXu, Lao Sheh's best novei, was fitst setialized in a maga-

z,ine and then published as a book. Lao Sheh made some impottant altetations

in the new edition published by the People's Litetatute Publishing I:Iouse in
t962. Out transiatioo is based on that etlition. The fitst twelve chapters will
appeat in this and the next issue of Cltinerc Literatare.

- The Editors



This story is about Hsiang-tzu, not about Carnel, because "Camel"
was only his nickname. So let us start with Hsiaog-tzu, iust men-

tionirg in passing how he bccarre Iinked n'irh camels.

The rickshaw pullers of Peipirg fali into many diflerent categories.

Ihere are strong, fleet-footed younl; men who rent smart ricksharvs

and work round the clock, starting work or knocking off whenever

they please. They pull their ricl<sbaws to a rickshaw-stand or the gate

of some big house and wait for fares who rvant a fast tunner. Sfith
iuck, a single trip can net ofle or two silvcr dollers; but it may happen

too that they spend the whole day icllc, n()t cvcn recouPing their
rickshaw rent. Still, they take this all in theit striclc. These fellows
generally have tw-o ambitions. One is to gct a iob on a monthly basis,

the other is to buy their ou'n rickshaw. Iror with thcir own vehicle,

it doesn't matter whether they have a monthly job or rtkc odd fares,

the rickshaw is theit own property 
^rryw^y.'f hen there is a category of slightly older mcn, and others u,ho for

health reasons run not quite as fast, or who for family reasons canlrot

afford to 1et a day go by rvithout earning anything. Most of them

putl fairly new rickshaws, and because both puller and rickshaw are

quite smart-looking they can still demand a respectable price. Some

of them work round the clock, some only half days. Of these latter,
the more energetic take the night-shift* all the year round. At night
more care and skill are needed, so naturally the fee is higher.

The pullers over forty and under tv/eflty find it hard to ioin eithet
of these categories. Their rickshav/s are ramshackle and they dare

not take on the night-shift. So they have to make a very eady start in
the hope that, by three or four in the afternoon, they will have earned

enough fot the rickshaw rent as well as their daily needs. Their
broken-down vehicles and lack of speed meafl they must make longer
trips for lower payment. They are the ones who haul merchandise

to the mclofl, fruit or vegetable markets, fot this they earn less, but
at least they can take their dme.

The under tv/enties - some of vzhom have been plying this trade

since they were eleven or twelve - wely become crack pullers

later on, because as boys thcy overtaxed thcir strength. They may

pull all their lives and never make the grade, not even in this trade.
As for the over fortics, some have srrained their muscles by pulting
fot eight or tefl )/ears and are cofltent flow to take second place, in the
growing awareness that sooner or later they will topple over and die
in the road. Their pulling posture, thcir adroit hatgaining;, their
shrevrd use of short-cuts or circuitous routes are enou,gh to malic
them telive past glodes and turn up their noses at the younger genera-

tion. But these shades of past gloties can in no v,ay diminisl-r tl'reir
dismal prospects, and so they often sigh as they mop their sweat.

However, compared to ariother group of over forties, they seem

not to have reached rock-bottom yet. This group is composed of
men who had nevet associated themselves with ricksha$/s but were
forced to take up the trade, having reached the end of their tether.
$7hen policemen, school janitors and cleaners are dismissed and

bankrupt peddlers or unemployed artisans have nothing more to
sell or pawn, they grit their teeth and with tears in their eyes take

this last desperate step, kriowiflg it to be a dead end. These men
have alrcady sold the best years of their lives, and nolv the maize

muffins on v'hich they subsist are transformed into blood and sweat

rvhich drip on to the road. \)7cal<, inexperienced and friendless,
they arc cycd askancc by evcn their fcllow-pullers. Their rickshavrs

are the most wretched of all and their g/res are alwal.s having
punctures. Ilven as they run they heg their fares to excuse them and

consider a mere fifteen coppers a very good fee indeed.

After this brief analysis, let us come t,ack to Hsiang-tzu's status

so as to place him as accurately - we hope - as a specific screw in
a machine. Before Hsiang-tzu became linked with the nickname
"Camel", he was a relatively independent dckshaw-puller, in other
wotds, he rvas young and strong and owned his own rickshaw. Be-

Ionging to the category of those who owned their vehicles, he was
master of his own fate, a high-class puller.

But this was certainly not easily come by. It had taken him one

year, two years, at least tl-rree or four years; one drop of s$'eat, two
drops of sweat, Llntold tens of thousands of drops of sweat to acquire

that rickshau, of his. He had earnecl it by gritting his teeth in the wind* The night-shift statts at four in the afternoon and continues until daybteak,
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and rain, by skimping his food and drink. That rickshaw represented

the fruit and reward of all his struggles and hardships, like the sir.lgle

medal of a warrior who has fought a hundred battles. In the days

when he rented a tickshaw, he was like a top sent spinfling north,

south, east and west from dawn to dusk, at the beck and call of others.

But this spinning never made him so dizzy that he lost sight of his

obiective.
In his mind's eye he could pictute that distant rickshaw which

was going to bring him freedom and independence, becomirtg a p^rt

of him like his hands and feet. With his orvn rickshaw he would

no longet be bullied by the rickshaw owflers, would no longer have

to humout anyone else. With his stlength and his own vehicle,

ea:ling his living would be mere child's p1ay.

Hsiang-tzu was not afraid of hardships, nor did he have the cxcus-

able but deplorable bad habits of most other pullers. He was clcver

and hard-working enough to make his dream come true. If his situa-

tion had been a little better, or if he had had a bit more cducation he

would certainly not have fallen arnong the "Tyre Brigade". And

no matter what his trade, he would have made the most of every op-

portunity. Unluckily, he had no choice but to be a rickshaw puller.

Vcry wcll then, cvcn in this iob he would prove his ability and in-

tclligcncc. IIacl hc bccn a spirit in hell, he lvould probably have made

llrc bcst of his surroundings.

Hsiang-tzu was coLrntry born and bred. At eighteen, having lost

his parents and theit few rnoa of poot land, he fled to the city. He

btougbt with him his country boy's sturdiness and simplicity, and

tried his hand at most iobs that called only for brawn. Hou'ever,

he soon realized that pulling a rickshaw was an easier way to eatn

mofley. The pay for othet hard manual iobs was limited v'hereas

pulling a rickshaw offered more vatiety and opportunities, as there

was no telling when and where one might earn more tl-ran one had

expected. Of coutse he also knew that this would not be entirely a

matter of chance, that the rickshau, had to be smart and the puller

brisk-looking to attr^ct discriminatin€i customers.

But after considetation, Hsiang-tru felt that he had the requisite

gualities, for he rvas young and strong. Though his lack ofexperience



meantthat he could not begin v,ith a new rickshaw, this r,vas not an

insurmountable difficuity; and with his fine physique he was sure that

after ten days or two weeks he would be runn-ing quite presentably.

'Ihen he would rent a brand-new rickshaw, and might very soon land

himself a morithly job; after which by skimping and saving for ayear

or two, even fot three or four, he was bound to be able to buy himself

a rcally beautiful rickshaw. Gming, a,t his young muscles, he felt sure

it was just a rnatter of time. This goal he had set l-rimself coulcl

definitely be reached - it was no pipe-drcam.

Though hardly t\r/eflty, he was tal1 ancl wcll cleveloped for his age.

Time had not yet moulded his body into any sct form but he already

looked like a full-grown man -a rnar, with ao ingcnuous face and a

hint of mischief about him. $Tatching thosc high-class pu1lers, he

planned how to tighten the belt round his waist to show off his sturdy

chest and straight back to better advantage. I-Ie cranccl his neck

to look at his shoulders: how broad they were, how imposingl His

slender waist, baggy white trousets and ankies bouncl with thin blacl<

bands would set ofl his "outsize" feet. Oh yes, surely he rvas going

to be the most outstanding rickshaw puiler in town. In his sim-

plicity, he chuckled to himself.

Hsiang-tzu was not handsome. UThat madc him engaging was the

expression on his face. He had a sma11 head, round eyes, a feshy

nose, and thick, short eyebrows. FIis scalp was always shaved clean.

There was no spari flesh on his cheeks, yet his neck was virtualiy as

thick as his head. In those days he had a ruddy complexion, and run-

ning from his cheekbone to his right ear was a large, bright, shiny

scar - legacy of a donkey bite receiveci while nappiog under a tree

in his childhood. He did not pay much attentiori to his appezr^nce,

liking his face lust as he liked his body because both were strolrg and

sturdy; irtfact, to him, his face was another limb and its strength was

all that mattered. Even after coming to the city, he could still do

long hand-stands and, holding this position, he felt like a tree straight

and erect from top to toe.

Hsiang-tzu was indeed rather like a tree, sturdy, siler-rt 1'e1 full of
life. He was canny and had his o\rzn plans, but clid not like to talk

about them. Among rickshaw pullers, personal .wrongs and diffi-
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culties are food for common talk, and whethcr at rickshaw-stands,

in little tea-houscs or in the large crowded courtyards, everyone re-

ports, describes or bawls out his troubles. These then pass from mouth
to mouth like folk-songs, becoming public propefty. Hsiang-tzu,

being a country boy, was not as glib as city-dwellers. If volubility
is a natural gift, then he rvas cleady not endowed with it, so he did
not try to imitate the townsfolk's spiteful talk. He minded his ovzn

business and held his tongue, which gave him more time to think and

it was almost as if his eyes were always directed inwards. His mind
made up, he embarked upon the course he had mapped out; and if
he made no headway, he would lapse iflto silence for a couple of days,

gritting his teeth as if gnawing at his own heart.

Once he had decided to be a rickshaw puller he went straight iflto
action. First he rented an old, broken-down rickshaw in order to
get some practice. The first day he made practically nothing; the

second, business was quite good. But then he was fat out on his

back for two days because his ankles had swollen up like two cala-

bashes and he could not even lift his feet. He put up with the pain

because he knew that this was inevitable, and unless he passed this
tcst hc would ne vcr be ablc to really let himself go.

IIis l-cct bcttcr, hc cotrlcl run frcely and he gloated tl.rat now he had

rrollrir.rg clsc to l-car. lior hc l<r.rcw thc city wcll, and even if he hap-

1'rcnctl tc-r taltc thc long u,ay rouncl it did not matter, as he had strength

and to spare. \MJren it came to learning how to pull that was not
too difficult either, with all his previous experience of pushing, pull-
ing and carrying loads on his shoulders or with a carrying-pole.
Besides, he figured that by taking care and not competing for fares

he could keep out of trouble.
When it came to bargaining over the price of a fare, he was too

siow of speech and too easily flustered to compete v/ith his slick col-

Ieagues. So he rarely went to the dckshaw-stands but waited around

where there were flo other rickshaws. In some quiet spot he could

take his time over fixing the price, and sometimes he would not even

haggle but just say, "Get on, and pay what you please!" His honest,

simple, likable face made it hard not to trust him, for it seemed impos-

sible that such a. countlT bumpkin could ever cheat anyone. People



might suspect that he was a ncwcomer from the countryside who did
not know the way and so had no idea of rates. But if asked "Do
you know that address?" he would grin knowiogly, as if playing the

buffoon, leaving his fare quite perplexed.

After two or three weeks, he had really tun his legs into condition
and he knew his ruru:ing was a pleasure to watch. The style of run-
ning is what indicates a rickshaw man's skill and status. Those who
run with theit toes turned out, slapping their feet down like palm-
leaf fans, are sure to be greenhorns fresh from the countryside . Those

who lower their heads and shuffle along, in what looks like a run but
is little faster than walkiog are men over 6fty. Other old hands drain-
ed of strergth have a different method: they strain forward, raise their
legs high and thrust up their heads at each step, for all the wodd as

if they are pulling with might and main; but in fact they are no faster

than the others, and have to put on this act to retain their self-respect.

Hsiang-tzu nattrally did not adopt any of these stylcs. With his long
stride, steady back and silent, springy stepr his shafts did not rock
about and his passenget was botne along smoothly and safely. No
matter how fast he was running he could stop in a trice just by lightly
scraping his large feet on the ground for a step or two, as if his strength
had permeated every part of the vehicle. Back slightly bent, hands

Joosely holding the shafts, he was lithe, smooth and precise, and though
hc never looked hurried he ran fast and sure-footedly. All these were
rare qualities, even among rickshaw men hired on a monthly basis.

He switched to a new' rickshaw. The same day, after inquiry,
he found out that a vehicle such as his - with soft springs, fine brass

work, tarpaulin rain-hood and curtain in front, two lamps and lorg-
throated brass horn - rvas worth something ovet one hundred silver
dollats. If the paint and brass work were not in such good condition
then one hundred would be enough. So he needed roughly one hun-
dred dollars to buy his own rickshaw. He worked out that, if every

day he could put aside ten cents, one hundred dollars would take one
thousand days. One thousand daysl \7hy, he could hardly reckon
how long that would be. But he was determined to buy his orvn rick-
shaw, if it took one thousand, even ten thousand days.

The first step, he dccided, was to find a job on a monthly basis. If

10

he could lancl himsclf a convivial employer rvith many fricncls, it would

mean about ten banquets a filonth and an extra t\f,/o or three dollars

for him in tips. Plus the one dollar odd he could save from his month-

ly pay that would come to thtee to five dollars a month, and lifty to

sixty dollars a year! This v'ould bring liim much, much closer to

his goal. And since he did not smoke or drink or gamble, had no

vices, no famlly, altr he needed was to grit his teeth and everything was

sure to work out. Ftrc sworc to himself that in a year and a half , he,

Hsiang-tzu, was going to have his own rickshaw. And it had to be

a brand-new ofle, not an old one overbauled.

He really did manage to get a monthly iob. But reality does not

completely accord with hopes, and though he gritted his teeth for a

year and aha7f, when the time was up his wish was still unfulfilled.

Though he lanCed monthly iobs and took great pains in his work,

there are two sides to everythiflg in this rvodd and his cautiousness

did not pleveflt his employers from sackicg him. Sometimes after

two or three months, sometimes after only a week or ten days, his

job would end in smoke and he had to look atound again. Naturally

while doiflg so he 1.rad to rerurn to pulling fares, which was like riding

onc horsc while l<toking fot another, for he couldn't afford to remain

ifllc.
'Ilris was whcr.: tlrir-rgs u'otrlcl go wrong. I{c drove himself hard,

nor iust to cllrn his hccp but to go on saving for his rickshaw too'

Flowever, forcing onesclf is always risky and he found it difficult

to concentrate when he ran. His mind kept wandering ancl the more

he thought, the more panicky and upset he became. At this rate,

when would he ever get his own rickshaw? Why wele things like

this? !7asn't he trying hard enough? While so preoccupied, he

forgot his usual cautiousfless. His tyres picked up bits of scrap

metal and punctured, and there was riothing fot it but to knock ofl

for the day. S7otse still, he sometimes ran into peopie and once he

even lost a hub cap as he was squeezing llurriedly over a crossing'

None of this would have happened if he had had a monthlv iob, but

now disappointment made him clun-rsy and atx''kward' Of course,

he had ro pay for the damages and this added fuel to the fire of his

desperation; so that, to avoid even greatcr calamities, he sometimes

t1



slept for a whole day at a time. Then, when he woke up he would
hate himself for wasting so much tirre.

Another thing, during such periods, thc morc wortied he was the
mote he stinted himself and missed our meals, under the illusion that
he was made of iron. But he discovered that he too could fall i11,

yet begrudged spending money on medicine thinking he could fght
it ofl. As a result, he grew worse and not only had to buy medicine
but also rest for several days in a row. These difficulties only made
him grit his teeth dghter andtry harcTer,but tl:at didn,t mean the money
came in any faster.

He finally managed to scrape together onc hundred silver dollats.
It had taken him three whole years.

He couldn't afford to wait any longer. Originaly he had set his
heaft on buying the newest, best equipped dckshaw, but now he
would have to make do with one within the hundred dollar nnge.
No, he definitely could not wait any more, for suppose something
happened to make him lose a few dollars! By chance hc heard of
a custom-built rickshaw, practically like the one he had in mind,
which its would-be putchaser had been unable to pay for. As he
had fodeited his deposit on it, the rickshaw shop was willing to let
it go for less than its original cost - more than a hundred.

Hsiang-tzu fushed red, his hands shook as he clapped down nincty-
six dollars and said, "I want this rickshaw!"

The shop-owner, hoping to raise the price to a round figure, talked
volubly, pulling the rickshaw in and out of the shed, folding and
unfolding the hood, sounding the horn, each movement accompanied
by a torrent of encomiums. Finally he kicked the sreel spokes a

couple of times.

"Listen to that!" he said. "Clear as a belll You can pull it tilt
it falls to pieces, but if one of those spokes buckles, you come back
and throw it in my face! Not a cent less than a hundred and it,s
yoursl"

Hsiang-tzu counted his money again, '.Iwant this rickshaw. Ninety-
six["

The shop-owner knew he had met someone with a one-track mind.
He glanced from the money to Hsiaog-tzu and finally sighed, "All
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right, for friendship's sake, I'll let you have it. It's guaranteed
for six months and, short of smashing the whole works, I'11 do all
the repairs frce of charge. Here, take the guarantcc!"

Hsiang-tzu's hands were shaking even more violently as he tucked
the guarantee away and pulled his rickshaw out, feeling rcady to
burst into tears. He made for a quiet out-of-the-rvay place afld stop-
ped to scrutinize this precious possession. He leaned over to see

his own refect'ion in the shiny paior work, and the more he gazed at
the rickshaw the more he Ioved it. Even those parts that hadn't
quite come up to his expectations could be overlooked nou/ that the

vehicle was his very own. Aftergazng his fill, he sat down ori the
new catpeted foot-rest, his eyes fixed on the shiny brass horn attached
to the shaft. Suddenly he remembered that he was t'il/enty-two that
year. As his parents had died when he was very young, he had for-
gotten the actual date of his birthday and since coming to tov/n he
had never celebrated it. Well, today he had bought his own dckshaw,
why not make it his birthday too? He and his rickshaw would have

the same birthday, which made it easier to remember, and anyway,
since the rickshaw v/as the fruit of his s\r/eat and blood why shouldn't
they be considered as onc?

lftrw tr> cclebratc this "clouble birthday"? Flsiang-tzu decided
that-his lirst farc must be someone handsomely clressed, on no ac-

count a womafl, and ideally the destination should be Chienmen
Gate or, as a second choice, the Tungan Market. There he would have
a meal at the best food-stall, sornething like hot sesame cakes with
grilled mutton; then if he could pick up another good fare or two,
so much the better; if not, he would knock off for the day. After all,
this was his birthdayl

Now that he had his own rickshaw, things began looking up for
him. Whether hiring himself out on a morithly basis or taking odd
fares, he need no longer worry about rickshaw rcnt, all he earned

was his ovn. IIe was cofitent, gre.w evefl rnore affable, and his
business thrived. After six mofiths, he was full of conf,dence that,
at this rate, in anothet tril/o years at most he would be able to buy
anothet rickshaw, and then aflother. Why, he rvoulcl be able to start
his own rickshaw businessl

13



But most hopes comc to nothiflg, ancl Hsiang-tzu's \r.'cre no excep-

tion.

2

Nearly every yeat, rulrours ancl ncu's of war sprang up with the

spring u'heat. For Northerncrs, cars of wheat and bayoners could

be said to symbolize their hope s ancl fcars.

Hsiang-tzu's ricksl.raw rl'as jtrst six months o1d when the wheat

needed a fall of spring rain. Thouglr rain does not always fall when

it is rnost hoped for, s,ar ahvays colncs, whcther ofle walrts it ot not.

But whether the news this time was lalsc ()r tlue, llsiang-tzu seemed

to have forgotten that he had once tilled the fieltls, and he did not

much care if u,ar devastated the crops or if there til/cre no spring rain.

His only concern was his lickshaw. This could proviclc griddle

cakes and all sorts of food; it was a horn of plenty u,hich f'ollowed

him meekly around. I{siang-tzu knew that iack of rain ancl news

of war boosted the price of grain; but like all city people, he could

only complain, he had no remedy. If grain rvas dear, what could

anyone do about it? This attitude of his made him think only of his

own livelihood. Ftre pushed all thought of calamities out of his mind.

It was in such circumstances that Hsiang-tzu took his rickshaw

outside the city gates. Rumours had been flying about for ovet ten

days and prices had risen, br:t for the time being war still seemed

remote from Peiping. Ilsiang-tzu cofltinued to pult his rickshaw,

not consideling the rumours a1t excuse for taking time off. One day,

he went to the western city and noticed s<-rrnething unusual. At the

westerfl end of Flukuo Monastery Road and at Hsinchiehkou, there

were no rickshaws oflering to rult to l{siyuan or T'singhua Univer-

sity. FIe strolled about the district a while and heard that no vchicle

dared leave the city, for whether large or small carts, mulc carts or

ricksl.raws, all v-ere being seized just outside Hsichihmen Gate. He

decided to drink a bo'uvl of tea then head south. The lack of activity

around the rickshau.-stand spelled real danger, and though no coward

he saw fio reasofl to put his head in a noose. Just at that moment,

two tickshaws heading north appeared. The passengers looked like
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two students and the pullers rvere shouting as they ran, "Anyone go-

ing to Tsinghua, to Tsinghua?"
The few pullers at the rickshaw-stand did not reply. Some of

them looked at the t,'vo vehicles with indiflerent grins, others sat

thete with small pipes betv'een their lips and did not even bother
to raise their heads,

"Are you all deaf? To Tsinghual" tl're two pullers kept on calling.

"I'd go for two dollarsl" a short, shaven-l-reaCed youngster said
jokingly into the silence.

"Come on then, find anothcr or:c!" The tv,o rickshaws stopped.

The young fellow.was nonplussed. Still no one moved. Hsiang-

tzu could see that leaving thc city uras teally dangerous; otherwise

why did no one snap up the chance to make two dollars iust by going
to Tsinghua, a trip which normally cost orly twenty to thirty cents?

He did not want to go either. But the shaven-headed youngster had

apparently decided that if someorie else went with hin-r he was

rvilling to take the risk. He eyed Hsiang-tzu and said, "Iloli,'about
it, tall one?"

"Tall one." IJsiang-tzu was tickled, this was praise. Ife considet-

cc1 thc proposition. Aftcr receiving that kind of compliment he should

lrat'l< Lrlr tlris clurir.r11, shavcn-hcaclccl shorty. And be sides, two dollars

wrrs rlrritc ,r sLrnr, t.rnc ditln't Iincl that kind of money every day. As

frrr r'lrrngcr, wrrs hc surc to run into it? Just two days ago he had

hearcl sonrconc say that the gardens of the Temple of Heaven were

crammed with soldiers, but he hadn't seen hide or hair of one himself.

lleasoning this way, he pulled his rickshaw fotward.
When they reached }lsichihrnen Gate, there was hardly any traffic

coming in ancl out. Hsiang-tzu's heart misgave him. Even the other

puller was ufleasy, but he said with a grin, "Let's go, buddy I If your
luck is out it's out, this is it!" Ilsiang-tzu knew they were in for trou-
blc, but after all these years knocking about in town he had to keep

lris word, not back out like an o1d woman.
Ilcyond the city gate there was not a single cart in sight. Flsiang-

tzu lowered his head, not daring to look dght or left, his heart thump-
ing against his ribs. When they reached I(aoliang Bridge, he glanced

about but to his relief there was not a soldier in sight. He thought
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to himself: Aftet a17, two dollars is two dollars and it takes guts to
find a windfall like this. The roacl was alarmingly quiet and, though
normally ne\rer ofle for speech, hc suddenly felt like saying something
to his companion.

"How about taking a short cut on the dirt track? The road...."
"Of course." The other undcrstood at once. "That way is safer."
But before they had branched off the main road, botl'r pullers, their

rickshaws afld passengers all fcll into the hands of about a dozen
soldiers.

Although it was alteady the tjme of yex for pilrrim s to offer incense

at the temple on Fantasy Peak, a single thin shirt was not enough to
keep out the night chill. Hsiang-tzu was unenclrmbered, being clad
only in a grcy artny tunic and blue cloth trousers reeking of sweat -
they had been like this befote he put them on. Everything had been

snatched from him, his clothes, shoes and hat, his rickshaw, even his

cloth girdle, leaving him nothing but a body bruised black and blue
and feet covered with blisters. However, his clothes were nothing,
his bruises would heal, but his rickshaw, that precious rickshavr fot
which he had sweated years of blood and tears, had vanished! After
pulling it to the barracks it had clean disappeared. All his other trials
and difficulties he could dismiss and forget, but how could he evet

forget that rickshaw?

He was notafra;idof hardships, but he couldn't buy anothet dckshaw
just like that, it would take him at least several years. AII his previous
eflorts had gone down the drain, he would have to start from scratch

all over again. At the thought, Hsiang-tzu wept. He hated those

soldiers, he hated the whole world. lVhat right had they to bully
and humiliate people like this? What right?

"What right?" he shouted.

The sound of his own voice - though it brought some relief -
reminded him abruptly of his danger. Everything else could wait
for the time being, the important thing v/as to fee for his life.

But where was he? He couldo't say fot sure. These last days

he had followed the retreating sc.rldiers, bathed in sweat from head

to foot. \When on the move, he had to catty, push or pull their equip-
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rnent; v'hen they halted, he had to fetch water, light the cooking fires

and feed the pack animals. From morning till night, he forced the

iast r.estiges of his strength into his hands and feet, his mind an utter
blank. When he lav down froatlv, he v,ent out iike a light the moment

his head touched the ground, and he feit that it would not be such a

bad thing ifhe never opened his eyes again.

He had a vague recollection of the ttoops retreating first toward
Fafltasy Peak;later, when they reached the north side of the mountain,
his vzhole attefltion had been focussed on climbing, fbr he was obsess-

ed by fear of faliing to the bottom of the valley and having his bones

picked clean by birds of prey. They had wound their way through
the mountains fot several days, till the terrain became less hilly, and

one evening as the sun'ilras setting behind them he made out a distant

plain. lfhen the bugle for supper sounded, several soldiers returned

with rifles on their shouldets and leading some camels.

Camels! Ilsiang-tzu's heart missed a beat and suddenly his mind

started r.vorking again, just as rvhen a famlTiar landmark tecalls every-

thing to 
^ 

matt who has iost his way. Camels cannot climb, which

meant that they had reached the plains. As far as he knew, camels

r,vcrc raiscd in villagcs west of Peiping. Could it be that all these

tkrlotrrs lrLcl blought thcm to Nloshih Pass? What strategy this was he

rlitl-rrol ltnow, if tlrcsc solclicrs ablc only to loot and rctreathad any

srr'ucey ;r[ all. I]ut o[ one thing he was certain, arrd that was that if
they had rcaily reached Moshih Pass, the troops had discovered there

was flo way out through the mountains afld 'fr/ete heading for the plains

to giet away. Moshih Pass was a strategic link between the STestern

Hills to the northeast andChanghsintien or Fengtai to the south, while
due v'est lay another way out. As he considered the troops' pos-

sible movements he plotted his own route too, for now was the time

to make his get-away. Should the soldiers tetteat to the mountains

once more, he might starve evenif he did succeedinescaping from them.

So now t as his chance if he was going to run for it. His heart was

pounding in his chest. These iast days, it had seemed as if all his

blood had been drained into his four limbs, but now it was forl-ing
back into his chest so that his heart u,as burning hot while his arms



and legs u/ere icy cold. Feverish hope made him tremble from head

to foot.
At midnight, he was still wide-awake. Hope buoyed up his spirits,

but fear made him nervous. He wanted to sleep but could not drop

ofi as he lay sprawled out olt some hay. Everything was still, only

the stats throbbing in time to his heart. Suddenly a camel let out

a plaintive cry, not far rway. Likc a cock's sudden crow in the night,

it struck him as forlorn yet comforting.
Cannon rumbled in the distance, very ftLt tway but unmistakably

cannofi. He dared not moye, but the camP was in an uproar immedi-

ately. He held his breath, now was his chanccl Thc troops vrould

surely start retreatiog again aod most certainly hcad for the moun-

tains. The experience of the last days had taught him that thesc

soldiers behaved like bees trapped in a closed room, blundcring wi1d1y

in every direction.
The troops would surely fee at the sound of cannon, so he had

better look shatp. Holding his breath, he crawled slowly along in

search of the camels. He knew very well that they would be of n<->

help to him, but since they were all prisoners together he felt a certain

affinity to them. Pandemonium reigned in the encampment now.

He found the camels crouching tike humps of earth in the datkness,

absolutely'quiet apatt from their heavy breathing, as if nothing had

disturbed them. This boosted his courage and he crouched down

beside them, like a soldier taking cover behind sandbags. It struck

him then in a flash that the cannon fire comirg from the south might

not mean a real batie, but it was at ieast a warning that that way

out was closed, So the soldiets would have to letlcat again to the

mountains. If so, they could not possibly take the camels. So he

and the camels were in the same boat. If the troops took the canrcls,

then he was lost; but if they forgot them then he could set alilay.

He pressed his ear close to the ground, listening for footsteps, his

heart beating furiously.

He did flot know how long he waited, but nobody came to lead

the camels away. Finally he plucked up courage, sat up and peered

out between their double humps. A1l was dark around, he could

I8

riot see a thin.g, No$, was the time to make a run fot it, for better
for urorse !

3

Hsiang-tzu had run turenty to thirty steps when he stopped short,
unwilling to leave those camels behind him. A11 he had left in the

world novr was his 1ife. He would gladly have picked up a hempen

rope from the ground, for even though useless it would comfort
him to feel that his hands were not efltirely empty. Of course the

main thing was to save his life, but what use was a iife stripped bare

of everything? He must take the camels with him, though so far
he had no idea what to do with them, because at least they were

something, and a quite sizable something at that.
He tugged the camels to make them get up. While not knowing

quite how to handle them, he was, however, not afraid of them for
coming from the countryside he was used to animals. Very, very
slowly the camels rose to their feet and, without stopping to make

surc that they were roped together, as soon as they were all up he

sct ()11, rcgardlcss of whcthcr he had one or the whole lot in tow.
( )r.rt'c on thc ln<.rvc, hc rcgrcttcd his decision. Camels being accus-

t()rll((l t() lruLvy loacls wall< slowly. Not only that, but they walk
vt r), r'rrrcl-ully |1tr fcttr of slipping. A puddle of water ot a patch
of rnutl r-nay trakc them break a leg or sprain a knee. A camel's

valuc lics cntircly in its legs; once its legs are done for, it's finished.
Yet here was Hsiang-tzu flying for his life!

Still he could not leave them behind. He would tflrst to Provi-
dence and hold on to these camels which he had picked up for nothing.

After pulling rickshaws for so long Hsiang-tzu had a good sense

of direction. Even so, he felt 1ost. Preoccupied with finding the

camels, by the time he had coaxed them to their feet he had no idea

where he was, for it was so dark and he felt so frantic. Even had

l.rc known how to take his bearings from the stars, he would not have

tlarcd to do this; for - to him 
- the stars seemed still more frantic,

jostling each othet in the black night sky. He dared not look twice
at that sky and lowered his head, his heart fi1led with impatience but

19



af:u;id to move quick11,. It occurred to him: $7ith the camels in
tow, he would have to take the main road instead of following the

foothills. Between Moshih Pass - if it really was Moshih Pass -
and Huangtsun, the road was straight, so the camels negotiating it
wouldn't take him out of the way either. This last factor caried
great weight with a rickshaw-pu1ler, but there was no cover on that

road. What if he ran into anothel lot of soldiers ? Even if he didn't,
who would beiieve that he with his tattered army uniform, his muddy
face and Long hair was a camel-driver? No, he definitely did not
look like a camel-driver. What he looked like was a deserter! Being
picked up by troops wasn't so serious; but if some villagers caught

him, at very least he would be buried alivel He began to tremble
al1 over. The soft steps of the camels padding behind him made

him suddenly jump for fright. If he wanted to get away, he had bet-
ter leave these encumbrances behind. But still he could not brin€!

himself to let go of their nose-string. Better press on, 1ro mattel
where he ended up, and cross that bridge when he came to it. If
he came out alive, he v,ould have got a few animals for nothing;if
not, too bad!

Flowever, he did take off his army jacket ar.rd rip out the collar;
after which the iast two brass buttons still doing thier duty $,ere torfl
ofl and tossed into the darkness rvhere thay fell without a tinkle"
He slung the now collarless, buttonless jacket over his shoulders and

tied the two sleeves in a knot on his chest as if he v-ere carrying a pack
on his back. IIe felt that now he looked less like a defeated soldier
and rolled his trousers up a bit further. Maybe he still did not seem.

an authentic camel-driver, but at least hc was less like a deserter.

All the mud and s\r/eat on his face probably nrade him look rnore
like a coai-miner than anything else.

Hsiang-tzu's mind worked slowly but thoroughly, and once an

idea occurred to him he immediately acted on it. As there was no
ofle to see him in the pitch darkness, he didn't have to act right away;
but he couldn't wait as he didn't know how soon the day would break"

Since he wasn't going through the hiIls, there would be nowhere for
him to hide, so if he was to traveL during the day he would have to
convince the passers-by that he uras a coal-miner. After acting on
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this supposition he felt easier in his mind, as if now the danger was

past and Peiping was just around the corner. FIe must move on stead-

ily to the city and flot \r/aste any time, as he had neither mofley nor
food on him. He thought of riding a camel to conserve his strength
and stave ofl hunger; but he would have to make the camel kneel befote
mounting it and that would mean furthet delay which he couldn't
afford. Time was money. \)7hat's more, perched up so high he

wouldn't be able to see the ground. If the camel were to fall he

rvould come tumbling down too. No, it was better to continue

like this.
He had no idea where he was nor where he was heading, but sensed

that he must be walking along a highway. FIe felt uncomfottable

from head to foot and uneasy at he^rt, due to the late hour, the last

few exhausting days and his hair-raising escape. Aftet trudging
for some distance, his slorv steady steps acted as a soporific. The

pitch darkness and the dank mist made him feel more lost. When

he fixed his gaze on the ground it seemed hummocky but his feet

encountered onTy a flat surface. Caution and the imptession of being

taken in increased his uneasiness and irritation. He decided not
to look at the ground but just g^zE stt^ight ahead and shuffie along.

He could see absolutely nothing around him. It was as if all the dark-

ness in the wodd was waiting for him and that he was going from
one black wodd to aflother. Ail the time, the silent camels followed
him.

Gradually he'became accustomed to the darkness and his mind seem-

ed to stop working. His eyes closed of their own accord. Was

he still walking or was he standing still? He was conscious only
of a seesaw motiofl as if rocking ofl some black sea, and the darkness

merged with his sensations, unsettled and confused. Suddenly he

felt a jolt, as if he had heard some sound or been struck by some idea -
lrc couldn't say for sute. His eyes opened. He 'rvas still moving
lirrward, all was still and what had iust occurred to him had slipped
lris nrind. His heart thumped a while, then gradually calmed down.
I lc trilcl himself not to close his eyes again, nor give way to foolish
ltncics; thc main thing was to get to the city as fast as possible.

But with his nrincl a blank, his eyes were liable to close once more;
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he must concentrate on something to stay awake, If he dropped in
his tracks, he knew that he would sleep fot three whole days and

nights.

What should he think about? He felt dtzzy and uncomfortably
dampi his head itched, his feet ached and there was a dry bittet taste

in his mouth. All he could think of was his own sorry plight, but
he couldn't even coricerrtrate on that with his head so empty and

dizry. It was as if just as he remembered himself, he forgot himself
again, like a guttering candle trying to illuminate itself, On top of
that, the darkness all around made him fcel as if he vrere foating in
a black cloud. He knerv he existed, that he was moving forward,
but with nothing else to prove it he was as uncertain of himself as

if he were drifting quite alone out at sea. Never had he suflered from
such an agony of uncertainty and utter loneliness. Although in the

normal way he was not much given to making friends, in the broad

light of day, with the sun shining on him and everything around him,
he did not feel afruid. He was not afraid now, but this uncertainty

about everything was more than he could stand.

If camels v/ele as hard to handle as horses ot donkeys, he would
have had to rouse himself to look after them; but they were annoyingly

well-behaved, so well-behaved that they got on his netves. At the

height of his confusion, he had suddenly suspected that they were

no longet behind him and this had given him a few bad moments:

he almost convinced himself that those large beasts could quietly
disappeat down some dark side-road without his knowing it and

gradually melt away, as if he had a piece of ice in tow.
At some point - he couldn't remember when - he snt clown.

If he had died then and recovered his memory after deatlr, l-ie would
have been unable to say how or why he had sat down, or whethet
he remained seated for five minutes or one hour. Neither did he know
whether he had fitst sat down and then fallen asleep or the other
way round. Frobably he hacl fallen asleep first and then sat down,
because his exl.raustion was such that he could have slept standing up.

He awoke suddenly. It was not a slow natrral awakening but
a sudden statt, as ifin the second it took him to open his eyes he had

iumped from one '"r,odd to another. Still all was dark, but he dis-
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tinctly heard a cock crow. f he sound was so distinct, it seemed to
pierce his brain, making him wide-awake. !7here were the camels?

Nothing else mattered for the momeot. The rope vzas still in his

hand, the camels still beside him. He calmed down. He felt too
Tazy to get up and was aching all over, yet he dated not go to sleep

again either. He must think carefully, that was the thing to do. At
this point he remembered his rickshaw and ctied out, "By what right?"

"By what right?" Yet shouting \r,as going to get him absolutely

nowhere. He went to check on the camels as he still did not know
how many he had. Feeling with his hands he counted three. To
him that wasn't too many but too few, and he concentrated on them

now; for though he hadn't yet thought out the best thing to do with
them, he vaguely rcalized that his future depended entirely on them.

"Why not se1l them and buy anothet rickshav-?" He almost leapt

to his feet, but then didn't move, ashamed of not having thought
of this most natural, straightforwatd way out before. But ioy was

sffonger than shame, and he made up his mind. Hadn't he heatd

a cock crow? Even if cocks sometimes crou,ed at one or tvro in the

morning, it still meant that dawn was at hand. And where there

wcrc cocks therc must be a village. Maybe it was even Peihsinan

wlrc:rr:1.rcoplc brccl camcls. Ile must hurry to get there by daylight.
( )nt'c tlrc carncls wcre oI] his hands, as soo11 as he reached the city
lrc coultl buy rnotlrcr rickshaw. The price must be lower too in
thcsc tror-rblccl times with fighting going on. A11 he couid think
clf now was btrying a rickshaw. FIe saw no difficulty in selling the

camels.

His spirits rose at the prospect, and all his discomfot disappeared.

Had he been able to buy one hundred uou of land for the price of
these three camels, ot trade them for a few peatls, he would not have

been so hrppy. He jumped up hurriedly, pulled the camels to their
feet, and started off. He didn't know the present price of camels

but had heard that in the old days, befote there were trains, one camel

wcruld fetch fifty ounces of silver, because camels are strong and eat

lcss than horses or mules. He did not exFect to get a hundred and

iifty ounces fot three camels, all he hoped for was eighty to a hundred

clollars - jusL enough to buy a rickshaw.
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As he walked on, the sky became brighter and brighter in front
of him. Yes, he was definitely heading east. Even if he were on
the wrong road his general ditection was right. He knew that the
mountains vrere to the west, the city to the east. Flis surroundings
had been pitch black, but now he could make out light and dark
though he couldn't yet distinguish any colours, and fields and distant
trees took shape in the gloom. The stars grew fainter and the sky,
shrouded by a murkiness that could have been clouds or mist, seemed
much higher than before. Hsiang-tzu dared lift his head again.
Once more he couid smell the grass by the road and hear a few birds
twitter. Now that he had made out objects indistinctly, he regained
the use of his other faculties too. He could see himself again, and
though he was certainly in very poor shape, at least he was still alive

- no doubt about it. Life seemed particulady sweer, as it does

after awakening from a nightrnate.
Having looked himself over he turned to look at the camels. They

were just as sctuffy as he was and just as dear to him. It was the
moulting season and patches of their greyish red skin showed through
the scattered tufts of limp, dangling long hafu rcady to drop from
theit sides at any moment. They wete like huge beggars of the animal
kiogdom. Most pathetic wete their hairless necks, so long, bent
and clumsy, craning out like scraggy, disconcerted dragons. But
no matter how scruffy they looked, Hsiang-tzt did not find them
disgusting because they u,ere, after all, alive.

And he counted himsclf the luckiest man in the wodd, norv thar
IJeaven had given him these three precious crcatures - enough to
exchange for a rickshaw" Such luch was not to be n-rct with every
dny. He couldn't help chuckling aloud.

The grey sky began to turn red, the fie1ds and distant trees seemed

darker than ever. Red and grey blended so that in places the sky

wrrs li1ac, in others crimson, while most of it was the purple-grey
of grapes" Presently, bright gold appeated through the red, and

all the colours glowed. Suddenly everything became crystal clear.
Then the morning clouds in the east turned deep red and the sky
above showed blue. The red clouds were pierced by golden rays,
interweavi4g to spin a majestic, glittering rvcb in the southeastern
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sky with the ciouds as rvalp, the rays as ,r'efr. Fields, trees and vzild
grass changed from dark green to bright emerald. The branches of
ancient pines u,ere dyed red-gold, the wings of flying birds sparkied:
everything seemed to be smiling. Hsiang-tzu felt like hailing that
expanse of red tright f,or it was as if he hadrlt seen the sun ever since

the soldiers seized him. His head bowed, his heart filled with curses,

he had forgotten the sun, moon and sky. Now he was walking freely
along a road that grerv brighter the furrher he walked" The sun
made the dewdrops on the grass sparkle, shone on his eyebrows and
hair, and warmed his heart. He fotgot all his trials, all the danger
and pain. lfhat did it matter that he was shabby and filthy ? The
heat and light of the sun had not excluded him, he was living in a

wodd of light and warmth. He was so happy he wanted to shour
for joy.

Laughing at his o'ril'n tattercd clothes and the three moulting camels

behind him, he thought how strange it was tl.rat four such bedraggled
creatures should have escaped from danger and be able now to walk
down this sunny road. No need to wonder who rx,-as right and who
v/tong, to him it was all the will of Heavcn. lleassured, he contin-
ued slowly on his wav. As long as }fea-ren protected him, he need
fear nothing. $7here was he ? He no longcr lclt like asking, although
men and women were already working in the fields. Best to keep
going, and even if he coulcln't sell the camcls right a.r;uay it didn't
seem to matter much. It could wait till te got bacL to tov/n. How
he longed to see Peiping againl Though he had neithcr family nor
property there, it was aftet all his honre. The u,hole city was his
home, and once there he would find some way out.

There was a faiiy large village in the Cistance. The willow trecs

outside it were like a row of tall guards and some wisps of cooking
srn<>kc drifted over the 1ow dwellirgs. The distant barking of the
tkr11s sounded beautiful to him. He headed straight for the village,
not lhat he expected to meet with good luck there but rather to
slrow lhrLt he was afraid of nothing. After a1l, he was an honest man,
rllry slroultl I're fear the good village-folk? Weren't they all basking
ilr llrt s,rnc pcaceful sunlight? He hoped to get a drink of water
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there, but if he couldn't it didn't matter either. S7hat was a little
thirst to someone rx,-ho had escaped death in the mountains?

The way the dogs barked at him didn't worry him, but the stares

of the women and children made him uneasy. He must be a very

strange-looking camel-drivet for people to gape like that. This net-

tled him. First the soldiers had treated him like dirt, now all the

villagets were looking at him as if he were a monster. What could he

do about it? He had always taken pride in his size and strength, but
these last days 

-without 
afly rhyme or 1625qn-hs had been shame-

fully treated. Over the toof of one cottage he glimpsed the bright
sun again, but somehov/ it seemed less enchanting than iust a moment

ago.
The village had only one main street dotted with smelly puddles

of slops and pig and horse urine. Afraid the camels r,r,ould slip and

fall, Hsiang-tzu decided to rest a while. On the north side of the

street stood a relatively well-to-do villager's house. It had a tiled
building in the back, but iust a lattice doot in front, with no proper
gate and no gatehouse. Hsiang-tzu's heart leapt. A tiled roof
meant a man of property, while a lattice doot instead of a gatehouse

rne^nt a camel-owner. V"ry well, he would rest here a while and he

might just get a good chance to dispose of the camels.

"Suh, suh, suh!" I{e urged the camcls to kneel. That was the

ordy camel-call he knew and he used it proudly iust to show the vi1-

lagets that he really hnew his business. The camels actually knelt
dolvn, and he seated himself with a swagger under a small willow
tree. Everyone stared at him and he stared back, linowiog this was

the only \r/ay to allay suspicion.

Presently an old rnafl carne out of the yard. IIe was dressed in
a blue cotton jacket open in front and his face shone. You coulcl

tell at a glance that he vr'as a man of property. I{siang-tzu made a

quick decision.

"Haye you afly water, sir? I'd like a bowl to clrink.,,
"An'" The old man, rubbing mud off his chest, glanced apprais-

ingly at Hsiang-tru then carefully lookecl over the three camels.
"There's water. Where are you from?,,
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"Frorn wcst of here," I{siang-tzu darcd not be more specific

fot he still did not kno.w where hc was.

"soldiers over there?" The o1d man's eycs were fixed on Hsiang-

tzt's atmy trousers.

"I was nabbed by them, but iust rnanaged to escape."

"Ah! No danger to camels outside the western pass?"

"The soldiers have all gone into the mountaifls. The road is

very quiet flow,"
"IJmm," The old man nodded slowly. "'Wait a moment, I'll

get you some watef."
Hsiang-tzu followed him into the courtyard whcre he saw four

camels.

"!7hy don't you keep my three, sir, and make up a cataYafl?"

"Hub, a caravanl Thirty yearc ago I had three! But times have

changed. Who can afford to keep camels!" He stood staring blank-

ly at the four animals. Aftet some time he continued, "A few days

ago I was thinking of ioining up with a neighbour and sending them

outside the pass to graze. But with soldicrs to the east and soldiers

to the west, who dares go out? I hate to see them cooped up here in

summer -it 
really gets me down. Just lool< at those fliesl And

when it gets hotter there'll be mosquitoes too. It's tetrible to watch

goo<l animals suffer and that's a factl" He nodded repeatedly as if
carried away by wretchedness and frustration.

"Keep my three camels, sir, and take the whole iot outside the pass

to gtaze." Hsiang-tzu was nearly plcadilg. "The liveliest animals,

if they spend the summer here, u'il1 be half killed by the flies and mos-

quitoes."
"But v'ho has the mofley to buy them? Who can afford to keep

carnels in times like these ?"

"I(eep them, any price will do. Oncc I've got them ofl my hands,

I can get back to the city and earn a living."
'l'lrc old man sized Hsiang-tzu up - he was rlo bandit. Then he

lrr()lictl bach at the three camels outside and rcally seemed to take

:r liliinll lo them, though he knew quite well he had no use for them'

llrrr jrrsr rLs a bibliophile wants to buy evcry book he sees and a stud

pwlrt.r-llrllicrs after new horses, a man who has had three caravans
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of camels is always cager for more . Besides, Ilsiarg-tzu was willing
to let them go cheap. IThen a connoisseur has a chance to get
a bargain, he tends to forget u,hether it will serve any purpose,

"Young fellow, if I had enough spare cash I really woulcl kccp
them!" The old man spoke from his heart.

"I{eep them anyway, any price will do!', }Isiang-tzu was so mucl.r
in earnest, the othet became quite embartassed.

"To tell you the trurh, young fellow, thirty years ago these wouid
have been three big treasures. But in times like these, what with
all the confusion and fighting. . . . You'd better try somewhere
else!"

"Any price will do!" Hsiang-tzu could think of nothing else to
say. He knew the old man had been telling the truth, but he didn,t
feel like trying to sell camels all over the place. If he didn,t get rid
of them, he might get into some other trouble.

"$7e11, see here, I'm ashamed to ofler you only tv/clrty to thirty dol-
lars, but it's honestly hard for me to fork even that out. In times
like these - thsls'5 nothing to be done."

Hsiang-tzu's heart sank. Twenty to thirty dollars? !7hy that
was nowhere near the price of a rickshaw! But he was in a hurry to
clinch the deal, and he couldn't count on having the luck to run into
another customer for his camels.

"Give me whatever you cao, sir!"
"$7hat's your trade, young fellow? It's obvious you,re not a

camel-driver."
Hsiang-tzu told him the truth.
"Aha, so you risked your life for thosc animalsl,, The old man

sympathized with him and .was relieved that the camels were not
stolen coods. For though Hsiang-tzu's taking them 'nvasn,t much
diferent from stealing, there were after all the soldiers in between.
In times of war, one could not iudge things according to normal
standards.

"Look here, friend, I'il give you thirty-five dollars. If I tell you
that's not getting them cheap, I'm a dog. And if I could pay yott
one dollar more for tl.rem, I'd also be a dog. I'm over sixty, so .what

more can I say!"
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Hsiang-tzu was at a loss. Hc had always becn tight-fisted. But
the old man's frank and friendly way of talking, coming on top
of his recent experiences with the solcliers, made him ashamed to
bargain any more. Besides, thirty-five dollars in hand szas more
dependable than a hoped-for ten thousaod, evefl though it v.as too
litle for risking his life. Three big camels,"alivc and kicking, were
undoubtedly worth more than thirty-five dollars. But what could
he do?

"The camels are yours, sir. Just do me another favour, Give
me a shirt and somethiog to eat."

"Done["
Hsiang-tzu had a deep drink of colcl water. T'hen, clutching his

thirty-fve bright, shirry dollars and two maize cakes and wearing a

tattered white jacket that barely covered his chest, he set off. How
he longed to reach the city in one bound!

4

For three days, Hsiang-tzu rested in a small inn at Haitien, now burn-
irg with fevcr, now shivering with colC, his mind a blank. Purple
blisters had appeared along his gums. IIe was racked by thirst but
had no appetite. After fasting for three days, the fever abated and

he felt as limp as taffy. It was probably during this time that people
got to know about the three camels from his delirious raving in
his sleep, for when he flnalJy came to his senses he was aheady "Camel
Ilsiang-tzu".

Since comirg to to\r-n he had been knov,n only as "I{siang-tzu"
as if he had no surname. Now with "Came1" tacked on, people
carcd even less about his family name. He had r:evet worried about
his family name before, but flow he felt he had gor the worst of the
lrrrrlrin, gctting so little for those animals yet landing himself with
tlris r-rickname.

As so<;n as he could stand, he decided to go out and look around,
l,rrl lris lcrls were unbelievably weak and when he reached the door
ol tlrc irrn tlrcy suddenly gave way and he collapsed on the grouncl.
I lr: 5;11 llrt r< in t <laze for a long time, beads of cold sweat on his brow.



He bore it stoically, then opened his eycs and heard his stomach rum-

bling. He felt a little hungry. Slowly he stood up and made his

w'ay to a peddlet selling tavioli soup from a portable stove. He

bought a bowl and sat down on the ground again. The first sip

made him want to retch and he kept the liquid in his mouth for some

time before final|y forcing himself to swallow it. He didn't feel

like drinking any more. Flowever, a second later, the soup seemcd

to have threaded its way down to his stomach and he belched loudly

twice. At that he knew he was going to survive.

With a little food in his stomach, he took stock of himself once morc.

He'uras much thinner and his tattered trousers werc as filthy as could

be. He didn't feel like moving, yet was in a hurry to regain his old

spruceness, not wanting to atrive in town looking so down and out.

But that meant spending money. A shave, change of clothes, new

shoes and socks all rvould cost money, yet he shouldn't touch a ccnt

of the thirty-five dollars, akeady nowhere near enough to buv a rick-

shaw. However, he felt sorry for himself. 'Ihough he had flot spcnt

many days with the troops, it alrcady seemed like a nightmare, a

nightmare rvhich had aged him considerably, as if overnight he had

added years to his age. His big hands and feet werc obviously his

ov/fl yet it was as if he had suddenly found them somewhere' He

felt very bad and dared not recall his past wrongs and dangers, yet

he vras conscious of them all the time, just as one knows during a

rainy period that it's a grcy day without tooking at the sky. His

body seemed to him particularly precious, he really shouldn't be so

hard on it. He stood up. Though he knew he was still very weak,

he must lose no time in sprucing up, for once l.ris head was shaved

and he'd changed his clothes he was sute he would recover his strcngth

right away.

All told it cost him two dollars tweflty cents to make hirnself

presentable once more. A lacket and trousers of undycd coarse-

grained cloth cost one dollar, black cloth shoes eighty cents, coarse

cotton socks fifteen cents and a straw hat twenq'z-five cents' His
oid rags he exchanged fot two packages of matches.

Ctutching his matches he set out along the main road torraard

Hsichil.rmen Gate. He hadn't gone far when he began to feel tired
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and wcak, but he gritted his teeth. He couldn't take a rickshaw,
however he looked at it that v/as uflthinkable. To a peasant, eight
to ten /i were no distance at all, and anyway he was a rickshaw-pulier
himself. Apart from that, it was ridiculous for a strapping gleat
fellow like himself to be beaten by a little sickness. Even if he fell
down and couldn't get up again, he would roll all the way to Peiping
sooner than give up! If he didn't reach town today then he u,as

finished. The one thing he believed in was his own strength, no
matter what illness he had.

IIe staggered uflsteadily along. Not far frorn Haitien he started

seeing stars. He caught hold of a willovz tree to steady himself,
but though earth and sky were spinning violently he refused to sit
down. SThen the spinniflg slowed down, then stopped, his heart
seemed to drop back from a grcat height into his chest and wiping the

sweat from his brovr he continued on his way. His head was shaved,

his clothes and shoes were new; he considered he had done quite
enough for himself, so noru it v'as up to his legs to do their bit, to
walk!

Without stoppiog agatn for breath he trudged to Kuanhsiang.
The medley of horses and people thcre, the cacophony of sounds,

the stench ofdust and the feel ofthat soft dust beneath his feet tempted
him to stoop down and kiss the malodorous eafth, the earth that he

loved, that was his source of money. He had no parents ot brothers,
no relatives at ail.; the only friend he had v/as this ancient city. It
had given him everything. So even if he starved here, he loved it
better than the countryside. Here there were things to see and things
to hear, light and sound everywhere. As long as he worked hard,
there was money past counting here. Endless good things too,
nrore than he could eat or wear. Here even a beggat could get soup

with meat in it, whereas in the counttyside there was nothing but
rrrLizc flout. When hc reached the u,est sicle of Kaoiiang Bridge, he

:;:rt tlown on the bank and v/ept for ioy.
'l lrc srrn was sinking in the west. On the banks, old willows grew

, r,,,,licrlly, their tops tipped with gold. There was little watet in
tlr, rivcr, but a profusion of water-weeds gaveit the appearance of
:t 1,,r1,, 1,rt irsy flrccn belt, narrow and dark, exuding a faint dank smell.
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The wheat on thc north bank had a7rcac7y grown cars, and the leaves

on their short dry stems were covered with dust" To the south, ifl
the lily pool, foated small, limp green leaves, round which from time

to time appeared little bubbles. On the bridge to the east, traffic

moved back and forth. Seen in the slanting rays of the sun it seemed

unusually hutried, as if the imminence of dusk had made everyone

uneasy. But to Hsiang-tzu it was all most enchanting. To him,

this was the only strearn, these were the only trees, lilies, wheat and

bridge $/orthy of the name - for they all belonged to Peiping.

He sat there quietly, in no hurry to leave. Everything about him

was so familiar, so deat, he would gladly have sat feasting his eyes

on it until he died. After a long rest there, he went to eat a bowl
ofbeancurd at the head ofthe bridge. The vinegar, soya sauce, pep-

pet oil and chopped chives mixed with the scalding white beancutd

smelt so delicious it quite took his breath away. Holding the bowl,

his eyes fixed on the dark green chives, his hands started to tremble.

One mouthful, and the beancurd seemed to burn its way down his

thtoat. He helped himself to anothet two small spoonfuls of pa-

prika oil. When he had finished the bowl, his belt was soaked thtough.

Half closing his eyes, he held out his bowl and ordered another pot-
tion.

When he stood up, he felt like a man again. The sun vzas at its
lowest in the west, the sunset clouds had tinged the river with pink.

He felt like shouting for ioy. Fingering the smooth scar on his face

and the money in his pocket, he squirted again at the sunlight on the

watch-tower. He forgot his illness, forgot everything else. As

if spurred on by some great longing, he decided to enter the ciq,.

The gate-way through the city wall was crowded with vehicles

and pedestrians of every kind, all in a hurry to get through although

none dared move too fast. The cracking of whips, the cries, curses,

the honking of horns, thc tinkiing of bells and the laughter all mingled

to form onc great din as if the tunnel were arr amplifier with each in-
dividual in it clamouring. Hsiarg-tzu pushed thtough the crowd,

finding place fot his big feet now here, nolv there, like a long, thin
fish following the leaping waves, till he squeezed his way into the city.

Before him stretched the wide, straight boulevard of Hsinchiehkou.
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At the sight, his eycs shone as brightly as the reflected light on the
eastern rooftops. I{e nodded to himself.

His bedding $/as still in Harmony Yard on Hsianmen Road, so he
natralTy headed there. Having no family, he had alv,ays lived there
though he didn't always puIl their rickshaws.

The ov'ner of this yard, Fourth Master Liu, was nearing seventy
but was still a trickstet. In his youth he had been a military depot
guard, run gambling dens, dealt in the slave uaffic and lent out molrey
at the devil's own rates, He had all the qualifications for these oc-
cupations: strength, shrewdncss, social connections and a cefiain
reputation. Before the fall of the Ching I)ynasty he had taken part
in mob f,ghting, abducted women of good families and undergone
torture. ril/hen tortured, he had neitl.ier batted an eyeiid nor begged
for mercy and had earned the reputation of standing firlrr, at his trial.

As it happened, he came out of prison just after the republic had
been set up, when the power of the police was increasing. Fourth
Nlaster Liu could see that no orre could set himself up any more as

a loca1 hero. So he started a ricksharv business. Being a local slicker,
he knew how to deal with poor people 

- wl.ren to be hard and when
to ease the pressute a little. And he had a positive flair for organtnng.
None of his rickshaw-pullers dared try any tricks on him. Laughing
at them one minute and glaring rhe nexr, he had them completely
flurnmoxed, as if they had one foot in heaven and one in hell. So
they found it best to let him call the tune.

By now he alrcady had sixty-odd rickshaws, even the oldest at least
seven parts new, for he did riot hire out broken-down vehicles. The
rent he charged was highet than in other places, but at the three yeady
festivals he allowed two more days rent-free than did the others. His
IlrLrmony Yard had quarters rvhere bachelor pullers could live free of
,lrrrge, on condition that they paid the rickshaw rent, Those who
,,rrltln't, yet tried to hang on, would have their bedding confiscated
lry Irirrr end llnd themselves thrown out like a broken teapot. How-
lvt'r, il rnyone had some pressing trouble or some sudden illness,
tlrcy lr;rt I ,,nly to tell the old man and he never hesitated to go through
Irrt' :rrrrl \\/:rtcr lo help them out. That was another way he had won
It.is rr'1lr rlrLl iorr.
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Fourth Master Liu was like a tiger. Though nearing sevenqT

his back was straight and he thought nothing of walking ten to tr/r'enty

ti. With his latge round eyes, big nose, slluare iaw and protmding

teeth, he had only to oPen his mouth to look like a tiget. As tall as

Hsiang-tzu, he shaved his head till it shone andhad no beard or mous-

tache. He liked to think of himself as a ttger and only regtetted having

no sol1 but only a "tiger" daughter of thirty-seven or eight. Anyone

who knew Fourth Master Liu was sure to know his daughter,

Tigress. Because she really looked like one she frightened men away,

and though she was a good helpmate fot her fathet no one had ever

dared ask fot her hand in mariage. AII in all she resembled a man,

even cutsing with a man's forthrightness and sometimes a few extra

fl.ourishes of het own. ITith Fourth Master Liu managing outside

affairs and Tigress the inside affangetnents, Hatmony Yard was most

efficiently run. Its prestige was so high in rickshaw circles that the

Liu family's methods were often cited by pullers and owners alike,

iust as scholats quote from the classics to prove a point.

Before buying his own rickshaw, Hsiang-tzu had rented one from

Harmony Yard. He had given his savings into Fourth Master Liu's

keeping and, when he had made enough, had withdra\en them to buy

his own rickshaw.

"Fourth Master, look at my rickshaw!" Hsiang-tzu had pulled

his new vehicle into the yard.

The old man eyed it and nodded. "Not bad!"

"I shall be staying here until I find a iob by the month, then I'll
move out to where I'm hired!" Hsiang-tzu added proudly.

"All right!" The old man nodded again.

So when Hsiang-tzu was hired by the month, he moved to the

house of his new employer; and when he lost the iob and was pulling

odd fares, he lived in Harmony Yard.

The othet rickshaw men had tarely known cases of someone living

in Harmony Yard without hiring one of its dckshaws. So some

peopte speculated that Hsiang-tzu was a relative of Old Man Liu's,

while othets even said that the old man had taken a fanq to him

and was planning to marry him to Tigress, wanting a son-in-law

humble enough to move into their house. There was some envy in
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this speculation, but if by any chance it came true then Harmony
Yard would be Hsiang-tzu's after tl-re old man's death. So they
dared say nothing cutting to Hsiang-tzu himself and only made wild
guesses.

Actually Flsiang-tzu's preferential treatment was on another accouflt.
He was the kind of person who stuck to his old ways in new surround-
ings. If he had joined the army,he would nevet have shammed stupid
to bully people as soon as he put on a uniform. In the rickshaw yard
he was never idle: as soon as he had stopped sweating, he would find
something to do - cleaning the rickshaws, pumping tyres, sunning
rain-hoods, oiling the machines. He needed no orders but did these
things of his own free will, and cheerfully too, as if it were a real
pleasure. The yard generally housed about twenty tickshaw men.
\X/hen they knocked ofl they would sit about chatting or go to bed
and sleep. Hsiang-tzu was the only one whose hands were nevet
idle. At first, everybody thought he was sucking up to Fourth Mastet
Liu to get into his good books; but after a few days they realized that
he had no idea of ingratiating himself, he was so natural and sincere,
and they had nothing to say.

Old Man Liu never gave Hsiang-tzu a word of praise, nerrer cast
him so much as 

^n 
extra glance, but in his heart everything was

chalked up. Knowing Hsiang-tzu to be a good worker, he was
willing to let him live there though he didn't hire a rickshaw. No,t
to mefltion anything else, with Hsiang-tru there the yard and
gateway were always swept clean as could be.

As fot Tigress, she liked this tall buppkin even more for,
whatever she said, he listened carefully and never talked back. The
other rickshaw men, soured by their suflerings, kept contradicting her.
'f 'lrough she wasn't afraid of them, neither did she pay them much
irlrcntion, saving all she had to say for Hsiang-tzu. Whenever he
l,rrrtl r.ronthly job, father and daughtet would feel as if they had
l,sr :L l'ricnd. Whenever he returned, even the old man,s cufses seem-
t'tl l<'ss lurrsh.

I lsirrnrl t2u ('rnle into Harmony Yard, his two packages of matches
irr lris lr,rrrrls. lr *'as not yet dark and old l\{an r,iu and his claugrrtet
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were having supper. When she saw him come in, Tigtess put down

her chopsticks.

"Why Hsiang-tzrl" she exclaimed. "Did a wolf run ofl with you

or did you go to Africa to mine gold?"
"FIuh!" Hsiang-tzu voluflteered no information.

Fourth Master Liu ran his eyes over him, but was silent.

Stitl wearing his new straw hat, Hsiang-tzu sat down opposite them.

"If you haven't eaten yet' you might as u''ell ioin us." Tigress

acted as if welcoming a good friend.

Hsiang-tzu sat stil1, his heart suddenly filled with indescribable

warmth. He had always considered Harmony Yard his home. As

a puller on a monthly basis he often changed masters, and when

he picked up fares in the street they were never the same. This

was the only place where he had always been allowed to stay, always

hacl someone to chat with. He had just escaped with his life, coming

back to the people he knew, they were even inviting him to eat with

them. It neady made him susPect that they were going to cheat

him, yet at the same time he felt close to tears.

"I've 1'ust had two bowls of beaflcurd," he said politely.

"SThere've you been?" Fourth Master Liu's large round eyes

were fixed on him. "X7here's your rickshaw?"

"Rickshaw?" Hsiang-tzu spat in disgust.

"Come and have a bowl of rice. It won't poison you! Two

bowls of beancutcl, what kind of a meal is that ?" Tigress pulled him

ovet, rather like an affectionate elder sister-in-law.

Before picking up the bowl Hsiang-tzu ptrllcd out his mofley'

"Fourth Master, fltst keep these thirty dollars for mc." I-Ie slipped

the loose change back into his pocket.

Fourth Master Liu,s raised eyebrorvs asked more plainly than -"vorcls,

"S7here's this money from?"
While Hsian g-tat ate he told them of his capture by the soldiers'

"IIuh, you young fooll" Fourth Master Liu shook his head when

he had heard him out. "If you had brought those camels into town

and sold them to the knackers you could have got oYer a dozen do1-

lars a head. In u,inter, u'hen their coats have grown back, three

camels could fetch sixty dollarsl"
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Hsiang-tzu had aheady been having qualms, and this made him
feel even worse. But on second thoughts he ciecided that it would
have been wrong to sell three vigorous camels to the knackers to
be killed. He and the camels had escaped togerher, they had an equal
right to live. He said nothing, but felt easier in his mind.

While llgress cleared the table, Fourth Master Liu tilted his head
as if thinking something over. Suddenly he smiled, showing two
fang-like teeth that seemed to grow firmer with age. "So you fell
ill at Haitien, eh? Why didn't you come straight back by the Huang-
tsun road, you fool?"

'"I was afraid I might be caught on the matn road, so I took the
long rr,,ay round by the STestetn Hills. Just suppose some villagers
had taken me for ^n attny deserter!"

Fourth Master chuckled and winked to himself. He had been

alraid tbatHsiang-tzt was lyiog and that the thirty dollars were 1oor,

in w-hich case he did not waflt to take charge of it. In his own young
davs he had broken every law there was, but now that he claimed to
have reformed he had to take precautions, he knew verv well horru- to
be careful too. That had been the only hole he could pick in Hsiang-
tzu's tale. Now that Hsiang-tzu had explained it without turning
t hair, the old mafl was reassured.

"What do you waflt done with it?" he asked, pointing to the
money.

"Whatever you say."

"Buy another rickshaw?" The o1d man barecl his fangs again

as if to say, "Think you're still going to live here free with your own
ricksharv ?"

"It's not enough. If I buy one it's got to be a new one!" Hsiang-
rzu \lras too taken up with his own thoughts to notice those fangs.

"Want a loan? Ten per cent interest. For others, it's twenty-
Irtr'."

I lsi:mq,tzu shook his head.
''llt ilr'r to pay me tefl per cent than pay the shop instalments."
" I s I r r n' I lray by instalments either," said Hsiang-t zw as if in a trance.

"l'rrr ri,rirrrl to save up slowly. When I have enough I'11 pay cash."
'I 1rc olr I rnan stared at him as if at sorne strafrge cipher which might
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disgust you but couidn't make you angry. Presently he picked up
the money. "Tlirty dollars? You're not keeping aflything back?"

"No mistake!" Hsiang-tzu stood up. "I'm turning in nou..
Here's a package of matches for you." He placed a package on the
table, then stood there blankly. "Don't te1l the others about tl.re

camels," he said.

5

Though Fourth Master Liu never breathed a word about Hsiang-
tzu's experiences, the camel story very quickly spread from Haitien
into the city. Previously, people could find no fault rvith Hsiang-

tzu, but his doggedness made them feel he was diflercr.rt tnd rather
strange. However, their attitude changed after his nickname "Camel"
became known, though Hsiang-tzu retained ^ grim silencc and was

far ftom sociable. The general opinion was that he had made a pile
in a shady way. There were various versions of how he had donc it:
some said he had found a gold watch, others that he had picked up
three hundred dollars for nothing; yet others, nodding knowingly,
that he had led thirty camels back from the 'W'estern Hills.

However unpopular a rnafl may be with his mates, if he comes

in for easy money thei, inrru.iuSTy treat him with respect. Selling

one's strength for a living is flo easy thing, so everyofle hopes for some

ill-gotten gains; and these being so rare, a man with the good luck
to get some must be a favourite of fortune, diflerent from the cofirmon

run. So Hsiang-tzu's silence and stand-oltrshness suddcnly became

the seemly reticence of a great personagc and it was only right for
others to make up to him.

"Come on, Hsiang-tzu, tell us! Tell us how you got rich!"
Hsiang-tzu heard such talk every day, but held his peace. \#hen

pressed too hard, the scar on his forehead would turn deep red and

he would butst out angrily:
"Rich? Me? Then where the devil is my rickshaw?"
True, where was his rickshaw? That set everyone thinking.

But it's always better to rejoice than to worry for somcone e1se, so

€veryofle forgot about his rickshaw and thought about his good luck.
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After a while, when they sa\M that he still pulled a rickshaw, hadn't
changed his trade or bought himself land and houses, their attitude
torvard him cooled. And when his name n,as mentioned, they no
longer asked why he was called "Came1" of all animals, but seemed

to consider it quite appropriate.
However, Hsiang-tzu could not forget this business so easily.

He was longing to buy a flew rickshaw right away, and the more
anxious he was to do this the more he thought of his first one. D^y
in and day out he worked uncomplainingly, but his past experiences

kept preying on his mind till he felt suflbcated. He could not help
wondering: W-hat use was it trying so hard? The world didn't
give you a fairer deal because you went all out. By what right had
they taken away his rickshaw for nothing? Even if he got anorher
one, who knew when the same sort of thing might happen again?

The past u,as like a nightmare which made him lose faith in the
future. He almost envied the others their drinking, smoking and
whoring. If trying so hard v-as useless, why not enjoy the present?
'[hcy wcrc right. -,\s for hinr, cven if he stayed away from womer],
why rrot tlrinl< rL glass or two irncl rclax? Wine and tobacco seemed

lo lr:r\'( :r slrc'r'i:rl rllr:t('li()n lirr lrinr, f<rr hc fclt thcy wcrc inexpensive

1'r't lrotrr rlu rrr lrc torrltl srrrt'ly rlrrw conrfort and thc strength to stru€a-
pl, o11, loyl,1 lrirr1i ltis ;'r:rst u,rctchcdncss.

\r't still lrt rl;rrt'tl n()t touch them. He must save every cent he
torrltl, onl1, 111r',.'' u,oulcl hc be able to buy his own rickshaw. Even
il-lrc lrotruhl it today only to lose it tomorrov/, he must still buy it.
It wrrs his ambition, his hope, almost his religion. If he didn't suc-

cecd in pulling his own rickshaw, he would have lived in vain. He
didn't aspire to become an ofrcial, get rich or go into business. All
he was capable of was pulling a rickshaw, so his greatest hope'w'as to
buy one of his own. If he didn't, he u,ou1d be disgraced in his own
eves. From morning till night he pondered the problem and reckoned
up his money; forgetting it would have meant forgetting himself and

becoming an animal only able to run through the streets with no
better prospects at all, nothing to live for.

No matter how smart the rickshaw, as long as it was lerited he

couldn't put his heart into pulling it 
- it .was Iike carrying a rock on
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his back. Even with a rented one he never slacked, keeping it clean

and well-polished and taking good care not to bump or damage it.
But this was onlv from a sense of prrldence: he took no pleasure in
1t.

Yes, cleaning up your own rickshaw was like counting your own
money, a source of real satisfaction. So he still kept off tobacco ancl

aicohol and couldn't even bring himself to drink better quality tea.

Respectable rickshaw-pullers like himself, after a good fast run, liked
to repair to a tea-house to treat themselves to tea that cost ten cents

a packet, and two packets of white sugar. 'Ihat helped them to re-

cover their breath and cool off. When Hsiang-tzu had run till the

su,'eat ddpped from his eats and his chest seemed a ball of flre, he

longed to do the same, not out of habit or to give himself airs, but
because he really needed a good drink. Yet he only thought about
it, and stuck to the tea-leaf sweepings which cost one cent a packet.

At times he'uvas tempted to curse himself for roughing it like tiris;
but what else could a rickshaw-puller do if he wanted to save a bit
every month? Doggedly he gritted his teeth. Just wait until he

had his own rickshaw! A rickshaw of his own would make up for
everything.

Tight-fisted as }:e was about spending money, Hsiang-tzu 1et slip
no chance of earning it. $7hen he wasn't hircd by the rnonth he

worked tound the clock, taking his rickshaw out eady and bringing
it back late, determined to eatn a certairi sum every day no matter
what time it was or how tired his legs were. Sometimes he lvould
flot stop at all for a whole day and night in a row.

Previously, he had refrained from grabbing fares from others,

patticlTaiy from down-and-out old, weak pullers. With his strength
and superior dckshaw they u,ere no match for him if he competed

with them. But now he had no such scruples. All he thought about

was money, the more the better, regardless of what the iob was like
or whom he snatched it from. If he could get a fare nothing else

mattered - he vvas like a ravening beast. When he got a fare he

raced off, lelaxing somewhat, feeling that keeping-on the move was

his only hope of buying a tickshaw.
One way and another, Hsiang-tzu's reputation now fe1l far short
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of u.hat it had been before he became known as "Camel". He often
rafl off u'ith somebodv else's fare, followed by a volley of curses.

Instead of shoutirg back he raced on r.vith Iorr,'ered head thinking,
"If I didn't have to buy a rickshaw I could never be so shamelessl"
This r,r,as, as it were, his unspoken apology to everyone.

At the rickshaw-stands or in the tea-houses, urhen he saw every-
body gladng at him he wanted to explain things. But in vierv of their
unfriendliness, plus the fact that normally he never drank, gambled,
played chess or chatted with them, he could only swallow his words
and lock them up in his chest. His frustration gradually turned to
resentrnent and he fumed inwardly, so that when they scowled at
him he would glare back. It maCe him feel everr worse when he

compared their present scorn with the respect they had shown him
just after his escape from the mountains. Sitting alone in a tea-
house with his pot of tea, or counting the coppers from a recent
fare at a rickshaw-stand, he tried with all his might to control his
enscr. Although he was not afraid of afight, he didn't want one. The
()thcrs ncvcr bzrlkecl at a rough-and-tumble but they would have to
tlrirrli twicc bcfrrrc trl<ing l{siang.|,/.u on, for not one of them was
lris tttrtlclt u'lrilc lo girrrl r.rl) on hilt-r rvoulcl bc a poor show. Hsiang-
tzu rf r:lr:l'('(l to lict';r lrir; trrrrPcr, trnrLblc to think of any alternative
t, s.t ir liirl, it orrl urrtil lrt lrrrtl lris own rickshaw, ri,,hcn things would
\\',rrl, r,rrt rrll ri.rilrt, llc woulcl n<lt havc to v-orry then cvery day
;rlrout llrt rtrrl ol- lris rickshzrw, but could afford to be generous and
riot oflcntl othcrs by taking their fares. That was the wav to think,
ancl hc cyccl er.cryone as if to say, "Just wait and see!',

Hc rea1Iv should not have pushed himself so hard. After his return
to the city, he hadn't waited to recover completely before staftin[l
rvork once more. Though he wouldn't admit it, he often felt ex-
hausted, yet he did not dare to rest; and he belieted that running
and sweating more v-ould overcome this inertia. As for food, he
dared neithet starve himself not eat too s,ell. He could see that he
was much thinner, but since he was as tall as ever and his muscles
were still hard that reassured him. He believed that because he was
taller and bigger than others, he could certainly stand more hardships.
It never occurred to him that being so big and workins so hard he
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{reeded more flourishment. Tigress remonstrated r.vith him several

times. "IIey, youl If you go on this r.vay, don't blame anyone

else if you start spitting bloodl"
IIe knew she meant v-e11, but because things weren't going as he

wanted and he was \il/orn out, he u,as irascible. FIe would scowl
at her and say, "If I don't go all out, when will I t,e able to buy a rick-
shaw ?"

If anyone else had scowlcd at hcr lilic that, T'igress'would have cursed

him for hours; but with l{siang-tzu she was really extra polite and

solicitous. She answered with no morc than a curl of the lips, "Even
so, you must take your timc. 'Ilrin'l< you're made of steel? You
ought to rest for three dlys!" Sccing ttrr:rt he rvas unr,villing, she

r,vould add, "All right, you lrevc vottr ()\\'n \\/1I\'. Don't blame me if
you drop dead!"

Fourth Mastcr Liu r,',lLs not irJcrsctl u,itlr Ilsiang-tzu cithcr, because

of course the walz hc wcl-tl all out zrnrl 1bc long horrrs lrc rvotliccl rvere

irard on }is rickshau,. I'hough riclcsharvs rcntcd by thc clay could

be tai<en out ancl returncd at any hour, if everyone were to ovcrtax

them like Hsians-tzu thev would be u/orn out at least six months beforc

their tirne. Ilven the strongest couldn't stand such rough treatment.

Also, Flsiang-tzu ll,'as now so intent on hauling fares that he had little
t'me to help ciean rickshaws and do otl.rer odd .iobs, and this was an-

other loss. The o1d man felt a bit sore, but said nothing. Rickshaws

were tented by the day r.r,'ith no restriction ofl their hours of use -
that was the rule. Helping out ril/as a question of friendship, tlot 

^
duty, and a rnan af his reputation couldn't lov-er himself to take this

up with Hsiang-tzu. A11 he could do was to cast sidelong glances

of disapptoval and clamp his lips together.

At times he thought of throwing Hsiang-tzu out, but when hc look-
ed at his daughter he didn't date. He had never considered Hsiang-

tz:u as 
^ 

possible son-in-law, but since his daughter was fond of this

pig-headed fellow, he had no business to meddle. She u,as his onl1,

child, and as there seemed no hope of marrying her off, he really

couldn't chase her friend away.

If the truth were to1d, Tigress was such a good belpet he didn't
\\'arit her to rn rry 

^t 
all 

^nd 
this se1fish v,ish maclc him feel rather
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guilty and therefore a little bit afraid of her. A11 his liie he had feared
neither heaven flor earth, yet here he rvas in his old age afraid of his
own daughter! He rationzlized his mortification by thinking: As
long as he was afruid of someofle it proved thar he was not endrely
devoid of conscience. That being so, maybe l-iis crimes s,ould not
catch up with him on his deathbed. Very v,e1l then, as his fear of
his daughter v.as justiEed, he mustn't throw Flsiang-tzu our. But
this dicln't mean tlut he nced put r1p with any nonsense from her ancl

marrv her to Hsiang-tzu. No. He could see she urasfl't averse to
such a marriage, but Hsiang-tzu hadn't presumed to make up to one
so far above him.

So all he had to do was to waich his step. It definitely wasn,t
worth upsettirg his daughter.

Hsiang,tzu hadn't floticed the old man's expression. He had no
time for such trivia. If he v,antcd to leave I-Iarmony Yard, it was
not because of any hard feelings but because he longed to get a monthly

iob. He was a little fed up rvith pullirg odd fares, firstly because

othcrs clcspised l-rjrn for stcaling their customers, and secondly because
lrr. <'orrlrln't 

'hc 
sutc wlrat ll's chilv income would be, Toclav he might

(',rlr t)t()tc, l()tttot'r()w lttss; llrctc \\rlt:i no way of rccl<oning when he
rr',rrrlrl s:rvt'rrJr t:rrorrr,,lr 1o lxry lriri ou,rr l'cks]rln,. Ilsiang-tzu liked
rlrirrr,,, tlrrt ucrr rr:rt:rin. livcn iF hc 5:1ys11 only ir little, so lor_rg as

Ir. r,r1111l r()unl ()n ir sct slr,n put by, each month, he felt hopeful and
r(';rjr;rrr( (1. l lt: rvls orc of those oeople u,ho like things cut and dried"

I lc ll rr r nrl rL job by the month. But it turned out just as unsatisf,ac-

rofi, xs picl,ing rrp fares in the streets. This time he ri!.as employed
by the Yang farnily. Ntrr. Yans v.as frorn Shanghai, his priocipai
wife from 'fientsin and l.ris second r,vife from Soochos.'. Bet.ween

them, with their medley of northern ar,.d southern accents, they harn

produced ar\ atnazing number of chiidren.

The first day of work there nearly made Ilsiang-tzu pass out"
Early lin the morning, the No. r wife went to the marker by ricksharv.
On her rerurn, the y6y6g masters and misses had to i:e sent to school"
Some n,ere in junior middle school, others in primary school, still
others in nlrrser], school. Their schools, ages and appearances .were

diflerent, but they v,ere al1 equallv exasperaling, especially in the rick-
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shaw, u.hen even the best-behaved seemed to have two more hands

than a monkey. The children dispatched, X{t. Yang had to Lc takerr

to the yamen. Then Hsiang-tzu had to hurry back to take the No"

z wife to 'Iungan Market or to pay some ca1ls. On their return!

the children had to be fetched home for lunch. Aftet lunch, off
they went to school once more. At this point, Hsiang-tzu thought

he could have his own meal; but the No, r wife, the one with the

Tientsin accent, now orCered him to fetch water. TLe household's

drinking'water was supplied by a water-carrier, but fetching brackish

vater for washing clothes was left to the rickshaw-puller. Although
this was outside the terms of his contract, in order to keep his iob
Hsiar.;g-tzu didn't argue but silcntly frlled the water-barrel. He

had put down the buckets and was on lhc point of picking up his

bov,l, when the No. z rvife scnt him out to buy something.

The two wives had always bccn on bacl 1crms, but when it came to

household affairs thcy u'crc jn complctc accorcl. 'Ihey atrccd, for
one thing, never io tllow thc servxnts a momcnt's rcspite, and both

disliked seeing thc scrvxflts eat. Ilsiang-tzu, not knowing this,

thought this first day iust happened to be a busy one. So again he

said nothing and forked out his owfl money to buy some griddle cakes.

Though it was like spendirg his iife's blood, he gritted his teeth in
order to keep the iob.

When he got back from shopping, the No. r wife ordered him to
srr,-eep the courtyard. The mastet and trx,-o mistresses were alv,ays

smartly dressed when they \Ment out, but the yard and the house rvere

like a huge garbage dump. The sight so revolted Hsiars-tzu that

he set about sweeping the yard, so intent on this that he forgot that

a rickshaw-pul1er shouldn't be given odd jobs. The yard srvept,

the No. z wife told him to sweep their rooms rvhile he was at it. Stil1

Hsiang-tzu didn't protest, he was so amazed that the rooms u'hete

these smart, respectable ladies lived ril/ere too filthi, to set foot ini
The rooms cleaned up, the No. z wife thrust a muddv brat barely

one year old into his arms. Hsiang-tzu felt utterly helplcss. Ary
jobs that took strcnsth he could cope with, but he hrri never held

a baby before. He clasped this little master with both liands, afraid

of droppirg hinr if Le relaxed his hold and scarccl of cruslling him
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if he held too tight. He broke out iri a sweat. He decided to give this
treasure to Nanny Chtng, a womalr r.r,ith unbound feet from florth-
ern I(iangsu; but when he found her she let loose a torrent of abuse.

The Yang family seldom kept servanrs for more than three ot four
days because the master and two mistresses always treated them like
slaves, as if only by working them to death coulcl they get value for
the pittance they paid them. This Nanny Chang v/as an exception.
She had been with the family five or six yeats simply because she dated
bawl out anyone who annoyed her 

- whether master or mistresses

she lashed out at them. T he combination of Mr. Yang's cutting
Shanghai sarcasms, the No. r wife's Tientsin invectives and the No.
z rxrife's fluent Soochow abuse had been unbeatable until they came

up against Nanny Chang, a tefin^gant who could give as good as she

got. Like heroes encountering afl atn^zon, they appreciated her
'u/orth and kept her on as their lieutenant.

Hsiang-tzu had been brought up in a northern village where curs-

ing u.as taboo, Flolvever, he dared not strike Nanny Chang because

no decent man will hit a woman. Not wanting to talk back either,
he simply glared. Thereupon she fell silent too, as if sensing danger.

Just at this point, the first wife shouted to him to fetch the children
from school. He hurriedly returned the muddy brat to the second

wife; who took this as an insult and reviled him roundly. The first
wife had been annoyed by his catrying the secorid wife's child and now,
hearing these curses, also raised het unctuous voice to yell at him too.
Hsiang-tzu had become a butt of vituperation. He beat a hasty rc-
treat with his rickshaw, forgetting evefl to feel angry ; for nothing like
this had ever happened to him before and he literally fe1n dtzzy.

Batch after batch the children were brought back. The coutyard
bccanre noisier than a market-place. The curses of three women and

tlrc howls of a horde of children made a racket as loud and senseless

,rs rvlrcn the audiences pour out of the theatres of Tashala after a show.
l,'ortrrnltcly Hsiang-tzu still had to fetch Mr. Yang, so he hurried
oll ontr.: more. The cries of people and the neighing of horses in
rlu st rtcl sccmcd more bearable than the pandemonium back in the

yrr ttl.
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It was midnight before Hsiang-tzu, who had been on the go non-
stop, could take a breather. Not only did he feel worn out, with a

btzzing in his ears; but although thc Yang family had gone to bed,
he still seemed to hear the curses of the master and mistresses, as if
three diflerent gramophofles v/ere playing cnzlly in his brain to tor-
ment him. He had no time to think of anything but sleep. But as

soon as he entered his litt1e room, his heart sank and he stoFped feel-

ing sleepy.

It was a room in the gate-house, which had a door on either side

and was divided by a partition in the middle. Nanny Chang occupied

one side, he the other. There vras no lamp, the only light coming

from a small two-foot window which happel;ed to be under a street

lamp just outside. The place was dank and fusty, with a layer of
dust as thick as a copper coin on the floor; ard apart from a wooden

plank-bed against thc wall, thc room v/as cmpty. I{siang-tzu felt
the bed and discovered tbat if he laici his heacl down he would have

to prop his fce t up on the waIl, u,hilc if hc stretchcd out his legs he'd

havc to sleep half-sitting. IIe couldn't sleep cuded up like a figtue
eight. After some thought he pultred the bed out cross-wise. This

way he could iay down his head and makc do for the night with his

legs dangling over the other end.

He brought in his bedding from the doorway, spread it out as best

he could andlay down. But he was not used to lying with his legs

dangling and he couldn't get to sleep. Forcing himself to close his

eyes, he told himself consolingly: "Go to sleep, tomorrow you have

to get up early. After everydring you've put up with why shy at

this? The food is lousy, the work too hard, but maybe they often

have mahjong parties, invite guests and go out to dinner. After
all, Hsiang-tzu my boy, what did you come here for? For money,

wasn't it ? As long as you can rake more in, you can stand anything."
These thoughts made him much easiet in his mind, ancl now the toom
smelt less fusty. FIe began to drift off to slcep. Dimly aware that

bed-bugs were biting him, he couldn't be bothered to catch them.

After two days, Hsiang-tzu felt completely disheartened. But on

tlre fourth day, some lady guests ardved and Nanny Chang hurded
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to set up the mahiong table. His heart which had secmecl like a

ftozen lake felt a sudden breath of spring.
When the two wives started playing mahjong, they handed a1l

the children over to the servants. As Nanny Chang had to pass round
cigarettes, tea and hot towels, the troupe of little monkeys rr,ere na-

turally put in }{-niang-t2u's charge. He couldn't stand the imps; but
when he stole a glance inside, the first NIrs. Yar:g in charge of the

tipping pool seemed to be taking her lob very seriously. He told
himself: For all she's such 

^ 
t^ttar, she may have sense enough to take

such a chance to let the servants make a bit morc nloney. So he was

particularly patient with the little monkeys 
- 

he ov,ed it to the pool
to treat them like young lords and laclies.

The game over, the mistresses ordered him to take the guests home.

Both of them wished to lcave at the same rime, so Hsiang-tzu had to
call another rickshaw, 'Ihe first Mrs. Yang made a great show of
searching het person for money to pay the guest's fare, which the lat-

tet politely declined a couple of times.

"!7hat, old girl?" bawled Mrs. Yang lbr all she u'as wofih.
"You come to my place and want to p^y the rickshavz fare? Come

on, o1d girl, get in!" It uzas only at this point that she managecl to
flnd ten cents.

When she handed it over, Hsiang-tzu sav/ very cleariy that her hand

was trembling slightly.
After taking the guests home, he helped Nanny Chang clear the

table and tidy the room, thcn glaoced at the first Mrs. Yang. She

ordeted Nanny Chang to fetch boiling water, and when the servant

had left the room she took out ten ccnts.

"Take this, and stop staring at mel"
Hsiang-tzu suddenly $/erit purP1e in the face. Ife drew himself

rup as if he wanted his head to touch the ceiling, grabbed the ten-cent

rrolc rnd threw it at her plump face"

"C,live me my four days' wages!"
"Wlret's that?" After another look at him, without saying any

Itt,,rt:, she gave him his wages.

llsi:rrg-tzu collected his bedding and had iust walked out of the

rirrlt rvlrt n lr torrent of abuse broke out in the couttyard behind him.

47



6

That eaiy autumn e\reniflg, ieaves rullled by a fitful breeze cast their
shadows in the stadight. Ilsiang-tzu looked up at the Milky Way
so fat above and sighed. Such a cool invigoratir:g sky and he had
such a broad chest, yet he felt suffocating forlack of air. He wanted
to sit down and weep bittedy. Why was it that, strong, tenacious
and determined as he rras, hc got treated like a dog and was unable
to keep a job? FIe nor orly blamed the entite Yang family but felt

^ 
vagr;e sense of despair, t fcar that his life would never amount to

anything. Bedding in row, he walked more and more slowly, as if
he were no longer the llsiang-tzrr who could up and run eight or
teo li at a stretch.

T'he main street was akerdy ncarly clcsertcd, its bright street larnps
increasing his sense of clesolarion. Wherc to go? Naturally to Har-
mony Yatd. But hc fclt unhappy about it. People in business or
those who sell their strcngth don't worry about having no customers:
what worties them is to have one yet fail to make a deal as wheri some -
one walks into a restaurant or barber's shop and after one glance
around rvalks out again. Hsiang-tzu knew that finding a iob and
quitting it was nothing so uncommon, that if one place didn,t want
him, another would. But for the sake of buying a rickshaw he had
worked away so meekly and lost so much face, only to have the job
peter out again after three days and a half . He was no different from
those crafty fellows who make a habit of changing jobs frequently,
and it was this that rankled. He was almost ashamed to go back to
Ilarmony Yard and have everyone laughing, "We11, well! So Hsiang-
tzu is one of those three-and-a-half-day boys roo!"

But if he didn't go to Hamony Yard, where else could he go? To
avoid worrying about it, he trudged in the direction of Hsianmen
Gate. Tl-re street-side of Harmony Yard was made up of three shop
frontages, thc middle one serving as the accountant's omce. The
pullers were only allowed in there to settle their accounts or discuss
other business, but were forbidden to use it as an entrance to the
yard behind, for the two rooms to the east and west were the bedrooms
of the master and his daughter.
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Ncxt to the west room there wers a ricksharv cntrancc with a big
double gate painted green. Abovc this, hanging from a thick wire,
was a vcry bright naked light bulb. Beneath this light hun g ahoizon-
tal iron plaque inscdbed with the gold characters "Harmony Rickshaw
Yard". This was the gate the rickshaw mcn used whether they werc
working or not. The dark gleen gate and the golden characters shonc
in the bright glare of the electric bulb while thc rickshar.vs going in
and out were very smart-looking too - black or brou,n, thcy all
glistened with paint and their rvhite cushion covers gleamcd 1ike
snov/. Even their pullers felt a certain pride, as if they werc the aris-
tocrats among dckshaw-pu1lers.

Once inside the gate , if you skirted the rvest toom, you found yourself
in a Targe courtyard with an old acacia tree grov-ing in the middle.
The buildings to the east and v-est which opened on to this yard shel-
tered the rickshaws. The building on the south side and the srrrall
rooms in the little courqzard behind it were the rickshaw meo,s
sleeping quarters.

It must have been after eleven when Hsiang-tzu sighted the bril-
liant solitary light outside Harmony Yard. The accountant's omcc
and the east room were dark, but a light still shone in the west room
and he knew then that Tigress v/as sti1l up. He planned to tiptoe in
so that she wouldn't see him; for he did not .u/ant her to be the first
to witness his defeat precisely because of her high regard for him.
He had just pulled his rickshaw leve1 with hcr window u,hen she came
out from the entrance.

"Why, Hsiang-tzu? What...?" She bit back the rcst of her
question at sight of his crestfallen look and the bcdding in the rick-
shaw,

Now that what hc dreaded had happened, Hsiang-tzu's heart swell-
crl with shame and discomfiture and he stood still, stupidly, speech-
It'ss, gazing at Tigress. There was somerhing diflerent about her.
\\'lrctl.rcr because of the bright light or beczruse she had powdered her
lrrrt, it was much paler than usual, and this pallor masked much of
Irt'r llcrccness. There was actually rouge on het 1ips, which made
lu r:r lrit r)lorc attraclive too. A11 this seemed so straage to him that
lrc lilt cvr:n more bewildered. Because he hacl never thought of het
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as a wolnan, the suddcn sight of hcr rcd Iilrs nrailc lrirl fccl rathcr
embarrasscd. Shc was wearing a short silk lined jackct of paie greeo
and wide black crcpe trousers.

The green jacket shimmered faintly and a little disconsolately in
the lamplight; moreover it was so short that he could glimpse her
u.hite waist-band, which set off the delicacy of the green. Her wide
black trousers were rustling in the breeze, as if some sinister spidt
were trying to escape the glaring brightness and merge with the dark
night.

Not daring to keep on stariflg, Hsiang-tzu lo.wered his head abrupt-
ly, but l-re stiil had a mental picture of that small, shimmering green
jacket. He knew that Tigress never dressed like this on ordinary
occasions. l['he Liu family was rich enough for her to dress every
day in silks and satins; but in her daily dealings rvith rickshaw-
pullets, she aiways worc cotton troliscrs ancl a cotton facket, so that
what designs therc were looked inconspicuous. IJsiang-tzu felt as

if he were looking ar somerhing ncw and exciting, \,ct famlliar. His
bewilderment increased.

His unhappiness and this encounter urith such a strange flew ap-
parition under the glaring lamplight robbed him of his initiative.
He didn't feel like moving, but vrished Tigress would hurry back
inside, or clse give him some orders. IIe simply couldn,r stand this
strain, v,hich was unlike anyrhing he had ever known, and quite un-
bearable.

"IJey!" She stepped forward and said in a louz voice, ..Don,t

stand therc gawping! Go and put the rickshaw arvay and thcn come
back quickly. I have somethiflg to say to you. See vou ir-rside .,,

Accustomed to helping her with hcr tashs, he complied. Flowcver,
tonight she lvas so different from usual, he wanted to think it over;
but just standing there was too avrkward, so 1br want of anything
bettcr to do he pulled the rickshaw inside. The southcrn rooms
were all dark, which ffsant that all the rickshaw men wcrc asleep or
hadn't knockcd off yet. FIc patked the rickshaw ancl l,enr back to
her door. Suddcnly his heatt started to thump.

"Come on in, I've something to say to you,', she said half laughing-
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Ly, half impaticntly, poking hcr head out of rhc <Joorway. Sk.rwly
he walkcd in.

On the tablc were some half-ripc still greenish pears, a pot of wine,
three white porcelain wine-cups and a huge plate filled with half a
jellied chicken coohed in soy sauce, smoked liver, tripe and othcr
cold meats.

"Look." Tigress pointed to a chair and watchccl him sit clown
before continuing. "I'm having 

^ tre^t tonighr after a77 my harcl
work. You rnust havc something too!" As she spoke she poured
him a cup of wine. The sharp oclour of the spirits, mixed with the
smell of smoked and jcllied filcats, sccmed extra pungeflt and heavy.
"Drink up! Have some chickcn. l)on,t stand on ceremony, I,ve
alrcady finished eating. Just now I tolcl nry own fortune with dom_
inoes, so I knew you vrcrc ccimirg back. l)rctty good, eh?,,

"I don't drink." Hsiang-tzu starcd {ixctlly at the wine-cup.
"If you're not going to drink, thcn gct out! Vhat,s the matter

with you? Don't you know whcn somconc mczrns wcll by you?
You stupid camel! Wine won't kill you, even I can drink four ounccs.
If you don't believe me, just watch!" She picked up the wine_cup,
drained it nearly dry, then shut her eyes, expelled her breath sharply
and held out the cup. "Come on, drink! Otherwise I,l1 take you
by the eat and force it down yo:ur throat!"

On top of all his bottled up reseritment, this mockery made Hsiang_
tzw want to stare her down. But Tigress had always been good to
him and he knew she was outspoken with everyofle, so he really
shouldn't provoke her. Instead, he might as well tell her about his
troubles. Though normally not a trlarl of many words, today it
v/as as if he had thousands of them pent up inside him, choking him,
and he just had ro ger them oflhis chest. Looked at this v/ay, Tigrcss
wasfl't mocldng him but was honestly showing her concern for him.
He reached for the wine-cup and drained it. Slowly, surcly and po-
tently the fiery liquor went down. He stretched his neck, threw out
his chest and belched a couple of dmes, rather awkwardly.

Tigress laughed. It had cost him an effort to get the spirits down,
and her laughter at once made him glance in the direction of the
eastern loom.
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"Therc's no onc thcre." Shc stoppcd laughiog L,ut still smilccl.

"'Ihe old man has gone to cclebrate Elder Aunt's birthday. He won't
be back for two or three days as she lives out at Nanyuan." As she

spoke she filied his cup again.

That set him thinking, and he scnsed that there was somcthing
hshy in all this. At the samc timc hc didn't want to leave, for her
face so close to his, her clothes so clean and glossy, her lips so red, all
stimulated him in a novcl \vay. She was iust as ugly as ever, but
u,ith a new animation which seemed to have changed her suddenly
into a diflerent person. She was still herself but with an additional
something.

He dare not consider carefully whar this xew something was, and
though for the moment he u,as afnid to acccpt it, he could riot bring
himself to rcfuse it either. He flushed and to give himsclf courage

clrenk some morc spirits.

A moment ago he had wanted to pour out his v/oes to her, but nov/
he had forgotten them. Red in the face, he could not stop himself
from looking at her. And the more he looked, the more bewildered
hc felt, for that something which he could not understand was grow-
ins nrore appalent, and the fiery force emanating so strongly from her
rr':rs rlrldually transforming her into somcthing abstract and imma-
tt riil.

llc w;rrncd himself to be carefui, but he wanted, too, to be bold.
( )rrr' :rltt r tlrc othcr hc drained threc cups and forgot rvhat caution was.

Itt rt tl:tzt lit: 11112q.1 at her, wondering why he felt so elated and brave,
lrr:rrtr (n,)U1, lr l() grab immediately at some ncw experience, some ne\il/

luLlrlrirrcss. ( )rtlinarily he was a little afnid of Tigress; no\r,, there

w:ls n()tlrirrli rl,rrrrting abor.rt her at all. On the contrary, he himself
lrrrtl bct ()r)rc s() irnlrosing, so strong, he could pick her up like a kitten.
'l lrc liglrt wcn( ()ul in tlrc roc,rm.

'l lrc r-rcxt tlrLy, IIsirltrr,,-tz\ giot up very early and wcnt out with his
rir lislrrw. llc lrrrl :r sliriht hang-over from his first drinking bout,
lrrrt tlris tlitln't botlrr:r lrirn. Scating himself at the entrance to a small

:rllty, lrt' lirrt'rv tlrrrt llrt: trrrly nrorning breeze would soon blow his
helLtlrrt lrt rru,:Ly. lJul ( )tlrcr lrrol>lcnrs preyed cln his mind, and he could



think of no imn-iediatc solution. T'hc cvcnts of the night had lcltt hirn

prtzzled, ashamed ancl unhappy; morcover, hc senscd danger.

Ile could not understand 'I'igress. That she was no virgin was

somethiflg he had only discovcred a fcrv liours ago. Hc had always

had great respect for her and had never heard any talk of her lo<-rsc

behaviour. Though outspokcn and free and easy with everyonc,

no o11e ever gossiped about hcr bchind her back. If the rickshaw

men had any complaints, they werc about her hatshness, nothing else.

Then why last night's performancc?
Foolish as it may seem, Hsiang-tzu began to have doubts about

the previous night. Iigress kncw hc was out on a monttrrly job, so

how could she havc waitcd up jtrst for him? Suppose anyone eJse

would have done just as wcll. . . . Ilsiang-tzu lowerecl his head.

He came from thc countrysiclc ancl lhr.rtrgh rrlr till norv hc hadn't thought
of marriage, hc still hacl his plrrns. Jf hc managccl to gct his own
rickshaw so that life bccamc a bit czsicr, ancl if l-re fclr likc it, he could

certainly go back to thc countrysidc to pick himseif a strong girl who
could stand hardships, could wash c1c-rthes and do housevrork.

Practically all young fellours of his age, even those with someonc

to keep an eye on them, stealthily frequented brothels. Hsiang-tzu

had never been willing to follow suit. In the first piace, he prided
hirnself on his determination to make good and wasn't goir:g to
throw money away on women. In thc second place, with his own eyes

he had seen those fools who squandered their money 
- 

some of them

only eighteen or nineteen 
- 

pressing their heads against the latrine

wall, unable to urinate. Iastly, he must bchave decently to be ablc

to face tris future wife. Because, if he did get married, the girl must

be clean and spotless, and that meant he should be the sarne himself.

But nov, llo.v/. . , .

When he thought of 'Iigress as a friend, shc u,as ail right; but as

a womafl, she was ugly, old, sharp-tongued and shamclcss. Even

those soldiers who had seized his rickshaw and nearly kil1cd him now

seemed less hateful and disgusting than her! She had destrol,ed 1le

decency he had brought with hin: from the countrysirle, making him

an abductor of u,omen!

$fhat's more, what if u,ord of this spreacl and reached Fourth
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Mastcr Liu's cars? Dicl hc know that his claughtct u/as a Lart? lf
he didn't, then wouldn't he put thc wl-role blame on Hsiang-tzu?

trfhe did, yct had nevcr tried to kccp her in hand, what sorl ofpeoplc
were they ? And what was he if he got mixcd up with them? Even

if father and daughte lwere both wilting, he could never marty her,

flot if the old man had sixty. six hundred, or six thousand ricksharvs!

FIe must leave Flarmony Yard at once and brcak with them com-

pletely. After a1l, he had his or,vn abiliqr, and that u,ould enable him

to buy a rickshaw and find himself a rvife. T'hat v,as the only square

and honest v/ay of doing things. This decision reached, he held up

his head again with a rencwed sense of manhood. IIe had nothing

to fear, nothing to worty about. As long as he worked really hard

he was sure to succecd.

But after missing two fates, his discomfort returncd. He wanted

to banish this business from his mind, yet it obsessed him. Fot unlike

other matters it could not be brushed aside, er,en though a solution

had been found. He felt as if physically contaminated, as if even

lfs heart had been blackened and he could never wash it clean again.

No matter how much he hated her, how much she disgusted him, she

still had a hold on him. The harder he tried to put hcr out of his mind,

rlrc rrore often she suddenly appeared befote him in her nakedness,

,llt ring him all her ugliness and beauty.

It rvrLs iike buying a pile of junk and Iinding, amoogst the scrap-

irrrn, :r llw little glittering baubles hard to rcsist. Nevcr had he

t'x1rt:rit'rrtttl such intimacy with anyone before, ancl though he had

bt'cn rrrl<t n lry surprise and seduced, it was still not a relationship that

corrlrl lrt t'rrsily ftrrgotten. Even as he tried to brush it aside it might
.luitc nat tr r 2r lly t winc itsclf round his hcart, as if it had taken root there.

Not only r.r,rrs llris a new expericnce for him, it disturbed him in a

u,rry lrc t'orrltl not tlt scribc and left him at a loss, He no longer knew

lrow ro t'o;t rvillr lrcr, rvith himself, rvith thc present or the futurc"

Il<'rv:rsIilicrr Iittlcl,rr1t,t'rrtrghtinaspidcrureb;howcvermuchhestrug-

tilt'tl, ir rt':ts ltto l:tlt'.
Al,st rrt rrirrtlt'tllr, lrt ;.qlllf il a couple of fares, rnulling oyer the 'whole

brrsint:ss trtrr rvlrilt rrrnninri. IJis thoughts followed no clear order,

but tvorrltl 1;l 1c11 Jix-1rl; ()n s()r'lrc ohscrvatiol, some odouf of some
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fcclings, all very vaguc yct close and real too. It was bccoming so
unbearable that he badly wanted to go ofl alone to drink, drink him-
self into a stupor which might give him some relief. But he didn,t
dare drink. He mustn't, because of this business, destroy himsclf.
He tded to think of purchasing his own rickshaw, but discovered hc
could no longer concentrate on it - somcthing always got in the way.
Bcfore he could picrure the rickshaw, this other thing would stealthily
slip out to occupy his mind like a black cloud, obscuring the sun
and cutting ofl its light.

That evening, when it was timc to knock ofl he felt evcn more mis-
erable. He had to return to Harmony Yard yet he dreaded going
back. What if he ran into her? He putled his empty rickshaw round
the streets and several timcs wrLs quitc closc to the yard, yet each time
hc turned away again, like a child who has playcd truaot for the first
time and dares not go homc.

Strangely, the morc hc wantecl to avt.rid hcr, thc more he longed
to see her and thc darker it got thc srronger this longing grcw.

In the grip of infatuation he felt bold enorrgh to try again, although
he knew it was wrong. It had been like this when, as a boy, he had
taken a pole to poke a hornet's flest 

- 
he was scared but his heart

was pounding as if some imp of mischief was egging him on. Dimly
he was aware of a force stronger than himself which was kneading
him into a small ball to cast into a blazing frre. He could no longer
hold himself in check.

Once again he turned back to Hsianmen Gate, this time with no
thought of delay. Hc wanted to go straight to the office to find
her. She no longer had an identity, she was only a woman. He
felt himself go hot all over. He had just about reached the gate when,
in the light of the Iamp, a rnar, of about forty came walking by.
Hsiang-tzu thought he recognized the man's face ancl posture, but
he dared not accost him. fnsread, instinctively he asked him, ..ltick-

shaw ?"
The man stopped, stared at him and said, "Hsiang-Lztt?,,
"Yes." Ilsiang-tzu grinned. "Mr. Tsao?"
Mr. Tsao srniled and nodded. "f say, Hsiang-tzu, if you have

no other monthly job, how about coming to my place? The fellovr
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I've got is too lazy, he never cleans the rickshaw, though he does
run very fast. How about it?"

"How could I refuse, sir?" Hsiang-tzu seemed to have even for-
gotten how to smile. He kept wiping his face with a little towel.
"When shall I staft, sir?"

"Let me see." Mr. Tsao thought for a second. "The day after
tomorrow."

"Yes, sir." Hsiang-tzu also thought a momeflt. "Shall I take
you home now?"

"No need. Remember that I went to Shanghai for some time?
After coming back I moyed house. Now I live on Peichang Street
and every evening I come out for a stroll. See you the day after to-
morrov'." Mr. Tsao told Hsiang-tzu the nurnber of his house then
added, "$7e'd better use my o\r'n rickshaw."

Hsiang-tzu nearly jumped for joy. Al1 the unhappiness of the
last few days vanished in a trice, like paving stones washed clean
and white by heavy rain. Mr. Tsao was a former employer of his
and, though they had not knou/n each other long, they had got onwell
together. Mr. Tsao himself was a very amiable person; moreover,
he had a small family with only a wife and little son.

Hsiang-tzu ran his rickshaw staight back to Harmony Yard. The
light.was still on in Tigress' room and at the sight he stopped dead.

He stood there for a while and then decided to go in, tell her that
he had found another monthly job, hand in the dckshaw lent for
the last tv/o days, and ask her fot his savings. That would make a

clean break. Of course thete was no need to say as much, but she

would understand.
He fitst parked the rickshaw in the shed, then came back and

boldly called her name.
"Come in!" He pushed open the door. She was sprawled out

barefooted on the bed, wearing her everyday clothes. Still sprawling
there she asked, "Sflell? Come for another treat, eh?"

Hsiang-tzu fushed as crimson as the painted eggs which the parents
o[ a new-born child distribute. He stood there for a while, then
srrid sIowly, "I've found another job, starting day after tomorrow.
'l'hcy have their own ricksharv. . . ."
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Tigress cut in, "You dofl't know when vou'te u,eil off, young fel-
Iow!" Half smiling, half provoked she sat up afld pointed at him.
"Thcre's footl and clothing for you here. Are you only happy when

you're sweating your guts out? 'fhe old man can't boss me around

and I'm not goirg to be a spinstet all my life. Even if the o1d man

gets mulish, I've got enough tucked away for the two of us to get

two or tliree rickshau,s and rent them out. We'd make about a

dollar a day, wouldn't that be better than running your stiokiflg
legs off? $/hat's v/ronE with me? I may be a little older than you,
but not much. And I ca"n take cate of you and pamper you."

"I want to puI1 a rickshaw," Hsiang-tzu could think of no other
argument.

"You really are a block-hcadl Sit clou,6, 1 shan't bite you!" She

laughed, showing her caninc tecth.
Hsiarg-tzu sat do$,'n jcrl'ily, his musclcs taut. "Whcrc's trv money ?"

"With the old man. \'ou u,on't losc it , so rlon't gct jittcry. You'd
better not ask l.inr for it, you knrtw his tcmper. Whcn you'vc got
enough to buy a ricl<shaw you cxn get it back from him ancl it won'f
be onc cent short. If you ask fbr it now, he'll curse you till you
don't know whether you're on your head or your heels! He's good

to you, you won't lose anything. If you're short one cent I'll give
you tvo. You with your peasant mind - don't make me snaP your
head off."

Again Hsiang-tzu could think of nothing to salr. He lowered

his head, dug aror-rnd in his pocket and finally fished out the rickshaw

rent which he put ofl the tab1e. "That's for two days." He remem-

bered to add, "I'm turning in the rickshaw today. Tomorrow I'm
taking a rest." Actuaily he had not the slightcst desire to rest, but
he felt that this way the break was cleaner. Once he had turned in
the rickshaw, he didn't have to stay in the yatd any more.

Tigress came over, picked up the money and stuflcd it into his

pocket. "For these last two days, you've had both me and the rick-
shawfree of chargeI You're a lucky blighter, so don't bc ungratefull"
With that she srvtrng around and locked the door.

(To be continwed)

Illwstrated fu Ni Clten
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Lso Sheh

How I Canre to Write the Novel "Camel Hsiang-tzu"

I can't quite remember the exact day and month when I started writing
Camel Llsiang-t7w. Together with all my booi<s, all my diaries of
the.pre-war days were lost with the fall of Tsinan. So there's no
u/ay now' of checking up to find out.

This book was a turning-point in my life as a writer. Before I
started it, teaching was my profession and writing was only something
I did in my spare time. '.that is to say, ordinarily, I spent all my
time teaching and only wrote when school was closed during the

winter or surnmer vacations. I was far from satisfied with such

an arrangef1ent, for I could neithet concentrate on writing nor enioy
a proper holiday from onc year to another. NIy health sufered.
The idea of becoming a fuli-time writer had alrcady been in my mind
when I returned to Peiping from abroad. Only the persuasion of
several good friends made me accept a teaching position at Chilu
University in Shantung. When I resigned from Chilu Univetsity,
T went to Shanghai with the main purpose of finding out whether
()r not it was possible to become a professional writer. In those



days, books were not selling

well, and there v,eren't many

literary periodicals. Friends in
Shanghai caulioned me againsl

taking such a tisk, so I accepted

the offer of a post at Shantung

University. I do not like teach-

ing. For one thing, I'm not a

very Iearned person and so I
sometimes felt uneasy. Even if
I had been really able to teach

u,c11, it did not afford me the

same pleasure as writing. To
providc for my family, I dared

not irnpulsivcly throw 
^way ^

reliable monthly income just like
that. But in my heart of hcarts,

I never for one moment relinquished my desire to taste the delights
of becoming a professional writer.

It just happened that after tv/o years of teaching at Shantung
University, there werc some disturbances and, together with many
colleagues, I resigned. T'his time, instead of going to Shanghai tcl

assess the situation and without consulting anyofle, I made up my
mind to stay on in Tsingtao and earn my living by writing. This
'was the year before the July T Incident in 1937, when the War of
Resistance Against Japan began. Caruel l-lsiang-tqa was my first
attempt as a fuIl-time writer. I had decided that if it succeeded I
could continue to produce two novels a year free of care. However,
should it turn out to be a flop, I would have to return to teaching,
perhaps feeling so depressed that I might give up writing altogether.
That is why I remember the writing of this book as being a crucial
period in my developmeflt as a writer.

As I remember, it was in the spring of ry36 when I was chatting
with a friend at Shantung University that he told me about a rickshaw
man who had worked fot him in Peiping. The man had bought
his own rickshaw but was forced to se1l it. This occurred three
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times and he remained v,retchedl-v poor. I said at the time: "One
could write a story about that." My friend r^,'eflt o11 to say: "An-
other ricksha'w mari was once nabbed by some soldiers. Who woulc1

have thought that good luck could come out of such a calamity.
While the soldiers were marching, he slipped off with three camels."

I never bothered to ask the names of the tv,o rickshaw men or where
they came from. I only remembered what he'd said about them and

the camels. That provided the inspiration for the story Camel l*iang-
t<il. Spring changed into summer, as I thought about expanding

this simple story and turning it into a novel of roughly a hundred
thousand u,'ords.

Uncertain $,'hat use it u,ould be, I started by inquiring about the

life and habits of camels from Mr. Chi 1-ieh-yin, who grew up in the

Western Hills outside Peiping where many families in the foothills
kept camels. His reply made me realize that I should concentrate

on the rickshaw men, using the camels merely as a literury device.
'fo concentrate on camels might entail a special t+ to I(algan in
order to know more about the grassland and camels. But I v,ouldn't
need to budge an inch if my main theme \Mas the rickshaw men whom
I could observe any day of the rr,,eek. In this way I linked the camcls
q,ith Hsiang-tzu, but the camels were thcre merely to introduce m1,

hero.

How should I depict Hsiang-tzu? First, I considered the various
kinds of rickshaw men so as to find a place for him among them.
That done, I could describe the other types of rickshav'-pullers in
passir:g, Hsiang-tzu remaining as the central figure, the others as

secondary ones. Thus I not only had my hero but also his social

environrnent. This made him seem rrore real. My eyes were fo-
cussed on Hsiang-tzu all the time even when I v,rote about others.

T'his u,as done in order to elicit his character.

Besides his fellov' rickshar,v men, I thought of the type of rickshau.
o\vners from whom Hsiang-tzu might rent his rickshaw, and of tl're
pcople who might ride in it. Thus I could expand his v'orld of
rickshar;' men, introducirg peopie of a higher social status. Ilolever,
thcse people were only in the story because of Flsiang-tzu. I was

Lao Sheh (r964)
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detetmined not to let anyone'encroach on Hsiang-tzu's place as the
hero.

Once I had my characters, it was comparuively easy to work out
the plot. Since Hsiang-tzu is the main cbaractet, everything in rhe

story must revolve around rickshaw pulling. As long as a1l the
people wete linked in some way with the ricksharx,, I had Hsiang-tru
pinned down exactly where I wanted him.

llowever, though my characters and events were all closeiy related
to rickshaw men, I still felt there was something laching in my des-

cription of their way of life. I thought to myself: How does a rick-
shawpuller feel when there's a sand-storm? Or when it rains?
If I could express this in detail, my hero would become more rea1.

His life must be one endless torment, not only regarding his meagre
diet but also regarding a gust of wind or a sudden shower of rain,
grating on his nerves.

Then I began to consider that a rickshaw-puller like everyone else

would have problems other than simply his daily bread. He rvould
have ideals and desires, a famlly and children. How wouid he solve
these problems? How could he? In this way, the simple story
I had heard developed into a story of dimensions huge enough to
encompass a whole society. I needed to know not just the Little de-

tails to be gleaned from his clothing, speech and gestures, but the
innet life of the man based on deep observation. It forced me to
peer into hell itself. Everything in his outwatd 

^ppearance 
could

be traced to his history and circumstances. I needed to return to
his roots before I could depict the bitterness of the society for these

poor u'orkers.
From the spring of ry36 and on into that summer, I worked, like

one possessed, gathering matedais, Many times I changed Hsiang-
tuz's life and even his appearance, for when the materials tr'd gathered

changed, accordingly so did he.

That summer, when I resigned from Shantung University, I started
to put Hsiang-tzu down on paper. I had spent a faiiy long time
pondedng or,er the plot and had collected a large quantiry of materiai,
so lvhen it came to putting pefl to paper I had no problems" The
fitst instalment of the seialCaruel Htiang-t7,u appeared in the magazine

$2

Yuchoafeng, in Jantary 1937. At that time, the novel ril/as flot yet

complete, although I had an outline of the whole story and how long

it was going to be. It was an outlirie detailed enough for me to
know the encl, otherwise I u,ould never have dared publish it in in-
stalments while I was still in the process of writing. By eaiy summer,

I had finished it, twenty-four chapters to be exact. STith the maga-

zine publishing two chapters a morith, it was just the right number

for one year.

As soon as it was finished, I told the editor of the magazine that

I was more pleased with this novel than any other of my previous

works. Later wheo it was published in book form, the publisher

printed these words in the blurb. Why was I so very pleased with
it? First, the story had been sitting in my mind for a long time and

I had collecte d a fair amount of material, so that v-hen I started writing,
the rrords came with precision, mJ, pen never straying frorn the sub-

ject or branching off at a tangeot. There was no padding. Secondly,

I had iust started writing full-time and that $/as constafltly on mv

mind. Though I wrote rnore than one or t$/o thousand words a

day, when I put my pen down I did not stop but carried on v'orking
out the storJr in my head. Intensive thinking enables the pen to
srrreat blood and tears. Thirdiy, I resolved, right from the begin-

ning, to renounce witticisms and concentrate on writing seriously.

Ordinarily, rrrhenever an opportunity fot humour atose, I would
ptomptly seize it. Sometimes even when there was nothing teally

funny about a subject,I would use witty language to give it a humorous

touch. Perhaps this helped to make the language more lively and

interesting, but equaily, at times, it could be quite tiresome. There

vasn't that problem with Canel Hsiang-tqu. While not completelv

devoid of humour, the humout was derived frorn the story itself
and x,as not squeezed in artificially. This decision of mine altered

my style slightly. I learned that as long as I had good material and

plent,v to say, I could succeed w-ithout having to resort to humoui.
Fourthly, once I had decided not to rely on humour, it followed that

the language must be very simple and straightforward, limpid, like
a calm lake. To achieve this, I paid great attention to avoiding duli-
ness in my quest for simplicity. It happened that at this point my



good friend I(u Shih-chun supplied me rvith many u,ords and ex-

pressions in the colloquial Peiping dialect, which before I had thought
impossible to v,rite down. I had previously reluctantly avoided using
them in my writing, because I'd thought they couldn't be put down
on paper. Nov, with NIr. Ku's he1p, my pen became richer as it
easily mastered the colloquialisms, adding a freshness and liveliness
to the simple languagc, and making it more authentic to the reader"

This is why Caruel Llsiang l<.a c^n be read aloud; the language is alive.
There are of coursc n.rany faults in the book. I, personally, am

most dissatisfied u,itll thc abrupt ending. Because it was coming
out in instalments, I l-racl to u,ritc exactly tv'cnty-four chapters. In
fact, I should have writtcr.r 1wo ()r three additional chapters to round
off the story. Howcvcr, nothing can bc donc about this nov', for
I never care to revisc anythirlj ()ncc it h:rs bccn pr-rblished.

Canel Ilsiang-l1zr's luck \r,rrsr.r't rLll tlret toocl et first. \Vhen only
half of it was publishcd jn tlrc )-ubon[ut,q, thc ]i/ar of Resistance

AgainstJapan startcd on Julv 7. As I do not kno$rwhcnthema.gaz)nc

ccased publication in Shanghai, I ncvcr kneu, rrhether Camel Htian.g-

t<u was cvcr scrialized from bcginning to end. Later, when the
Yuchoufeng Publishing FIouse moved to Canton, the first thing they

did was to publish it as a book. But I rvas told the book was barely

printed, when Canton fell to the enemy, Caruel Hsiang-t1.u with it.
The publishing house moved again, this time to I(v.eilin, and the

book received a second chance of publication, but due to poor postai

conditions, there was littIe evidence of it in either Chungking or
Chengtu. Only latet, when the Cultural Life Publishing House bought
the copyright, did more copies of the book 

^pper in Chungking
and Chengtu.

Nor-, there seems to be a turn in Camel Hsiang-lqu's fortunes.
According to friends' reports, the book has been translated into Rus-

sian, Japanese and English.

1945

Ilotse (tteclitioral Chinese paint-
irg) by H.ru Pei-hung



Tsao Yu

ln Memory of Lao Sheh

Both Lao Sheh and I endured the miseries and bitter sufletings of

the otd society. 'Iwelve years my senior, he belonged to an older

generation of writers.
Born into a poor famtly, Lao Sheh had worked both as a teacher

and professor. After I had gndtated from the Nankai Middle School

in Tientsin, I discovered that he had been teaching there, and although

he did not teach me personally, I stil1 regarded him as my teacher'

I first met Lao Sheh in Chungking during the War of Resistance

Against Japan. Although the Kuomintang had adopted a policy

of non-resistance, thele was a "china National Resistance Federation

of Literary and Art Circles" in chungking. I remember that it was

at this fedetation that I Iirst saw Lao Sheh. IIe was so poor that

he had no place to live. Sometimes he stayed in the federation oflice;

sometimes he found a shabby little room in a printing press' De-

the bitter cold of winter, Lao

writings in his PoodY-lit room'

like stePPing into an oven. It
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was too hot for pcople to work, There v-ere ro t1ccs, no u,ird.
The heds, tables and chairs woulci burn your hands even at night.
But Lao Sheh, apart from occasionally going out to see friends and
attend meetings, woulcl remain in his hot, shabby room, writing
clay and night. IIe devoted all his energies to writing. Ir was on
the eve of the War of lLesistafce Against Japan that he completed
his famous nove7, Cantel l-Isiang-tqu (first translated by an Amcrican,
Evan King, under the tirle of Ricksbaa Bolt), A native of peking,
Lao Shehwas very famlliar u,ith the city's lower classes and felt very
close to them.

A man with a stronE scnse of justice, I-ao Sheh hated the corlupt
Kuomintang reactioflaries, who tried to hold back the forces of his-
tory, oppressing thc people wirh taxes, exploiting them cruelly ancl
carrying out a policy of appeasement against Japanese aggression.
The destitute out-.rf-work artists, hou,-ever, who *,.ere looked down
on by the exploiting classes, were treated as his distinguished guests
and dear friends. I remember ofle poor singer, who was nicknamecl
"Potato" and who specialized in singing comic ballads. Aithough
Lao Sheh had hardly ariy mofley himserf, he herped this old arrist
when he rx,-as in difficulties by giving him some money ftom his
royalties. He also composed some ballads for him to sing and helpecl
with some of his family proL,lems. When the I{u.mintang ageflts
tried to intimidate the man, Lao sheh boldly came forward ro support
him, risking serious consequences to himself.

Lao Sheh was always very generous and hospitable. Despite
those days of poverq, in that mountain city, Chungking, Lao Sheh
would feast visiting friends from afar on money he hacl obtainecl by
pawning or selling his own clothes. He liked to drink wine, though
he could not take much. After a few cups, he wourd start sirging,
his resonant voice s}raking the four walls of his tiny roolr.

Comrade Chou En-lai, when he was in Chungking, woulcl often
invite Lao Sheh to dinner at the Eighth lloute Army Oflice, and
I would also be present. comrace Chou En-rai woulcr cxprain the
current situation to us, indignantly criticizng thc l(uornintang army
under chiang Kai-shek fot not resistirg the Japancsc invaclers and
forfghting instead a civil war against the c.ur,unist partv and the
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people. Ile also patiently told us how the Chincse Communist Patty
had led the lesistaflce against the Japanese and the struggle for national
salvation in the liberated areas. Finally we realized that it was the

great Communist Party that was leading the just cause of revolution;
that the Communist Party was the hope of China. Some time later,
Lao Sheh went with others to visit Yenan, the hcadquarters of the

Central Committee of the Communist Party. What he saw there

convinced him even irrore that the Chinese Comn-runist Party was

the only one that could save China and care for the people.

At the time when Peking was liberated and the People's Republic
of China was founded in t9l), Lao Sheh was teaching in the United
States. Irremier Chou said to me: "Please write a letter to Lao

Sheh ancl ask him to come back. 'fhere are many flew things for
him to write about in out New China." Carcying out his instructions,
I u,rote a lctter to Lao Sheh. He immediately returned to China.

From then on, he devoted all his energies to writing about the new

society in socialist China. Writings poured from his pen iike watet
from a fountain. Apart from his prolific output, he also used various

literary forms: poems in both classical and the new style, stories,

dramas, ballads and cross-talk. He even wtote door-posters with
a flew content for others cluring the traditional Spring Festival. His
versatile pen produced many flne works in the scrvice of the people

and the revolution.
Lao Sheh was a talented writer of classical poems as well as being

a good calligrapher. He u,-as also generous in complying with prac-

tically all requests for his poems and calligraphy which accounted

for their wide circulation.
He loved to collect paintings and fan-pictures. Sometimes when

I visited him (usually in the aftetnoons as he did not receive visitors
in the mornings), he would cheedully emerge from his little study

and pout me out a strong cup of tea. As he relaxed, he rr.'ould start

to show me the paintings he liked best. Although I knevr very little
about painting and calligraphy, I was happy to share io the pleasure

they afforded him.
Another of his loves was flowers, especially chrysanthemums.

When autumn came in Peking, his Little cotrrtyard rvould be adorned



with vadous magnificent chrysanthemums. They were the result
of the efforts of Lao Sheh and his wife, Hu Chieh-ching. Centuries
ago, a man of letters, Chou Tun-yi, said: "Chrysanthemums are

loved by the recluse." Lao Sheh, however, \tr/as anything but a

recluse. He loved life, real life. lfhen his chrysanthemums wele
in bloom, he would invite his friends to come and enjoy them. Some-
times he would treat us to a feast. In those days I liked to drink.
After gulping down several cups, I would get so drunk that I would
collapse under the table. Everyone would join in the laughter.
Such was the pleasure of those friends.

Though proud, Lao Sheh vras very modest. He often praised

Kuo Mo-jo for his learning and admired Chao Shu-li for his simple

style of writing. FIe was never slow to praise highly the stlcflgths
of other writers.

Lao Sheh always saw himself as an ordinaly person. His friends
and visitors came from all walks of life. In order to wdte he was

always one of the people, experiencing life, fearing neither hardship
nor fatigue. FIe always led a frugal life. He liked to walk in the

streets, proud of being an otdinary worker, uolike those dignifled
writers who looked dou,n on the masses. Lao Sheh flever gave

himself airs.

The first work that Lao Sheh 'fr/rote after Liberation was a play

called Dragon Beard Ditch. It embodied his deep love for the Party
and thc people. In his play, he cleaiy illusttated the complete
diflerence between the old society and the new, revealing the darkness
of the past and the walmth of the present. It showed his boundless
love for the new socialist China. Premier Chou saw the play several
times and asked Chairman Mao to see it too. Chaitman Mao praised

it highly. The People's Government awarded Lao Sheh the title
of "People's Attist", the highest honour that can be givcn to a

writer in New China.
There is a saying: "One's works eclual oneself." If a writer's

works are piled together, they should be as high as the writer himself.
Lao Sheh, a writer from the rgzo's, had written profusely since the
day he took up his pen. His literary output dwarfed him. Yet he

was never satisfied, He alu,ays strove to irnprove his work, so that
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book after book sprang from his pen. IIc was a diligent old writer
who never stopped working. In this asPect he is a fine example for
us all to learn from.

Canel Hsiang-t<tt w^s Lao Sheh's best novel. It was adapted as

^ play by the Peking People's Art Theatre's ditectot, Mei Chien,

and staged by that theatre. In my opinion it was a Yery moving

production, faithfut to the style of Lao Sheh. The audiences ac-

claimed it.
Lao Sheh loved children too. I remember an occasion in 1962,

when I took my six-year-old daughter to see Lao Sheh and we drove

northv/ards along the coast from Kwangchow. He noticed one of
my daughter's nursery rhymes and liked it very much. A11 through

the journey he told her stories and fairy tales made up on the spur

of the momeflt. My daughter clapped and laughed in delight. It
was such a ioy to be with this old man.

His conversation was always interesting. Tales and anecdotes

poured from his tips like refreshing water from a mountain spdng.
'SThenever I recall these admirable qualities of Lao Sheh, I ternetnber

fondly that beloved old man.
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tU HSUN's WRITINGS

lnscribed on My Portrait

tower cannot avefi the atrows of the gods;
a millstone, wind and rain darken this land.
frosty stars ignore me when I speak my thoughts.

dedicate my iife to the god Hsuan-yuan.

1903

The
Like
The

I',1l r

A Farewell to Mr. Obara Ejero,
Retu rn ing to H is Cou ntry
wirh His orchids

Btoken, burnt, the cassia and pepper; beauty fading;
Alone the orchid, deep in the hills, opens its pure heart.
Why begrudge our friend from afar these ftagrant flowers,
In this land of drunkards where thorns and brambles thrive?

19 31
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A Poem

T'horns flourish in the countrysidc;

War douds pa1l the open sky.

I]crv cnjoy the scent of spring,
Ancl evcry sound is muted.

Our land abandoned to the despots

By thc drunkcn god.
In thc middle of the marching
'1'hc stirring strains cease.

'Ibc raging wind and vzaves

ny'ithcr tbc flowers and the trees.

I

19 3r

Magpies (ttaditional Chinese

painting) by Hut Pei-huag

*
?

t
tl
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A Satire on Myself

Born undcr an unlucky star,

What could I do?

Afruid to turn a somersauit,

Still my head receir.ed a b1ow.

My face hidden undet a torn hat,

I cross the busy market.

Carrying wine in a leaking boat,

I sail downstream.

Eyebrows raised, coldly confronting
Accusing fiugets of a thousand bullies.

Yet witl-r my head bowed,

I'll bc an ox for children.

Sccluded in my small attic,

I'11 enioy my solitary state.

STho carcs if it's v.inter or summer?

!(/lrcl cares if it's autumn or spring?

t9 )2
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For an Artist

A rvind devclopcd in Nanking;
A thousancl forests darkcned.
A fog suffocates the sky;
A hunclred flowers perish.
I request from our artist
A new composition.

Some mountains in spring,
Painted red.

r933
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Chou Chen-fu

0n Lu Hsun's Five Poems

Lu }Isun's poems, like his essays and short stories, are gerns of litera-
ture he has bequeathed to us.

Seventy or eighty of his poems exist. A few were written in the

vernacular as free verse; some comic verse was written in doggerel.
Most, however, were written in the classical style.

The English edition of Chinese Literature No. 7, 1964, published
eleven of his poems. The five published in this issue are all in
classical metres.

The poem, Inscribed on M1 Portrait, was written in ryq when Lu
Hsun was a young student in Japan. At that time, the moribund
Ching Dynasty was helpless to prevent the foreign imperialist powers
from encroaching upon China. The Chinese people therefore suffered

ftom the double oppression of feudalism and imperialism. Lu Hsun,
though abroad, was deeply concerned and homesick for his mother-

land. He wrote this poem on the back of a photograph in a moment
of pattiotic fervour. The last line, "I'll dedicate my life to the god
Hsuan-yuan", emphasizes his main theme and shows his determina-
tion to give his life for China. The god Hsuan-yuan, also known



as the Yellow Emperof, was according to lcgencl, the ancestor of
the Chinese people. Here he symbolizes China. This poem re-

flccts the youthful Lu Hsun's ardent patriotism and his democratic
revolutionary opposition to imperialism and feudalism.

A Farewell to A[r. Obara Ejero was rvritten in February 193r. He
was a Japanese dealer in C1'rinesc curios and orchids in T'okyo. In
19z7 when Chiang Kai-shel, initiated a couriter-revoiutionary coup,

many Chinese Communists and progressives were massacted. In
February r91r, five young I-eft-wing writers, including Jou Shih,
were murdered. Tbe "cassia" and "pepper" in the first iine are the

frugrant trees symbolizing those revolutionaries who were persecuted

and slaughterecl by the I(uomintang. The orchids deep in the moun-

tains were thc progressive writers who had to hide underground
for safety. As China v.as choked by brambles and thorns, fragrant
orchids could not survive. It was fitting that a foreign friend should

take thcm away from China.

The poem without a title was written a moflth after the previous

ofle. It is sct against the background of the Kuomintang's flrst
encirclement and annihilation campaign against the Communists,

Betwecn December t93o and Jantary r93r, the I(uomintang mo-
bilized a largc forcc to attack the Communist-led Kiangsi revolu-
tionary base. Enemy forces everywhere stifled the country. Ifly'ar

clouds darkened the sky. Because of the Kuomintang "u,hite terror",
the persecuted could not enjoy the spring. It was as if a terible
silence en.,,elopcd thc country, as only a few rich rcactioflary families

laughed and madc rr-ierry. It seemed to Lu Hsun as if a drunken god

had handed over power to those despots who were supprcssing the

people and nruting all patdotic voices. Before thc corruption of
the Kuomintang, the progressive forces rvere like flowcrs in a storm,

withering and dying.
A Satire on Mltsef was written for the poct Liu Ya-tzu in October

1932. Since Lu Hsun had been persecuted all his life by reactionaries,

he joked that he rnust have been born under an unlucky star. To
escape from spies follou,ing him, he had to hide his l'ace under a totn
hat. Life rvas precarious, like sailing downstrcam in a leaking boat.

He was neve.r afraid of the cnemy, hov,,ci,cr, "coldly confronting
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accusing fingers of a thousand bullies". Ior the masses he would
toil like an ox. Chairrnan Mao in b,is Talks at the Yenan Foram on

Literatare and Art saicl that these trvo lines of Lu Hsun should be

the motto for all revolutionaries. He praised Lu Flsun highly for
his spirit. In the final lines, he works unceasingly, heedless of the
changes outside his room.

The last poem, To an Arti$, was written in January ry13 for the

Japanese artist, Mochizuki Gyokusei. During this period the
I(uomintang government in Nanking rvas intensifyirg its attacks
on the Communist revolutionary base, as well as intensifying its
suppression and persecution of progressive vzriters and artists. Lu
Hsun knew that this darkness would not last for ever. Revolution
must triumph. Spring always follows winter. He asked the artist
to paint a landscape in red. Firm in his faith and revolurionary
()Plimism, Lu Flsun already saw the dau,n of a new society.
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REPORTAGE

14su Chih

The Golldlbach eonrjectun@

Chen Ching-iun, tesearch fellow of the Institute of Mathematics of the Chincse

Academy of Scie nccs, has made afl importarit conttibution to the theoty of numbers,
The following atticlc ttuthfully tecotds how, despite many difficulties, he achieved

this. \7e have made some cuts in this atticle. It will be published in its entirety
by the Forcign l,angtrages Press, Peking.

- The Editors

Chen Ching-jun was born in ry3i in Fukien Province into a poor
family. Life was hardly a bed of roses. His father, a post-ofEce
employee, had to travel frequently, while his mother, a kind but
care-worn wornan, hed twelve children, Of the six who survived,
Chen was the third. Such iarge families \Mere more of a burden than
a joy to the parents. Ihus from birth Chen was both unwelcome
and unwanted.
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His childhood was unhappy, and his mother, kept on the go from
dawn till dusk, had no time to take care of him. After the outbreak
of the \X/ar of Resistance Against Japan, the Japanese occupied Fukien.
Young Chen's life was very insecure. His fathet u'as transferrecl
to a small town in Sanyuan County to take charge of a tiny post ofEce
situated i, an old monastely in this mountain region, u,hich had been
a revolutionary base. At that time the forests \r/ere cut and burnt,
and all the men, young and old, were slaughtered by the I(oumintang.
Life was hard, especially for the womeri who were the onry ones left.
At night, the sound of beatirgs or shots signalling the execution
of some revolutionaries were often hcard coming from an internment
camp neat by. During the day, prisoners in chains were brought
out to do hard labour.

Such sufferings n.rade a deep impression on Chen, bewildered by
the cruelty he had witnessed. At school he was often bullied and
beaten up by his classmatcs, v,ho would beat l.rim even harder when
he did not beg for mercy. These experiences toughened him. The
extreme brutality of the o1d society, which affected him from an early
age, made him even more of an introvert, His main love was mathe_
madcs and he de'oted all his time to tryi.g to solve mathematical
problems.

While he was at middle school, a college froml(iaflgsu removed into
the mountains away from the Japanese-occupied areas. Its teachers
taught in local midclle schools in their spare time. Chen forrnecr
a ftiendly relationship with two of these new teachers of mathematics
and physics. They likecl their young studenr. The rough tleatment
from his classmares made him L,ury his head more in algebraic equa-
tions and increased his love of mathernatics. sTith the vicrorious
end of the war in r94), Chen ancl his family returned to Foochow,
where he went to Yinghua School. On the staflthere was a mathe-
matics teacher, the former head of the Aeronautics Department of
'Isinghua University.

This teacher, a scholar, devoted himself to his students and told
them many interesting anecdotes about nrathenratics in his lessons.
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Thus all his pupils, cven those who had formerly disliked mathemat-

ics, becarne more interested in the subiect. He once told them about

a famous problem concerning the theory of numbers' V/hen Peter

the Great and Catherine I, after him, tried to modernize St. Peters-

burg,theyinvitedalatgenumberofEutopeanscientists,including
Euler, a celebrated Swiss mathemattcian, and Goldbach, a German

middle-school teacher and mathematician.

In 1742, Goldbach discovered that every large number was the

sum of two prime ones. This was true for every examPle he calcu-

lated, but he was unablc to provc his theorem' It was still a coniec-

ture. Unable to prove it himself, he wrote to the famous Eulet to

solicit his aid. Euler, however, was unable to ptove it' Since then

countless mathematicians had applied themseives to the problem'

but flo one had ever becn able to prove the coniecture'

This so excited the imaginatic.rn of the youog students tl.rat they

began to discuss it animatedlY.
,Iheir teachef contioued: "Mathematics is the clueen of ail the

narr:rral sciences. The theory of numt'ers is the crown' And Gold-

bach's Conjectute is the pearl on that crown"'

The students tvere amazed.

Thenheadded:..Youallknovrevenandoddnglllefs,primeand
compound ones. You all learned this in your third ye t at ptknary

school. Thotrgh it seems very simple, it is in fact quite compli-

cated. whoever can solve this problem will be a rcally glezt mathe-

matician."

All the students boestecl: "Nothing to it! We'll solve it! Wc

can do it!"
,llheir teacher laughed at their enthusiasm and told thern: "Last

night I dreamt that one of you clid in ract Pfove Goldbacl.r's Con-

jecture. How wonderful!"
Everyone laughed excePt for Chen.

Although he was very excited by the story, he daren't laugh or

else his classmates would have sneered at him. In middle school

he was more lone1y than ever, isolated by his schoolmates as an

80

eccentric and sickly oddity. They only spoke to ieer or show their
contempt for him. He was an outcast.

The followin g day a few diligent students, in high spirits, handed
in their papers to their teacher thinking they had proved by various
merhods Goldbach's Conjecrure.

"Forget that storv," laughed the teacher.
"But we did prove it," they insisted.
"Nonsense! It's a wild-goose chase. I won,t read your papers.

That's a waste of tl'me. It just isn't that simple. you think you
can fly to the moon?"

Everyone roared with laughter at the students who had written
the papers, except for Chen. lle was frowning.

The following year, the teacher returned to Tsinghua University
and forgot all about his mathematics lessons, neyer realtzng the
deep impression they had maCe on Chen" A teachet is liable to for-
get most of his stuCents, but his pupils will remernber him all their
1ives.

After the Liberation of Foochorv, Chen became a student at Amoy
University in r95o. As the country urgently r:eeded more teachers,
and-since Chen's marks were excellent, he was chosen to finish his
studies a year eaiy anci become a mathematics teacher in a middle
school in Peking in tl:ie autum n c:f ry5 3. A promising future seemed

to lie ahead.

This, however, was not the case. Chen had liked his student days

in Amoy Universitv. Oniy four students graduated in mathematics

under the supervision of four professors and one assistant, He
had been extremely happy concentrating on mathematical abstractions.

During his three years as a student, no one had picked on him or
attacked him. Those three years were his golden days, as he immersed
himself in mathematics, having little contact with people. And
it ended all too quickly for him. He shuddered at the thought of
standing in a classroom surrounded by dozens of sharp, mischievous
eyes.
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His fears were justified. Small and fnII, he was hzrdly a suitable
choice as a teacher for a class of boisterous youngsters. lle rx,,as

not very afticulate and his throat became hoarse from talking. Florv
he envied those teachers who could impress their pupils! I{ow he

despised himself! Since he'd flever learrit to take care of hirnself
properly and pay attentiofl to his diet, his poor health and worries
finally landed him in hospital, where the doctors diasnosed tubercu-
losis and a chronic stomach complaint.
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In one year he was hospitalized six times and underlent three

operations. Though unable to teach, he persevered with his studies,

hov'ever. fhe Chinese Academy of Scicnces had then published

Hua Lo-keng's famous work, The Additiue Theory of Prime Numbers.

Chen acquired a copy as soon as it came or-tt and began studyiflll the

clifficult treatise avidly.

It happened that Wang Ya-fian, president of Amoy University and

translator of Marx's Da.r Kapital, atteoded a mcetin€J of the Ministry

of Education in Peking, where he rnet a leading comrade from Chen's

middle school. Hc con.rplaincd about the "talented stLrdent" the uni-

versity had trained. Surprised, \Vang decided to take Chen back to

the university.
Chen's health improved rapidly. FIe was assigned by \X/ang to

the university llbrary, where all he had to do v'as study mathematics.

Wang, an economist, knew the value of a talented person when he

saw one. Chen justified his conf,dence in him, burying himseif in

Hua Lo-keng's The Additiac Theorl of Prirae Numbers and his lengthy

Inlroluction to the T-heor1 of Nuznbers. Chen was not alofle in having

had the good fortune to meet sofireone u,ho recognized his talents.

Hsiung Ching-lai, one of the older generation of mathematicians

and educationalists, was one of the first men to introduce modern

mathematics into our country. He had tatight at Tsinghua University

in Peking during tbe early thirties. A young mathematician, self-

taught and v,ith only three years middle schooling, seflt him an article

about how to solve algebraic equations. Imprcssed by the obvious

talent of the author, Hsiung immediately invited him to Tsinghua.

The young mafl, rlone other than Hua Lo-keng, became a libraron
there, studying and attending classes. Later he was sent to Cambridge

University in England to further his studies. On his return to

China, Ilua Lo-keng was recommended by Hsiung, then president

of Yunnan University, to become a professor at the Southwest Union

University. Later IIua also went to the United States to lecture at

Princeton and at Illinois. Immediately aftet Liberation, he came back

to China to head the Institute of Matl-rematics of the Chinese Academy

of Sciences.
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In the library of Amoy University, Chen wrote a monograph ori the
theory of numbers which he submitted to the Institute of Mathematics.
Chen's talent came to Flua's notice, and he suggested that Chen be

transferred to the institute. Just as Hsiung had discovered IIua, so

Ifua now discovered Chen.

By the end of ry56, Chen arrivccl in Peking for the second time
ftom the south. The following yeat, Hsiung retulned to China
from abroad.

At that time thete v/efe mafly talented mathematicians in Peking.
The celebrated older generation of mathematicians included Hsiung
Ching-lai, Hua Lo-keng, Min Szu-ho and others. There were also

many younger talents. The Institute of Mathematics was renowned
for its work in various fi elds of m athematical research. At the time Chen
joined its ranks, Hua pointed out that while mainly concentratiflg o11

applied mathematics, they should also attempt to prove Goldbach's
Coniecture.

In 1742, Goldbach, in his letter to Euler, pointed our that evefl

numbcrs no smaller than 6 were the sum of two prime numbers. For
example, 6 = 3 + 3i 24= rr + r3. Someone once calculated every even

number in this way until he reached t3,ooo,ooo. This confirmed
Goldbach's proposition and so it was surmised that even bigger
numbers would have the same result too. But the confecture needed
ptoof, and that was most dimcult.

In the r8th and rgth centudes flobody was able to ptove it.
It was not until the rgzo's that some progress was made. Then

between 196z and 196y Chinese and foreign mathematiciafls succes-

sively proved (r + 5), (r +4) and (r + l).
It was in May 1966, that Chen announced in Kexue Tongbao (.|cientifc

Comruunicatioa), No. 17, of the Chinese Academy of Sciences, that
he had proved (r + z).

After his transfer to the Iristitute of Mathematics, Chen's talents

had blossomed. He made several contributions, improving the re-

sults of many Chinese and foreign mathematicians. IIe worked on the
problems of lattice points in a circle, in a sphere; the STaring problem,
etc. These alone \il/ere a big contribution.
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Chen then concentrated his ener-

gies on the Grtldbach Coniecture.

Neglecting his meals, forgoing his

sleep he devoted all his intelligence

arid strength to solving this prob-
lem. His health detetiorated but at.

last he succeeded in proving (r + z),

which he wrote up in a lengthy
monograph.

Professor Min Sze-ho read his work
carefully, checking it thoroughly,
before he would acknowledge Chen's

efforts as correct and reliable. He
informed Chen that (r + 3) had been

proved the prcvious year using
computers. Chen had achieved his
(r + z) through his own calculations.

T'he monograph vras therefore too
long and he suggested that Chen

simplify it.
It was while Chen was revising his

paper that the Great Proletatian
Cultural Revolution began in ry66.

History had never witnessed be-

fore such a grezt mass movernent,
as one quarter of all rnankind, regard-
less of age or sex, u/ere mobilized.

Iforkers, peasants, soldiers, intellec-

tuals, all were involved. Unmasking
and being unmasked, exposine and

being exposed, citiciztng and being
criticized, repudiating and being re-

pudiated, the soul of everyone was

touched. The etrors of the past

had to be righted. Our lives were
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frlled u,itti rncaning ancl action. NIan1, syf thc unpleasant aspects
of our socicty l.crc rcvcitlcil, as thc rlirt v.as clc:rnsr:cl- ar,i,ry. Arcl thc

11oocl in orrr scicialist sr-rcicty ber.lruc ell thc morc app2rrcnt.

It u,'as a struggle be tween progressive and backward forccs; betwecn
lrutlr and tallac1,. It u,as a stttrg,gle Lctwccn the prolcrariat ant'l tlrt:

botrrgeoisic. A civil u,a,: broke ()ut in (llrilra. fivcryu,hete thcrc
uras orgarizccl agitation, confrrintations anri chzros. A prolctatian
rcvolution lrcxns tc:pcatccl sclf-criticism. '-fherc u,crc victorie s ancl

setblcks. It scculccl to be constantly going ovcr thinqs, cvery tilne
raising thcnr to a highcr 1cr.,e1. lt searchecl relelltlcssly fot its <tu,lr

s.erkne sscs, slx)rtc()mings anr,l mistakes. Scene after scene flashed past.
Dranras \.crc cltactcd one aftcr ",hc othcr. Ch.ar:rctcrs rnounted tl-re

stage io tlrrn. Sonre diec'l in ignominy and shanrc; others like sturdy
green pincs anrl ccclars \,vexthereci the storrn or diecl revolutionary
nrartyrs, to livc on in the Fcople's he:rrrs. Neu,, pagcs of historv have
trecn u,rilte n. l{istory has givcn the verdict on whet is right ancl u,hat
is l,rong. Those il-ho concealed their evil ambitions lrave hecn cxpos-
ccl; tlrose u,ho u,cre innocent havc been vindicatcd. Harvest folkrrvs
thc sti11,l6g of the seeds; one always rclps what one sow-s.

All the scicnces lvete examined. Chen uncletwcnt a most sevelc
test. Mathematicians of the oidcr generation bccame the largets
of altacli, as did the middle-aged and young. F-ierce debates raged
day ancl night. Like a sieve, the Cultural l{evolutior-r sifted evcry-
thing: u,'l.rat should be discardcd, r,vhat shoulcl be retained"

It had bccn strcsscd b), sor',,c that scientifc rvorkers shoukl con-
ccritratc ()fl their work and channel all thcir encrgies into that. Chen
'was therclore reqardcd as a typical cxalnpie of this so-called "bour-
geois lifle". FIc '*.as callccl "a reyision-ist saFlinfl", "an exploiter of
thc working class", "a typical bourgeois spccialist", "an idiot", "a
parasitc" and mrny othcr flames by the "gant of four".

After the u,t>rkcrs' propaganda teams had eotered the various insti-
tutes of the ;\cerlcrny of Scicnces, Chen was able to study agaifl afld
work on his researcir. Hc worked in a corner of the libraty where the
borrks werc kcpt. Bccause of the research pcrsonnel's llrnt iosisteflce,

tl-re Instirute of Mrrtltcnr:ttics hacl c()nlinuccl 1o strbscribc to lrrrcign
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rtratcrials ancl jt-rurnals throughout lhose chaotic yc2trs. lnrtrtcrsc:cl

in his calculations, Chcn's spirirs wcre reised. FIis health, hou,gycr,
detcrior;rtccl, but hc ignorecl this and lnentioncd it to no one. Hc
worl,ed day and night continuously.

Our beloved and estccme d Pren-ricr Chou was alwalrs most concerncrl
about the 'work of thc Academy of Sciences, takinlS mcaslrrcs 1o coun
tcr the intcrlcrence of the "gang of fou r". At the be gir-rning of t97 r ,

,r fie$- woman director of tl-re political departrnent of tile Jnstitute r>f

I,Iathcmatics, Comrade Chou, was appointcd. A czrdrc, Comrzrde J,i,
with a worker-peasant backgrouncl u,-as appointed as sccretarl. of the
office Party branc}r.

On his ,lttiyal, soon aftcr Natiot;rl Day in October, Scclclary L,i

searched evcryu,here for Chen, after Comratlc Chou had briefccl hirn
rtn what she hacl found out about hirn. Ife cncountered Chen in
a corfler of rhe library, As it u,as a v!,2rror clay, l-i was in l-ris shirt-
sleevcs, but Chcn, being in poor hcalth, u,zrs huclclled up in his
padclccl jackct.

"Thank yc.ru, Cornrarlc L,i," Chcn saicl. Chen w-as in thc habit of
thankirg everyonc. I-Ic felt closc to Li ttre momerit he sau,, hin-r.

"I'm cxtremcly g1a<l 1cl mccr vou. llcally ['m dclightcd." Li askccl

if hc could visit Chen aftcr rvork that cvent'ng .tt half past Iive. Chcn
thought for a momenr ancl rhen agreed ro lreei him at the gatc.

"Please don't bothcr," I,i protcsrcd, "['m surc tr can find n)y ow11

vay. Don't bothcr to rvait for me." But Chen was adamant and
insisteci on waiting for l-i in case hc woulcln't bc able to find tlr.e v/ay.

Ltter,after thcy 1'rarl mct, Chen took Li up to a small room ofl the
third floor. It was xpparent ttr.rat Chen had tidiecl it up for thc occa-

sion. 'L'hc windorv tas covered ovcr bv carefully pastccl ncwspaFCr,
blotting out the Autumn sunshinc. It had never occurred to.l,i that
Chcn livecl in such poor conclirions. He sat ofl thc bcd and com-
mcntecl on thc clcan covers. Po.inting at the blue and u,hite chcckcd
sheet, Chcn con6ded tbat hc'd bought it cspccially in honour of Li's
visit. He acldccl: "Thanl< you so much fot coming. T'm cxtrenrely
happy."

N{athen-ratical fcrrmulas are zr sort of univcrsal language. 'l-'hose

v,ho have nrlstcrecl thcrn knou, that thcv involvc thc most s[rir:l lopic



and dialectical thinking. They can explain the vast secrets of the

univetse, but few leatn this language.

One who could appreciate this was Professor N[in Szu-ho, who

said: "Chen works extremely well and has recently written a moflo-

graph on Goldbach's Coniecture. I've read it, and it is an excellent

piece of work."
"You v,rote a monograph?" one of the new cadres in charge of

the institute asked Chen. "Why don't you show it to us?"

"Because I haven't finished revising it yet," Chen replied.

They hoped he would complete it soon.

Chen's section leader, Old Tien, told Secretary Li to encourage

Chen to show his monograph, but not to press him too hard. He

must have his reasons for not showing it yet. Chen insisted that he

$,as going over it again and that it wasn't finished.

As Chen has said: "It's true I hadn't finished my monograph.

It was complete and yet flot complete. Ever since I ioined the Insti-

tute of l\{athematics, I've buried myself in research under the guidance

of strict teachers, celebrated mathematicians and the Party organiza-

tion. I've tried not to let the Party down. I've done research on seven

of the thirty outstanding problems in the theory of numbets. I've

made a contribution to'o,'atds solving them. These helped to prePare

me to tackle Goldbach's Coniecture. I put all my energies into that'

"In :.965, though I arrived at my (r +z) solution, it was by a very

complex route. A mathematics paper, however, should be precise

and concise. Many roads lead to the same goal, but we should choose

the shortest and best one. My zoo pages were correct but too long.

Therefore I didn't publish it at the time. Seven years have passed

since then,

"People aren't aware how difficult the process has bcen. I neeclcd

to study several foreign languagcs. I'd picked up Eoglish at micldle

school and Russian at universitv. Once at the institute, I taught my-

self to read and write a little French and German. Then I leatned to

read foreign papers and materials in Japanese, Italian and Spanish.

That vzas pretty difficult, but it saved me time wairing for them to t'e

translated. A knowledge of foreign languages is necessary- I read

as much foreign material as possible. The research achievemeots
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of other mathematicians were essential as a basis for my own wotk,
before it became possible to solve a problem iike (r + z).

"I had to simplify my monograph; it had to be more concise. In
places it belonged more to the realms of philosophy. So I worked
over it again and again. I made endless corrections. I can't begin
to calculate how many changes I made.

"I knew tltat my health was deteriorating llapidly. I was seriously

ill. My lungs and heart were affected. Yet though my streflgth
was failing, my brain remained active and alert. I couldn't stop rvork-
irg. I iust couldn't stop."

It uzas Febru^ry r973, and the Spring Festival was approaching.
The day before the festival Comrade Chou asked the other leading

comrades to show special concern for those who were unwell. She

told them they should follow the example of the Eighth Route Army
and care for all sick comrades like Chen who worked very hard.

Chen, though almost bed-ridden, had carried on with his research.

None of his research was for himself, but only for the people and for
the Party.

The day of the festival, Comrade Chou, Secretary Li and several

othet Pafiy secretaties set off to visit the sick comrades carrying bags

of fririt. As Chen lived near by, he was first on the list.
Coming dov-n the stairs, Chen was surprised to see so many leading

comrades. Chou explained that they'd come to vrish him a happy

Spring Festival and asked him how he was. Secretary Li also greet-

ed him and gave him their warm wishes.

"Oh! Is it the festival today?" said Chen surprised. "Thank you

very much for coming. Let me wish you all a happy Spring Festival

too."
Li suggested that they go to his room, but Chen protested on

the grounds that they hadn't warned him beforehand. Chou then

suggested that Li should take the fruit up to C1-,en's room, while the

rest of them went ofl to visit the next family. Li could catch them up
later. Then Chou shook Chen's hand and hoped he would get

better soon, before leaving with the others.
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l,i presentcd the fruit to Chcn on bchalL of thc lcadcrship. Silcnr
ly Chen acceptcd it. He wcnt u,ith Li to thc cloor and watched as

he caught up r.vith the others. Gazng at thcm disappearing behind

a shop ofl the road, Chen was overcomc with emotion. Hurrying

back to his room, he locked himself up in it for thtec dzrys, not elncrfl-

ing again until aftcr the Spring Festival had cnded. On his {irst day

back at work, hc hancled Li a thick pile of pagcs.

"Flere's my monograph," hc declared. "I'm giving it to thc

Parry."
"Is that your (r + z) paper finishcd?" I-i askecl.

"Yes. Irtofessor Min has read and chccked it."
The Institute of Nlathematics immediatcly organized a small syillPo-

sium and the dozcn or so specialists who attendcd praised Chen's

report. T'hcn the monograph was submitted to the academy.

In n-ricl-April ,9j3, during a mecting ttf lcading I'arty mcmbcrs of
the Acadcmy of Science s, Vice-clircctor \Vu Heng mcntioncd that an

intermcdiate research fcllow in the Institute of Mathematics had made

a malor contribution to the woilcl of mathematics.

Chen was taken to hospital, as his health had deteriorated. Thc

Shoutu Hospital gave him a thorough examination. He was found

to be suflcring from various diseases and so he was imt.rediatcly

hospitalized. Chcn refused, hou,cver, until they told him that the

Party and Chairman l,Iao had wisLcd it.
trt was a year anrl a half later before he left hospital. During that

period, Prernier ChotL and Chairman Hua, then a vice premier, had

recommendcd Chen to bc a deputv to the Fourth National People's

Congress. FIe was in thc samc small group rvith Prcmier Chou.

Whcn he learncd about Prcmicr Chou's illness, he fclt so upset that

hc couldn't slcep for several nights. After thc congress hc rcturnccl

to the hospital.
\ilhen he u,as due to bc clischarged, thc doctor wrotc that his con-

dition was faidy good aftet treatment. His temperature was normal;
his spirits were better; he had g:rined , kilos; and his appetite ancl

slcep wcrc nortral.
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Chainnan Ilua r,vls also vety conccrncd about Chen's lvorli ancl

hcalth ancl rnacle scver:rl in<luirics about hirn.
The $i/cst lcarncd ebout Chen's nronogrrph 2rs soon as it ri,as pub-

Iished, ancl, as thc ncu,s sptcad, it arouscd much cxcitcmcnt in
rxathcmatical circlcs abro:rcl. At tJrat tirnc a boc.rk, Tbe .liete Me llols,
by an ltn.qlish mathcmatician, I--Ialbcrstam , zntl a Cjcrman onc, Richert,
u,as in the proccss of bcing printed. They immcdiately addccl an

eleyenth chapter entitlcd "{)n Cl'ren's Theorem". 'fhcy dcscribccl

his work as a splendid contribution Io the sicve theory.
Norv only ore step rcmains to rcach the pearl on thc crown of

mathemxlics. And this last step is the mrtst diHicult. Who v'ill
rcach thc pcarl?

Chcn Ching-iun is somcthing of a living lcgcnd. 'Ihcre rvcrc nr..rny

st()rics about him. Somc u,,crc due to misunclerst:urdings; t-ithers

r,r,cre nialicious attzLcks to slandcr thc rcal man. Hc tvas flot an casy

pcrson tct unclcrstand. FIe was too scnsilive, prccocious anrl a littlc
fieurotic. His mincl onlv concentretcd on mxthcntatics. FIc sought
ref.uge thcrc from his mcn'ral ancl physical problcms catrsccl by in-
ternal and external prcssures, Yct it v-as thror:gh his study of mathc-
matics tl-lat Chen traclually ctffe to aclopt a clialcctical matcrialist
outlook. This change in his atitude to lif-e, rhe concern of thc
Academy of Scienccs and tl-re Patty, all hclpcd hirn to make his grcar

contribution to the proving of (ioldbacl-i's Conjecture. 'Ite Cultural
l(evolution also frrrcr:rl:r change. l{e v,as crLught up in it; he u,-as

forced bach into thc u,orlri. IIc cr-ruld not rcn:iain aloof. Thc attacks
ar:rd the witch-hunts of the "gang of fcrut" shorr,'ecl nrorc clcarlv the
Party's conccrn lbr: scicntists. Chcn su{Iercd Fton'r thcse attacks,

but they had a positivc sicle too, ,\s a rcsult of his trials, Chcn ma-

tured. The sick man h:rs rcgaincd his health; thc socirLl outcast has

bccomc socially intcgratcd. We can be cert:rin th:rt, in rhc ycars ro
come, Chen will nclt slackcn in his efforts to rcmould himself. He
had a rough start in lifc, br-rt he has macle an or-rrst:rnding contribution
to knowledge. Nor,r that lifc is kinder ro him, r,vill he nor strive
cvcn harcler to achievc nrore?

l//n:trated h.1, | 1 uun3 \' i nq-ltao
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FROM TFIE WRITER's NOTEBOOK

An cnlatgcd confetcnce of the China Fcdetation of
Litetarl, and Att Citcles was hcld in Pckirg in May
this yeat, Duting the corfctence and aftet it,
thetc wete iively discussions anrong writers and

artists, rJTc publish bclow alticlcs by two vcterxn

writels arld a report aborrt the writcr Liu Ching
(1916-1928) who lived most of his lilc among the
peasaflts,

- Thc Ilditors

question has becn apparentiy settled, therc are stilt areas of unccr-
taiflty. Therefore v-e should coflsider it more and try to solvc the

problems step by step in practicc.

Life Is the Source of All Art: Writcts should livc an-iong tllc people

they wish ta pafiruy. Otherwj.se, how could the celebrated r8th-
century Chinese flove1ist, Tsao Hsueh-chin have depicted so vividly
all thc characters in his long noycl A Dream of Red Manions? FIow
else could he have so profoundlir an:rlvsed and condemned the cor-

ruption and contradictions manifcst in Cl-rinese feudal society at that
tin-re? In a biography of Balzac, it is stated that this creat French

writer spent his days mixing rrith decadent French aristocrats ancl

the new emerging bourgeois.ie, being accepted into the most inner
sanctums of that socieg/, His brilliant cbaracteizaitons dcrnonstrate

his intimacy $,ith the people ancl their societv. Thus he succeeded

in achieving his literary aims. r\s Engels wrote: ". . I{is great

work is a constant elcqv on the irretrievable clccaiz of good

society. . . ."
Today we must become intin.rate with the life of the labouring

class consisting of the workers, peasrnts and soldiers. We should

also be famlliar with thc lives of intellectuals who serve them.

A v-riter must have a deep love of life and immerse himself in it.
If indifferent to life arorind him, tben he becomes blind to cycn the

mosr stirring events, so that his wridng is devoicl of thcm. Lifc
is like a sea, in constant motion, changing. A rvritcr observes ancl

accumulates experiences. Ife tastes thc breadth of life. 'Ihen he

reaches the depth of life by profound analysis. Only thcn can hc

hopc to create rich and varied works.

Today our country has entetecl a new historical pcriocl. Wc must

cxert oursclves to the utmost to realize our goal of moclcrnizing

agriculture, industry, national defence and science end technology

by the end of this century. This s,ill produce much that is new,

much that is unfamiliar to us. Our writers must reflect on these

changes and then express them" Therefore it is all the more neces-

sary to have a correct rclationship betv'een lifc and art.

Liu Pai-yu

The Source of Literature and Art

It is both c()rr1molr know'lcclgc zLnd comrnon sersc that lif-e is thc only

sourcc of literature and aft. So why sl-rould I discuss this qucstion

oncc again? The main reason is that during the years of tl.re "gang

of four", the reverse situation was the case. '{'hey opposed writcrs
trying to learn from life, dcpriving them of their right to do so.

A{ore tl-ran that, they dished up some idealistic twacldle about the

necessity of deciding the then-re before all else and other flonsense,

all of which have had a deep and pernicious influence. Another
reason is tlrat it appcars to most of us socialist writcls that while the

(t,
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Creative Art Must lle Deriverl from Lif,e: A wrirr:r obscrvcs and
thcn refccts on lifc. FIe thinks in irnagcs. His f:rmiliarity rrith
people, tLc socicty and nature depcnds on the nurncr()us imurgcs hc
has collccted. Such is artistic crealion. Jmages do not prciJucic
logical analysis. T'hcy complement cach other simultaneously.

Materialists holcl that objectivity cxisrs in particular imagcs; think-
ing in particulzrr imagcs starrs from the obscrvation of the objcctivc
u,orld. Thc objcctive v'orld changcs constafltly; thc number of
images is incxl.raustible ; writers are provided with this rich source
of creativiry. Thinkinc in images demonstrates that artistic crca-
tion springs from Iife and reality. 'lihe images in litcrature and afi
have thc greatest virality ancl the most powcr to movc and pcrsuade
peoplc. They shoulcl rcflect reality vividly, sharply and profoundly.
They should proviclc rcality r.vith an idcal.

Themes Must Be Drawn frorn Aetual Lil'e: Thcmcs raken from
lifc are not abstract. thcy lrc nor <lrcanrt up in a studio. They
are dcrivccl from lifc's rir:hncss throtrgir a proccss of rcpcatccl
thought ancl discriminntion enc1 alrpcar jn thc uritcr's nrind as dcf-
initc images. I-ike :r flanrc rhat illuminatcs the scattcrcd expcricnccs
and wclds thenr togcthcr, the thcmc brings orCer anC the imagcs
can be conccntrated, generalizcd and heightcnecl.

Ten talented v,rjters dcaling with the same imporrant subfcct
rvould of course proclucc ten diffcrent v,-orks. That is because they
are individually diflcrcnt in expcriences, thinking ctc. Thus cach
can bring to the same subjcct sontething new; each can add a ncw
colour. Themcs are obtained fron-r life itsclf; they ate not abstract
concepts or sermons,

Chau Li-po

How to Experience Life

Chairman Mao, in r9.tr2, stated cxpliciiiy il his l-alks af /he Yenau

J''orttm or,t Lileratare and Art that life is the only source of l_iterattrrc

and art. He said: "China's revolutionary writcrs and artists, r,riters
and attists of promisc, must go among the masses; they must for a

long period of tinre unreserveclly and w-hole-heartedly go amorg
the masses of v'orkcrs, peasants and soldiers, go into the hcat of the
struggle, go to the only source, the broadest and richest sourcc, in
order to obserr,'c, expericncc, study and analyse all the different kinds
of people, all the classe s, all the masses, all the vivid pattcrns of life
and struggle, all the raw materials of litcrature and art. Only then
can thev proceed to creativc v-ork," 'Ihis is the principle that rve

Chinese literary and art workcrs must aly/ays kcep in mind.
It takes hard work to fully extract life's rich deposits. As Chairman

Mao pointed out, to observe, experience, str:dy and analyse the lifc
and struggle of the masscs for a long periocl of time is in itself an
arduous and complex pr()ccss requiring l deep unclerstanding of
life. Some wrilerrs, e\.cn thclugh they live anron{j the masses, fecl
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there is nothing v/orthy to be writtcn about there. Subsequently

they return emptv-handed from that richest of sources, because of
their mistakcn bclief that experiencing life is simple and easy. Other
writers do not pefletrate deeply enough the life of the masses. Lack-

ing a sense of commitment and without catefutr analysis, they flit
from one thing to aflother, satisfiecl with the supedicial unclerstanclir.rg

they have acquired. Having skimmed the surface, Ilaving failecl to
find the rich deposits, they are unable to create any truly valuable
literary works.

So how do rr"-e experience life? The best way, I think, is to ex-

perience life in full in one place and look around other situations.

That is, after living and working in one place for a faiiy long period,

go to other similar places for a look and compare. Only in this

way can we broaden our vision, enrich our matertal and deepen

our perception of the people and events witnessed. Such under-

standing is never easily acquired. Repeated observation and study
are required. From these we can draw comparisons which will
enable us to identify the typical example from the superEcial phe-

nolncnon. 'l'he false can be discarded; the true retained. A writer
confincd to one place is rather like the man who "sits at the bottom
of a well to see the skies". $Tithout breadth of vision, without
comparisc.rns, our understanding of life is too limited, too narrow.
On the other hand, to have no base, to lack depth, and just go around

observing the appearance of things like a man "viewing the flowers

from horseback", makes only a superficial understandiog possible.

Thus both these tendencies, a lack of breadth and a lack of depth,

are hatmfr:]l to a rvriter.
In short stories and novels, tl.re main subiect-mattet is people.

Therefore we rnlrst obscrve, experience, study and analyse people.

But people are not inanimate obiects to be handled at wi1l. They

are always moving, alu,ays developing. Backgrounds and social

relationships vary. A person's consciousness is constantly changing,

and he confides his inncrmost thoughts only to those u,hon-i he knows

best. Understandir.rg people, gettirig to know them, is therefore a

difficult process, requiring time, patience and sensitivity. A know-

ledge of dialectical materialism produces keener vision. Experiences
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of life, struggles, practice in writing and assin-flation of good litera-
ture both Chinese and foreign all serve to produce clearer vision.

To experience life, go straight to the masses. T'hat is the best
way of all. Join their struggles. Participate in their efforts. There
you will find each person revealing his thor.rghts and feelings lrom
his own economic and political standpoint. No writer can learn
these without this participation, however much he desires it.

There are other ways of knowing more about a person. You
should talk not only to him, but also to his family and telations, his
friends and colleagues. Every aspect of his life must be investigatecl.
Observe broadly; observe deeply.

Study also the society in which a persoll lives at any given moment
of time in its development. Study carefully the concrete environ-
ment of each chancter such as the natural sceflery, housing or clothing.
When writing about a worker, know his machines; rnhen about a
soldier, his weapons. Only then, when thoroughly steeped in rhe

character, when thoroughly familiar with his society and surtound-
ings, only then can $.,e hope to write u,ell.
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[-lsu Min-ho ond
Hsieh Shih-chiu

Living Among the People

- About thc writer Liu Ching

Thc writer Liu Ching has mac'le a valuable contribution to modern
Chinese litcratur:c. TLe publicetion in 196o of the hrst volunrc of
Bailders of a New Lrft, " novel about thc mutual-aid and co-opcra-
live movement in agriculture marlied his maturity ideologically and

as a u,riter. It was rightly acclaimed by critics as one of China's
outstanding contemporaly novels and onc of the literary achicvcmcnts

since the founding of the People's li.epublic of China in ryl).
Besides his r.vritings, Liu Ching has left a revolutionary legacy in

the example of his life as a prole tarian writer. For decades he sen ed

the peoplc by .x,'orking and living among the workers, peasants and
soldiers, u.riting about their lives. I-Ic will rcn-rain an inspiration
to his readcrs as a prof<rund, scrious writer, whosc life stylc was
simple.
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Liu Ching was passionately fond of literature during his vears ar

middle school, but he onlv became involved in revolutionary writing
after he had tead Cbairman Mao's'falks at tbe Yeuan Forunt on Litera-
tare imd Art.

Influenced and quidcd bv this, Liu Ching v/ent to Michih (iountv,
northeast of Yenan as a secretary to a tournship in the spring of ry4).
The township government was run then by only three people, the
head, the instructor and the secretary. His secretarial work was
exhausting and the conditions hard. Their diet mainly consisted
of sorghum, yams, chaff and dried cabbage. Liu Ching soon became

seriously i11. His brother, who was engaged in farming at their home-
town, arrived to tahe him home. The counw Party secretary sug-
gested a transfer back to the county town. But Liu, tefusing both
oflbrs, remained where he was for another three years. His first
noveT,Sowing the Seeds, which described the co-operative movement
in agriculture in nothern Shensi, was based on his life in this period.

Those three years in Michil-r marked Liu's entry into the world

Liu Ching at work (196o)



of revolutionary lTterature. Ile realized that a rvriter must experience

deeply the life of the people. I-ater, he summarized his beliefs thus:
"To write, one must knorv life first. " . . Everything a -nvriter needs

comes from life. . . . Life nurtures, alters and raises the consciousness

of a writer."
After Liberation in 1919, Liu Ching completed his novel, Wail

of Bronry, which was about the War of Liberation. He then left
Peking to settle in Shcnsi and made his home in Changan County.
He held the post of deputy secretary of the county Paty committee,

u,hich gave him every opportunity to familiaize l.fmse1f with the

county's history and present conditions. After six months, he v,ent
to work in Huangfu Village, Wangchu District, as a rnembet of the

county Party committee. IIe and his family moved into the Chung-

kung Temple, whele tl.rey remained for fourteef,i years from r95z

to ry66.
There Liu Ching lived like the peasants, taking part in the village

Irarty branch mcetings and in the co-onerative movement like every-

one else. He v'ould chat v'irh the peasants on theirway to marker,

loin in all occasions and activities whether a v'edding, funeral, or
the building of a rerv house. If a quarrel broke out, he v,as there

to watch and ]isten. , . -

FIe really rr,-as like 
^ 

peasant, dark and small, rvith his head shaved

peasant-fashion. In summer he wore a straw hat; in vrinter a felt
one. His tunic and trousers re'ere peasant sq,1e; his shoes with stitched
clorh soles, Seeing him among a group of peasants, he would
easiiy have been mistaken for one of them. He betrayed no signs

of being a writer.
His relationship to the villagers became very close. I{e knerv

rheir names and all about their lives and family histories. The people

v,ere also very friendly to him; they accepted the small dark man as

one of themselves. The temple v-here he lived became the un-

official meeting-place of the village cadres. !7hen in di€ficulty, they

would meet at Liu Ching's home and seek his advice. Sometimes

even the Party branch meetings were held there too. Peasants with
problems would come and pour out their hearts to Liu Ching and

leave with their minds at ease. If a couple were quarrelling, Liu
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Ching would be asked to mediate; if a child was i11, he u'ou1d advise

ofl the treatment.

.,

Is living among the masses all that is required of a writer? Liu Ching

did not think so. On the contrary, a revolutionary u'riter should

study not only society, but also Marxism-Leninism-Mao Tsetung

Thought. He should sincerely remould his world outlook to become

a real revolutionaty, not iust superficially go thror-rgh the motions.
Liu felt that before a writer could create a hero in his story, he should

remould himself first. I{e said, "When a writer rcvcals the souls

of others, he is revealir:g his orvn at the same time."
A writer can neyer be an impassive observer studying the great

struggles of the mas:es. lIe must be an active parti+ant.
The co-operative movcment was spreading to all parts of the

coufltry rvhen Liu Ching settled in Huangfu Village. The foundatior.r

of the small peasant economy of the past thousands of years was

finally being destroyed. Socialism would be taking ovet the coun-

tryside. Liu Ching plunged enthusiastically into this great revolution,

ioining the village's first mutual-aid team and helping to set up the

first agriculrural co operative, the \llctoty Agricultural Co-operative.

Throughout the tortuous course of the movement with its hard

battles, Liu Ching took part personally at every stage.

Wang Chia-pin, v'ho was chairman of the Victory Co-op, remembers

still how Liu Ching, with the help of a stick, would visit the peasant

families each clav ancl talk to them. f)uring a heavy snov'storm in
the winter of t95i, trudging through snow a foot deep, Liu Ching

reached Wang Chia-pin's home. The Party secretary of Wangchu

District at th^t time was Meng Wei-kang. He recalls how a member

of the co-operative wanted to withdraw and farm on his own because

there had been a good wheat crop that year. Despite being laid

up with asthma, Liu Ching insisted on Meng catrying him across

the tising Haoho River to convene a meeting of the co-op membets

that same evening. He spoke so convincingly that the peasant who
had wished to withdraw was moved to tears. The peasants remember
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another time when Liu Ching gaye 
^ 

talk on the history of the de-

velopment of society and the superiority of socialism. The villagers
arrived very eaiy at the meetirg-place, those at the back edging
foru'ard. Liu Ching spoke in such an interesting and lively \r,ay that

no ofle wanied to miss a word.
Liu Ching shared the rough and the smooth with the peasants of

Fluangfu Village. It rvas there that he wrote Builders of a New Life.
IIe v-as very concerned about caing for collective properg/. To

help the co-op members raise good cattle and strengthen the collective

economy, after many discussions with the cadres and co-op members,

he wrote down some rules in the old literary form of three characters

in each line about raising cattle. Aftet its publication, it was hailed

by literary and art circles, though some felt it vzas a lesser acbieve-

ment than the writing of Bttilders of a New Life, and that he shouldn't
have taken afly time from that. Liu Ching replied: "IIow can I
shut mvself up iri a room writing a novel, when outside life is full
of struggles?"

Those who knew Liu Ching well, knew that he never spoke or
wrote about himself. He shunned publicity, refusing to allow a

film to be made or special news items about him reieased. He sought

neither fame nor riches. When the first volume of Builders of a New

Life was published in 196o, Liu Ching handed over all his rovalties

to the $Tangchu Feople's Commune, of vzhich Huangfu Village was

a part. Ife said: "I'fi a commtlne member. S7hile others do

manual labour, I work with my pen. I have my wages like everyone

else, so I don't need this money. Let it be used for everyone."

Later the commune built a hospital with it.

3

From the tirne in the early forties rvhen he wrote his first r:ove1 in a

village in northern Shensi, tiil he made his lrome in Huangfu Village,
Liu Ching proved himself a wothy member of the tanks of outstanding

Chinese writers who followed Chairman Mao's line. Yet, this man

was outrageously and cruelly persecuted by Lin Piao and the "gang
of four". lle v'as named as a reactionary writer; Bailders of a New
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Life was sairl to be a bad influence. He was taken to Sian, the capital

of Shensi, where he was publicly criiirzed and then detained.

But those who knew the truth about Liu Ching were bitterly op-

posed to such persecution and fought against it. When some inves-

tigators came to l,iu Ching's Party branch secretary to try aod dig

up some evidence that he had been privileged and not attending

the Party meetings, the village secretary strongly refuted the chatge,

saying that Liu Ching had always paid his Party fees and taken part

in their meetings. He asked them what was so special about Liu

Ching's case. Then they went to Liu Ching's ceighbours to prove

that he hacl liverl ,'in a landlord's compound, leaclirg a ,lecadent life""

The only reply they got $/as: "His o1d broken-dov'n tenrple is over

there. Go and see it for yourself. I-andlord's compound indeed!

rX/hat shit! Some Cecadent life! He lives like one of us." The

investigators finally managing to dig uP something weflt to the com-

mune to get it certified. The commune cadre was furious when he

rcad. it. Shakirg his fist at them, he shouteci: '""Ihis is the Huangfu

People's Commune. Who the hel1 do you think you are coming here

and interfeting like this?"
But that did not stoP the slander, and the attacks became more

ferocious. In ry69, one of the "gang of four's" followers attacked

Liu Ching as"aflactive counter-revolutionary . . . an eflemy agent, . .

a Fersorr who has contact with foreigners". After this he was even

more cruelly persecuted. His wife, Ma \Wei, who had assisred him

in his writings, his lifelong companion and helpmate, who had looked

after him with meticulous care, died as a result of the "gang of four's"

persecution.
Liu Ching's detetmination never faltered. A Party membcr for

over thirty yeats, he believed in the down-to-earth spirit of Party

members and in their tradition of tclling the truth. He therefore

examined his own shortcomings and mistakes in the light of the

facts, resisting all slanders and falsi{ications'

Physically frail, his strength, however, in seeking the truth was

astonishing.
FIis political and mental persecutiolt, the phvsical tortures mcted

out to him brouqht about his collapse. His asthma condition'v/orsen-
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ed and disease aflected his heart and lunp;s. Critically ill and expecting
to die, he asked a cadre from Changan County to take his body after
his death to lluangfu Village.

But Liu Ching did not die. The people needed him. The Party
needed him. TheParty, everyone, was concerned fot him. Through
the efforts of the cadres and people of Changan County vzho loved
him, Liu Ching was scnt to a sanatorium. Then in 1973, a letter
explaining a1l about his serious illoess reached Premier Chou's laden
desk. Dceply worried, Premier Chou immediately issued a directive,
which brought Liu Ching to Shoutu Flospital in Peking, where after
some time he began to improve. Yet or,ving to the interference of
the "gang of four", Premier Chou's direcrive was never fully carried
out.

Liu Cl-ring lived to sce the smashing of the "gang of four" by the
Partv Centrul Committee headed by Chairman liua, but he knew that
he didn't have much longer to livc. He worried that he might not
be able to fu1fil his promisc of complcting the lour voLumes of
tsailders of a Nua Life. IIe had to rvork fast. His promise to the people
drove hirn to work asainst thc clocl<. FIe spent the whole of ry77
revising his Ilrst volume for re publication. Then the hrst part of
the second volume was also published. Last winter, though critically
ill, he continued working on the second part of the second volume
from his sick-bed. On rtth June this ;,ear, hc riicd.

Last March Liu Ching recorded a talk to young lttcrary workers
in Shensi, which was called Life Is the l:'oandatioru of Creatiue Writing.
In this he said: "I'd like to give you a last piece of advice. \fho
has a promising futurc? Who has not? I think those who honestiy
respect iife's laws objectively will have a promising future. Those

who abuse them and do as they like will simpl,rz end up wasting their
lives."

This was Liu Ching's legacy to all young literayworkers, the

future generation in whom he placed his hopes.

IqOTES OS{ TITETIATURE AND ATIT

Tu lla

A Hundred Flowers in Bloom Again

Chailman Mao Tsctung, who formulated the policy of "letting a

hunclrcd flov,ers bkrssonr and a hundred schools of thought contend",
1:ec1,-in r97;, severcly cltticized the "gang of fotrr" for destroying
culture both ar-.cient ancl nroclern, Chinese and foreign, and reducing
the literary utd afi f;elds to a wasteland. Chairman Mao said that
there were no longer any "hundrecl flov,ers" and rhat people were
afraicl to u,ritc articles and pla.ys. 'f}rere u,.ere flo flew flo\.els or

Poems.
In the tu,o years sir.icc tlic smashing of tl-ie "gang of four", efforts

have been made to lestore this policy in the cultural u,odd. Article
r4 of the Cor-istitution adoptcd by the Fifth National lreople's Con-

liress states: "'lhe state applies the policy of 'lettirg a hundred
flou,'ers blc-,ssom and a hunclrecl schools of thought contend' so as

to promote the deYelopn.rent of thc arts and sciences and bring about
a flourishjng socialist culture." Later, an enlarged meeting of the
National Committee of the China Fecleration of Lirerary and Art
L-ircles lrelcl in NIay tlris year discussed how to implement tl-ris policy.
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This policy was enacted to meet the urgent need of accelerating

and developing the culture of our country. In 19;r, Chairman Mao
issued the slogan of "letting a hundred flowcrs blossom and weeding
through the old to bring forth the new". In 1956, he laid equal

emphasis on "letting a hundred flowers blossom" 
^nd 

"a hundrecl

schools of thought contencl". Thus the .fundamenral cultural policy
was established. Guidecl by this policy, an unprecedented flourish-
ing of culture occurred, especially in 1958. New folk-songs all-
peared throughout the entire country, follorr,'ed immediatelv by the

publication of a large number of fine artistic and literary creations,

such as novels, plays, operas, films, poetry, fine arts and music.
'I'hen there was an impetus in the rnovement in ry64 to revolution-
ize, both in form and content, the traditional Ireking opera.

!7hy should this policy bring about such a floudshing of socialist

art and literature? Basically because it conforms to the laws of
clevelopment of culture. Lcnin, in r9oy, pointecl out: "In this
field greater scope must uncloubtcdly be allowed fcir personal initia-
tive, individual inclination, thought and fantas1,, frrrm and conteflt."
Thus differeflt artistic forms and stvles can develop freely, and

different schools of thought may freeiy contend. The question of
whether something is right orwrong in the cultural wodd must be

solved by way of free discussion and through creative practice.

$Tithout academic freedom, without a dernocratic atmosphcre, but
relying merely on administrative porver to promote a certain style

or schooi of thought and prohibit others, there c f be no
cu'ltural richness. On the contr^ty, our cultural wodd r,vill be

stifled, its development impeded.
Art and literature are a rcflection of reality. Thus life's richness

and variety must find reflection in literature and art with varied con-
tent and themes. There are six political criteria required: it must
help unite the people of our various nationaLities; it must be bene-

f,cial to socialist transformation and socialist construction; it must
help consolidate the people's democratic dictatorship; it must
help consolidate democratic centratism; it must help to strengthen
the leadership of the Communist Party; it must be beneficial to so-

cialist international unity and the unity of the peaceJoving peoples
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of the wodd. So long as it adheres to rhese, then any subjecr can

be adoptecl. Writers and artists should hevc the right to choose
whatever subjects they are famlliar u,ith and Iike, otherrvise our
literature and afi cannot refect the true life of the rnasses.

Varietf in content ancl subject inevitably means a r:orrcsponclinlg

cliversity of -[otms ancl styles. Some thcmcs like thc histr.rricrl
progre ss of revolutionary strullgle s are best convcyed in Iarger .,vorks,

while anecdotes from daily life can bc presented in short sketchcs.
The vatious forms and styles of art cannot be substitutecl frrr each

other, nor exclude each other. Only by allowing diversity can we
truly reflect reality in a rich and comprehensive wxy.

Socialist literature and art must serve the workers, pcasants and

soldiers. The demanc'ls of the masses for a richcr intellectual life
have increased greatly. Because individuals vary in their neetls,
intercsts and tastes, Literature and art shoulcl satisfy all necds. 'fhe
masses appreciate works not only about contemporary themes such

as the life and struggles of the people, but aiso those of hisrorical
interest. 'fhe militant march appcals as well as light music enrl

dancing. Paintirgs of Jandscapes, flourers and birds a1e as ncces-

sary as those with rcvolutionary themcs, daily tife and people. T'he

cultural needs of the rnasses are diversc. Neturally they abhorred
the.stereotyped pieces concocted by thc "gang ol four" and their
followers.

In order to fully clevelop our socialist culture to serve the neecls

of the masses, we must encourage thc emergence of all kinrls of crea-

tive activity and give full scope to the talents, originzrlity and inclivi-
duality of our literzry ancl art workers. 'l'he formins of a particular
style displays the artistic maturity of an artist or r.vriter. Some fcrr

example are more adept at meticulous detail while others have a

bold, assertive style. Some are mzsters at portttying a .vide panora-
ma; others excel in depth of chatacterization" STriters, varying in
theit personalities, experiences, education and preferences, must
necessadly difler in their styles. Thus we encoure€le our writers
and artists to evolve and further develop thcir inclividual styles through
arduous practice and tireless experiment, that our socialist litcrature
and att may thrivc ancl flourish.

i
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Literary and art criticisms are necessary, in the pursuit of truth.
Truth must be sought in various ways. We must fight for it. Only
by allowing the people to express their different views, only by allowing
discussion, can we understand and acquire truth. To see to it that
"a hundred schools of thought contend" is to create a lively political
situation.
, Nfith the downfall of the "gang of four", cultural wotkers have

been given a new freedom and are flov/ engaged in creating new

works. Many good ltterary and afi wotks, banned for years, have

rcappeared. Many new works have appeated or soon will appeat.

After the long dark years of the cultural despotism imposed by the

"gang of four", the policy of "letting a hundred flowers blossom

and a hundred schools of thought contend" is now brighteoirg
our cultural rvorld.

An Kuei

"The (ed Lantern Socicty"

- 
a Ncw Peking Opera

The Red Lantern Society u,as a detachment of women fighters attached

to the Yi FIo Tuan (kno'uvn in the west as Boxers). A new Peking
ope.ra of the same name has recently been staged by the China Peking

Opera Theatre in Peking.
Towards the end of the rgih century, as imperialist aggression

intensifled, the Chirg-dyrasty Empress Dowager Tzu Hsi only pursued

capitulationist policies, Thus v-ith no other alternative, the peasants,

artisans ancl other workers in the provinces of Shantung and Hopei
organized themselves into a secret society, the Yi Ho Tuan, and rose

in revolt. Fot a while they controlled the strategic area arotnd
Peking and Tientsin, and despite their ultimate failure, their struggle

against foreign imperialism remains a glorious episode in our history.
The heroism and bravery of the women fighters in the Red Lantern

Society, who fought both alongside the men in the campaigns as well
as in supporting roles, will never be forgotten.

The opera consists of nine scenes. In the first scene the peasaflts

of Shuangliuchen in Chihli (present-day Hopei) are suffering from
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ln thc third sccnc, the cunning qovernor of Chihli, Yu Lu, acting
on the secret instructions of the llrnpress Dowagsl, invites Lin l{ei-
niang and 'Iien Fu-kuang to the governor's house. He proposes

various pians to them, LinHei-niang, hov'ever, sees through his tricks
and thus foils his sioister schemcs. Yu Lu then threatens them with
death. But the Red Lantern Society fiehters have been lying in wait
near by. They ciose in and force the soyernor to comply vith their
plans. FIe is to scnd troops to assist Lin Hei-niang's insurgent army

in capturing the railway station of Laolungtou.
In the sixth and seventh scefles the insurgents have captured the

station and the Ching rulers, corispiring with the foreign imperialists,
plan to lure them to Tientsin, where they will be ambushed and totally
wiped out. Pien 'fsurg, a renegade in league with the missionary
Father I?aul, is to lead them into the trap. Lin Hei-niang, however,

thc cffects of a sevcrc drought znd are eagerly aw'aiting the arrival
of thc Yi Ho Tuan. Instead, foreign czvalry suddenly appear, burn-
ing, killing and plundering. A n-rissionary, Father Paul, who is in
leaguc with a landlord Pai \W'u, seizes the housc and land of a poor
pcasant, Flsiao-ycn. Her father is throu,n into prison, her mother
murdered. Hsiao-yen is about to be arresied herself, when she is

rescued by a band of the Yi IIo 'Iuan insurgents headed by Lin Hei-
niang, the heroine and leader of the lted I-afltcrn Societl, and 'Iien

Fu-kuang, Hsiao-vcn's uncle, another leader of the Yi Ho Tuan.

Hsiao-yen then joins the Red Lantern Society.

t 7t)

Lin I{ei-niang clenouncing the enemy

Lin Hei-niang



dcres not trust Yu Lu's words, suspecdng trcachery. With a group
of fighters she goes ahead to reconnoitre. On the \i/ay they alc
ambushed, and she is seriously wounded. Concealed behind a ttee,
she overhears the plot to attack them and learns that Picn 'Isung

is a traitor. She immediately writes this information in her own
blood on her handkerchief and hides it in the hilt of her sword.
She then tricks Pien Tsung into taking it back to where Hsiao-yen
and the other fighters are stationed. Meanu,hile the enemy closes

in and Lin leaps into a river to escape being captured.
In the last two scefies, Hsiao-yen has received the sword. Au,-are

that there is something unusual about it, shc linally discor.,ers the
messagein the hilt and has Pien'Isung executed. The eneniy launch
their attack. The Red Lantcrn Society fighters, rrieving over Lin
Hei-niang's supposed death, clecicle to Eght the enemy ro the last.
Suddenly Lin Hei-niang appears; a boatman has rescued her. She

insists that l{siao-yen leads tl.re fightcrs av/ay to safety, v,hile shc and
Tien Fu-kuang hold off the enemy. At the end, both she and Tien
die heroically.

f-he Red Lanlern Sodetl and the characters of Lin Hei-niang, Tien
Fu-kuang and Hsiao-yen, all reflect the indomitable fighting spirit
of the Chinese people, who never yielded to foreign imperialism
or to the Ching rulers. This opera represents a historic period in
the long history of the Chinese people's patriotic struggles.

The plot gives full scope to the singing, clialogue, acrobatics and
dramatic art of Peking opera.

In ry64 Chairman NIao asked the China Ireking Opera Theatre
to produce this opera, explaining horv the young women fighters
of the Red Lantern Society, holding their red lanterns, had practised
fighting in the moonlight, and how they had rvanted to storm Peking,
kill the Empress Dowager and drive our the foreign imperialists.
'Iheir actions were full of adventure and drama. During the years

when the "gang of four" $,ere suppressing culture, all the good tradi-
tional operas, Tlse Red Lantern Societl inchded, were banned. It is
only since the fall of the "gang of four" tliat at last Chairman Mao's
wish has been realized.
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BATIK WORK



A turbon

A bir*i psttern cioth

A toPesttY



Teng Feng-chien

tsatik in China

The N{iao, Puyi and Kolao national rninorities mainly inhabir the
soulfi*"r, area of China. Thcir attractive villages nestle in the moun-
tains. T'hey are hone st and industrious peoples, with a lorg creative
tradition. Their colourful batik lr,,ork has a history of many genera-
t1011s.

Batik is one of the most ancient dycing processes in China. It
remains as popular as ever among the minority .women. 'Iheir best
designs arc made into fine clothes for rveddings, festivals, visits and
days v,hen the young girls are courted by the youlr€l men. Batik
decorates their lace, slccves, turbans, sashes and bags, Young girls
in their teens are soon skillcd artists. In their leisure-time or in the
long winter evenings, they sit chatting and singing by their {iresides
meltirg bowls of beeswax and cutting v,ax designs u,ith their knives
on thcir home-spr-rn cloth. First the cloth is dipped into an indigo
dye, the v'ax removed afterwards with boiling water. Then they
repeat the process in othcr dyes such as red, green or yellow.

Batik patterns abound, but different nationalities have their respec-
tive styles. These can be roughly classified into two main types.
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Orc is bascd on nature; the other on gcrimetric dcsigns. 'fhc

former inciudes flourcrs, bircls and {ish; the 1at[er lines, curvcs, ctc,

Both can be applied ctn a largc piccc of cloth, the gcomctric dcsigns

usually serving as a border for the pictulc in thc middle. Girls likc
to express their thoughts and v'ishcs in somc of these pattcrns. The

hsh in a krcal folk song symbolize s the girls' u,ishes for an ideal match.
'Ihe national minorities hol<I festivais in whicl.r the young men and

w-omefi dress in their colourful clothes with their elabcirate batik
clesigns in orcler to display tl.reir technique and attr2rct their admirers'

attention.
From ancient times, the prolific fish has synrbrtlized the wish for

many children. With the der.elopment of society and closer rela-

tionships betu,,een the various nationalities, the changing u/ay of
life has gir.en rise to nerv subjects. Flov'er designs on sashes, for
example, are often replaccd by a picturc of Peking's Tien An N{en

Squarc. Thc peony, a traditiclnal IIan design, has now been adopted

b), the N{iao pec.rp1e, shov'irg thc close cultural contacts betwecn

these trvo narionalitics in China.

The arch pzrttern, zrn ancicnt one, is alu,zrys used for sashes. In
our present issue is .Ln illusiration of this by thc Miao people. The

t,orders are dyed .r,ith the arch pattern, r.r,hile thc cefltle has a spt^y

of cockscomb. Bclou, this are three squares with fish, flou,-ers

and again the central cockscomb flou'cr design. It is an exquisite

cxample of thc more sophisticated multi-coloured batik art.

Another design is used on the turbans of the Kolao minority.
It v.as sketched directly in black and yellow wax, dispcnsing with
thc initial indigo d),eing procedurc. It has been carefully drawn

to show both light and shacle.

The design of the batil., rapestry in this issue rvas copied from a

ninority cultural relic unearthed in Yunnan Provincc. lt shows thc

pcnsants in arcier.rt tin-rcs working in the ficlds, with the cracks in
the original relic faithfully rcproduced in batik.

Fishermen by llTa lYei
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INTRODUCING A CLASSICAL PAINTING

Shu Huo

f{u T{ei q,nd tlis Painting
"Fisbevmen"

Wu Wei (r4;9-r5o8), the notcd Nling-dynasty artisr, was recognizcd

as thc greatest painter of his time. Born into a Poor farnily in Chiang-

hsia County, Hupeh Province, he was forced to lead a vagabond lifc

when he was still very young because of poverty. On reaching

Haiyu Count,v in I(iangsu Province, he was taken in by a rich fami\'

as a boy attendant to keep their children company in their studies.

As a child he had been very fond of painting, and so he secretly began

to draw some landscapes and f gutes. His master, discovering these

one day, was surprised at his talent and encouraged the boy by

providing him with brushes and paper.

As a result of his eflorts, Wu Wei had already won for himself in

his teens a reputation as a boy painter. Later he went to Nzrnking

where an official, who admired his talent, employed him as a private

secretary, giving him the name of Hsiao Hsien (little genius). From
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thcn on, Wu Wei used that as his pseuclonynr, signing it on mc-rst of
his works. lt can be seen for exarlple on the upper left-hand corner
of the painting Fisltermen reproduced in this issue. His fame grew
until at last the Emperor Flsien-tsung sumrnoned hin-r to court as a

cor-rrt painter.

Wu ITci was a heavy cirinkcr. One clay rvhen he was very clrunk,
the emperor ordered trirn to make a painting. Supported bv
others he arrived at the court, where kneeling on the floor he executed

a painting a[ random with a few sirnple brush-strokes. The painting,
Pine Trees b1 a Foanlttin, though quiclrly completed, was both vivid
anrl lively. The emperor u,as clclighted with it and remarked: "This
really is rhe work of a genir-rs." Emperor Hsien-tsung was succeeded

by Hsiao-tsung. He made Wu Wei cofltimre to paint for him
and even bestowed on him the special honour of a signet inscribed
wittr the characters, "'Ihe Greatest Painter".

Wu \)7ei had absorbed and dcveloped the painting techniques of
thc Soutlrern Surg-dynasty (trz1-t219) painters, Nfa Yuan and Flsia

Kuei. FJe evolvecl a new style of lanclscape painting that rv'as bold,
vigorous ancl elegant. FIis special fcature is l'ris treatmcnt of moun-
tains and rochs. FIc used the /.rtm (wrinkles) brush-stroke with an

unusual sharpne5s and emplo;red ink splashing with the effect of
u,hiding clouds. An observer watching him work, it has been said,

could nevet guess at first what he was painting. It was only as he

rnade the f,nishing touches when the painting coulcl be studied care-

fully, that one could see the meticulous arrangement of brush-strokes
and composition.

An artist of immense versatility, Wu \{zei not only excellecl at l21od-

scapes in the hsieh-.yi style (free-style) but also uras a fine 6gure painter
in the kung-pi style (rneticulous detail). In the Palace l\iluseum Collec-
tion in Peking there is a scroll, Spring in Wuling by \7u \X/ei in the me-

ticulous sty1e, in which all the figures are painted rvith great clelicacy.

Sflu \Mei was also a good portrait painter.
Fisheruten is onc of Wu rVei's lanclscape masterpieces. In depicting

the life of {ishermen, he pzrinted over forty boats dottecl over the vast

expanse of water. Some of the f,shermen are resting as wisps of
smoke rise from the stoves on the sterns of their boats. Others in the
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bows sit chatting to each other. Some examine their nets while
others continue to fish. The whole painting has been executed

with the minimum of brush work. Each boat consists of only a

few strokes, sorne only of or:e. The ink wash is both heavy and

light. The figures, simply drawn, are elegant and natural. T'he

rocky slopes, distant hills and mountajn peaks show his cluracteristic
sharpness and powerful methodicai approach. 'Ihe whole conveys

a spitit of harmony and subtlety.
'Ihe painting, r7o.8 cm in length o"nd ry 3 "1 cm wide, is in the collec-

tion of tl-re Palace Museunr, Peking.
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"Wenyi Bao" Resumes Publication

lYen-yi Bao, the leading literary criticism magazine of China, resumed

publication in July after a twelve-year suspension by the "gang of
firur".

Launched in September r)4)t on the eve of the birth of the Peo-

ple's Republic of China, the journal was f<runcled by the China Federa-

tion of I-,iterury ancl Art Circlcs.
The new editor-in-chief of the journal is Feng Mu, a noted Titerary

critic.
In an article, "Io Our ILeaders", published in its first issue, the

journal explains its policies. It states: we will take an active part
in the nationwide struggle against the "gang of four", in exposing

and criticizing their counter-revolutionary revisionist line in litetature
ancl art. We will strive to ful1y i6p166ent Chairman Mao's cultural
line and to pursue his policy of "letting a hundred flowers blossom
and a hundred schools of thought contend". We vzill fight to release

the creative forces in literature and art to bring about a fourishing
of socialist literature and att. \)7e hope to increase the numbers of
proletarian writers and artists.

The article continues that since all literature and art spring from
the life and struggles of the masses, they must reflect these. The
journal will uphold this principle, and encourage those artists and

writers who have lived among the masses and are able to reflect life
with pepetration.

1I8

The maganne also carried an editorial in memory of I(uo l\,{o-jo,
the late chairman of the China Federation of Literary and Art Circles,

and a nurnber of important speeches delivereci at the federation's
enlarged national committee meetiflg in 1\,Iay including those by
Nlao Tun, Chou Yang and Pa. Chin, vice-chairnren of the fecleration,

"They Had No Right to Be Born" R.estaged in Lhasa

Recentiy the Tibetan play , Tbel Had l{o Right to Be Born, was restaged

in Lhasa, the capital of the 'Iibet Autonomous liegion. It was per-
formed by the Tibet Nlodern Drama Company.

rVritten in the Tibetan language, it tells of the tragic love of t-r,-o

young serfs, Drashi and Yangchan. Wishing to rnarry, they are

forbidden to do so by their owner. Yangchan becomes pregoaflt
and is told by her master to have an abortion. Flaving given birth
to twin girls in secret, she drowns herself in a river. Drashi endures

great humiliation and hardship in ordet to bring up his daughters,

unable to claim them publicly as his own. The elder of the twins
is killed later by the serf-owner, but het twin sister escapes to join

the People's Liberation Atmy. It is only after the democratic reform
folloin'ing the ovcrthrow of the feudal and re^ction ty local govern-
ment in ry59, that Drashi is reunited with his dalrghter. \{,-hile the
"gang of four" v'ere in control, they banned this play although it
refected the struggles of the Tibetan peoplc.

The play has been translated into the Chinese language and per
fotmed in Peking. Many of the zctors and aurcsses of the Tibet
Modern Drama Company, rvhich was foundcd aftcr 1919, are f<ttmer
serfs.

False Chatges Against "The Gteat Days in
Shaoshan" Ate R.efuted

The Creat Dals in Sbaoshan, an essay written in ry65 by Chou Li-po,
xuthor of the u,ell-known novcl, 'fbe Lllrricane, clescribed Chairman
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Mao's visit to his hometown, Shaoshan, in llsiangtan Counf, Hunan
Ptovince, in June 1959 after an absence of thirty-two years. It s,as

published on April 23, :"966 in a supplement of the YangclLengEuenin.q

Paper. The essay infuriatetl Chiang Ching and her associares because

it praised Yang Kai-hui, Chairman Mao's first wife who gave her
Iife for the revolution. This essay, during the Cultural Revolution,
was labelled by the "gang of four" as rcactionary writing. Chou
Li-po was cruelly persecuted, and the newspaper in which it had
appeared was unfairly criticized.

l{ecently the People't Dai[t published a letter by the late Comrade

I-o Jui-ching, rvho had accompanied Chairman Mao to Shaoshan

in u,hich he described their visit. By republishing the essay rn'ith

this letter, the truth of the situation has at last been revealed.

Mechanical Puppet Invention

A new kind of rnechanical puppet has been devised by Warg Chia-

fan, a construction worlier ancl puppet eflthusiast. ltod-puppets
were formerly manipulated by tvo rods attached to their arms.
T'his new mechanical plrppet, designed like the human body, is r.z
metres in heieht and u,'eighs r,oot grammes. 'Ihere arc over 4oo
parts connected to rz rods. Tl-re range of moyement possible now
is much greatet than u,ith the conventional puppets, and it is

easier to operate.

"Bettet Films Wanted"

Recently the People's Daifi pt*:lished an article entitled, Better Films
IYanted, in u,hich it is stated that the masses are rcquesting more and

better fiIms.
Since the fali of the "gang of four", workers in the film industry

have produced some good films, but these are still a far cry from
meeting the demands of the public. Feature films are lacking both
in quantity and quality. Some are stiil influenced by the "gang of
Four's" cultural policies and beat traces of these. Worliers in the
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fiIm industry, isolated from the masses for a long time by the policies
of Lin Piao and the "gang of four", are not familiar with the life of
the people.

They must nov/ go among the masses to cleate better films and
they must avail themselves of all forms of cinema techniques in order
to improye the quality of the Chinese film industry.

Peking Artists Perform for the Taching Oilfield
Wotkers

About Joo artists from Peking recently went to Taching to perform
for the oil workers and their families. Taching, in the northeast
of China, is the model for Chinese industry.

Five different companies \il/ele represented by the artists, including
the Chinese Opera and Ballet Theatre, the Children's Art Theatte
and the Peking Opera Troupe of Feking. They performed for the
drilling teams at their u,orksites, in workshops and workers' hostels,
improvising sometimes with an open-air stage. Among their plays
wete Lolal Hearts, abott how Chinese medical workers fought against
the policies of the "gang of four", and Tlte Newspaper Bo1ts, which
tells of how Premier Chou En-lai, during his stay in the Kuomintang-
coritrolled city of Chungking in the r94o's, led the Party newspaper
workets in a successful struggle against the Kuomintang reactionaries.
They also performed the Peking opera, Tbe Yoang Pboenix Rzrer, which
has a patdotic and historical theme. The programme also included
songs, dances and chlli baltads.

The Cenual National Orchestr^ afld. Chorus Resumes
Petformances

Banned for a decade by the "gang of four", the Central National
Orchestra and Chonrs has recently resumed giving public perform-
ances in Peking. Their repetoire includes both Chinese and foreign
classical works, as well as rnodern instrumental and vocal ones,

Formedin 196o, it has 5o musicians and more than 4osingers. Among
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their musical insruments are 3o Chinese and national minority ones,

which have been improved over the years, This orchestra and chorus

made a great contribution in the past to preservirg our heritage and

Cevelopir.g Chinese music.

The Central Philharmonic Orchestta Resumes Its
Sunday Concetts

The Central Philharmonic Orchestra tesumed its popular Sunday

Concerts, bannecl by the "gang of fout", after a gap of more than

ten years. These concefts feature Chines.c symphonic music.

Between ry56 znd 1966, when the Cultural Revolution started

and these concefis were stoppecl, the orchesrra flzve over three hundred

Sunday performances.

A Hans Andetson Fairytale Adapted far a Chinese

Ballet

A ne.r, Chinese ballet based on the fairvta]l.e, The Little Match Girl,

by the Danish writer }Ians Christian Anderson, was recently per-

forrned by the students of the Peking School of Dancing.

Founded in r914, the school's training, Programme was interupted

for some time by the "gang of fout" while they vrere in power. This

storywas selected for adaptatiofl as a ttaining exercise in Western

ballet rnethods for the students.

Burmese CuLtutal Dance and
in Peking

Music Troupe Petform

The Butmese Cultural Dance and Music 'l"roupe recently gave accom-

plished performances in Peking.

They presented a vaiety of traditional and modern dances. One

of these, Dance of the Blxes,was very popular in ancient times in Burma'
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The recent performances by young male Cancers were both lively
and humorous.

Another dznce, The Danrc to the Classical Song Yantona, rnimics the
movements of vrater bitds and fishermen. It shows the Burmese
fishermen's love of their work and life.

Tbey also performed a Plppet Dance and a short dance drama, A
L[ttbical Flouer"

The music consisted of traditional Burmese instrumental music.

Algerian Painting Exhibition Opens in Peking

An Algerian Painting Exhibition opened in Peking. On show were
more than eighty oils, water-colours and sketches. The artists were
both established ones, fghters who had fought for national liberation,
and young painters. All refected the struggles of thc Algerian
peoples for their liberation and their cflorts in building up their
countfy.
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