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INTRODUCTION

The Golden Road is the most significant Chinese novel to
emerge in the last fifteen years. A dramatic story of one
North China farming community in the early days after the
revolution, it concerns the relationship between the Chinese
peasantry’s desite to overcome its poverty and peasant ef-
forts to collectivize agriculture. In addressing a central ques-
tion of our times — how to eliminate poverty — this work
clearly demonstrates that the triumph of the Chinese revolution
in 1949 did not resolve the rural crisis but served to open up
wider perspectives for economic and social development.
The process of revolutionary transformation in the
countryside profoundly affected the lives of all involved and
came to be powerfully symbolized by one word: fanshen.
Coined in the liberated areas of North China during the late
forties when the land reform movement was shattering the
economic, social, and political power of the landlords, fansben
literally means “to turn over.” To the hundreds of millions
of peasants participating in the destruction of the feudal,
medieval order, it meant emancipation — from the landlords,
from superstition, from ignorance; and it signified the begin-
ning of a new life. With the acquisition of land, tools, and
political power, one fifth of humanity had entered a new

world,

The trials of land reform and the successive steps to-
ward agricultural collectivization which brought an end to
private farming have provided the raw material for many of
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the best novels and stories of contemporary China. Novel-
ists such as Ding Ling, Liu Qing, Zhao Shuli and Zhou Libo,
whose works have been translated into English and published
by the Foreign Languages Press, Beijing, hold the view that
socialist literature should reflect the needs and tastes of the
general public; it should portray life realistically but in an
optimistic and idealized manner, free from the limitations of
real life. They have produced a genre of literature which
is fundamentally political in nature, designed to stress the
positive aspects of the revolutionary process and intended to
inspire those engaged in the building of a new society.

Hao Ran, the pen name of Liang Jinguang, is in the
same tradition as these writers but of a younger generation.
Born on March 25, 1932 in an impoverished peasant family in
Zhapgezhuang Mining Town, Hebei, North China, he grew up
in times of tremendous social turmoil. During his first dec-
ade of life, he was orphaned and his homeland invaded by
Japan. To make a living, he ran errands for the Communist
soldiers fighting the Japanese.

In 1946, Hao Ran became a cadre in one of the liberated
areas, serving as head of the Children’s Corps. As the battle
for China was raging in 1948, he was admitted into the
Communist Party, and during the first years of the Peo-
ple’s Republic, he participated in the setting up of mutual-
aid teams and cooperatives in Hebei’s Jixian County where

he had moved around 1940. In all, he worked for eight years”

as a cadre at the grass-roots level, with these experiences
providing invaluable first-hand material for his literary
career.

Hao Ran first began writing at the age of seventeen
when the need to encourage peasants in production had com-
pelled him to pick up a pen and compose a short skit on the
subject. But his real boost came in 1954 when he joined the

i

scaff of the Hebei Daily as a reporter. During the next ten
years, while he worked for various publications as a cot-
respondent and then as an editor, he published seven collec-
tions of stort stories, one volume of prose and three children’s
books. .

The publication of volume one of his first novel, Bright
Skies, in September 1964 brought Hao Ran into the literary
limelight. It was greeted with enthusiasm by the public and
established him as a major writer on the theme of revolu-
tionary transformation in the countryside. He left his job at
the time as an editor of the journal Homggi (Red Flag) to
devote himself full time to his writings and to the activities
of the Beijing Writers” Union.

The outline of Hao Ran’s second novel was begun
before the outbreak of the Cultural Revolution in 1966 but
were put aside for four years while he participated in the
movement, which included a six month stint in the country-
side at Zhoukoudian Commune, about 45 miles southwest of
Beijing. In 1972, the first volume of this novel, The Golden
Road appeared, bringing Hao Ran to the pinnacle of his
literary carecer. An ambitious projoct, it was envisaged as a
four volume work tracing the coutse of collectivization in the
countryside from 1950 to 1956. Volume two, like its predeces-.
sor 2 mammoth creation of a half a million words, was pub- -
lished in 1974. Sections of volume three - subsequently
appeared in periodicals but the whole has never been com-
pleted.

The first volume of The Golden Road, which is trans-
lated here, concerns events in one village during the first
few months of 19s0. It derives much of its strength from
Hao Ran’s extensive knowledge of the speech, customs and

» ‘way of life of people in eastern Hebei. Its slow moving

presentation is reminiscent of the rural story-telling tradition
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practiced by itinerant folk artists. As a modern day story-
teller, Hao Ran. uses vivid colloquial language with an oc-
casional historical allusion, reflecting his close ties with the
rural-populace. His familiarity with farming tools, planting
conditions and soil quality is unmatched by any other modern
Chinese novelist.

Unfortunately, this novel is flawed in several ways, as
a result of certain literary practices in vogue in the early
seventies. Quotations from Mao Zedong printed in bold face,
over-emphasis of the role of the leading character and ex-
cessive rhetoric mar this work., With the author’s consent,
such parts have either been dropped or modified in the
English version. Also cut for reasons of economy were many
. extraneous anecdotes and portions that presume an intimate
knowledge of Chinese history on the part of the reader.

Despite its flaws, The Golden Road has a definite place
in the literary history of New China. It remains the best
of the novels published since 1966 and it shows the path
that its author firmly believes will lead hundreds of millions
of Chinese peasants from poverty to prosperity.

The translators would like to express their appreciation
to Adele Rickett for her moral support and critical readings
of early drafts of the manuscript. We also owe thanks to

. Janet Costner, Margaret Decker, Lois Hely, Patricia Jackal,

Margie King, Ruth Misheloff, Maxine Miska, Judy Polum-

baum, Jan Ting and Silvia Wineland for their valuable criti- ~

cisms and generous advice.

Chris Gilmartin
Beijing, 1980

PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS

For the convenience of readers, the original Chinese names
have been shortened. The full names are given in brackets.

Caifeng (Qian Caifeng)
Crooked Mouth

Daquan (Gao Daquan)
Erlin (Gao Etlin)

Fan Keming

Grandma Deng

Gu Xinmin

Jinfa (Zhang Jinfa)
Jiuvkuan (Deng Jiukuan)

Liang Haishan

" Liping (Zhou Liping)

Fiancée of Erlin.

Former landlord in Green-
fields.

A Party member in Green-
fields. »

A young peasant in Green-
fields, Daquan’s brother.

A cook in the district office
in town, but whose home is
in Greenfields.

An elderly poor peasant in
Greenfields.

The bead of Heavenly Gate
County.

The village bead of Green-
fields. : '
A poor peasant in Green-
fields.

The Party Secretary of Heav-
enly Gate County.

A Youth League member,
Zhou Zhong's daughter.



Liu Xiang

Luo Xuguang

Qin Fu
Qin Kai

Ruifen (Lu Ruifen)
Shaohuai (Feng Shaohuai)

’
I

Tiehan (Zhu Tiehan)

Tougfl Hide (Jin Shou)

Wenji (Qin' Wenji)
Wenging (Qin Wengqing)

Zhou Zhong

A poor peasant in Green-
fields.

Deputy leader of a land re-
form work-teamn in Green-
fields.

A middle peasant in Green-
fields.

A middle peasant in Green-
fields, Qin Fu’s brother.
Daguan’s wife. .

An upper-middle peasant in
Greenfields, a distant relative
of Daguan. '
A Party member in Green-
fields, the leader of the vil-
lage militia.

A loafer in Greenfields, Jin-
fa's cousin.

Qin Fu's eldest son.

A Youth League member, Qin

Fiu's youngest son.
An old poor peasant in Green-
Jields, an activist.

I
Greenfields Reborn

A fiery sun rose from the horizon, gilding the rambling plain
and the thatched-roof houses in the old village with a crust
of gold. Smoke from breakfast fires hovered above the
streets which were alive with sounds of cocks crowing and
children merrily laughing.

A cloud of dust suddenly boiled up from a side lane.
Chickens flapped their wings and scooted off in every direc-
tion. It was not a gust of wind nor a cart — just Zhu Tiehan
charging out of an alley. He was not running, no pressing
business was beckoning him; his gait always suggested a great
to-do. This ruddy-complexioned young man was upusually
tall and strong; he even seemed to breathe more powerfully
than others. Although it was the coldest time of year when
dripping water instantly solidifies, the collar on his partially
buttoned padded jacket flapped open, exposing his swarthy
chest. ‘

When he was born, his mother had failed to lactate and

" he had howled from hunger under a shabby quilt beside her.

Not a speck of rice was to be found in the house; his father
could only scrape together wild vegetables which he cooked
into broth for the newborn baby. Tiehan lived on chaff and
vegetables for the next nineteen years. He never owned a
stitch of decent clothing: in summer he wrapped a gunny sack
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around his middle and in winter he threw another one over
his shoulders. He was famished, freezing and neglected, but
he never fell ill; even a slight headache was rare. All in
_all he was much healthier than those who feasted on meat
and fish and bundled up in silk quilted jackets. Believing
he was destined to survive, his parents called him Tiedan
(iron egg) and gradually everyone else picked it up. During
the upsurge of land reform, a comrade from the work team
who was helping him write an application‘ for Communist

" Party membership persuaded him to change his name from
Tiedan (iron egg) to Tiehan (iron man).

Now he rushed over to the old locust tree in front of the
“Tall Steps,” a common nickname for the landlord’s former
domicile because of the particularly high steps leading into
the compound. Wrapping both arms around the tree trunk,

- he kicked off his shoes and nimbly shinnied up the tree. He

- reached for a cardboard megaphone hanging from a branch
and was about to speak into it; but then he paused, yanked
off a dead branch, and broke it into. several pieces. With
his eyes squinted mischievously, he looked down the street.

Two friends were approaching from the east. Qin Wen-
qing was carrying a roll of paper and a bucket of paste. He
had his hair parted on one side, a style common among stu-
dents, and looked gentle and good-natured. Zhou Liping,
two thick braids hanging down to her waist, walked along
beside him, completely absorbed in their conversation. She
was carrying a washbasin in one hand and a long-handled
broom in the other.

“He hides at home and barely ever steps out of our court-
yard,” Wenqing was saying. “He sees the new socjety through
a crack in the gate. All he ever does is sit around and cal-
culate how to make another buck. It makes me look bad.”
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“Your father is weird,” Liping declared. “Why’s he so
afraid of us poor peasants anyway? The government policy
is clearly to unite with middle peasants.”™

“Well, it’s not hard to see why. All those rumors spread
by the Kuomintang reactionaries just before Liberation scared
the hell out of him. Since land reform he has softened a bit.
You can even spot a smile on his face once in a while. But
he’s still very suspicious of anything connected with the gov-
crnment. I wouldn’t mind him being so conservative if only
he wasn’t such a drag on me.” ‘ \

“Why bother with him? Even women are liberated now.
How can he get in the way of a young man like you?”’

“He was against me teaching in the night school. Daquan
had to spend two evenings persuading him. Why, if it weren’t
for Daquan, Heaven only knows what kind of fuss he would
have made.” »

“You just can’t deal with conflict,” Liping asserted. “And
Daquan is too patient. Now if things were left up to me,
[—"

Suddenly Liping screeched as something hit her on the head.
Before she could look up, a barrage of dry branches came
hailing down on her.

Pleased with his prank, Tiehan laughed so hard the whole
trec shook. He ignoted Liping’s tongue-lashing and raised
the megaphone to his mouth. “Hey, all you group leaders,

» After liberation in 1949, land reform was carried out in China’s
countryside to uproot the feudal ownership of land. According to the
government policy on determining the class status in the rural areas,
the rural population at that time was classified into landlords, rich
peasants, middle peasants (who were subdivided into upper-middle,

- middle and lower-middle peasants), poor peasants and workers (including

farm laborers). The landlords and rich peasants belonged to the over-
thrown exploiting classes.



attention please! The village head is gding to a district meet-
ing soon, so we need to collect examples of recent improve-
ments in our village and gather together everyone’s opinions.”

He repeated his announcement several times, then started
to laugh again.

Liping waved her broom in the air and yelled, “You rotten
eggl 1 dare_ you to come down here and have it out with
me.” ,

With one arm wrapped around a branch, Tiehan dangled
his big feet and countered, “If you had any guts, you'd come
up here.”

“You come down!”

“Haven’t you been running around every day vyelling that
men and women are equal now? After all that racket, looks
- like you haven’t made the grade yet.” :

Liping shoved’ Wenqing. “Climb up there and pull him
down for me.”

“I don’t want to get in his way,” Wenqing declined, step-
ping back.

“Scaredy-cat,” Liping spat. Then she picked up her basin
and left in a huff. -

Tiehan called out, “Wenging, now you've seen it with
your own eyes. For the first time Liping has admitted she’s
been licked. And I'm the one who did it!”

Wenqing laughed, then said more seriously; “Tiehan, come
on down and help us set up the village office.”

“If T help you, who’s going to canvass the members of my
group?”’

“Everyone in your group is praising the government to the
skies except my father. Compliments are all you'll get. Why
bother?” Wenging retorted and followed after Liping.

“That’s just what I'm after. The more good news the

better.  The district leaders are concerned about the fanshen*
peasants. 1 want to tell them all the good news.” As he
said this, Tiehan slid down the tree and noticed his shoes
wcrc missing. ‘““Liping,” he screamed at the top of his lungs,
“give me back my shoes!”

Standing at the top of the Tall Steps, L1p1ng held up her
broom in one hand and the basin in the other. ‘“What are
you talking about? Who wants your shoes!”

Puzzled, Tiehan bent down to look around. Suddenly
a heavy shoe landed squarely on his head. As he looked up,
Liping was taking the other shoe from the basin and getting
ready to let it fly. Tiehan went charging up the steps.

Quick to react, Liping snatched the bucket from Wengqing’s
hand and threatened, “If you dare come up here, I'll dump
all this pastc on your head.”

Tichan bargained, “No more trouble if you give me back
my shoe.”

“Arc you going to pull any more tricks on me?”

“Give me back my shoe,” Tiehan demanded.

“Not unless you promise to behave yourself.”

“Okay, okay.”

Just then a group of people sallied out of a nearby alley,
bundles, basins, bowls, brooms and pitchforks in hand. A
fcw were lugging a cabinet. Everyone was laughing and
chattering as if they were part of a triumphal procession.

* “Literally, it means ‘to turn the body,’ or ‘to turn over.’ To
China’s hundreds of millions of landless and land-poor peasants it meant
to stand up, to throw off the landlotd yoke, to gain land, stock, im-
plements, and houses. But it meant much more than this. It meant to
throw off superstition and study science, to abolish ‘word blindness’
and learn to read, to cease considering women as chattles and establish
cquality between the sexes, to do away with appointed village magistrates
and rcplace them with elected councils. It meant to enter a new world.”
(William Hinton, Fanshen: A Documentary of Revolution in a Cbme:e
Village, New York, Vintage, 1966, p. vii.)



Tiehan, always one for a good time, ran over and asked,

“What’s going on here?”

“We're helping Aunt Chen move,” Lu Chunjiang replied,

his ruddy cheeks showing from under a big iron wok over
his head. ‘

Tagging along after the crowd, Tiehan boasted, “You're
just moving now? We moved everyone in our group two
days after the houses were assigned. You're falling behind.”

“Not everyone does such a slapdash job,” countered Lu
Chunjiang. ““We repaired all the houses that are going to
be handed out so that they look like new. New houses for

new people. If you don’t believe me, go take a look for'

yourself.”

Realizing that he had blundered, Tiehan grinned ingenuous-

ly at Chunjiang, then worked his way over to Aunt Chen,
who was holding onto a couple of old hens. “Aunt, do you
have any other heavy things? The heavier the better. T’ll
move them for you.” ’

The widow was so thrilled by the excitement of moving
she could not keep her mouth shut. ‘“Where are your eyes?
With so many helping hands, one trip will take care of the
whole thing,” she replied glancing around at the crowd.
“Besides, you cadres have your hands full as it is, without

worrying about me. By the way, I just heard your broadcast

to the group leaders. Even though you’re not my group leadet,
I want to tell yol my criticism of Daquan —"

“Oh, Aunt,” Chunjiang came over and said, “why don’t
you just drop it.”

“What are you doing?” Tiehan glared at Chunjiang. “She
has a right to speak her piece.” ,

“I was itching to move into my new house as soon as I
got it,” Aunt Chen recounted. “But then Daquan told me
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to wait. The windows needed to be fixed. All right, I
let him have his way. After the windows were fixed, he said
wait a few more days so we can replaster the walls. Okay,
I said, replaster the walls. Then the night before last I saw
the walls had dried so I found Daquan and told him I'd
been dreaming about living in my new house, nothing could
keep me from moving in now. But he said that the kanmg*
should be relaid. I said no. Mixing mud and plaster is too
much trouble in winter. I.could just make do for a while.
So-last night I found some people to help me move. But
when I got there, the kang was already fixed. Someone told
me Dagquan, Yongzhen and Chunjiang did it the night before.
It was so cold. And they worked all night without a bit of
heat in that house. What if they had gotten sick? How could
I bear to see that?”

Tiehan blinked. “Huh! Is that all that your criticism
amounts to? Forget it. Better go snuggle up on your karng.”

“Tichan,” Aunt Chen yelled, “how can you be so undemo-
cratic? 'When my group leader comes around to get my ctit-
icisms, I'll add one for you.”

The crowd roared with laughter, frightening the two hens
under Aunt Chen’s arms into frantic squawking.

As he watched this lively crowd move down the road, Tie-
han felt tremendously gratified. ~Surrounded by teats and
anger while he was growing up, hé had never seen poor people
so happy before. '

Liu Xiang came into the village toting a cartying-pole that
bounced and squeeked, the load so heavy the baskets almost
scraped the ground. The manure in each basket was piled

% A brick platform, heated in winter from underneath, and used in
the day to sit and work on and at night as a bed. -It usually takes. up
onc whole side of a room in a northerner’s house. :

7



to a peak and was held in by branches stuck around the rim
of the basket.

Tiehan clapped and cheered. “Hey, Uncle Liu, you must
have rolled out of bed pretty early to collect all this manure!”

Sweat running down Liu Xiang’s face had crystalized into
beads of ice on his stubby beard. “Earlier than you think,”
he grinned. “This is my second trip.” '

“Gee, you're really putting yourself out!”

“Now that the wotld belongs to us, I'm bursting with
energy. Why shouldn’t I go all out? I'm going to work to
double my crop this year and see the grain bins overflowing.”

“That’s the way we poor peasants should feel. The road
ahead is so clear we can just let loose and run. Nothing can

get in the way of our good life. You should have your wife -

fix some good meals so you can work even harder.”

Liu Xiang put down his heavy load and brushed off his
sweat. ‘“You know the old saying, morale soars in happy
- times. Ever since land reform, my wife’s sickness and de-
pressions have disappeared. Why, yesterday afternoon she
pushed the millstone all by herself. Ground up more than
two pecks of corn. Isn’t it amazing how much strength she
has? In fact, that’s the way most folks feel. Take Zhu
Zhankui’s father for instance. A few years ago the old man
was so worn-out he couldn’t go outside in the wintertime.
Now he’s so happy he refuses to stay inside. He hangs around
the piece of land they got during land reform from morning
to night. Never gets tired looking at it.”

Tiehan, reminded of his duties, said, “We’ve got endless
examples of how good our lives have gotten. When we report
them to the leading comrades, they sure will be pleased. I
must go tell Daquan to start writing them all down for his
report.” .

“I wonder if Daquan’s back home yet. I saw him in front

of the Tall Steps early this morning on his way to the Con-
sumet Coop. He might not be back yet.” ‘
Tichan was so preoccupied he hardly noticed what Liu
Xiang was saying. Before Liu Xiang had finished, he had
rushed off to Daquan’s house. :

Gao Daquan lived on the east side of town. His place
used to be an abandoned threshing ground owned by the
former landlord, Crooked Mouth. After land reform when
Daquan moved in with his wife, Lu Ruifen, and his brother
Gao Erlin, they eagerly refurbished their new home. They
fashioned a courtyard by building an adobe wall around the
two buildirgs standing on the property — a tile-roofed brick
main house in the northwest cotner of the square lot and a -
thatch-roofed shack in the southeast corner. They planted
willow trees along the wall and a few locust trees near the
house.

Zhu Tiehan entered the Gao courtyard and saw a toddler
chasing after a speckled hen. He screwed up his face, posed
as if he was about to pounce. on the boy and glared. *Xiao
Long, where is your father? Hurry up. Out with it!”

Xiao Long was extremely wary of Tiehan as he would .
tweak Xiao Long’s nose whenever he was in a good mood..
The boy forgot the hen and scrambled toward the house to
scek the security of his mother’s arms.

Ruifen, hearing a voice in the courtyard, came outside.
Motherhood seemed to suit her well; her body had filled out
and a certain poise was reflected in her youthful features.
She still dressed in her native Shandong style: a front lock of
hair slopcd across her forehead and was pushed behind her

__ear; her padded jacket was buttoned on the side and made
of plain patterned cloth and her black padded pants were

very wide at the cuff. Since her hands were covered with
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golden corn flour, she drew Xiao Long toward her with both
wrists and said to Tiehan, “Are you teasing my child again?
Don’t you ever behave yourself?”
“I asked him about his dad but he wouldn’t answer me.”
“With such lousy manners, no wonder he won’t talk to

)

you.

“So that’s how it is. “There sute are a lot of rules around
here. Well, I can handle that.”

With a click of his heels, he snapped to attention and gave
a military salute, then said in a mocking tone, “Comrade Lu
Ruifen, may I ask if Comrade Gao Daquan is at home?”

Ruifen burst out laughing. Kissing Xiao Long on the
cheek, she said, “Look at what a strange uncle you have
Don’t be like him when you grow up.’

“T1ehan thrust his chest forward. “What’s wrong with me?
Put a gun into my hand and I can defend the village. Give
me a hoe and I can work the fields. If Xiao Long shouldn’t
be like me, who should he be like? You? One day when
I was cleaning out my gun at your house, you didn’t dare
come near it, kept on asking whether it was loaded. Another
time Erlin and Daquan dug up a tree root and you couldn’t
carry it home by yourself. " Erlin had to go help you. And
what about the time you were asked to say a few “words on
behalf of the cadre families for a National Day celebration?
Daquan sat up late into the night helping you put together a
- speech, but what happened? You got tongue-tied and said
‘we must be patient’ instead of ‘we must be patriotic.” You
think I'm strange. What about yourself? Ha, ha!”

Although this last example brought a flush of red to Rui-
fen’s face, she refused to back down. “Why poke fun at me?
Of course we plain folk can’t match you Party members. But

as far as cadre families go, I'm at least better than your

mother. The day everyone was burning the cld land deeds
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and getting their new land certificates at the Tall Steps, where
was she?  Burning incense behind her closed door and pray-
ing on her knees to the Buddhas. She was rambling on about
how the Almighty must have had his eyes shut for the last
th()usand years and only now was looking kindly on the
poor.”

“Don’t go around spreading rumors,” Tiehan hotly rejoin-
cd, obviously defensive. “My mother threw away her idols
and shrines as scon as she realized that dividing the land and
houses was for real. She’s not superstitious anymore.”

“What do you mean spreading rumors?” Ruifen retorted.
“I saw her doing it with my own eyes. I went to your house
that day and practlcally stumbled over her. She was kneeling
on the ground. She grabbed me in a fluster and pleaded,
‘Please don’t tell anyone. It’s oo embarrassing. I'm just
so happy I don’t know what to do with myself.” But you
don’t have to worry. I won’t spread it all over the place.”

“Is Daquan at home or not? I have something important
to discuss with him.”- ' _

Ruifen too became serious. “Except for eating and sleep-
ing, is he ever at home? He went out around midnight and
just came back a while ago. But then he ran right out again
to give Grandma Deng some medicine he had bought for her.
It's like he’s on roller skates. Who can keep track of where
he's off to or what he’s up to?”

Tiehan could not tell if she was praising her husband or

- griping about him. Still a bachelor, he did not quite under- -

stand the complexities of married life and was not interested
in finding cut either. He puffed up his face and stamped his
feet in Xiao Long’s direction before rushing out.

The sun had already climbed fairly high in the cloudless .

“'sky, its rays glistening on the peaceful street where a handful

of children were at play.
11



Suddenly he heard the rumbling of a fasf—mbving cart.
“Hey, watch out, watch out,” a voice shouted. “Get out of
the way.” « :

Tiehan turned toward the voice. Daquan was racing down
the road pulling a wooden-wheeled cart piled to a peak with
dirt. Stampeding along with his back bent over, he looked
like a bull ox. The shafts were firmly gripped, the shoulder
strap was taut. Sweat was streaming down from his over-
heated red face and dark hait.

Tiehan ran over and pushed the cart from the rear.
“What's this dirt for?” he yelled out.

“To fix the road. It's real bumpy. When we start work-
ing in the fields this spring, it will be a terrible nuisance.”
Daquan brushed the sweat from his forehead with his wrist;
a glint of white flashed from cotton poking through a new
tip on the cuff of his well-patched padded jacket.

“You can do this later. I have something important to
discuss with you. The district office just called a meeting
for village heads to report on what’s been happening since
land reform. I think we should collect a lot of good examples
so that the leadership can be reassured. You need to take

care of this right now. “There will be a group leader meet-

ing this afternoon and we’re having our Party meeting tonight.
We better not let any good examples slip by.”

Daquan looked back at Tichan and stopped the cart. Lean-
ing on the shaft, he thought for a while. During his youth
when he had been knocked around quite a bit, he had learned
to serjously think things through and this habit was strengthen-
ed through his participation in the:land reform struggles.

No incident, good or bad, escaped his probing mind. He ,

would even heed seemingly idle chatter, mulling it over long
afterward. Events most people deemed quite ordinary could

12

touch off a whole chain of thought. Now he carefully con-
sidered Tiehan’s remarks before responding, “This is the first
district-wide cadre meeting since land reform. I figure that
besides hearing local reports, the leaders are sure to announce
some new tasks.” . ‘

Such a possibility had not occurred to Tiehan. “New tasks?
What could they be?”

“My guess is this time the leadership will call for socialism.”

“Really! So soon?” '

Daquan continued, “Remember what the work-team’s* dep-
uty head Luo Xuguang said the day we joined the Party?
The ultimate goal of the Party is communism. After land
reform we’ll need to work toward socialism. Just think! Land
reform was over quite 2 while ago. Won't the leadership
call for socialism soon?” '

Tichan clapped his hands. “How do you see us going
about it?” C '

Daquan grinned. ~ ““I can’t say for sure how it will be. " In
the past all I knew about land reform was that I wanted it:
I didn’t have the faintest idea how to go about it. Then the
lcadership sent a work team here and we all learned. T'm
surc they’ll provide the same kind of help when we take up
socialism.”

“You're a much better thinker than I am. Well, let’s talk
about it tonight at the Party meeting.”

Tichan started to leave but Daquan held him back. ‘‘The
leadership hasn’t announced this yet, so don’t go spreading

* Work tcam — During the land reform movement government organi-

_zatlons sent groups of cadres to the countryside to help with the setting

lip of the local power organs, the redistribution of the land and property
contiscated from the landlords and the implementing of other rural
policics. of the Chinese Communist Party.
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it around. 'One other thing. Liping and some others are fix-
ing up the village office right now. Why don’t you go give
them a hand? We need a couplet to hang on either side of
Chairman Mao’s portrait. Since this office is run by the
people, we should fix it up right.”

“Who me? ~ Write a couplet? No matter how hard I rack
my brains, I can’t come up with fancy words.”
- “Go find the primary school teacher Jiang. Have him put
our feelings into verse.”

Tiehan dashed off without a thought of helping Daquan.

Dagquan pulled the cart to the west end of the village. Hang-
ing his padded jacket over the fork of a young willow tree,
‘he pushed up his sleeves and took a shovel out of the cart.

He first filled in the pot holes and flattened out the bumps.

on the corrugated road. Then one shovelful after another,
he sprinkled the yellow dirt from the cart onto the ground.
The small shovel moved gracefully in his powerful hands, rem-
iniscent of a Beijing Opera warrior brandishing his sword.
Clouds of soil flew from his shovel seeming to carpet the
frozen country road with a golden camel’s hair rug.

Wan Shuhua came along holding her baby in one hand
and carrying a colorful bundle in the other. She was on the
way back from visiting her parents in another village. “I
saw someone working on the road from a long way back.
Guessed it was you. Do-gooders always fare well and live
long. Next year your wife will sarely give you another healthy
son.” Tickled by her own teasing, she started to'laugh.

Wan Shuhua was a gregarious woman. She liked to drop
in on friends and neighbors and stick her nose into other peo-
ple’s business. Everyone called her a walking telegram be-

cause of her loose tongue. She had one other notorious foible: .

After she married Zhu Rong she did not adjust well to living
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with his family and often went back to her own folks. Zhu
Rong was displeased but there was nothing he could do. Now
Daquan jibed in response to Wan Shuhua’s teasing, “Tell
Brother Zhu Rong to do a few good deeds himself. He’ll
be well-rewarded for his efforts. Maybe his wife won’t keep -
running back to her parents all the time.”

“Get lost!” Wan Shuhua yelled. “I dare you to say that
ngain. If I wasn’t holding this baby, I'd pick up a rock and
bash your head in. That would send you bawling to Ruifen.”

She calmed down quickly. Stepping closer to Daquan she
implored, “Brother Daquan, you shouldn’t iudge me by my
past anymore. Many people have criticized me behind my
back for always going to my mother’s house. " But how could
I help it? At that time we didn’t even have a speck of land.
Zhu Rong could hardly feed his own mother on what he
brought in as a hired hand. So I kept going to my mother’s
to save on food. Whenever folks made fun of me for going
home so often, I'd have a run-in with my old man. I'd wave
my finger in his face and speak my mind. ‘“Zhu Rong,’ I'd say,
‘can we expect to see our own land in this lifetime? When
we get old and kick the bucket, there won’t even be a spot’
to dig a grave. We'll end up being tossed into the marsh for
the vultures to gobble up!” Who ever thought the Communist
Party would give us land while we were still young? I only
went to my folks this time to tell them the good news. - After

“this cven if they send a cart for me, I won’t be able to visit .

them. T’ll be too busy working on our fifteen mul”*
She walked on down the street, then tutned around and
bellowed, “Brother Daquan, put on your jacket.  Mind my

. words.  You'll catch cold in this weather!”

* 1 ‘mu = 1/15 hectare or 1/6 acre,
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‘ 2
r ¢¢Demonstration’’

At the cadre meeting in Heavenly Gate the district Party
secretary, Wang Youging, called on all peasants to step up
production and make themselves rich. The news quickly
spread throughout Greenfields and everyone thought about
how it would affect their lives.

On a sunny morning three days later, a group of men
gathered at the village office steps in lively conversation.
Facing south and sheltered from the wind, they could take
in the scenery of the surrounding fields and see the people
coming ard going in the streets. Some squatted by the wall
while othets stood around with manure baskets on their backs.
Six or seven pipes of varying lengths were lit. Between the
branches of the old locust tree overhead a white cloud of
smoke rose in whirls and dispersed, leaving a pungent smell.

Their talk naturally drifted to the subject of the recent
district meeting. Most of them were from middle-income
families and had a strong desire to do better. Sidestepping
the touchy issues that had kept them pondering for the past
three days, they discussed this new call indirectly by comment-
ing on other people. The conversation moved from who w_as'
building a new house and which family was getting a new
bride to which of the hundred-odd families would get a fresh
start under the new government policy. '

One person piped up, “Zhou Shigin has the best chances.

After all, he has some property left from the old days and is.

the best farmer around. His hopes to strike it rich never got

anywhere before. But now that times are good, he’ll go all

out!”
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Another said, “‘As I see it, Zhu Zhankui will get ahead
even faster than Zhou Shiqin. He might not be so well off
but land reform has given him a new lease on life. He’s.
young and strong. So’s his wife. And his father’s got good
scnse.  They’ll grab the chance and make good in no time.”

“I think it’s what you’ve piled up over the years that makes
the difference. Even the smallest of landowners from before
the revolution still have lots of things in hand. But those
starting from scratch can hardly make ends meet. They're
constantly running out of this and that. For them, good
days will be hatd to come by.” v

“Don’t you realize that the Communist Party especially
helps poor people? These people have the morale, backbone,
and muscle. If they just grit their teeth and get to work,
they'll be doing fine within a year.” '

At this point a scrawny, baggy-eyed man, in his early
fortics, came up the street. He shuffled along, his shoes
barely on his feet, holding his ragged padded jacket closed.
l1e¢ stopped by the crowd and listened listlessly. Suddenly
he stepped forward and slapped his thigh. “You'd better
tatop blabbering and wasting your energy. You're all talk-
ing nonsensc.” '

Everyone looked at him. It was Jin Shou, nicknamed
Tough Hide. All his life he had drifted about without a
houne or a clod of dirt he could call his own but had known
good food and decent clothing from time to time and was

an old hand at stirring up trouble. He would shove aside

anyone who crosscd his path regardless of whether they were
tlch or poor, Unable at first to qualify for the peasants’
amoclation during land reform, he had whined and sworn to

..mend hin ways. Not until the last group came up for con-
siderntion did he manage to get in.  After land reform, he

styled himsclf Greenficlds' “number one poor peasant.” He
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disgusted everyone but no one dared get in his way. That
was why most people now held their tongues. Several,
though, assumed an attentive look and baited him.

“If we're talking nonsense, why don’t you enlighten us?”

“Speak up. Bless us with your words of wisdom.”

Tough Hide wiped off his snot, rested his hands on his
hips, stretched his skinny neck, and yelled, “I don’t want to
brag, but' I know exactly how much money is locked up in
everyone’s cupboard, down to the last penny, not to mention
who’s getting rich and stashing it away. You're sure to agree

~on the two people T've picked. The first one is Qin Fu and
the second, Gao Daquan. ,

“Why do I name these two? I've heard the tale of the
Three Kingdoms and seen the opera. In there it shows
that starting anything big depends on the ‘timeliness of
heaven,” ‘gifts of earth’ and ‘harmony among people.” Qin
Fu and Gao Daquan stand on the very spot where these
three things meet. Now we're living in a society in favor of
building a fortune for oneself. That’s what the leaders are
calling for, so whoever is prosperous will have an edge over
others. 'This is your ‘timeliness of heaven.’! The Qin family
had quite a lot of land to begin with, and it wasn’t touched
during land reform. The four people in the Gao family re-
ceived almost eighteen mu. These are the ‘gifts of earth.
The ‘harmony among people’ is even more obvious. Look at
the Qin family. The oldest son can rake in money just like
his father. The second son brings home hard cash from a city
job and the third son is now old enough to help out. In the
Gao family, the two brothers team up very well, one running

the family business, the othet having ties in the village, while ]
Dagquan’s woman knows how to keep things in line around

the home.
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“The advantages of these: two families are not to
be sneered at! I can’t say who’ll get rich first, but in any
case, there’ll come a time when men and women in Green-
ficlds will just have to stand back and gape while these two
fight for the lead. If Old Man Shou is wrong about this,
I'll read my surname upside down and plucfk out my eyeballs
for you to stomp on.”

Many people, agreging ‘with this prediction, encouraged
him with a round of applause and a click of the tongue.

“Old Man Shou must be pretty sober today to make such
a smart forecast.” '

“These two families are as promising as clouds bursting
with rain. They're sure to take the lead in Greenfields.”

Only one person kept his-mouth shut and gently shook his
hcad. That was Qin Kai, a man in his forties with sparse
cycbrows and small eyes, which suggested an easy-going pet-
sonality. But he had a keen mind, was very responsible, and
stood up for what he thought was right. His words carried
weight among the villagers. S

As soon as Tough Hide noticed Qin Kai’s skeptical look,
he scowled and shouted, “Huh! " Do you think I've got
holes in my eyes?” ' : - . o

Qin Kai smiled. “Your choices are sound. If Qin Fu
nnd Gao Daquan put some muscle into it, they could make
n bundle. They might even make it to the top.”

Tough Hide threw back his head, puffed out his cheeks

“and boasted, “See, when Old‘Ma‘n Shou speaks, peatls of

wisdom fall from his lips.”
"Wait a seco.nd,” warned Qin Kai. “It’s not what might
be, but what will be that matters.  Everyone in Greenfields

~._knows that one of those men wouldn’t dare try to get rich
and the other one doesn’t want to. - So how will it ever

happen?”
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People standing around thought this, made sense. Some
clapped their hands and nodded in approval while others
were visibly disappointed. “Qin Fu has been drooling to
make a fortune for half his lifetime but had it tough all
along. Why should he back out now that his chances are
better than ever?”

“That’s not hard to figure. He is just like a horse which
gets scared when the mule next to-it is thrashed. If there
ever is another land reform, he doesn’t want anyone to know
how much he has tucked away. It's Gao Daguan who’s
puzzling. He’s a Party member. Why doesn’t he want to
get rich?”

Noticing that Tough Hide had grunted his disagreement
and was about to leave, Qin Kai teased, “I say Old Man
Shou, you call yourself the number one poor peasant. Now
that the government has called on everyone to make
themselves rich, you'd better set a good example.” ’

Tough Hide thought he was being complimented and did
not catch the sarcasm. He tossed back his head and an-
nounced smugly, “To tell you the truth, I.can’t get rich and
won’t try either.” '

“Why? Because you're like Qin Fu and don’t dare to or
because you're like Gao Daquan and don’t want to?”

Tough Hide waved his hands in denial and seriously ex-
plained, “Neither. Just as the five fingers can never be

equal, there’ll always be rich and poor in the world. Besides, ]

if everyone were rich, who would join the poor peasant league
in the next land reform? And who would handle the redistri-
bution?” ,

Normally such a statement would have been taken as a
joke. But everyone felt uneasy when it came from the lips

of Tough Hide. People glanced at one another and a tension

filled the air.
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.Qin Kai liked to speak his mind and see things dohc
fairly, but he also could size up a situation and knew how
faF to go. Seeing that the crowd’s reaction had made Tough
Hide nervous, he diverted the conversation. “It’s pretty’
warm for this time of year and there isn’t a gust of wind
Who knows what next yeat’s crop, will be like?” .

While talking, he shaded his eyes from the sun with his
hand and looked out actoss the fields. Suddenly he exclaim-
ed, “Hey, who’s that coming up West Bound Road?”

Every(?ne looked. Sorghum stubble dotted the furrows on
th'c spacious plain; the mounds and banks, studded with
withered weeds, retained patches of glisteh‘ing ice and snow
West Bound Road wound through it like a homesbun ribbor;
dycd: earth-brown. A powerful black animal could be seen
trotting up the road in front of a trail of dust. The rider.
s“fayed to and fro, loosely jiggling the reins. For a time a\
thlc.ket obscured their progress, then they came into sight
again passing the brick kiln, crossing over the stone bridge
and coming down Front Street.... ’

.Unable to. make out who it was, the men repacked their
pipes and started guessing. »

“It must be someone from the district office.” '

“But they all ride bicycles these days.- Who rides a horse?”

“Maybe someone has just bought one.” .

“Would anyone who could afford it right now have the

“guts to be the first buyer?”

Now a racket could be heard coming from the adjoining
alley. A bunch of children and some adults crowded around
a man leading a big black mule. Everyone was amazed
to sce who it was.

( A heavy-set, fifty-year-old man, he wore a tattered felt
hat, its winged-out ear flaps lined with moth-eaten rabbit
skin. . Hc was dressed in an old sheepskin coat with slits
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down both sides and the front flap pulled up and tucked
into his blué belt. . He had sturdy thick-soled- shoes quilted
with a fancy stitch. Conceit and audacity showed in his
old pumpkin-like face and round eyes as he strutted
through the crowd. He glanced around at the different faces
while pulling on the mule’s reins with one hand. and strc?k-
ing its mane with the other. 'To questions about the price
and age of the animal, he responded amiably.

Tough Hide squinted and watched closely. Then. he. slap-
ped his thigh and came forward, pushing away th¢ ch11dre’n
who wete in his path. “Hey, Shaohuail May I ask, what's
the honorable name of the mule? Where'd it come from?
Did you borrow it?” He stood on tiptoe and grabbe{% tt}e'
mule’s head. Posing as an expett, he held its upper lip in
one hand and pulled down its lower lip with the other. He
examined its mouth so closely his face was almost plastered
onto the mule’s teeth. He let go and wiped his saliva-covered
fingers on his pants. “Six years old! - Just the right age. A
fine animal! The first of its kind to come to Greenfields.”

In a pompous tone Feng Shaohuai declared, “Good. or
bad, it’ll have to make do.” ’

Pretending to be shocked, Tough Hide remarked, “I gather

. you bought the mule then.” ’ -
. A suggestive smile crossed Shaohuai’s lips. “Outc of t,he
way,” he warned the rowdy kids. “Don’t blame me if you're
trampled.” .

Tough Hide trailed close behind Shaochuai and his mule,
jabbering all the while. ““This old bird must have some cash

stashed away to get himself a mule. It’s like magic. Shao- °

huai, you have mules and fat pigs while the only furry anirqals
at my place are the rats in the walls. It ain’t fair. When 1
need a mule, T'll drop over and help myself.” o

Shachuai stopped short. “Depends!” he said ‘sharply.
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Some people hate me so much they’'d eat their guts out try-
ing to label me a rich peasant. No way I'd loan them my
mule. But for those who don’t think they’re too good for
me, no problem. Why, if someone was in a crunch, Id
lend it out even if I needed it myself.”

During land reform, when the poor peasants led by Daguan
wanted to classify Shaohuai as a rich peasant, Tough Hide
tailed along after them. While the poor peasants had been
motivated by the extent of Shaohuai’s exploitation, Tough
Hide was concerned that the fewer people pinpointed as land-
lords and rich peasants the less property he would-receive
in the redistribution. Now Tough Hide’s face tightened like
a drumhead as Shaohuai began to speak, but melted into
a broad grin at his concluding remarks. With a slap on
Shaohuai’s back, he proclaimed, “Life is full of wonders.
Strange things have been happening in Greenfields. Those
who should be on stage are nowhere to be seen while the
ones you'd never even dream of are right up there in
front. No wonder you're called a daredevil. It’s no exag-
geration.”

Shaohuai smiled at him. Those people who had initially
hung back uncertainly now crowded around the truly admira-
hlc mule. A great shortage of draft animals, particularly
mules and horses, had been created in this area by the Kuo-
mintang plundering plus the killings and auctioning off of
animals by landlords' and rich peasants on the eve of Libera-
tion. Such an important acquisition was in itself quite
newsworthy, let alone the fact that the person acquiring it
wns such a controversial figure. '

Shaohuai well deserved the nickname “‘daredevil.” When

. he had fled from Shandong Province twenty-five years be-

fore, he had escaped from the famine with only the skin on
his back. Daring to gamble when the stakes were high, he
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rented more than a hundred mu of land in one swoop and
then craftily overworked his hired hands and took advantage
of his relatives to become .prosperous within a few years.
He tried to add to his nest egg by competing with Crook-
ed Mouth for the affections of a landlord’s young widow
who had some money. His fortunes dwindled when-he be-
came hopelessly entangled in the resulting lawsuits. But
he still maintained his standing in- Greenfields and at the
same time, like ah ambitious gambler who has just lost his
stakes, intensified his drive to compete.

During land reform when Shaohuai caught wind of the
debate over whether he should be classified a rich or an
upper-middle peasant, he immediately went into action.
He pleaded with some people and argued with others. He
even sought the ear of County Head Gu Xinmin, intercept-
ing him while he was out in his jeep inspecting work in the
countryside, Shaohuai’s cunning and quick tongue put some
work team members and land reform activists on the de-
fensive. His triumph caught many by surprise, and those
. who knew his past assumed that this close call would warn
“him to behave ‘himself. They never imagined that three

days after the district meeting issued a call for people to
get rich, he would show up in front of the villagers with
such remarkable audacity.

While those people clustered around and appraised the
mule, it shook .its head, swished its tail and peered meekly
about, totally unaware of the feclings it had aroused by its
sudden presence in Greenfields. But it was not so much

the mule as ifs owner that was being judged. Hands stroked
the mule, but eyes were fixed on Shaohuai’s face: why,

had he bought the animal now and put it on show?

A middle-aged man who was standing at the edge of the .

crowd abruptly called out to a youth, “Let’s go. An animal
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is an animal. What’s the use of gawking at it?”

But the youngster moved toward the center of the crowd.
“I want to see what this guy has up his sleeve.”

“Bet it’s nothing. but horseshit.”

This remark triggered a burst of jeers. Shaohuai turned
his head and saw a group of fanshen peasants. His heart
jumped. He quickly turned his head back, his smug expres-
sion fading. : :

Just then a tall, slender man with a ruddy complexion,
bulging nose and bloodshot eyes walked up the street from
the east end of town. A black padded jacket was thrown
over his shoulders and a .coarse shirt was matted with sweat
to his chest. - His trouser legs were caked with black mud.
He walked hastily, closely surveying everything around him,
a rolled up newspaper under his arm and an open letter in
his hand. A woman pushing a millstone out on the street
called out, “Village Head, not going anywhere today, huh?”
Another old woman holding a child called over the top
of a half-broken wall, “Come on in to my place and warm
up.”

Zhang Jinfa flashed a smile in their direction and walked '
on, deep in thought. Just recently appointed village head,
he was preoccupied with the work plans from the district
mecting. Not only was he the first person in Greenfields
to hecar the new directive, but Wang Youging, the district
Party sccretary, had explicitly pulled him out of a meeting
to bricf him on the county leadership’s full program and to
cxpress his hope that Greenfields would lead the way in the
ncw movement. :

Upon his return to the village, Jinfa promptly spread the

- hews, but his plans to call a village-wide meeting never mate-

rinlized because he was tied up with work in his own fields.
Just a fcw minutes earlier while he was shoveling manure, the
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district messenger delivered an urgent letter from Wang You- -
ging. It criticized Jinfa for his slow start and urged him to
act decisively so that he could summarize people’s opinions to
the district office by the next major market day. He scanned
the short note three times. Plagued by pangs of guilt, he
hastily ‘crawled out of the pigsty and went looking for the
group leaders to tell them to call their members .to-a mass
meeting in the early afternoon. .

Jinfa noticed the large crowd gathered in a circle near the
Tall Steps and rushed over. The first thing he saw when he
peeked over people’s shoulders was the powerful, high-strung
mule. A flicker of envious admiration, a familiar feeling
for a farmer, swept across his face. - But his heart skipped a
beat when he realized the person holding the mule’s reins was
Shaohuai. Flustered, he could not decide whether someone
of his rank should say something or just leave.

Shaohuai spoke up first. “Hey, Village Head Zhang, come
on over. I was about to look for you. I just bought this
mule in Heavenly Gate Market Town. You're a pro. Tell
us what you think it’s worth.” .

Jinfa ‘made a feeble attempt to smile. “No, no, no. I
don’t know the first thing about mules and horses.” He
turned to leave. .

Shaohuai raised his voice. “Village Head, it was your
call to get rich that prompted me to. tighten my belt and

" buy an animal —” B}

Jinfa scowled. When Shaohuai’s class status was lowered
during the final phase of land reform, some people gossiped
that Jinfa had played a decisive role. In order not to lend
credence to that suspicion, he wanted to keep his distance’
from Shaohuai. Now he purposely interrupted, “You'd bet-

ter get the picture straight. For families like yours, the call

should read: step up production and get rich THROUGH
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HARD WORK. This is the intent of the government policy.”

Seeing that Jinfa was trying to hit him in a’sensitive
spot, Shaohuai assumed a nonchalant look and kept on talk-
ing. “That’s right. I have the greatest faith in the people’s
government. As soon as I heard you announce Secretary
Wang’s directive three days ago, I made up my mind to
carry out the government’s call. Some people are afraid
to show how mucl} they have, feariné another land reform.
Not me. I know that there won’t be a second time. Last
night I stayed in the market town to ask Secretary Wang’s
advice. According to him, land reform’s meant to do away
with feudal exploitation, it’s not meant to keep people from
starting to live better. He says we should buy more draft
animals, that the government welcomes this. Village Head,
1 know the taste of exploitation well. I've done it to others
and others have done it to me. Now land reform has open-
ed my eyes. Don’t think I'm trying to use the mule to ex-
ploit others and become a ‘rich peasant. From now on
cveryone in my family is going to work hard.”

Jinfa immediately thought of the letter in his hand and
guessed the cause of Wang Yougqing’s criticism. Feeling some-
what irked, he said, “Your class ranking is now like a weight
which just balances the scales. The question is will the arm
tip up or down? That’s why I'd advise you to make a good
honest living from now on.”

“Village Head, don’t worry about a thing. ‘This time if
I get rich, it’s definitely going to be one hundred per cent by
working. ‘The money for this mule came from a whole year
of skimping, plus what my wife brought in by making shoe-
soles through the winter and the money my daughter-in-law

- and T carned selling fodder in —”

Jinfa interrupted him again. ““I was only reminding you.
No onc’s asking you for an accounting. You’re our ally.  As
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long as you don’t have second thouglits, we won’t treat you
as an outsider.” He immediately left the crowd and went
down the alley leading to South Street. Leaning over a low
wall, he called out, “Tichan, Tiehan!”

“The voice of Mother Zhu came from the house. “He’s
out getting water. What do you want him for?” .

Jinfa answered, “When he comes back, tell him to notify
all the group leaders to call their members out to an assem-
bly in the eatly afternoon while it’s still warm. It'll be
in the village office.”

He left without saying anything more. Excited sounds
continued to come from the village office steps. Not want-
ing to pass by that seene again, Jinfa hesitated for a moment
and took a rourdabout way home.

3
 The By-Stander

The drama at the foot of the Tall Steps was ovet, the -

site deserted. The only remains were a few piles of ashes
next to the wall and a spattering of hoof and footprints -in
the dust. Several squawking chickens scurried atound with

outstretched necks.

7hu Tichan’s thunderous voice again blated  through the

megaphone, this time to notify people about the village meet-
ing. Then he dashed into the street and bounded from door

to doot, encouraging his group members to-show up promptly. .

He was particularly determined to pull out Qin Fu who had
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eagerly attended meetings during land reform but since then
could not be budged.

Qin Fu lived on Front Street. During the slack winter
months his back door was permanently sealed and his front
gate tightly closed. Anyone who had business with him would
have to yell from outside the main gate. Qin Fu would
ascertain the callet’s identity from the voice and respond
accordingly: For those he deemed useful, the gate would
be opened; for those not worth his time, his wife would be
commissioned to deliver a few perfunctory words through
the closed gate while he stayed cloistered in his house. And
if the caller was viewed as not only useless but also a menace,
the couple would feign deafness. = A person could yell until
he was blue in the face and pound until his knuckles were
bruised and still get no response.

Tiehan knew he was a persona non grata in Qin Fu's
house. Rather than calling out or knocking, he-crept up to
the overgrown entranceway and peeped through a crack in
the gate, intending to make his presence known only after he
had spotted the hosts so that they could not run away and
hide.

The Qins’ courtyard was quite large. Near the entrance
was the threshing ground, piled with hay. Beyond that was
the pig pen built against a side wall, and opposite thdt a
well. Qin Fu's wife stood by the well, with a bunch of
chickens hopping and squawking around her, while she calmly
stirred a corn-husk mixture in a clay basin. “The saying
goes — you won’t go broke from eating good and dressing
well,” she chattered.  “You only go broke by reckoning
wrong. In spite of all your careful plans, others still have
done better.  You might as well accept it. You’re not gutsy

“.like others so don’t bite off more than you can chew. Stop

dreaming.”
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Her babbling puzzled Tiehan. He looked all around but
could not see anybody drawing water from the well or feeding
the pigs at the pen. As she was far from the house, it did
not seem plausible that she was talking to het son or daughter-
in-law either. : ‘

As soon as she put down the basin, the chickens bunched

together, jabbing their heads into it in rivalry. Watching

them, she dusted off "her hands and .continued, “I told you
not to upset yourself. Just pretend nothing happened. Who
doesn’t lust after good thipgs? Let the smarter ones grab a
few more mouthfuls. We aren’t so clever so we'll eat a little
less. We don’t exactly stuff ourselves but we're not starving
either. Compared to some we're not in such good shape but
compared to others we're still well off. Now with Libera-
tion we don’t have to worry about war and no bully can
push us around. "~ Can’t we just settle down and take it easy?”

The chickens devoured the husks in no time. A young

rooster hopped onto the rim of the basin and knocked it over; .

flapping their wings the hens flew off in every direction.

Qin Fu’s wife picked up the. basin and said, “Who are
you standing guard for on this cold day anyway? Even if
you stare for 365 days a year, other people’s stuff won’t fly
into our courtyard.” She shook her head, helplessly sighing,
and walked into the house. Then she came out carrying a
shabby sheepskin jacket. “What can I do?: Haven't you
gotten an eyeful by now? Better put this on or you'll catch
cold and start coughing again.” '

Tiehan’s gaze followed Qin Fu’s wife as she walked toward
the wall to his left. A very peculiar scene appeared before
his eyes. :

A bowlegged, humpbacked, gray-haired old man stood on

top of an overturned basket at the foot of the wall. His

two hands were clutching the top of the wall lined with
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pricker bushes and draped with a few dead squash vines.
He was on tiptoe and his heels, rising out of his padded
shoes, were as black as two hunks of coal. He seemed
hypnotized, looking over the wall.

On the other side lived Feng Shachuai. His house was
packed with visitors, laughing and chattering, although the
courtyard was rather quiet.

Only then did Tiehan realize that Qin Fu’s wife had been’
talking to her husband. But he still could not figure out
what was happening. So he clenched his fist and banged on
the gate three times. , 4

Jolted by the abrupt knocking, Qin Fu caught the cuff of
his pants on the basket while trying to step down and fell
over on his rump. The moment Qin Fu's wife heard the
rapping at the gate, she instinctively ran toward the house,
but then Qin Fu’s tumble made her turn back. “Oh, my
God! Did you hurt yourself?”’ she screamed and ran toward
him. : \

Qin Fu grimaced with pain. One hand clutched his hip
and the other pressed against the ground as he groaned faintly.

“I told you not to look but you had to,” his wife muttered
while trying to help him to hig feet. “Why should you go
haywire when someone’ else buys a mule? I knew you were
going to get in trouble.”

Tiehan could not resist a laugh.

Realizing that this was not his son’s laughter, Qin Fu leapt
to his feet, scooped up his basket and put it beside the pig
pen. Then he winked to his wife and tiptoed toward the
house.

“Hey, Uncle Qin Fy, don’t try to hide,” Tiehan yelled from
outside the gate. “T've already seen you.”

" Qin Fu now knew it was Tichan. Suill walking toward

the house, his mind clicked away like an abacus as he deliber-
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ated how to deal with this gate-crasher.

Tiehan called out to Qin Fu’s wife, “Aunt, how about open-
ing the gate?” :

But it was inconceivable for her to do such a thing
without her husband’s permission. Tailing close behind him,
the sheepskin coat still in hand, she pleaded, “What should
I do, what should I do?” ' '

The unheeding Qin Fu proceeded all the way across the
courtyard. Suddenly he whirled around, marched back to
the front gate and threw it open. :

Tiehan bounded into the courtyard, gave Qin Fu the once-
over and said, “Uncle, that was quite a show you just put
on. What were you looking at?”

- Qin Fu disregarded this question. Congenially, he took
hold of Tiehan’s sleeve and asked, “What's up, Tiehan?”

Tiehiari was slightly taken aback by Qin Fu’s instant chum-
miness. “Are you coming to the meeting today?” he inquired.

Qin Fu’s eyes narrowed. “It’s about the new call, right?
Has to be. Say, will you really let us get rich?”

“Didn’t you hear our village Jeader explain the new policy?
If we don’t step up production, how can we do better? How
can we build socialism? Of course it’s allowed.”

Qin Fu nodded. “After all your talk I think I'm finally '

getting a clue about what you Communists are really up to.
Come on in and sit down for a while. I have something
important to discuss with you.” :
Tiehan, somewhat disoriented, followed Qin Fu into the
house wondering what would happen. ‘
«“ittle Abacus” was the nickname pinned on this middle
peasant, for he was utterly obsessed with making calcula-

tions. Once he finished his computations for the day, he .

would estimate the next day’s tallies.- When all his own

figures were added up, he would calculate other people’s |
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worth. Longing to make a fortune, he was in a petpetual
state of dread lest someone take advantage of him. Even
though he worked with his hands for a. living, he was prone
to illnesses that afflict those who work with their minds:

"Plagued by headaches and insomnia, he would occasionally

lie awake all night, counting sheep. Qin Fu actually was
quite wealthy but from all appearances he seemed penniless.
He never allowed outsiders to set foot into his pathetic home -
where his patched quilts and scrawny pillows were piled on
a kang that was only partially covered with a threadbate mat.
The barren house lacked the slightest embellishment. Even
the two colotful movie posters his son had pasted on the wall
as New Year’s decorations had been appropriated to patch
some holes in the window, leaving the walls bare. The
windowsills and the kang frame, normally wooden, were made
of clay. Even his table and chairs were nothing but stacks
of clay bricks. :

Qin Fu sat Tiehan down on one of his makeshift stools
and cordially suggested, ‘“Wait while I make some tea. I
want you to sample my good tea leaves.”

“Why are you so civil today?” Tiehan queried. “No
thanks, though. I had some porridge this morning. Who'd
want to drink any more than that?”

“Good tea keeps-you fit. You should give it a try.” = Qin
I‘'u pulled out a string of keys from his belt and opened: an
iron lock on a black box. After fumbling for a while, he
took out a small paper packet and unraveled three or four
layers of paper before producing a sprinkling of tea leaves.
He carcfully placed several pinches on his palm, then ordered
his wife standing in the doorway to clean out the pot and

. Aleep some tea.

T'he mere mention of the teapot drained the color from his
wif¢’s face. She withdrew into an adjoining room and pre-
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tended to look for the pot while trying to figure out what
to do. ‘

This woman had been married off at the age of eighteen
to the then fifteen-year-old Qin Fu. For a wife to be three
years older was considered propitious. Yet it was the woman
who stood in awe of het husband, a tradition observed for
generations. She never complained when she was cursed
or beaten. She swallowed insults and humiliation silently
and remained docile all her ' life. With age she grew
even more timid. In silence she was her husband’s shadow;
in speaking, she was his echo. It seemed for the last thirty-
some years she had never existed independently of him. Six
months ago the son who was working outside the village
had come home with his fiancée for a visit and brought along
a packet of tea leaves. In rare celebration the family drank
some tea. Somewhat disconcerted on the day her son left,
she broke the teapot, which had been mended three times
before. Well aware of her husband’s temper, she now lived
in constant fear. Often he chided her for losing a piece of
string ot kicked her for breaking a needle. How could he
overlook a broken teapot?

She contemplated her predicament and finally decided:
Tichan is the kind of cadre who likes to intervene in other
people’s affairs. He would not stand by idly and watch a
beating. 1If T do not confess now, it will be discovered later,
I might as well take a few swats while my son and daughtet-
in-law are out and a third party is around. She plucked up
her courage and prepared herself for the inevitable blows.
Standing in the doorway she said in a tremulous voice, *I
forgot to tell you I broke that pot.”

Qin Fu was not himself today. The news did not seem

to disturb him. He simply glared at his wife for a mo-

ment, then turned to Tiehan and said with a smirk, “Is '
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this how a household should be run?” He put the thimbleful
of tca leaves back into its storage place, licked up a few
flakes stuck on his palm and muttered, “Too bad Tiehan
docsn’t have the good fortune to savor some fine tea.”

“Come on. Give me a break,” Tiehan said with a sigh
of relief. “If I drank your tea, it might cut years off my life.
What did you want to talk about?”

Qin Fu cozied up to him and implored, “Honestly, is it
true that there won’t be a second land reform?”

“What's the matter with you? The policy is clear. Would
we say it if we didn’t mean it?”

“You mean you never discussed the subject of a second
land reform inside your Party?”

“Are you crazy? The land reform is over and done with.
Why should we discuss it again?” o

“Then your socialism pitch really means you’ll let people
get rich?  You're not going to level everything out again and
make us all poor?” :

“Why would we want to make people poor? Haven’t
people suffered long enough? Socialism and the final com-
munism will only be good for you, not harmful. There won’t
be anymore exploitation or oppression. Farmwork will be
done by machine, houses will be lit by clectricity and we’ll
ride in cars. People will give what they can and take what
they need. Life will be great for everyone.”

“Is that so? Well, that’s all fine and dandy, but all I
want is to catch up with Shaohuai. Then I'll be able to rest
in peace when my time comes.”

“Ilis lot is nothing compared to the good life under

.. wocinlism.”

. “I want to know one thing. Aren’t thete any regulations
against him buying a mule?”
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“Oh, he bought a mule? So that’s why you were peeking
over the wall. Ha, ha!”

“Come on. What’s the story? Is it all right or not?”

“As long as he doesn’t use it to exploit people or break
the law, of course we’ll let him.”

“You’re not kidding me, are you?”

“Stop bothering me with all your gibberish. If it turns out
differently, blame me.” )
 Qin Fu was ecstatic. He grabbed Tiehan’s arm once again
and loudly proclaimed, “If this is true, Tichan, come hell or
high water, I'll support the Communist Party’s policies. Not
only me, but also my sons and grandsons.” '

“That’s more like it! Middle peasants like you should
listen to the Party and not keep vacillating.”

“You're right. If Shaohuai is allowed to get rich, why
should I be afraid?” But then his face suddenly clouded
over. With a glance at Tiehan he declared, “This can’t be
taken lightly. I'd better wait and see for a while.”

“Do whatever you want. But how about coming to the
meeting?”’ .

“Sure. TI'll go take a look.”

- -

4 /‘ )
The Pitch

Right after lunch footsteps, laughter and voices stirred

in the streets as people left their warm kanmgs and hustled

to the Tall Steps for the meeting.
A slender pipe in one hand, Feng Shaohuai strolled to his
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front gate, picking his teeth with a .twig snapped from a
broom. He paused and looked back into the courtyard. His
nephew and the child bride* were cutting fodder for feed
and his wife was cautioning their youngest son not to play
ncar the mule. = After a glance at Qin Fu’s ramshackle
cntranceway he walked away engrossed in thought. He
could not figure out what had prompted this hastily called
meeting; nor could he predict' the consequences of his risky
venture today. He had spent the first year after Liberation
in a state of trepidation, which changed into hatred and re-
sentment over the next year. Then as soon as the call was
issued for everyone to enrich themselves — especially once
he had been reassured by the district secretary, Wang You-
qing, that the policy was sound — he decided to take his
revenge. Buying a mule was the first step — his provocation
to assess the strength of his adversaries as well as to test ‘
how solid this new policy was and whether the fanshen peas-
ants would let him rise again. If it turned out well, then
lic would venture a second step. For unlike most people who
were content to do a little better, he wanted to exploit the
situation to its fullest. If his test flopped, then he would
pull back and bide his time, waiting for new opportunities.
lle was determined to be a big wheel, regardless of how
long it took or what means he had to employ. Ever since
he had boldly rented a hupdred mu of land when he first
came to Greenfields, a new substance had entered his blood;

e had to be the wealthiest and could not stomach the idea

of anyone getting ahead of him. This desire was so all-
consuming it became an obsession, his putpose in life.
Ax he climbed the Tall Steps, preoccupied with his thoughts,

"¢ A ¢hild bride refers to a young girl taken into the family as a
daughter-in-law-to-be, a practice which existed in China, especially in
the countryside, before 1949.
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someone came up from behind and fawningly greeted,
“Brother Shaohuai, you're here early.”

Others ahead of him stopped and glanced back, obsequious
smiles tacked on their faces: “Shaohuai, how are you doing?”

Shaohuai reciprocated according to the tone of each.
saluter. Once in the compound he was besieged by more
people near the toon " tree. “I heard that business in
Heavenly Gate market has picked -up in the last few days.
~ TIs that right?”

“YWere the draft animals brought in from Tnner Mongolia?”

“Do people really make their own deals or are prices set
by the government?”

Shaohuai packed his pipe and lit it off someone else’s.
Puffing away leisurely he took his time answering these eager
inquisitors. He painted the market in dazzling terms and
javishly praised the animals imported from outside the Great

Wall and west of Beijing.
Enticed, his audience began to click their tongues and laugh

excitedly. -

The response to this meeting far exceeded previous gather-
ings. Practically every spot was taken in the large room.
A drone pervaded the hall: women chattered and laughed;
young people were roughhousing; middle-aged men in twos
and threes seriously discussed daily affairs; and old men
sat back, blowing out puffs of smoke and coughing loudly.

Meetings were chaired from behind a large square table

at one end of the hall. The fanshen peasants sat in the front -
rows, an arrangement they had found convenient during the }

jand reform days when they made all the decisions through
a show of hands. They later became accustomed to drifting
toward that end of the hall as soon as they came in. Zhou
Liping, who had just finished setting up for the meeting,
now stood in the middle of this group reading a newspapet
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aloud. Although she had never attended school, she had
learned to read through her love of opera and song books
as a child and later on during land reform a woran on the
work team helped her.

A man in his thirties named Zhu Zhankui nudged Zhou
Yongzhen, Liping’s older brother, and nodded toward the
doorway. “Look, Feng Shaohuai is coming in with a bunch
of escorts. What a showoff!”

“MOI:le breeds arrogance,” Yongzhen noted. ‘“He’s even
more vicious than people who were richer than him. - The
minute land reform was over he crawled out of the wood-
work.”

Will’Ii'?;’government won’t let his kind get the upper hand,

*“That’s hard to tell,” said Yongzhen. “Crooked Mouth
wasn.’t shot, just returned to the village. Shaohuai was first
classified as a rich peasant but then down-graded to middle
pcasant status. Even my father, who always keeps up with
the newspaper, can’t figure out exactly what the govern-
ment’s policy is.”

“Regardless of what the policy is, it has to help us poor
people,” Zhankui declared. ““It can’t just favor the rich
‘Today’s meeting must be about this.” ‘ ‘ ‘
. “Yeah,” agreed Yongzhen. “That’s what I've- been think-
ing.  Sceing as two out of our three Party members were
'cxplu‘itcd by Shaohuai before the revolution, it’s hard to
imagine they would let him rise again. That would be as
dumb as raising a tiger in your quilt. My father said that
If we can’t tell what this new policy means, we should keep
our eyes open and think carefully. He also said that Shao-

. huai's buying this mule is only the beginning. It’s like a fart

that's bound to arouse a bunch of dung beetles.”
Shaohuai and his admirers walked pompously to the other
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end of the hall laughing and talking, and took their segté
along two logs under the back window.

These logs had become the seats of the middle peasants.
“Little Abacus” Qin Fu had originally picked out the spot.
Sitting here he was a foot lower than those on stools in front
and thus hidden from the chairperson’s view should he want
to take a snooze or let his mind wander. Also the location
was ideal in three other ways: near the window, it was cooler
in summer; in winter it was just the right distance from the
coal stove to be warm but not roasting; and it was eonve-
niently close to the door. Qin Fu could dash out of the room
as soon as the meeting was over and reach home a few
steps ahead of anyone else. i

People immediately took notice of Qin Fu’s presence. He
frequently skipped meetings, and he had never shown up so
early. ‘Today he was even ‘decked out in his seldom-worn
sheepskin coat. Especially conspicuous was the ¢hange in his
manner, He used to come in with a long face and droopy
eyes. Not bothering to look around or talk to anyone, he
would find a spot at one end of the beam, plunk down, and
bury his face in his lap.  His calculating mind would go
straight to work; he would never raise his head or voice an

opinion throughout the meeting. But today after entering

the hall he stopped for a moment, pulled out his pipe, looked
to the left and right, and then sat down whete others had
made room for him. He greeted them amiably. Qin Fu
was a different person today. ' -

Tough Hide sauntered in in a typically loose, swaying
manner. He was not a prosperous middle peasant, but he
came over to the beams anyway and wedged his way in.
Squinting his watery eyes, he laughed in the direction of
Qin Fu and said, “Hey, you're a rare sight. I haven’t seen
you here since the end of land reform, Seems you've been
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ignoring us poor peasants now that you think you are safe.”

Otdinarily Qin Fu would have treated such a jab as a
warning and responded meekly, but this time he disagreed
openly. “I'm always the same regardless of what occasion
ot who is involved.”

Tough Hide assumed a pose as if he was arguing his case
before a judge. Putting his hands on his hips, he stuck out
his chin and blustered, “That’s not my experience. When
the land reform work team came to the village, for once
you coughed up some cash and bought me half a bottle of
wine. If you told me once, you told me a hundred times
to come find you if I wanted a snort and was tight on cash.
God damn it! I happened to take you up on your offer
right after the work team left. But you finked out on me,
wouldn’t even show your face at the door. You’ve gone too
farl Don’t think you're that safe. - Some burn their bridges
behind them. Seems like you're thinking of burning your
bridges before you’ve even crossed them!”

Qin Fu calmly retorted, “Well, even the sky has its sunny
and cloudy days. Can’t a wallet have some empty days?
If your pocket was always full, why would you bug me for
booze money?”’ ‘

Tough Hide grunted, then railed, “Now don’t pull that
crap on me. We're so different it’s ridiculous to compare
the two of us. You only rake in dough and never shell it

~out, So how can you ever be short of cash? Don’t try to

pass youtself off as poor. A meat dumpling is always wrap-

ped up. It only has corn meal dough on the outside, but

tuke a bite and it’s full of goodies.” ’
Normally an accusation of murder could not have unhinged

"QQin Fu more, but today he nonchalantly responded, “It’s no

skin off my back if you call me a millionaire. In fact it would
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be a compliment. But of course, I'd have to have a lot more
money to deserve it.”

Tough Hide waved his hand impatiently. “Come on, stop
pulling my leg. The second land reform is still a long way
off. You might as well go ahead and spend what you have.
Ha, hal”

. Fed up with Tough Hide’s caustic remarks, Qin Fu turned
to the people beside him and commented, “Hey, Shachuai
hasn’t shown up yet. I guess that old bird can’t bear to leave
his “mule.”

Suddenly Shaohuai’s voice blared out in front of him.
“Hey, how come you’re thinking about me today?”

Qin Fu perked up. “You bought a mule, didn’t you?
How many teeth does it have? How much did it set you
back?” He stuck his hand under the front flap of Shao-
huai’s sheepskin coat and, in the customary manner for con-
ducting business, discreetly counted Shaohuai’s fingers to as-
“certain the answer. “Huh, pretty cheap. You got a bargain.”

Shaohuai smiled. “You haven’t even laid eyes on the beast
and you say I got a bargain. You must have a direct line
to the gods.”

“No need to look,” Qin Fu earnestly stated. “Would a
smart cookie like you ever be cheated?” Then he whispered
into Shaohuai’s ear, “Now that you’ve bought a mule, won’t
you need some feed? I've got some. You want it?”

Shachuai glanced at him. “How much?”

The two started counting fingers under Shaohuai’s coat
again.

“It’s this many dollars and this many cents for fifty kilos.
Isn’t that a good price?”

“Forget it. Is your hay made of gold?”

“Tll giw}e you a bargain. How does this sound?”

“No way. You're just trying to milk me.”
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“Anyone who can afford to buy a horse can certainly afford
the saddle.  Why be so sticky over a few dollars?”

Shachuai never had -any intention of buying his hay; he
led Qin Fu along only to test the situation further. Under
a calm facade his pulse had been racing ever since he walked
into the meeting hall and realized that only middle peasants
were flocking around him. Neither the village leaders nor
any fanshen peasants broached the subject of his mule, much
less tried to flatter him. They watched him with peculiar
cxpressions; he felt the pressure of their stares. Shaohuai
began to place his hopes on the three Party members. He
figured that Village Head Zhang’s approval this morning
could not be counted on because Zhang Jinfa had been put
on the spot. The three Party members must have discussed
his venture since then. Only after they presented their final
position at this meeting would the situation be clarified. He
would have to determine how solid the new policy was from
the speeches. His small eyes darted all around the room.
He particularly wanted to spot Daquan, whom he took as a
barometer of the sentiments of the fanshen peasants, just as
Zhang Jinfa’s attitude reflected the directives of his superiors.
He bore no illusion that Daquan, who had led the drive to
classify him as a rich peasant, might approve of his buying
n mule —a clear sign of his intention to rise again. All
he hoped to see was a bothered but helpless Daquan, an
indication of victory for his first step and a guarantee for
his sccond step.

Continuing to scan the room, his eyes fell upon a ruddy
face: Tichan’s glaring eyes were fixed on him. If there was
once person Shaohuai feared, it was Tiehan. During the

land-reform struggles Shachuai learned that he could de-

cipher ncither the leadership’s directives nor grassroot senti-
ments from the face of this impulsive man. In order to
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‘shun a potentially awkward encounter, Shaohuai lowered

his eyes and did not dare look around anymore.

Tiehan stood up and called the meeting to order, telling
people to quiet down, even naming those who were standing
around the door, and asking them to come in. Then he
" clapped his hands to lead a round of applause after asking
Village Head Zhang to speak.

Jinfa, who was sitting at one end of the table, nonchalantly
tapped the ashes out of his pipe, stood up, walked to the
middle of the table, and faced the crowd. He called out
“Fellow villagers,” paused and scanned his audience with
the air of an expetienced cadre, then briefly reviewed the

leadership’s directives. Everyone knew he would elaborate

on those points he wanted to emphasize.

Jinfa spoke with passion. “In the past landlords exploited
us and foreign imperialists charged over here. Together they
robbed us of everything we had, forcing countless poor fami-
lies into destitution and scattering relatives in all directions.
Look around this room. Who didn’t want to get rich back
then? Who didn’t struggle with all their might for it? But
what happened? We were barely able to keep our heads
above water. We floundered in the Bitter Marsh, getting a
bellyful of bittetness. Qur hopes turned out to be nothing

but empty dreams. And why was this? Because the govern-:
ment then was not a people’s government. It was in the §

hands of dope-smoking crooks. Why should they care wheth-
er poor people live decently? :

“Today the situation is completely different. There’s a
people’s government. We have become the masters of our
own lives. So we’d better damn well act like the place be-
longs to us, not like we’re outsiders. The government has
given tremendous thought to how you can get rich and lead
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a good life. If you don’t buckle down now and work hard,
you'll be letting down the Party. ,

“Some people are afraid to reveal their wealth, afraid of
a sccond land reform and afraid of a switch in government
policy. All these fears have no basis in reality. The goal
of land reform was to smash feudalism. Now that we’ve
done it, what would be the point of another land reform?
There will be no more land reforms and no one will eat
out of 2 communal pot either. You can count on it. This
is not Jinfa’s own pledge but one that comes from our top
leaders. Socialism and .communism are still far off in the
future. We might not even see them in our lifetime. Right
now we have to fight hard to consclidate our New De-
moctacy. . . :

Jinfa’s speech, dignified by his recently acquired fashionable
vocabulary, impressed his audience. The listeners whisper-
ed and exchanged glances.

Remembering this morning’s argument, Tough Hide went
over to needle Qin Kai.  “Did you hear that? 1 told you
so. That Shachuai is a real operator. No one can match
him when it comes to figuring things out.”

“He sure hit the jackpot again,” Qin Kai concurred dis-
tractedly, still concentrating on Jinfa’s speech.

*"There’s no getting around it, Qin Kai,” Tough Hide went
on, “the bold ones always live high off the hog while the
meck starve. ‘No matter what comes down the pike, that
will never change.”

Without lifting his eyes from Jinfa, Qin Kai agreed, “Yeah,
he's pretty daring.”

‘Tough Hide found it difficult to pick a quarrel when Qin

(2]

~ Kai kept appeasing him. So he turned to bother “Little

Abacus” Qin Fu. “Did you hear that? The village head’s
words are not to be slighted. " He didn’t just spit them out
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of his own mouth. Every sentence is authentic, straight from
_ the district Party secretary and the county head.”

Qin Fu nodded.

“You better get a large draft animal too.”

Qin Fu blinked.

“And why don’t you dig up all that grain you have buried
away?”’

Forgetting where he was, Qin Fu stood up in a huff, slap-
ped his' thighs and roared, “Stop dumping your crap on me.
I swear if I have any grain hidden, let lightning strike .me
down.”

His outburst disrupted the meeting and one after another
people rose to their feet to see what was going on.

Shaohuai, even cockier after Jinfa’s pitch, assumed com-
mand. “Hey everybody, quiet down,” he shouted at the
crowd. “The village head hasn’t finished yet. Pay atten-
tion.”

Shaohuai’s officiousness provoked a chorus of hissing.
Just as he opened his mouth to again hold forth, someone

charged in front of him. Tiehan’s voice thundered, “What

are you yelling about, Shaohuai?”

Stepping back, Shaohuai ingratiatingly explained, “They are
being distuptive. I'm just telling them to pay attention —”

“You are the one who is disturbing the meeting,” Tichan
interrupted.

Shaohuai stretched out his hands as if wronged, “I 11sten—
ed the entire time and never opened my mouth. You can
ask anybody.”

“Do you think this is an animal market?”

“Of course not.”

“Is it a trade fair?”

“Who says it is?”’ ,

“Then why were you bargaining ovet prlces herep”
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“Come on Tiehan. I didn’t start the talking much less
the yelling. How come you didn’t go after anyone else but
came straight to me? What do you think I am, a pushover?”

Looking around at the crowd, Liping raised her voice,
“Look at what a mess this meeting is., It’s all his fault.”

“That’s right,” her brother chimed in. “This meeting is
disgusting.” ‘

“This meeting is only giving Feng Shaohuai a chance to
show off,” Zhankui said.

Other people stood up and sneered:

“What's the big deal about buying a mule? Gee, he’s get-
ting uppity.”

“If you're so high and mighty, let’s see you buy a big
truck.” '

Shaohuai refused to back down as these angry voices sut-
rounded him. He viewed them as merely a sign of envy and
helplessness in the face of his actions. With an affected self- -
righteousness he proclaimed, “I earned the money to buy that
mule through hard work, not through exp101tat10n I'm
answering the call of the government. Is that breaking the
law? Is that not allowed?”

“We are against what’s in your head — always thinking
nbout taking advantage of others,” Liping declared.

“What kind of bad thoughts do T have? Say what you
think,” Shaohuai demanded.

“Spit them out yourself if you have the guts,” Liping

retorted.

Liu Xiang mumbled from a corner, “He still holds a grudge
from tand reform.” :

Tichan was reminded of his feelings of irritation at
hearing that Shaohuai had paraded his mule through the
streets, and at seeing Shaohuai’s smug expression as he strut-
ted into the meeting hall. He charged, “Looks to me like
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you want to haul that mule right into this meeting to spite
us' fanshen peasants, don’t you?r”

Tiehan’s words came through loud and clear and Shao-
huai dropped his insolent air. In an injured tone he appeal-
ed to Jinfa, “No matter what you think of me, I'm not a
landlord. If you don’t want me to speak out, I'll keep silent.
If you don’t want me to get rich, I won't try.”

Initially Jinfa had ignored this' minor squabble in the
crowd, but he grew irritated as the bickering dragged on.
Shaohuai’s avowal made him feel Tiehan’s reaction was ex-
cessive. By violating the Party’s policy, some of the fanshen
peasants were endangering implementation of the new direc-

tive. Jinfa thought that it was not right to rebuke his own-

comrades and the fansben peasants under such circumstances,
but he should nevertheless try to revive the enthusiasm he

_had just kindled. With an aura of authority he called on
everyone to. take their seats. “Fellow villagers, from now on
making revolution will mean striving for a good life. Every-
one who prospers will be heroes while those who go broke
will be good-for-nothings. We should immediately kick off
a ‘get rich’ competition in Greenfields....”

Jinfa’s pep talk achieved its intended effect. Those on the
beams under the window began to smile again. Even Shao-
huai calmed down. _ .

But some people were still upset, the most conspicuous
being Tiehan. Liu Xiang unobtrusively moved over in front
of Tiehan and whispered, “Where’s Daquan? Why didn’t
he come to the meeting?”

“He went to the district office to discuss some problems
with Party Secretary Wang,” Tiehan answered apathetically.

“If he were here,” Liu Xiang averred, “Shaohuai wouldn’t
be so impudent.”
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Tiehan gritted his teeth. “You wait and see. Shaohuai
won't get away with this.”

5
An Invaluable Insight

Barely three months after he had joined the Party and for
the first time since the exhilarating land reform days, qualms
of doubt besieged Daquan. Unprepared for the new direc-
tive, he wondered during the briefing session for village
cadres whether Jinfa had misinterpreted the leadership’s
objectives. His suspicions deepened over the next few days
and he finally went to the district office to check out his
ideas with Secretary Wang.

Wang Youging was far too busy to talk extenswely with
every village cadre who came around.  As he tied a sheepskin
coat onto his bicycle rack, he rattled off two points in response,
to Daquan’s persistent queries: first of all, Jinfa had not dis-
torted the leadership’s directive; secondly implementing this
new policy was now the central task. When Daquan ques-
tioned why they were not proceeding immediately to so-
cinlism, Wang Youging assured him that socialism was on
the agenda but its precise timing was to be determined by
the top leadership. For the time being Daquan should direct
hix energies toward rallying the peasants to take advantage
uf the favorable conditions to get rich. This work, in and

» of itsclf, was building socialism. ...

~ On his way home, Daquan tried to figute out whether his
qucstions had been answered; it stemed as if they had but
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then again it seemed as if they had not. ~When the work team
had come to Greenfields during land reform, Luo Xuguang’s
discussions about socialism had captured Daquan’s imagina-
tion. He envisioned socialist development as being more
thrilling, more vigorous and bringing greater happiness to the
fansben peasants than land reform had. However the pres-
ently unfolding sxtuatxon bore no resemblance to this alluring
image.’

A light haze from dinner fires lmgeted over Greenfields
as Daquan walked home against a glowing sunset. Lii Rui-
fen stopped sweeping the courtyard and watched her husband
brush himself off. “Quite a few people came to see you this
afternoon — Tiehan, Zhankui and Uncle Liu Xiang. Liu
Xiang’s not the sociable type. Must have something pretty
important on his mind.”

“I’ll go see them after dinner,” Daquan said before walking
into the house.

Their simple but immaculately-kept room was furnished
with a low table and two waist-high earthenware jars. A
board across the jars formed a shelf; Ruifen’s mirror, Xiao
Long’s toys, and containers of cooking oil, salt and spices
were arranged at one end and Daquan’s books and notebooks
at the other. )

Dagquan set the table up on the ‘/zang, reached for his note-
book and sat down. He wanted to jot down his conversatiorf
with the district Party secretary and his thoughts from the
past few days so he could sort out his ideas. But his pen
. froze on the blue-lined paper; he did not know where to start.

The notebook had been Luo Xuguang’s parting momento
to Daquan. A speeding locomotive was etched on the red
lacquered cover. And the f1rst page bore an inscription by Luo
Xuguang:
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A glorious and totally unprecedented struggle is about
to unfold throughout the country! ‘

I hope you will become a true vanguard fighter of the
proletariat! If you want to change the world, you also
have to change yourself: persevere in overcoming your
peasant mentality and strengthen your Party spirit. De-
vote your life to the struggle for communism. '

To share with Comrade Gao Dagquan,

- Luo Xuguang

As Daquan  stared at the train on the notebook, his
thoughts scattered momentarily before focusing on the
pressing tasks at hand..

With dusk the aroma of cornmeal porridge drifted in.
Ruifen carried in a stack of bowls. “It’s getting dark. Tlme
to stop working and have dinner.”

Daquan put the cap back on his pen, closed his notebook
and picked up a bowl. “Where’s Erlin?”

“He took Xiao Long out for a visit.’

“Let’s wait then,” Dagquan put down his bowl

“You two brothers are too considerate of each other,” Rui-
fen said with a smile. “Everyone’s going to have the same
food. What difference does it make who eats first?” ,

“It’s not a question of being considerate,” Daquan explain-
ed. “We were separated when we were kids. Now we’re
finally back together, but I'm so busy I hardly get to see
him. Mealtimes are about the only chance I have to enjoy
his company.”

With a fond glance at her husband, Ru1fen nodded. She.
knew he reserved a special place in his affections for this
brother, for they had gone through hard times togethet. She
lit the oil lamp and put it on the table. “Why don’t you
keep on writing while I go look for them.”
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“Mother, is dinner ready yetr” came Xiao Long’s voice

from the courtyard.

Ruifen put the serving bowl on the kang. The curtain lift-
ed and in came Erlin with Xiao Long on his shoulders.

“Why are you always being carried around by your uncle,
Xiao Long? What’s the use of having legs?” Daquan
teased.

Jumping onto the keng, Xiao Long answered, “Uncle want-
ed to carry me.” -

“You're never without an excuse.”

- Erlin, smiling, filled half a bowl of porridge for Xiao Long,
and full ones for his brother, sister-in-law and himself. Then
stepping up on the kang, he squatted down and began eating.

These brothers were both handsome and resembled one
another, though Erlin was slightly taller and less hardy
than Daquan. Their personalities, on the other hand, were
notably different: Daquan was serious, intense, and free-
thinking while Erlin was reticent, stubborn, and somewhat
narrow-minded. Daquan’s character resembled a rushing
spring river, while his brothet’s was more like a tranquil
autumn pond. ‘

After downing some porridge .and a few mouthfuls of corn
bread, they launched into their customary family chat. “Et-
lin...” Daquan began.

Erlin stopped eating and mumbled, “Hum.”

“A new classroom’s been added to our night school.”

“So Tiehan was saying.”

“Why don’t you go study therer”

Erlin smiled, then went back to sipping his porridge.

“Do you realize that you hardly ever participate in village
activities, Erlin? You won’t learn much that way. And if
you keep it up, your mind will get dull and you’ll start slip-
ping backward. We've only lived in the new society for two
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ycars and our consciousness isn’t on a par with those who
lived in the old liberated areas. If we' don’t try to catch
up now, then when the socialist revolution begins, we’ll fall
cven further behind. Do you see what I'm getting at?”

Erlin smiled candidly. “You're right. I don’t know why
but I always get drowsy during meetings. Can’t make heads
or tails out of what others say. It’s like my ears are just there
for decoration.”

“That’s because you’re not really interested in finding out,”
Dagquan explained. “If you get yourself seriously involved,
you'll feel empty when a couple of days go by and you haven’t
hcard any national news or directives from the leadership.
It's worse than going hungry.” ‘

“Pushing me is a waste of time. I can’t bear to sit next
to a lamp the way you do for hours on end. I don’t measure
up to you guys. I'll just take my cues from you.. Won't
that be good enough?”.

“You should at least go to meetings more often. There
arc so many new things happening in our new society. Mem-
bers of our family should be in the forefront.”

Suddenly someone called from outside, “Is Daquan home?”

Recognizing Grandma Deng’s voice, Daquan answered,
“Ycs, I'm here. Come on in and get warm.” .

Mcanwhile Ruifen had put down her bowl and gone out
to greet her.  “Grandma Deng, I heard you were sick.”

“I feel much better now that I've taken some medicine.”

“Let me give you a hand.”

“I don’t think T'll go in. Ask Daquan to come out here -
for a minute.” .

“Why didn’t you ask Jiukuan’s boy to fetch Daquan? You

‘shouldn’t be running around on a cold, dark night by your-

sclf after you've been sick.”
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“I don’t catch cold easily and the darkness doesn’t bother
me either, Ruifen.”

'Dagquan came to the doorway and through the gray dusk
discerned a shock of white hair and two shining eyes beside
his wife. .

Despite her sixty-nine years Grandma Deng’s cyes were as
sharp as any young person’s, as evidenced by her ability to
thread a needle and stitch layers of cloth into shoe soles.
Widowed before the age of thirty, she first worked as a set-
vant for Crooked Mouth and then hired herself out as a
seamstress in Beijing. She was well-versed in the ways of
the world; her practical knowledge and prowess wete rarely
found among women. When the Japanese invaded North
China in the thirties, she had her only son feign deaf-muteness
and together they fled on foot to the guerrilla base in the

Panshan Mountains, where the boy joined the Eighth Route -
Army. Upon her return to Greenfields the villagers were

informed that her son had perished along the way and for
many yeats they looked on her as a pitiful, lonely woman.
Her secret was only divulged after Liberation in 1949 when
a People’s Liberation Army (PLA) officer came riding into
the village on a grand horse, along with a sentinel, looking
for his mother. The entire village was stunned. The news
fannqd out through the county with people from miles away
becoming well-acquainted with the story of the PLA mothet.
Now her son and daughter-in-law were off fighting in the
Korean war while her grandson attended a boarding school
in Beijing. ‘ :

Daquan urged Grandma Deng to come in but she said,
“It’s almost time for your classes at the night school and I
have to be getting back soon, too. - There’s just one thing I
wanted to tcll you right now,” Nudging Ruifen-she suggest-
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cd, “Better go finish your dinner. We'll talk right here.”
Once Ruifen was gone, Grandma Deng stepped closer to Da-
quan and, gripping his wrist, whispered in his ear, “Have you
Party people tried to figure out what’s behind Shaohuai’s:
buying that mule?” ‘

“He bought a mule?” Daquan said in dismay. “What’s
he up to?” )

“You're still in the datk!” Grandma Deng ‘exclaimed.
“And such a major event.” She then described Shaohuai’s
morning demonstration in the street and his smugness at the
afternoon meeting. ‘

Dagquan could readily envision what had transpired today
and surmised different people’s reactions. Refocusing his at-
tention on Grandma Deng, he said with bridled anger,
“Shaohuai has a grudge against us because we neatly classified
him as a rich peasant. He’s trying to aggtavate us with the
mule.” :

Grandma Deng shook her head. ““That’s not quite it.”

After another moment of thought, Daquan said, “Right.
Ic has a grudge against all poor people. And it didn’t start
in the land reform days. He’s had it for years.”

Again Grandma Deng shook her head. “Still a bit off the
mark. That's what I thought at first too. I went looking
for Zhou Zhong to figure it out. We talked about it all
afternoon. He said I could only explain part of it.”

“What was his opinion?” '

“He said that Shaohuai wasn’t just out to spite the fanshen
peasants when he bought the mule and marched it through
the strects. He’s testing the policy like a person who takes

. advantage of a fire to do some looting.”

- *"I'aking advantage of a fire to do some looting? What
clse did he say?”
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“Lowering Shaohuai’s class status to a middle peasant
amounted to letting the tiger run back up the mountain and
hide in a cave to recuperate from his wounds. . Now with the
new call to get rich, that tiger is charging down the mountain.
And he’s fixing to eat people.”

Daquan felt a sinking sensation. After a pause he said,
“Don’t worry. He’ll never be able to eat people again!
Now that we have the Party leadership, the political power,
and our own land, there’s no way anyone can ride on our
backs again.”

“You’te right. But don’t forget that our fanshern families
are like newborn birds just out of the shell. You Party peo-
ple have to figure out a way to help everyone grow their
wings. Otherwise there’s no telling who’s going to end up
on top.”

“We cadrés have pledged ourselves to the Party and to
the people,” Daquan declared. ““Your requests will guide
our actions. People here in Greenfields aren’t like they used
to be, they won’t allow Feng Shachuai to get away with his
loathsome plan.”

“Good. Watch out for him. I'll be going now.”

He accompanied her down the alley, then stood rubbing
his hands for warmth, absorbed in thought. Joy and appre-
hension had coexisted in his heart these last few days,
with his trip to the district office merely exacerbating rather
than alleviating his concerns. This old fanshen peasant’s
insight had opened his eyes while also raising his suspicions
that this new ‘“‘get-rich” policy would engender a series of
similar incidents.

Daquan did not return home. Without a word to his wife
he walked down the street. Far ahead a person’s outline
was visible.  He could clearly tell this was the man he was
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looking for, the man who was capable of working with him
to help the fanshen peasants strengthen their wings and fly
high.

Daquan hurried toward him.

6

A Serious Disagreement

Jinfa stood belching under lusterless stars, a pipe in his
mouth. Before Daquan spoke, he grumbled, “Where were
you this afternoon? I couldn’t find you anywhere.” -

Unperturbed by the village leader’s customary authoritarian
tone, Daquan told him he had gone to Heavenly Gate.

“You could have gone there any old day,” complained the
village head. “How could you skip such an important
mceting?”’ )

“Last night when I asked, you said you’d be tied up with
your own farm work for the next few days so you wouldn’t
be calling any meetings,” explained Daquan. “How could
I know that you were going to change your mind?”

Jinfa realized there was no reason to blame Daquan, for
it was the district Party -secretary’s note that had prompted
this afternoon’s meeting. Changing his tack, he related, “I
was really worried. If you'd been around, you could have
helped me keep order and control the troublemakers As it
was, we almost ended up with a real mess.’

“A mess?”’

“That bullheaded Tiehan started a shouting match with
Feng Shaohuai right in the meeting. = God only knows where
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all his anger came from. No matter how I tried to reason
with him, he wouldn’t simmer down —"

“Oh, so that’s it! Good thing I wasn’t around then. I

- wouldn’t have been any help. In fact I probaBly would have
raised a bigger hullabaloo than Tiehan. Then you’d have
had an even wotse mess on your hands.”

“So you’re pretty angry too?”

“Aren’t you? Did you feel all that comfortable when
Shaohuai put on a big show with his mule?”

“How can you call it a big show? A mule can’t be taken
home in a basket like a piglet. And even a piglet would
kick and squeal and be hard to take home unnoticed.”

“He was pompous out on the street and then continued
to show his contempt in the meeting.”

“It’s a once in a lifetime event for a small farmer to buy
a draft animal. Who wouldn’t be happy? I can’t see any-
thing wrong with an excited person showing off a little.”

“Is Shaohuai your average small farmer? You yourself
once said that he narrowly missed the rich-peasant status. At
best his middle peasant classification can be explained as a
lenient application of the Party’s policy. It certainly can’t be
used to whitewash his exploiting poor people in the past.”

“No matter what you say, his classificaticn was decided

. in accordance with the policy. We can’t stop him from buying
a draft animal. ‘Even if he were a rich peasant all we could

do is bar him from practicing feudal exploitation; we could”

not stop him from plunking down his own money for a mule
as long as it was done legally.”

“There’s much more to this than buying a-mule. We need
to figure it out. Can you wait a moment while I get Tiehan?
The three of us can talk it over and come to an
understanding.” : o

“This isn’t a particularly pressing question,” Jinfa said,
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holding Daquan back. “I still have to get Qin Kai to hurry
up and finish his group’s statistical tables. Why don’t we
wait for a less busy time to talk about it?”

“No, this is an extremely urgent problem,” insisted Da-
quan. “We have to discuss it right now.”

Jinfa laughed through the darkness. ‘‘You're always so
obstinate. Okay, I'll stay and listen for a while.” He moved
to the side of the road and stopped at the foot of the Tall
Steps. Yawning, he stretched his arms, then appealed to
Daquan who had followed him over. “I'm bushed. Dug
out manure from the pig pen all morning and chaired a long
meeting this afternoon. Try to keep it brief and not get all
wound up in abstract theories.”

Daquan squatted down. He filled his pipe -and handed
his tobacco pouch to Jinfa. A biting breeze, but so slight
the branches and dust remained undisturbed, cut through
the cold night. A host of stars twinkled throughout the
heavens; near the wall, -glass particles sparkled.

During land reform these two had worked hand in hand
and were quite compatible. Initially Jinfa had looked down
on Daguan: although by then he had abandoned his image
of Daquan as a child laborer who tagged around after him,
he still viewed Daquan as a mere activist under his leader-
ship. Later when Daquan earned the admiration of the entire
village for the wisdom and courage he displayed during the
heated struggle, particularly after the movement to suppress

“ counter-revolutionaries, Jinfa’s opinion of him improved.

When the militia discovered Crooked Mouth’s brother, the
former puppet township head during the Japanese occupation,
holed up in a cellar with food and a gun, they tried to coax

_ him out but he refused. He was only taken alive after Da-

quan dashed into the cellar with a huge ax, catching his
adversary by surprise,
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Jinfa kept his mouth shut when the villagers and members
from the work team commended Daquan, but he could not

help thinking: This young man is quite something. I never

would have such nerve.
Daquan’s opinion of Jinfa also underwent several changes.
- At first he disliked Jinfa for his lack of identity as a poor
man. After they worked together awhile, he felt Jinfa was
quite a good fighter. He began to trust Jinfa and to work
more closely with him. When the work team had trouble
allocating houses due to a dearth of decent housing, Daquan
proposed to Jinfa that they volunteer to live in the two wotst
quarters. Jinfa agreed right away and presented the idea
ahead of Daquan to the work team. But a few days after
they moved, an unexpected situation occurred. It was sug-
gested in a public meeting that some good wood :stacked
in Jinfa’s new place, which was originally going to-be dis-
tributed, should be left there for repairing the house.

In a private conversation Daquan convinced Jinfa to turn - . |

down the offer. Jinfa agreed, but when the villagers ap-
proved it at the next meeting, instead of refusing, the vil-
lage head recounted his problems and then self-righteously
accepted the wood. Daquan was displeased. But then
during the grain distribution, Jinfa volunteered to take
his share last. He worked tirelessly while the new village
government was being set up, often not taking time out for
lunch. With the outbreak of the Korean war, Jinfa led the
denunciations against American imperialists, once almost
losing his voice when he gave four impassioned speeches
in one day. His strong hatred was so genuine it captivated
his audiences. In the light of all this, Daquan forgave Jin-
fa for his past faults. :

Now Daquan recounted word for word the concerns of the
two poor peasants, Zhou Zhong and Grandma Deng. He
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wanted to alert the village head to the schemes of Shao-
huai and then the two of them could develop an appropriate
strategy.

But Jinfa shook his head in disagreement. “I know Shao-
huai was a vicious brute. But who can tell what’s on his
mind right now?” :

“You can tell from his actions. It’s obvious that he is charg-
ing down the mountain.”

Jinfa laughed. “Are you saying that anyone who takes
up the new call is a man-eating tiger?”

“I'm just talking about this one particular person, Feng
Shaohuai! "Didn’t you agree that we should classify him as
a rich peasant? And weren’t you just as angry as the rest
of us when Gu Xinmin sent down a directive to reclassify him
as a middle peasant? You told me privately that it was very
difficult for you to accept.”

“T accepted that decision because a Party member is subor-
dinate to the organization. Are you suggesting that we change
his status right now? Can Party members act like that? And
if we can, are you proposing that we lead a rush into his
house to divide up all his possessions and take away his
mule? Can we'do that?” ,

“I’'m not suggesting anything of the kind. I just want you
to keep in mind that we should all be on our guard and watch
him carefully. We need to have a broader perspective on
this issue — that is, we have to put all our efforts into helping
the poor peasants stand on their own feet so that they won’t
be gobbled up. Now do you see what I am getting at? Is
an idea like this so hard for you to accept?”

Jinfa thought for a moment. “You’re getting me all con-
fused. Do you want me to practice favoritism and treat
some people nicer than others? Is that it? Well, that won’t
do. I am the head of this village. -I'm responsible for more
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than a hundred families, not just the fanshern families. Ex-

cept for landlords and counter-revolutionaries, I have to
.treat everyone .in the same way —”

“You'rte dead wrong,” Daquan broke in. “You are a Com-
munist village head. The role of Communists is to help poor
people gain their liberation —”

“Come on. Land reform is over. That kind of talk is
out-of-date.”

“Of coutse a lot of policies have changed now that land
reform is over. But we can’t ignore the basic notion of servmg
the people.”

Jinfa was becoming slightly aggravated. “How can you say

I'm casting it aside? What am I doing from morning to night

except serving the people? In meetings half the day — who's

“that for? If it’s not serving the people, then I might as well
spread a few more baskets of manure on my fields. And
what about all those nights I stayed up into the small hours?
Who was that for? If that wasn’t to serve the people, then
I might just as well have enjoyed my warm kamg and put
in a hard day’s work in my own fields.”

Restraining his growing irritation, Daquan said, “Jinfa,
~ your argument doesn’t hold water. You talk about spreading
a few more baskets of manute on your fields or putting in
a hard day’s work in your fields, but did you ever stop to
think how people like us got those fields in the first place?”

“What do you take me for? My political understanding
is not that low.” :

“I'm not out to slight you, I'm just trying to remind you.
All cadres have to be concerned about the poor peasants.”

“I just said I don’t favor anyone but actually I do take
sides. You didn’t see what happened in the meeting this
- afternoon. The way some of the fanshen peasants dealt with
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Shaohuai was teally violating Party policy. They even went
as far as to bully him. - I was shaking with anger but I didn’t
criticize them in public.”

“I don’t see it that way. When poor people quarrel with
Feng Shaohuai, it shows that they are becoming more aware —
that they have abandoned their superstition and buried their
idols. Now they know who feeds whom and who exploits
whom and they don’t want to be oppressed again. That’s
why they spoke out so strongly teday. Do they have to act
like they did in the old days — working like sheep for the
landlords — before you can feel at ease?”

“Oh come —"

Jinfa paused as a figure emerged out of the darkness and
floated down the road toward them. Noticing a break in the
conversation, the man came over and asked, “Is Jinfa here?”

Zhang Jinfa stood up. ‘““Old Fan, are you back home for
your day-off?” '

“No. I came to fetch something,” Fan Keming, the dis-
trict office cook, responded.  “Who’s with you?”

“Daquan,” Jinfa replied.

“Well, small wonder you seemed so chummy. You two
really get on well together,” Fan Keming commented.: “I
came home to pick up my sheepskin vest and to bring you
a note about the district meeting the day after tomorrow.”

Jinfa took the note. = “You'te so hard working and now
you've taken on the job of messenger too.”

“I won’t distutb you any longer. T’ll be getting home now
so I can start back early tomorrow morning.” After a few
steps Fan Keming called back to Jinfa, “Don’t forget to bring
those charts when you come to the meeting.”

- Jinfa turned to Daquan, “Are you finished?”
“As long as you hold these views, I'll always have mere
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to say. But we can end here for now.”

“It’s up to you. If you say wind it up, then we'll wind
it'up. If not, I'll stay right here all night and freeze. 1
don’t want you to accuse me of being bureaucratic and slight-
ing your opinions.”

““What's the use of talking if you're going to have that kind

of attitude?”

“So how should I be? Do I have to give in to your
opinions?” He waved the letter in his hand while he talked.
“When you don’t hold an office, you don’t need to consider
the policies. ‘I can't act according to my whims and disregard
an official policy. If anything goes wrong, you can. shrink into
the background. But what about me? The leadership would
pin full responsibility on me.”” Then switching to a milder
tone, he said, ‘“To repeat myself, we are not in the land reform
movement now but in the strive to get rich movement. Rous-
ing speeches aren’t what’s needed today. What really counts
is putting effort into production. This is the first time you
and your family are planting your own land. There are lots
of loose ends to attend to. Don’t take it lightly. You'd
better get busy. If Shaohuai bought a mule today to spite
" us, then we'll buy two horses and outdo him. ‘This is the
real way to show your worth. This is the kind of determina-
tion Party members should have.”

Daquan stood up. “Neither of us is going to convince the
other right now. Let’s look into it more thoroughly and talk
again when we understand the issues better.”

“You're as stubborn as a mule. Drives me nuts. Once
your mind is set, nothing can budge you.” With a yawn
and a stretch of his arms, Jinfa disappeared into the
darkness.
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7 v
We Will Prove Ourselves

Quatreling voices reached Daquan as he passed the new
village office. He was about to go in when'someone hurried
up behind him. Turning around he saw it was Deng
Jiukuan, a sturdy-looking man in his eatly thirties, around
five feet tall with broad features. His movements seemed
somewhat cumbersome tonight, maybe due to his bulky
clothes, maybe because of the freezing cold. Jiukuan whip-
ped off his hat and plopped it on Daquan’s head.

Taken by surprise, Daquan exclaimed, “What are you
doing, Brother Jiukuan?” '

“Been wearing your hat all winter” Jiukuan cheerfully -
responded.  “Now it’s your turn.’

Dagquan put the hat back on Jiukuan’s head. “I've gone
around hatless all winter. How come you're worrying about
me now that it’s about to get warm? Better forget it. I'm
used to the cold. Keep it for yourself.”

“Well, I wasn’t planning to give it back now,” Jiukuan
said, pressing the hat down on his head. “I figured if my
crop was good next year I'd buy you a new one. But then
my wife said you didn’t have a hat when you came over with
the medicine for my aunt and she insisted that I give it
back to you.”.

“Looks like Grandma Deng is doing better now,” Daquan
remarked. “She even came over to our place for a while
this evening.” /

" “Your medicine fixed her-up in a jiffy. Now she’s prais-
ing you to the skies, She goes on and on about how smart
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you are and how terrific your medicine is. Says the minute
she took it, was like a hand just reached in and took away
that sickness of hers. My wife and I really had to laugh.
I got her the exact same stuff a few months back. How
come yours worked and mine didn’t?”

Daquan burst out laughing. ]

Jiukuan had gone to work at a young age for Crooked
Mouth’s cousin, a landlord known as the Foreign Squire be-
cause he had attended a new-fashioned school. Jiukuan was
not particularly clever or adroit and was continually subjected
to the landlord’s physical and verbal abuse. Once when a
prestigious guest dropped in, Jiukuan was sent to buy some
cigarettes in Heavenly Gate. It was late by the time he
returned and the important guest had left. The Foreign
Squire fussed and fumed that Jiukuan had spoiled the visit,
then soundly cuffed the boy on the ear. Jiukuan’s face im-
mediately puffed up so that he could not chew any food or
sleep on that side. Eventually the swelling subsided but his
hearing was permanently impaired.

Jiukuan went around with a grim expression on his face,

only talking to close friends. When the land-reform work
team came to Greenfields and was investigating conditions
among the poor, vice-team leader Luo Xuguang solicited his
opinions. Jiukuan voiced a peculiar demand: “I don’t care
about getting a patch of land or a house. All I want is a
chance to belt that Foreign Squire in the face. Then my score
will be settled.” Despite Luo Xuguang’s explanation of the
Party policy against physical retaliation and everyone else’s
attempts to dissuade him, Jiukuan remained adamant. Some-
time later the Foreign Squire was apprehended. As Zhou
Yoflgzhen and Zhu Zhankui were escorting him to the
county seat before dawn one morning, Jiukuan leapt out
from.behind a kiln, grabbed the prisoner by the collar and

66

struck him forcefully on the cheek. For the first time a
smile crept onto Jiukuan’s face. To his close friends he con-
fided, “Now I am liberated.”

Jiukuan married a widow named Zheng Suzhi in 1949, the
year the PLA seized Beiping.* She had two children by a
previous marriage and then gave birth to another by Jiukuan.
An old saying maintained:

It’s nice to find a wife

And a joy to have a boy.

But you’ll never have a penny,
If the .mouths to feed are many.

With one breadwinner feeding five people there was not
much to go around. Yet once the land was distributed,
Jiukuan felt secure and he walked around all day long with
a huge smile on his face.

Daquan wondered what had brought Jiukuan out this
night. “I thought you'd be in bed by now. How come you're
up so late?” '

“Have something I've been meaning to ask you. At the
last meeting Village Head Zhang said that a Beijing
railroad station was asking our village to send some tem-
porary workers. How come nothing more’s been said about
it?> Didn’t hear nothing about it today at the meeting. Has
the idea been dropped?” :

“We didn’t follow through because we thought with most
people just getting land, everyone would be busy preparing
for their first crop and wouldn’t want to leave home.” .

“Won’t be planting for quite a while yet. We have some
timc on our hands right now.”

“Do you want to go?”

* Beijing was known as Beiping before it was liberated in early 1949.
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“Some extra cash for New Year’s would be mighty handy.”

“I’ll talk it over with Jinfa and see who else is interested.
You can all go together.”

“No, no. My wife won’t let me go unless you do.”

“Don’t worry, no one will treat you like a country
bumpkin or give you a hard time. The people are in control
of Beijing now. The railroad belongs to us. If you want to
80, then go. Why do you always have to drag me along?”

More quarreling came from the office. Daquan put a
hand on Jiukuan’s shoulder, then opened the door and walk-
ed into the warm room.

Beneath an oil lamp seven or eight fanshen peasants
encircled the coal stove, lit for the first time, in the newly
renovated office. Jinfa’s speech calling on everyone to get
rich had been sufficiently disturbing that they had found
it difficult to stay home or sit still on the night school
benches. Finally they had collected in the village office and
plunged into a heated discussion.

Most folks initially were angry and eager to teach Shao-
huai a lesson. Then others argued that such retaliation was
out of line with Party policy and besides it would not work.
Plucking up their morale, many pointed out how futile it
would be to take on such an underhanded cutthroat. In
fact they could not even vie with Qin Fu because of his
alactity with figures and his aptitude at money-making, and
Shaohuai was even worse. As the discussion continued they
became further discouraged.

Among them was Tiehan. The anger he had hurled at
Shaohuai during the meeting largely was spent. Now he was
trying to think positively by flipping through the illustrations
in a beginner’s writing textbook. But listening to the-discus-
sion with one ear, he was growing progressively more upset
as it went on. He suddenly exploded, “Shut up, all you
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spineless -idiots!  Just talking this way, you’re humiliating
yourselves.”

“I think it’s much more humiliating that you don’t even
bother to give a thought to major problems,” said Lu
Chunjiang.

Tichan jerked his head up, “What do you mean?
I don’t use my head? My thoughts are definitely worlds
above yours. Don’t forget this isn’t 1948 or 1949. It’s
1950: the second year after Liberation and the first year
since land reform. The flag hanging in front of the govern-
ment office is the five-star red flag. And don’t forget that
the people sitting here are not hired field hands, child
laborers or beggars. We are Party members, Youth League
members and fanshen peasants! Comrades, it’s our sky and
our land. The Party relies on us and the government wants
us to become our own mastets. And you say we can’t even
make it, that we'te going to be crushed by others? Hell
no!” '

Someone in the back laughed. “This punk can actually
spit out a few decent phrases, can’t he?”

Right away someone else piped up, “But he makes a lot
of sense.”

Hearing these approving comments and seeing Yongzhen
and Chunjiang fumbling for words, Tiehan began to laugh
delightedly.

“It’s not that easy to get rich you know,” Yongzhen said
after a moment of hesitation. ‘“You never had to shoulder
the responsibility of maintaining a farm and feeding a
family.” .

“All you can do is scoff and boast. Get rich yourself and
show us,” Chunjiang chimed in. ‘ ‘

Tiehan rebutted, “So Shaohuai has one head and two
hands but we only have balf a head and one hand, huh?
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Why do you sell yourself so short. We should be tough and
get our minds set on competing with them. We can’t an-
ticipate defeat before we've reached the battlefield. Be-
sides, we've got a lot going for us. For instance, in terms
of working in the fields or being able to shoulder hardships,
who can match the fanshen peasants? You don’t believe
me? Just wait and see. As soon as we get down to work,
we’ll outrun them.” .

Sitting to one side of the room smoking silently was Liu
Xiang. Now he knocked out the ashes in his pipe and
said, “Tiehan, don’t argue just for the sake of arguing.
You're a few years younger than most of us and can’t judge
the situation from all angles. Before land reform Shaohuai
was so well-off that even a law suit didn’t ruin him. Then
not even one straw was reformed out of him during land
reform. Just sweeping his floor would pile up more grain
than we have in our bins and cupboards. We fanshen
peasants came into the new society with nothing. We
were so weak, it was like we were badly wounded. The
Communist Party saved our lives. You have to realize that
though we survived, we are far from strong. And we won't
grow strong overnight. It will take time to recover from
our wounds and get new muscles.”

His opinions immediately received overwhelming ap-
proval. Both Yongzhen and Chunjiang nodded their heads
eagerly.

“Finally we’re hearing someone speak from experience.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what we were worrying about.”

“Tiehan, you'd better stop all that gibberish. You Party
members have to think of a way to get us through this dif-
ficult period. This is no laughing matter.”

“That’s right! But it looks like we’re too big a burden
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for the village head. We’ll have to depend on you and
Daquan.” i

At this point people noticed Daquan standing in the
doorway. _

“Come on in. You're just the person we’ve been waiting
for.” .- :

“Yeah, if you hadn’t come by, we’d have gone and pulled
you out of your house.” .

Yongzhen walked over to Daquan and putting his hands
on his shoulders, said- with great feeling, ‘“Quite frankly
Daquan, this get-rich slogan hasn’t encouraged me at all.
In fact I've found it quite demoralizing. The other day after
the village head explained the gist of it, my father called
the whole family together to -try and figure it out. We
stayed up to the wee hours but still couldn’t make head or
tail out of it. Today’s village-wide meeting was ‘even more
discouraging.”

Chunjiang looked longingly at- Daquan. ‘I've been
wondering about this too. Most of the fanshen peasants
ncver had a patch of land before. We're starting from
scratch. This will be our first battle. You Party members
just have to think of ways to keep the rich families from
sweeping us under.” ,

Nodding his head vigorously, Liu Xiang said, ‘“That’s
right. If the cart flips over along the road, it’s not merely
a shame but it shows that we neglected our responsibility.
If we're going to get back on our feet, we need to get a
strong start, work hard until the autumn harvest and bring
in one crop. Once our wounds have healed, and we've
built a solid base, we won’t be afraid of them. But until
this happens, we’re going to be very vulnerable.”

Wedging himself between people who had squeezed out
room for him along a bench, Daquan picked up a poker and .

7



stirted the coals. The fite crackled and blazed; a red glow
bathed everyone’s hands and faces. Looking around at his
very dear comrades, he compared their heated discussion
and burdened looks with Grandma Deng’s warning and
Jinfa’s apathy. Trying to probe deeper into the problem,
he questioned: Shouldn’t the striving-to-get-rich policy
have aroused the famshen peasants like coal fed to a fire?
Shouldn’t it cheer them up rather than add to their
worries? Suddenly he wondered whether striving to get
rich was part of building socialism or not. “I understand
what’s bothering you and you are perfectly right. I have
to admit that even though I've been wondering about the
new call for a while, it wasn’t until this evening that I be-
gan to see some of its implications. Though we’ve shaken off

our bonds, we’re no better than fledgling birds. Some peo-

ple are going to stand by and laugh at our blunders — others
will help themselves during the confusion. But what about
us? We can’t let this get us down. We must prove out-
selves. We must strengthen our wings so we can fly freely.”

“Say, Tiehan, you have to take this more seriously. We
should stay up tonight and think about ways to deal with
this problem,” Daquan continued.

Tiehan pulled over a chair and said seriously, “I'm no
numskull. I just theught we shouldn’t exaggerate our prob-
lems and mope. Whoever hopes to amuse himself with
our blunders can go blind for all I care. And is there some-
one who's waiting to help himself? Just let him try. T’ll
rap his knuckles the minute he makes a move and he’ll have
to pull back his bloody hands howling.” Then Tiehan
raised his voice. “Come on everybody. Let’s hear some
words of courage.”

Yongzhen poked him and said, “Give your voice a rest
and let Daquan finish.” ‘
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“Yes, Brother Daquan,” Chunjiang said. “Give us some
idcas of what to do.”

“What Uncle Liu Xiang just said made sense,” Daquan
responded.  “As long as the fanshen families can bring in
onc good crop, we’ll be standing on our own feet. That’s
how we’ll grow our feathers and fly. I figure that by plant-
ing time most families will have used up all the grain they
got during land reform. They will have to start worrying
about where their seeds and food will come from.”

“We need fertilizer too,” Chunjiang chimed in. *“We'll
just be playing in the mud without fertilizer. The best way
to get it is to raise a pig, but I can’t afford a piglet.”

Daquan pensively suggested, “Let’s talk about how we
can scrape together some funds for implements, food and
sceds during spring planting. If we want to prove ourselves,
we need to lay the groundwork for our new life. This first
step is crucial. But how can we do it? ‘We don’t have any
goods to peddle. None of us have any skills to start earning
some cash.” : .

“No problem,” someone spoke up from the doorway. “I
have just the thing for you guys.”

Everyone turned around. There stood a man in a big
padded overcoat and a padded hat with a cloth bag slung
over his shoulder. As he walked over, the cold night air
still clung to him and sweat matted his hair where his hat
had gripped his head.

“Oh, Comtade Li.”

“Where did you come from?” _

Li Peilin, assistant for the district agricultural department,
took off his hat and wiped his sweat. “I come to discuss
something with you. Our transportation system is overload-
cd these days, what with the needs of industty for raw
materials, the needs of agriculture for industrial goods and
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the needs for supplies on the Korean war front. A train
station in Beijing is trying to cope with all this in addition
to its normal work load. It's short of hands and has sent
people to our county several times asking for help. I think
you should get together a group and go. That way you can
help them out and earn some cash for spring planting — like
killing two birds with one stone.”

“Comrade Li,” Yongzhen joyfully exclaimed, “that’s just
the sort of thing we needed to hear. As long as others are
game, I'm up for it. I don’t even care about the money so
much. Just going there will help my family save some grain.”

Chunjiang said, “We need someone to lead us who knows
what he is doing. None of us have ever gone very far from
home. Getting around in a big city won’t be easy.”

Li Peilin looked at Daquan and asked, “How come you
look so glum? Oh, I bet it has something to do with your

visit to Secretary Wang this afternoon. Well, cheer up. I

was at a loss the last few days myself but when T visited our
old district head in the hospital yesterday, he said with land
reform just drawing to a close and our fighting in the Korean

 war, too many things are all happening at once. Some

things aren’t quite on the right track yet. He also said not
to get rattled or muddle-headed. We should do things as
we think best and see what happens. It seems to me he
makes a lot of sense. What do you think?” .

Identifying with Li Peilin’s sentiment Daquan revealed his
concerns. “Recently some of us have been feeling that
something was wrong but we couldn’t quite pin it down.”

“Don’t worry,” Li Peilin assured them. “Things will get
set straight in a while. Do you know a new Party secretary
is coming to our county? His name is Liang Haishan. Like
Luo Xuguang he’s being sent from the regional office.
Secretary Liang has been working in Yanshan District for
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a long time. Now he’s been assigned a permanent position
in our county. He’s a very capable veteran cadre and the
tand reform in his district was outstanding. He’s the one
who issued the directive to send temporary workers to Bei-
jing. He said this will give peasants a chance to learn from
the working class.”

The phrase “learn from the working class” instantly ap-
pealed to Daquan. He recalled that Luo Xuguang had used
this same phrase in his explanation of the nature of the
Party when he proposed Daquan for Party membership.

Regaining his spirit, Daquan remarked, “There’s not
much to do in the fields right now and there’s no pressing
work in the village either. We should definitely send peo-
ple. Tll go too.”

Everyone’s eyes lit up.

“We're set then,” Daquan declared. “Go home and dis-
cuss it with your families and make the necessary arrange-
ments. Also see if anybody else is interested. I’ll bring it
up with' the village head tomorrow. We’ll go as soon as it’s
all decided so we can gét back in time for spring planting!”

Jiukuan asked, “Can I go too, Brother Daquan?”

“We wouldn’t think of leaving without you.”

Elated, Jiukuan stated, “I don’t need to discuss it with
anyone. Just tell me when it’s time to leave.” i

“Isn’t your wife pregnant?” questioned Daquan. ‘““And
Grandma Deng hasn’t been feeling well lately, They won’t
be able to manage the house by themselves. I’ll ask my wife
to look after them. Your family doesn’t have enough quilts
to go around so don’t bring any: I'll share mine with you.”

“Daquan is really considerate,” Liu Xiang remarked.

Li Peilin commented, “Comrade Luo Xuguang praised
Daquan very highly to County Head Gu and Secretary
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Wang. He said that Daquan would become an outstanding
cadre. His judgement is usually pretty good.”

Ill at ease Daquan called over Tiechan and said, “Don’t
get too excited. You can’t go anywhere. You have to keep
tabs on the village affairs. Why don’t we all sit down now
and ask Comrade Li Peilin to tell us what details have to
be taken care of.”

Everyone felt like a huge rock had been lifted off their
shoulders. The anxieties and depression each had ex-
perienced over the last few days, especially since this after-
noon, evaporated. Crowded around the blazing fire, they
talked all night in the encouraging fashion and confident
tone Tiehan was so fond of.

8
In the Still of the Night

Greenfields outwardly maintained its composure after
Shaohuai’s acquisition of the mule and Zhang Jinfa’s push
for the get-rich campaign, yet beneath the surface the village
seethed like the Bright Cloud River after a June thunder-
storm. People nervously sequestered themselves at home to
discuss recent events; many tossed and turned like flapjacks
through sleepless nights. Those usually out in the streets
enjoying the midday sun ‘were nowhere to be seen and there
were less people out visiting during the evenings. In just
two days a dozen potholes appeared in the two village sludge
ponds, the dirt removed for compost. Eatly one morning
people streamed over to the market, held every fifth day
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in Heavenly Gate, selling their ware to buy necessities for
spring planting. - Families having recently announced. their
son’s engagements hastened to hold the weddings to bring
in the sorely needed additional hand.

Early one morning Jinfa went to the district office to
hand in his report. He was the first— in fact the only
village head — to submit a chart spelling out each family’s
plan for getting rich. When Secretary Wang commended
him, Jinfa's self-complacent expression caused some embar-
rassment to the other up-and-coming young village heads.
After the meeting, Wang Youging invited Jinfa to lunch.
During the meal Jinfa answered questions about events in
Greenfields and received a great deal of encouragement.
On his way home strangers greeted him as ‘“Village Head
Zhang.” The manager of a recently opened grain shop of-
fered him a cup of.tea; the owner of the Heavenly Gate
General Store invited him in for a smoke; even people in
the far away barber shop called out their regards. Jinfa had
always frequented this town, but how different it seemed
today. - No longer was he looked down upon as a country
bumpkin with sorghum fluff in his hair, nor was he seen as
the head hired hand who catered to the slightest whim of
the landlord, a reputation from earlier days when he work-
ed for Crooked Mouth. Now as the head of Greenfields
he was in charge of over a hundred families. The main
strcet through Heavenly Gate was not particularly long,
yet it took him almost an hour to reach the.other end of
town. During this time his sense of self-importance and
stature heightened enormously. As he walked home his
smile never left his face.

Jinfa’s wife, Chen Xiuhua, was the adopted daughter of
a wine shop proprietor. A tall woman with thin lips and
a flat face, she moved with such agility her hips seemed to
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be joined by ball bearings. She was competent, outgoing
and well-liked by other women. Her personality dovetailed
perfectly with Jinfa’s, reminiscent of the proverb, “Those
who fit together seem to get together.” From all appearances
she was subservient, strictly abiding by the age-old adage
“the wife should sing the husband’s tune,” But actually

she bad a mind of her own and during the dozen years of -

their marriage she manipulated Jinfa with kid gloves. Even
when Jinfa invited a guest to stay for dinner, he bad to con-
sult her before issuing a “command” to cook some extra
food. Now, sceing her husband coming home in high
spirits, she quickly sailed into the kitchen.

Jinfa sat down on the edge of the kazzg and unbuttoned
his padded jacket. “Don’t bother. I've already eaten.”

Xiuhua glanced disbelievingly at Jinfa. “I thought you
dido’t take any money with you.” , |

“Money?” Jinfa snickered. . “Not to brag, but I could
hang around Heavenly Gate for a week or two and not
worry about meals. I wouldn’t even have to go without
meat.”

His smugness infected Xiuhua. She affectionately said,
“Don’t take off your jacket. You’ll catch cold in this chilly
toom.” ~ :

“The wine’s gotten to me. I feel hot and dry. Pour me
some water, will you?”

“I'll go boil some.” She worked so diligently she might
well have been tending to a special guest.

Jinfa leisurely looked around his well-kept toom. Through
the glass window he could see the pile of wood in his
courtyard, every log thick and straight. Such good quality!
At the end of 1948 when the People’s Liberation Army (PLA)

was sweeping in from the Great Wall, the Kuomintang"

reactionaries started digging trenches and throwing up
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fortifications around Heavenly Gate.. Landlord Crooked
Mouth ordered his hited hands to cut down timber for these
Kuomintang strongholds. One day as Jinfa and two other
men were driving carts loaded with wood through Lihua
Landing, they were stopped by Wang Youqing, who had
heen sent ahead to map out the work in this new area. Wang
told them about the great might and victories of the PLA,
the impending collapse of Chiang Kai-shek’s regime and
the role of the Communist Party as the people’s savior. He
urged them to oppose their enemies instead of working for
them. Jinfa was quick to grasp the situation. He drove
home, confronted Crooked Mouth and refused to deliver
the wood. Before long the entire area was liberated and
land-reform work teams were sent into every village. Again
Jinfa took the initiative; he searched Heavenly Gate with
Tiehan and discovered Crooked Mouth’s hideaway. Later
Jinfa played a leading role in the investigation of Crooked
Mouth’s crimes and in the struggle meetings. . . . Shortly
afterward twenty-five mu of land, a three-room house and
that stack of wood came into Jinfa’s possession. He became
“Village"Head Zhang,” well-known and influential through-
out the district. . C

From the kitchen he heard the fire crackling and his
youngest son, Fulai, whining. A few minutes later a sud-
den scream sounded from his wife, followed by two loud
slaps. Fulai began to howl. ,

Jinfa jumped off the kang, lifted up the doot curtain and
went into the adjoining room. “What’s the matter? Why
did you hit him?” ’ ‘

Xiuhua was holding the fire poker in one hand, her other
hand outstretched ready to strike again. Her entire body
shook with anger. “I could kill that good-for-nothing brat.
He stuffed down his lunch, then came back for more. 1 told
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him these two corn buns wete for you, but he refused to go
to school unless he got them.”

Jinfa picked up his whimpering son and wiped the tears - i

from his eyes. “I've eaten. Let him have them.”

Xiuhua, sticking the fire poker against the stove, snapped,
“I did. But by then that brat didn’t want them.”

Jinfa picked up a corn bun lying on the edge of the stove

and put it into Fulai’s hand. “Daddy doesn’t want it. |

Fulai can have it.”

The first grader wriggled all around, frantically pushing
away his fathet’s hand. “I don’t want this kind. I want
that kind.”

Jinfa’s eyes moved in the direction of h1s son’s pointing
finger. In the street before their house stood a boy around
Fulai’'s age with a new book bag and wearing nice clothes.
He was nibbling on a piece of white bread, seeming to savor
every morsel.

Fulai’s tears again flowed. “I want that kind!”

“So. that's the kind you want,” his mother screamed.
“Well, where am I going to get white flour?”

“You have it, you have it,” Fulai fussed. ‘“‘His family
has had it for days. They even have meat with theirs.”

Jinfa casually inquired, “Whose kid is that?”

“Whose?” said Xiuhua. ‘“Shachuai’s. Who else’s?”

Jinfa’s heart tightened at the mention of the name.

“You may be the village head, but when it comes to pres-
tige and power, you have to stand back for Shachuai,” his
wife grumbled.

Letting go of Fulai, Jinfa went back into the other room,
his good mood souted by his son’s plaintive wails and his
wife’s disparaging remarks. This trifling family squabble
hit the powerful village head surprisingly hard. He had
publicly supported Shaohuai’s acquisition of the mule in ac-
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cordance with the new policy. However, once at home,
Jinfa began to consider the issue from the angle of a small
landowning peasant and felt a tinge of regret.

After fretting over it for a while, Jinfa fell asleep. He
dreamed 'he got into a brawl with Shaohuai on the Tall
Steps; neither could. get the upper hand. The two of them
rolled all the way down the steps to the edge of the Bright
Cloud River. . . .

Xiuhua shook her husband. ‘“What's going on? You're
yelling and throwing your fists all over the placel”

Jinfa rubbed his eyes and said awkwardly, “I was
dreaming. Is it dark already?”

“I'll fix you some dinner. Are you going to a meeting
tonight?”

“Leftovers will be fine. I don’t feel so well. I won’t be
going out tonight.”

The Zhang family spent their most depressing evening
since land reform. When the three children came home and
saw their father in a bad mood, they all slipped off to bed,
afraid he might lose his temper and beat them the way he
had before the revolution. Initially Xiuhua had hoped to
find out what was bothering her husband, but when she
failed to engage him in conversation, she sighed and went
to bed. Jinfa tossed and turned for a long time before he
too fell asleep. -

The night grew dark; the village, quiet.

Someone moved along the street and stopped at the
Zhang’s gate. The person stuck his hand through the fence
and after fiddling around a bit, unlatched the gate. He
slipped in, closed the gate, walked across the courtyard to
the window and put his mouth against the window pane.
“Jinfa, Jinfa,” he called out in a low voice.

Jinfa sat up with a jolt.. “Who is it?”
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The intruder anxiously replied, “Me. Don’t you recognize
~my voice?” .

The voice sounded familiar. Jinfa thought it might be
a district messenger, so he threw a jacket over his shoulders,
stumbled through the datrk into the next room and opened
the door. The man entered, then closed the door by leaning
up against it. After panting for a moment, he abruptly fell
to his knees and threw his arms around Jinfa's legs.

Jinfa, bewildered, stepped back and demanded, “Who
ate you? What are you doing?”

Xivhua had thrown on her clothes as soon as her husband
left. She came out carrying a lamp while still buttoning up
her jacket. Though she could not see the person’s face, the
sight of a man kneeling on the gfound stunned her.

When Jinfa saw who it was in the light, he was shocked.
“What are you doing here, Crooked Mouth?” he yelled.

Still on his knees, the landlord said, “Brother, I-I-I came
to ask a favor.”

Jinfa was livid with anger. Stepping back, he put his
hands on his hips and scowled. “A favor?”’ he roared. “Me
do you a favor? You've come to the wrong house. Don’t
you know who I am? The Communist Party liberated me
ftom a life of hell. I'm a Communist. And I'm the head
of this village. Do you understand that?”

“I" understand, I understand,” Crooked Mouth said.
“And you’re so capable you’'ll rise even higher! I'm so happy
for you.”

“Happy,” Jinfa sneered. ‘“You can’t be happy for me.
"You hate me.  We’re enemies. Let’s go talk in the village
office. What sneaky trick are you trying to pull by coming
here in the middle of the night? You're in for some trouble
if you don’t level with me.”

Crooked Mouth’s pumpkin-like face twitched, his mouth
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drooped to one side and tears streamed from his eyes.

Xiuhua was the first to soften. “Can’t you talk in a nicer
tone? You’'ll scare the kids with all your yelling.”

“How can I help it?” Jinfa shouted. “Don’t you know
what kind of guy he is?” .

Crooked Mouth blew his nose. “Well, what kind of guy
am I? I'm a friend who grew up with you. We played
together when we were kids. 1It’s true that you had some
hard times. And I took the wrong road. But quite frankly,
Jinfa, I never turned against you from the time we played
together through the years you worked for me. We drank
and gambled together. Whenever I had some special treat,
I never forgot to give you a taste. We were friends. I
trusted you with my house and my guns. I-I.—”

“Do you want me to barf it all up for you?” Jinfa in-
terrupted. “You'te here to settled accounts with me, aren’t
you?” ‘

“No, no, Brother Jinfa,” Crooked Mouth hastened to ex-
plain. “I wouldn’t dare even if I had your courage. I just
spoke about the old days to show that I was never against
you. I know that you have a lot of integrity and you are
as kind as a Buddha. The higher you rise, the more lenient
you are with those below you. It’s all to your credit that
the land reform was well handled in Greenfields according
to policy. I wholeheartedly believe this even though I
haven’t said it in public. It was. inevitable that my property
would be divided up. - That’s the way things go. No one
could have stopped it. I know you have already given me
the biggest break possible — my life and some land. You
treat' me like a human being. For this I feel nothing but
gratitude. Only a heartless wretch would hate you. With
heaven as my witness I swear —”

“That’s over and done with!” Jinfa waved his hand.
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“Thete’s no point in digging up the past. Everyone has to
adjust himself to the changing times. The Communist Party
has treated me well and I have to treat it the same way. It
has given me honor. Who would be so stupid as to take
nice face powder and put it on his butt? No one can steer
me down the wrong toad. You're blind if that’s what you
are up to, What are you trying to get out of me?”

“Oh my brother, how can you ask such a thing?” Crooked
Mouth said anxiously. “Do I have to pull out my heart to
convince you? I'm halfway to my grave. How could
I dream up any outlandish schemes? I only hope to live
my last years in peace. All I want is for you to give me a
break.”

]mfa was growing 1mpat1ent “You’ve got a house and
some land.  All you have to do is reform yourself through
work and become self-supporting. What's the problem?
Why do I have to give you a break?”

Crooked Mouth explained, “Ever since land reform
Shaohuai’s been in high heaven while I've been in the dirt. I
really don’t have a leg to stand on anymore. I can hardly
scrounge enough together to start farming my land. And
it’s hard for me to ask for help. I'd like to sell the wall be-
hind my house. You remember. The one I was allowed to

keep. I planned to build a house but then the Japanese )

came, so you and others piled the bricks into a wall for me
instead. I don’t need them now and lots of families want
to build houses. There are enough for f1ve rooms if anyone
wants to buy them.”

Just then footsteps were heard coming up the street. From
outside the gate came an urgent call, “Brother Jinfa, Brother
Jinfa,”

Jinfa instinctively moved in front of the lamp, blocking
the light, then answered, “What is it, Tiehan?”
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“Daquan has asked everyone going to Beijing to come to
the village office,” Tiehan said. “We heard you were back
from the district and would like you to come tell us about
any new directives.” .

“There is nothing new.” Jinfa an