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The Young Skipper

Chang Tao-yn and Chang Cheng-yu

LOSE to Gold Hill Bay, on the East China Sea, is

located the headquarters of a fishing brigade. The
fishermen of this brigade seemed to possess the “Dragon
King’s key to the sea,” for every time they put out,
they never failed to return with fine catches. Year after
year, their haul increased. Notable among them are the
crewmen of motorized trawler No. 715 and her auxiliary
vessel. Known for their socialist consciousness and sound
outlook, they have been rated as an advanced unit of the
brigade. Every season their haul surpassed that of others
by 15 to 20 tons. The red banner of the advanced unit
fluttering from their main mast seemed to have taken
root there.

But last autumn, much to everyone’s surprise, No. 715’s
catch fell behind that of No. 717 by about 20 tons, while
the other boats were catching up too. Some units were
close runners-up. The red banner had to be transplanted
to the mast of No. 717! Just at this critical moment,
No. 715’s old skipper had a severe attack of rheumatism
and had to go off to the hospital.



The crewmen felt that a skipper was to them what a
commander was to soldiers, and put in a request to the
leadership of the fishing fleet to send another skipper as
early as possible. Aiming at a new record catch, the
leadership weighed the matter in the interest of the whole
brigade and answered their request. But who would the
new skipper be? This had become the main topic of con-
versation among the sailors of No. 715.

As a folk adage says: A high flood brings in gold;
a lesser one brings in silver; but the golden season of
fishing does not wait. For thrce days a wind had been
blowing at sea. As the day was drawing close for them
to sct out, the crewmen were anxious to have their new
skipper, but no one showed up. “Sea Tiger” Ah-jung got
impatient. He went to the brigade headquarters to
inquire.

“What’s the hurry?” Old Chou, secretary of the
brigade Party branch committee, said to him leisurely.
“With rice in hand, you needn’t worry about the meals.
With salt in hand, you needn’t worry about the fish spoil-
ing. The Party branch is studying the matter. We guaran-
tee that you won’t be delayed.”

Ah-jung almost jumped up with joy. He darted off
to the brigade propaganda team, where he picked up
drums and gongs, threw them over his shoulder with a
clang, and rushed back to his boat.

All hands were on deck on the day the new skipper
was to arrive. The gongs and the drums were sounding
off loudly. A stout drumstick in each hand, Ah-hsing,
an experienced seiner, was pounding on a big drum with
gusto.
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It was nearly noon when the new skipper finally
arrived, accompanied by Party Sccretary Chou. The gongs
and drums sounded still louder when the men moved over
to welcome them. But, what was this? The ncw skipper
was none other than Ah-hsing’s 28-year-old nephew. Ah-
hsing’s heart sank, and the sticks in his hands automatically
came to a pause. The gongs, too, seemed to lose their
ring.

Finally, Ah-hsing put the drumsticks down and drew
the Party secretary aside. “I say, Comrade Chou, in sailing
boats or catching fish, a lot depends on the skipper and
his skill. I’ll say my nephew Ah-hai is strong and energetic,
but don’t you think he’s a little young to be a skipper?”

“Comrade Ah-hsing,” replied Party Sectetary Chou,
“whether sailing boats or catching fish, what you rely on
is Mao Tsetung Thought and the joint effort of the
collective. You don’t measure the sea with a pail. So you
mustn’t judge a man only by his looks. Ah-hai is a Party
member, the second hand on boat 717. He has matured
under the personal guidance of his skipper who knows
the sea like the palm of his hand. The Party branch
committee has reviewed his qualifications quite thoroughly
before deciding to send him to be your new skipper.”
Then, in lighter vein, Chou continued, “Perhaps he’s not
welcome here. In that case, how about sending him
back?”

Ah-hsing knew Ah-hai well. He and Ah-hat’s father
were distant cousins. They had worked together on a
boat for a tyrannical fishing-boat owner before the libera-
tion, slaving all year round in all sorts of weather. One
hard winter day shortly before Spring Festival, when they
were far out at sea catching hair-tail fish, a fresh gale
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came up from the northwest. Sea-gulls flew low, screaming
before the approaching storm, while enormous foam-crested
waves began bearing down upon the boat. The devilish
boat-owncr did not allow the men to return to port before
it was too late, but forced them to take advantage of the
gale to get in all the fish they could. The boat was driven
into an area of submerged reefs known as White Breaker
Rocks, where at a place called Broadside Wave Turn she
was rammed and sank with all 16 hands on board,
including Ah-hai’s father. Only Ah-hsing and one other
fisherman survived. Ah-hsing had helped Ah-hai’s mother
to bring the lad up.

After liberation, Ah-hai went to school for several
years and then became a fisherman, working alongside
Ah-hsing. He grew into a fine young man who cherishes
deep love for the Party and Chairman Mao, has a sound
socialist outlook and is good at his work. In a few years
he became engineer on boat No. 717. During the Great
Proletarian Cultural Revolution, he conscientiously studied
Chairman Mao’s works and applied Chairman Mao’s
teachings to his work. As head of a revolutionary mass
organization in the brigade, he had fought in the front
ranks of those defending Chairman Mao’s revolutionary
line, and was highly thought of by his associates. His
uncle, Ah-hsing, was of course well pleased with all of
this. But now that Ah-hai was to be his skipper, he could
not conceal some doubts he had about his nephew’s
ability in that capacity. Party Secretary Chou’s remarks
were helpful, however, and he went on deck and surveyed
the lad from head to foot. There stood his nephew with
strong arms and a sturdy, straight back, his complexion
well tanned and his big round eyes smiling under thick
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dark brows. They used to sce each other often, but today
this young man was more than ever an image of his father.

Ah-hai was not at all embarrassed by his uncle’s
scrutiny, Candidly he said, “Uncle, I've got plenty to
learn from the comrades here.”

“In that case, you'd better get acquainted with the
boat first,” suggested Ah-hsing. “We're leaving for the
fishing ground in a few days.”

When Ah-hsing started introducing the new skipper to
the crew, mostly his childhood pals, everybody appeared
a bit unnatural. Party Secretary Chou cut in with a smile,
“You may have been wotking on different boats, but
you're certainly no strangers to each other. Do you think
he needs introducing? Isn’t it like adding salt to salted
fish?”

At this, Ah-chin, Ah-fa, Ah-jung, Young Chen and
other members of the crew swarmed over their new
skipper, caught his hands and pulled him into the cabin.
Their merry laughter rang throughout the vessel.

Ii

A three days’ wind had swept away all clouds, and
countless stars sparkled in the sky. Slowly the dawn
appeared on the horizon. A mist hung low over the sea
like a veil until a morning breeze tore it to ribbons and
scattered it far and wide. Then the rising sun gilded
the surface of the sea, the dark blue water turned to
crimson with myriad golden lights dancing everywhere.



“Red is the east, rises the sun. China has brought
forth a Mao Tsetung....” The song The East Is Red
rang out vigorously as the trawlers swung away from the
quay. A new challenge faced thc crew!

No. 715 led off, cut through the waves like a knife,
leaving in its wake an ever-lengthening silver streamer
that glistened in the sun. On the deck a hot debate was
going on. The majority of the crew believed they could
fulfil their plan to catch 190 tons of fish that winter, as
Ah-hai had pledged on behalf of the No. 715 crew and
their Party group at the brigade mobilization meeting.
Ah-hsing had accepted somewhat dubiously the target
figure. At the back of his mind he thought that it was
unrealistic. The new skipper Ah-hai listened carefully
with an open mind.

“I say,” said “Sea Tiger” Ah-jung, representing the
majority view, “if we want to make substantial increases
in our catches, we must first have the will to do so. It’s
all up to us to decide. If No. 717 can set a target of 175
tons, why can’t we aim at 190?”

“Who doesn’t want to catch a lot of fish?” Ah-hsing
declared meaningfully. “Last winter we caught only 125
tons. Now, with the same crew and nets, we think we
can get 190. Everybody in the county says that No. 717’s
skipper knows the sea by heart, and they set their target
at only 175 tons. Do you think you young fellows can
beat that skipper?”

“It’s because we’ve got so many young people on our
boat that we should do better than 717!” Ah-fa interposed.

“Yes, young people are full of pep,” Ah-hsing con-
tinued, “but technique. .. that’s something solid and in-
dispensable.”
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“Whether or not we fulfil this wintet’s 190-ton quota
is a matter of responding to Chairman Mao’s great call:
‘Be prepared against war, be prepared against natural
disasters, and do everything for the people.”” The
new skipper’s words sounded serious. ‘“What my uncle
said is only half the truth. Yes, we've got to have
technique in fishing, but what matters first is idcology.
When fishermen revolutionize their thinking, the fishing-
boats are bound to have fine catches. Fishermen had
plenty of skill in the old days, but their winter catches
amounted to only 15 to 20 tons per boat. And look at the
miserable life they had! We all know these things, don’t
we, Uncle?”

Without waiting for Ah-hsing to answer, Ah-hai went
on, “Now, after liberation, with our Party and Chairman
Mao to lead us, we've advanced from our eatly co-
operative to the more highly developed people’s commune.
We've got fine motorized fishing-boats now instead of
the small sampans we had before, and can fish on the high
seas as well as along the coast. And you can see for
yourselves we're getting larger catches all these years.
What counts here is not technique, but the superiority of
the socialist system and the correctness of Chairman Mao’s
leadership.”

“The skippet’s right,” Ah-jung affirmed feelingly.
“Ideology comes first. Thinking only of skill is a poison
left by Liu Shao-chi’s wrong idea that ‘technique comes
first.” Such an idea should be thoroughly repudiated.”

*“That’s so,” Ah-fa followed up. “‘Technical com-
petence depends on constantly revolutionizing our think-
ing. We’ll lose our bearings in our advance if we fail
to put Mao Tsetung Thought in command.”



Ab-hsing was impressed by the young skipper’s sin-
cerity and seriousness, and his comparison of the old
society with the present. He began to see the young man
in a new light and felt that, after all, he had not quite
known his quality as a skipper. But is he only fine in
words? How about his deeds?

Ab-hsing stood up, gave a dry cough, then said,
“Everyone wants to catch more fish. I'd like to catch
five thousand tons at a haul. To serve the people all over
the country with our fish catches is of course our highest
ideal, but it’s got to be matched by action. If not, we’ll
not only lag behind 717, but become braggarts as well!”

“Oh, you’re pulling our legs,” exclaimed Ah-jung,
stamping his foot in a huff, with Ah-fa agreeing.

II1

Hundreds of fishing-boats plowcd briskly through the
sea. As No. 715 and her auxiliary entered the fishing
ground, Young Chen, the observer, kept his eyes on the
fish detector fluotescent screen. Skipper Ah-hai called out
from the helm, “Port 25!” “Starboard 13!...” The vessel
answered obediently.

“Fish shoal ahead!” Young Chen reported joyfully.

“Good — continue your watch,” was the skipper’s calm
reply.

“More shoals, large ones!” Young Chen shouted again
with renewed excitement.

‘The crew ran out of the cabin and took up their
positions, ready for action. They expected the skipper to
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give an immediate order to lower the net. The 4o0-metre-
long net would soon be filled with silvery hair-tail fish
when lowered into the sea between the lead boat and its
auxiliary. They could almost see the fish thrash about
in the net as they were brought in through the foaming
water and laid on the deck. But Ah-hai remained calm
and did not give the order. He scanned the expanse of
water ahead where an occasional hair-tail flashed over the
surface of the water, then turned to glance at the rest of
the fleet which were following so close that he could hear
the engines and the laughter of the happy socialist-minded
fishermen, The auxiliary boat had spotted the shoals too,
and signalled that they were ready to close ranks and set
the seine.

“Notify the command boat: Large shoals ahead,” the
skipper gave the first order.

Ah-fa jumped onto the platform, flagged the signal
and resumed his post.

“Notify auxiliary boat to sail on,” the skipper’s second
order followed.

Ah-fa reiterated the order word by word as he signalled
the message to the auxiliary.

“Seiner!” the skipper was calling.

“Here!” Ah-hsing answered. This old fisherman,
though a little conservative in thinking, was always ready
at crucial moments to carry out the skippet’s orders to
the letter.

“Is the net ready?” asked the skipper.

“All’s well,” Ah-hsing reported back. ‘“We're ready
to set the net.”

“Good!” It was Ah-hai. As he spoke, the crew took
up the seine line, the scoops, the floats and sinkers, an-
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ticipating his order to lower the net. But after glancing
again at the other vessels, Ah-hai ordered, “All hands at
ease. Full speed ahead!”

The boat picked up speed, cresting wave after wave
and slipping low in the deep troughs between. The
sailors did not question their new skipper’s order, but
Ah-hsing was worried and demanded doubtfully, *“What
arc you after, Ah-hai? Why arc we passing up all these
fish right before our eycs?”

“Uncle,” Ah-hai replied with another question, “tell
me which is bigger, 190 or 1,900,000?”

“Of course the latter,” replied Ah-hsing,

“Now, figure this one: which is bigger, 715 or 750
million?”

“Even a kid knows the answer,” Ah-hsing shouted
at the new skipper. “What are you driving at?”

“At just this, Uncle,” replied Ah-hai seriously, “though
we're working on 715, we must keep the other figure, the
nation’s 750 million people, in mind. Our boat’s quota
is 190 tons, but what about the 1,900,000-ton quota of
the 20,000 boats of the whole fleet? If we think only of
ourselves and lower our net here, we'll be in the way of
all the others. If we move on, the boats behind will get
a better catch.”

“Ah-hai’s right!” the sailors agreed. “That’s just what
broad-minded fishermen armed with Mao Tsetung Thought
ought to do!”

Only Ah-hsing failed to understand. “Our net won't
cover the entire sea and draw in all the fish. I still don't
see why we should move on,” he went on saying to him-
self.
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The sun set behind a screen of crimson clouds and it
would soon be dark. No. 715 lowered her seine after
cruising for a while over the fishing ground. The catch
was fine, each haul averaging about two tons of silvery
hair-tail.

The sailors were enthusiastic, putting all their cnergy
into bringing in as many hauls as possible before dark.
Only Skipper Ah-hai stood with knitted brows as he gazed
over the sea, golden now in the sunset. He was troubled
over a problem; his face clouded as the dusk deepened.

Night fell. Lanterns on the fleet twinkled over the
dark water like so many stars. No. 715 brought up only
seven or eight lean hair-tail in its last haul. Obviously, it
would be foolish to lower the net again. Ah-hai ordered
the auxiliary boat to come close and cast anchor for the
night. The day’s work over, the men gathered in the cabin
to talk things over.

Gazing over the sea in the silvery moonlight, the new
skipper pondered many questions: Why can we catch
plenty of fish only by day but not by night? Why do the
fish shoals disappear at night? Do they leave the fishing

ground at night and return the next day? Where do

they go?

Unable to answer these questions, he took a copy of
Quotations from Chairman Mao Tsetung from his pocket
and, as a matter of course, began to study it by the naviga-
tion light on the main mast. An idea dawncd on him:
The wisdom of the masses is inexhaustible. Why not
consult them? The day’s fatigue vanished instantly. He
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jumped to his fect and joyfully burst into the cabin where
the others were.

Ah-hai sat down beside Ah-hsing. “I've been wonder-
ing, Uncle, why we catch hair-tail by the ton in the daytime
but none after nightfall?”

Ah-hsing spoke impatiently. “Didn’t old fishermen
say that the hair-tail is a spirit that swims far away at
night?”

“Then where do they come from the next day?” asked
the new skipper.

“Hum. .. I've never thought about that. Fishing in
the daytime and sleeping at night has been the fishermen’s
way for generations.”

Others were drawn into the discussion. “Sea Tiger”
Ah-jung got up from his bed and said, “You’re onto some-
thing there, Skipper. I've noticed that when the moon’s
bright we can still catch a few fish, but we don’t get any
when it’s very dark. Also, we seem to get better hauls
when it’s fairly warm. Why is this?”

“Strangc,” put in the observer, Young Chen, from the
sidelines. “The fluorescent screen shows fish shoals at
night, but when we lower the net it comes up empty.”

“That’s the problem we must solve,” said Ah-hai,
“and if we solve it, these fishing grounds will yield more
for the statc.”

“We must solve that problem,” agreed the others.

“Let’s not brag,” said Ah-hsing as though giving the
sailors a classroom lesson. “We should just get all the
fish we can by day and stop trying to do things that can’t
be done.”

“But there must be a way, Uncle. There’s dialectics
in fishing as well. Know yourself and know your opposite,
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and you can win a hundred times out of a hundred battles.
If we know the night-time habits of the hair-tail, there’s
no reason why we can’t catch them at night,” said Ah-hai.
“Let’s hold a meeting and hear from our group. What do
you say?”’

“I have no objection to calling a crew meeting, but
I am against acting rashly.”

Everybody went on deck for the meeting. A lively
discussion followed on the habits of the hair-tail. Young
Chen thought a while and then said, “It seems that the
hair-tail like warmth and light. In the daytime they swim
near the surface of the sea where they have both. At
night, when the surface of the water gets chilly and dark,
they may swim down deeper. Maybe we didn’t sink the
net deep enough to catch them.”

“There’s sense in that,” put in Ah-chen, the engineer.
“We used to keep our seine at 40 metres’ depth. I suggest
we now sink it 20 to 30 metres deeper at night. I'm sure
we’ll get good hauls at that depth....”

“And to make sure,” the new skipper cut in, “let’s add
half again as many sinkers to keep the seine at the proper
depth.”

Everybody thought this was a good idea. “Sea Tiger”
Ah-jung was the first to rise, ready to attach the new
sinkers. Ah-hsing, however, rose and announced, “I
object!”

“Why?”

“You'll tear the nets at that depth. You're quite right
in studying the habits of the hair-tail, but there’ve been
hidden reefs deep down there since the world began.
The net would only need to get caught once and that
would be the end of your night’s fishing.”
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“Let’s have a try, anyhow,” insisted “Sea Tiger.”

“But don’t be rash,” cautioned Ah-hsing. “I'm the
seiner. I'm responsible for the net, and it belongs to the
whole fleet. Unless you convince me, I won’t let anybody
touch it!” Ah-hsing flared up. He clutched the net as
though it were in danger.

“Your sense of responsibility is to be commended,
Uncle,” the new skipper said patiently, “and we should
learn from you on that score. But we're trying to catch
more fish for a revolutionary cause. We all think of how
we can do it, but you often hold us back. We should not
retreat before difficulty and danger.”

“Retreat? Me?” This was more than Ah-hsing could
accept. ‘“‘Let me ask you, have I ever lagged behind in
setting the seine? Have I ever done less than the others?
I started life much earlier than you. I'm only asking
whether your idea is scientifically sound.”

“As for scientific basis, our conclusions are not away
from practical experience. According to the chart, the sea
bed is more than 8o metres deep here, with no submerged
rocks except for White Breaker Rocks. At 70 metres, I
don’t think there’ll be any danger of the net being torn.”

Ah-hsing was quite surprised that the young skipper
knew the sea bed so well. His nephew was indeed a
thoroughgoing young man. Ah-hsing began to feel at ease
about the new idea, so he gave it a second thought. Heart-
ened but still somewhat dubious, he said slowly, ““So long
as there’s no danger to the net, then ... let’s have a try.”

After careful preparations, No. 715 and her auxiliary
set out to attempt their first night catch. The seine bellied
in a huge semi-circle between the two boats as they
gathered speed. Everyone was keyed up when the seine
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lines showed signs of strain. After about twenty minutes,
when the boats began to lose speed, the skipper ordered
acceleration. The engine was already at full speed. The
engineer opened the throttle wider but the boat continued
slowing down. The seine lines became more and more
taut.

Sweat broke out on Ah-hsing’s forehead. If the lines
snapped, the brand-new nylon net, with its great load of
weights attached, would be lost at the bottom of the sea.
Worse, if the torn net fouled the propeller it could do a
lot of damage. He rushed to the new skipper and bel-
lowed, “I said it wouldn’t work. I'm sure the net has
caught on a snag. The boat is not moving ahead even at
full spced. What a calamity!”

Suddenly the seine lines slackened off, followed by
lIoud sounds of commotion in the wake. The crew ran to
the stern to see what was causing such a noise. The seine
was bulging and writhing like a huge monster in the waves.
Hurray! It was full of struggling hair-tail fish! Every-
body began to shout and laugh in excitement, so much
so that they forgot to haul it in. Ah-hsing looked at the
silvery catch. His worries had disappeared in no time.
“Hurry! Haul them in!” he shouted. “What a haul! But
laughing over them won’t get them in the hold!”

The auxiliary boat slowly came alongside. The seine
was pulled in and the excited crew plunged the flapping
fish into the hold. It took over an hour to bring in that
catch of mote than five tons. No one seemed to feel
tired. After the fourth haul, when Ah-hsing was about
to drop the net again, the skipper ordered, ‘“Take a rest.
We'll swing over to the command boat....”
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“Why not another haul, Ah-hai?” the seiner asked.
He was puzzled over the decision. “What's your big
idea in going over to the command ship?”

“To report to the brigade leadership.”

“You're really like a child, can’t keep anything to
yourself overnight,” Ah-hsing grumbled. “Can’t you re-
port in the morning? If we stop now we’ll lose several
hauls.”

“If one boat makes a few big hauls, that’s good; but
if every boat in the fleet does the same that’s a great many
times better, isn’t it?” asked Ah-hai setiously. “It’s true,
our boat will get a few less hauls, but if we let the others
know our method earlier, they’ll bring in more hauls too,
and the night's catch will be in the thousands of tons.”

“Right, except that if we don’t get the most fish we
won’t overtake No. 717 and win back the red banner.
We'll fill our quota all right, but isn’t it better if we can
hit 300 tons?” It was Ah-hsing speaking.

“Of course we’ll match the advanced in catches,
Uncle,” the new skipper said firmly, “but first we must
match them in thinking.”

“He really thinks of everybody but not himself,” Ah-
hsing murmured, as if some new idea was catching on in

his head.

News of No. 715’s successful night catch was broadcast
to the whole fishing fleet. Skipper Ah-hai and his crew
explained in detail to a steady flow of visitors from other
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boats who came to learn how they did it. Then, Ah-hai
gathered his crew together and worked out a plan to make
up for lost time. They decided to increase the boat’s
speed and thus shorten the actual time for each haul from
40 minutes to 30. But just when No. 715 was beginning
to catch up, the weather suddenly changed. The forecast
was of a cold wave approaching, to be accompanied by a
fresh northwesterly gale and probably a snowfall. An
order came from the fishery headquarters for the fleet to
return to port before dark. This threw cold water on all
the plans of No. 715.

“Damn the weather!” scolded Ah-jung. “Why does
it change just when we're doing so welll”

“What can you do about it? It’s no use scolding the
weather,” Ah-hsing refuted.

“What do you say about having a contest with the
wind?” the skipper asked deliberately.

“I'm game!” Ah-jung shouted emphatically. “Let’s
try for a few more hauls before the storm breaks.”

“What! Catch fish before the storm breaks?” Ah-
hsing interposed as he rose to his feet.

“Yes, a shoal always arrives ahead of a storm,”
affirmed Ah-hai. “I think we should seize this chance to
make a big catch and return to port in time.”

“It’s five hours to port. We'll scarcely make it even
if we set out right now, If we start catching more fish,
we’ll be caught in the storm on our way home and might
end up on White Breaker Rocks!”

“There’s a short cut we can take. It’s through White
Breaker Rocks. That way we can get back in about two
hours.”

17



“What! Go through White Breaker Rocks — at night?”
Ah-hsing was shocked. “Ah-hai, you were brave and
correct when you led us catching hair-tail at night. But
getting through White Breaker Rocks at night is anothcr
thing. The Rocks are a natural barrier in the East Sea
fishing ground, and the submerged rocks and sharp reefs
cover a wide area for many miles. The current’s so strong
that the water’s rough there even on a calm day. Old
sailors used to say that the Rocks claimed nine out of
ten boats passing there. Why, White Breaker Rocks is
where we struck a reef back in the dark old days when
we were working for that devil of a boat-owner. It was
there your father died. Haven't you learned a lesson from
what happened to your father?”

“Uncle, T'll never forget how my father died. It was
the evil man-eating society that killed him,” the young man
replied with conviction. “But isn’t it true that there’s
a safe passage through those reefs?”

“Well, yes. But the channel’s no more than ten metres
wide, with plenty of sharp turns too. It's very dan-
gerous!”

“When I was a child I heard you say that you once
sailed into the Rocks by mistake. How did you get out
that time?”

“That time we had that old experienced skipper on
<17 at the helm. We slowly punted our way off the rocks
on cach side and got through by the skin of our teeth.”

“Uncle, in the evil old society, fishermen were often
forced to take that short cut,” Ah-hai said. “Sometimes,
by chance, we made it. It’s different now. The Com-
munist Party and Chairman Mao have us fishermen at
heart, and beacons have been specially set all round that
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area. Illuminated buoys mark the channel. If we’re bold
and at the same time careful, I'm sure we'll sail through
quite safely.”

“Ah-hai,” Ah-hsing said worriedly, “even experienced
sailots are leery of White Breaker Rocks. Ate you sure
you can get through? This is serious!”

Skipper Ah-hai glanced up at the sky, paused a moment
and then said confidently, “It may be difficult, but we
can do it. In the first place, I've been through the Rocks
twice with my old experienced skipper on 717, and I've
made a rough chart of the area. Secondly, the gale is a
northwester. We'll encounter it headlong instead of side-
wise, and that will make our passage much safer. And
thirdly, you’ve been through the Rocks too. This time I
can take the wheel and you can take charge of the punting.
So our plan is practicable. And most important is that
we all have our Party and Chairman Mao at heart, and
fear neither hardship nor death. We're fishing for a
revolutionary cause and will let nothing stand in our way.”

The skipper’s analysis convinced the crew, who gathered
round to voice support for the shove through the Rocks.

“All right,” agreed Ah-hsing.

Grasping the skipper’s hand tightly, “Sea Tiger” Ah-
jung said, “Ah-hai, I'll go all out with you. With Mao
Tsetung Thought at heart, we can overcome any difficul-
ties.”

“Right,” added Ah-fa in a firm tone. “The Rocks are
dangerous, but they are paper tigers, too. We'll conquer
them!”

“Right! We’ll navigate White Breaker Rocks at night.
We're not afraid. Let’s beat them!” someone declared in
the crowd.
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The men’s hardy spirit affected Ah-hsing, and he felt
his face flush. The young skipper mounted the engine-
room roof and announced in a loud voice, “Comrades.
We're all full of confidence, but let’s firmly bear in mind
Chairman Mao’s teaching: ‘Strategically we should
despise all our enemies, but tactically we should
take them all seriously.’ I suggest that while we're
pulling in our last hauls, each work group discuss what
safety measures to take for our return to port tonight.
Does everyone agree?” When all shouted approval, the
men resumed their work and, while lowering the seine,
conscientiously discussed safety measures. Skipper Ah-hai
went over to Ah-hsing and calmly explained, “Uncle,
getting through Whitc Breaker Rocks at night is of course
difficult. But to fish for the revolution takes daring. If
we pluck up our courage, we'll overcome all difficulties.”

Ah-hsing hesitated for a moment, then said slowly,
“Everybody is determined to tackle the channel, so let’s do
it your way.”

In the calm just preceding the wind, the catch was
indeed a good one. The average haul was around four
tons, while the best reached about ten. The men became
so enthusiastic over the catches that they seemed to have
forgotten the approaching storm.

Sea-gulls swooped low over the waves, snatching at
the little fish swept up to the surface by the strong under-
currents. Dark clouds from the northwest began to gather
overhead, while the waves foamed like lumps of cotton-
waste. The temperature took a sudden drop. Ah-hai
glanced at the great heaving vastness of the sea, fully
aware that the storm would reach them soon.

20

“Return to port!” he ordered resolutely, as the last
haul was brought in.

The fully loaded boats headed for White Breaker
Rocks at top speed, riding the wind and waves in triumph.

Weather changed quickly at sea. Dark clouds now
covered the entite sky; the wind gathered strength,
Showers of spray flung onto the deck quickly froze. The
clouds turned into a blanket the colour of beeswax, and
snowflakes whirled down savagely like a myriad plucked
goose feathers, reducing the visibility to a mere ten metres.
Skipper Ah-hai calculated the distance they had covered
and ordered the observer, Young Chen, to check the coutse.
The chart indicated the boat’s position already near enough
to White Breaker Rocks to spot thc signal lights, but
there was nothing to be seen ahead but the opaqueness
of the whirling snow. The skipper was absorbed in con-
templation over the unexpected situation. Pole in hand,
the 16 crew members lined both sides of the boat, scanning
the sea with the greatest attention.

The roaring of the waves grew fiercer, the wind blew
stronger, the snow fell heavier, the temperature continued
falling, and the spray from breaking waves froze on the
clothes of the crewmen. The turbulent waves tossed the
boat about like a chip. But No. 715 and her auxiliary went
on into the teeth of the wind like a pair of eagles in a
gale.

They suddenly hcard the boom of waves dashing
against rocks within about 20 metres, and saw them
thrown back as gigantic pillars of white foam. Then, a
red beacon light flicketed bechind a scrcen of churning
water. It stood scntinel on a huge rock at the cntrance
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of a narrow channel leading towards the southeast, It was
the White Breaker Rocks!

“Watch out!” the skipper shouted. In the nick of time
he swung the wheel hard over, and the ship nosed into
the channel — the only passage through that rock-bound
stormy sea. A few seconds’ delay would entail disaster.
Sciner Ah-hsing, watching from the bow, smiled his
approval of Ah-hai’s decisive action. He was truly proud
of the bold but steady young skipper, revolutionary at
heart and unparalleled in skill,

The boat sailed swiftly onward while the crewmen
acted out their skipper’s otders with speed and precision.

“Port poles!”

The eight men on the port side thrust their poles
into the water and the boat swerved away swiftly.

“Starboard poles!”

The other eight men on the starboard side punted in
unison and the boat veered off from a rcef.

A sharp turn, Ah-hai ordered all the 16 men to move
to the bow and thrust their poles against the rocks ahead
while he swiftly swung the wheel over. The boats moved
with added speed before the wind. To avoid the danger
from the treacherous rocks on either side of the twisting
channel, Ah-hai ordered the speed reduced. Yet in spite
of this the swift wind and current drove the boat along.
Dangers still lurked ahecad.

Skipper Ah-hai stood at the wheel as steady as though
he were navigating a calm estuary. But his eyes never
left the rushing water before the prow.

“Attention! Shallow waters ahead, brake with an-
chors! Reduce speed!” he directed. Two anchors, each
more than 200 kgs, were lowered and the boat slowed
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down. It began to heave violently in reduced speed, but
the 16 fearless men on the deck meticulously carried out
each order from their skipper.

Suddenly a red signal light flashed straight ahead.
It was a sharp-turn warning. The channel turned southwest
at a right angle. This was known as the Broadside Wave
Turn, the last but the most critical section of the whole
channel. This was where the boat with Ah-hsing and the
father of Ah-hai had struck a reef.... The go-degree
turn must be completed within a minute’s interval to
avoid being hit broadside on by the force of the waves.

The young skipper didn’t hesitate. His order came
immediately after the onrush of the first wave: “Weigh
anchor! Full speed ahead!” Meanwhile, he swung the
wheel over hard. The boat made a sharp turn, shot on
through the narrow passage and switched back to her
original course just in time to meet the impact of the
second powerful wave with her prow,

No. 715 and her auxiliary steered past thc last few
rocks and headed for port at full speed. The sailors looked
back triumphantly at the White Breaker Rocks quickly
lost in the flying spume and snowflakes.

Skipper Ah-hai stood calm and composed. Looking
at this young new skipper, Ah-hsing had profound class
fceling for him. “Button your jacket against the wind,”
he advised Ah-hai, proud of this nephew of his.

The young skipper, keeping one hand on the wheel,
beckoned to Ah-hsing, and gripped his hand tightly. . . .
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Old Sentry

Chin Hsueh-pao

T was a starry night. The Custom House tower clock
far away struck twelve, its clear and loud tones re-
sounding pleasantly in the air.

The shipyard, ordinarily bustling with life, seemed
exceptionally quict this night. There was not a soul
around, only a light burning in the office of the ship
construction leading group. Group leader Yang was sitting
at his desk smoking. He was weary from lack of sleep.
Cigarette butts sent out slender strands of blue smoke
from a filled ash-tray. Several volumes of Chairman Mao’s
works and a pile of documents and paper lay on the
desk. The page of manuscript in front of him bore signs
of having been worked over many timcs. In his concentra-
tion Yang had been unaware of live ash dropping on the
paper and burning tiny holes in it. He was hurrying to
summarize the experience in building a 10,000-ton freighter,
and as he wrote, the exciting events crowded into his
mind. During the building of the ship many working-
class herocs had emerged. Where was he to begin? He
thought for some time but could not decide.
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“Hum! Writing a summary seems more difficult than
building the freighter,” he mused as he rose from his
chair. Then, turning off the light, he walked towards the
slipway. Hc unbuttoned his work jacket to the fresh night
brecze and felt refreshed. Beyond the wharf was their
newly built 10,000-ton freighter, the silver grey of its hull
and the decp green below the load line blended now in
darkness. The sight of the ship silhouetted imposingly
against the river filled him with great joy.

The launching of the freighter that afternoon had been
an unforgettable sight — the dangerous jerk it had given
in the anxious moment between the removal of the last
pair of blocks and his order for launching. Just then his
technical adviser, the retired Master Hsiao who had becn
at his side throughout, had cut the cable at the control
at the precise moment to release the ship down the
slipway. How gracefully it had slowly gained momentum
before hitting the water and kicking up foam and waves!
Rattan helmets had been thrown into the air; gongs and
drums sounded, and shouts of “Long live Chairman Mao!”
had gonc up, while tears of joy and triumph glistencd
on the workers’ faces.

The same equipment, the same people, the same small
repair dock, Yang thought, and yet a half-year’s intense
and sclf-reliant struggle had produced this ocean-going
10,000-ton freighter. What had made this possible? He
felt surc there was a great truth that would explain it.

As he gazed at the ship through the darkness, he
imagined people moving about on it. But, what was
that? Why was there a light in the wheclhouse which
had not yct been equipped? He must find out.
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Scarcely did he step onto the pontoon bridge leading
to the ship than a husky voice boomed out, “Halt! Who
goes there?” And the beam of a flashlight nearly blinded
him. The voice was familiar, definitely that of the retired
old worker Hsiao. By the distant street light, he saw
faintly the sturdy figure of the grey-haired veteran stand-
ing by the gangway.

“Master Hsiao, why are you here tonight? Hasn’t
the militia headquarters posted sentries?”

“Oh, so it’s you! We figured the militiamen have
been working pretty hard these days! I just told them
to knock off for a while. TI'll call them if anything hap-
pens.”

Yang went up to Hsiao and gripped both his strong
hands, saying, “You must be pretty tired yourself, you
and the other old workers.”

“And what about you and those in charge of the
work?” said Hsiao, raising his frosty eyebrows and smiling.
“You weren’t taking it easy either. There are nine of
us old men who are too excited to sleep tonight; we
decided to take the duty aboard. Come! Have a look!”

Yang followed Hsiao up to the wheelhouse where,
to his amazement, he found eight retired workers leaning
against their bed rolls. Beside them were nine lunch
boxes and a large pot of tea. ‘““Yang, have a cup of hot
tea with us,” came the invitation from the nine.

“Hal! Looks like you're cclebrating a happy event!”

“So we are. In fact three happy events,” said one.

“The first is the launching of the big freighter,”
explained another as he poured Yang a cup of strong black
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tea. ‘“The second is the launching of China’s first man-
made earth satellite. And the third is International
Labour Day on May Ist.”

“If not for Chairman Mao and the Communist Party,
I wouldn’t even live so long,” said Hsiao, beaming. “I'd
never have enjoyed the honour of cutting the cable and
launching the freighter!”

“Why aren’t you in bed at this late hour?” Hsiao
queried as he handed Yang a bun to eat. “What have
you been doing?”

“I'm racking my brain writing a summary of the build-
ing of the freighter,” replied Yang, munching the bun,
“and I've got to finish it as soon as possible.”

Master Hsiao nodded. “You've got to do a good
job of it, Yang. This is a big thing.”

“Tell me, Hsiao, what you think of the building of the
boat.”

“I think it boils down to this,” said Hsiao after con-
sidering the matter for a while. “It’s the result of the
increasing consciousness of the broad masses of both old
and young workers in relation to the struggle between the
two lines. When everyone realizes that he is at this post
guarding Chairman Mao’s revolutionary line, things be-
come easy.” With that Hsiao straightened his red arm-
band as he was used to doing, and pulled it higher up
over his sleeve. The big golden words “Red Sentry”
flashed before Yang’s eyes like a torch suddenly lighting
his trend of thought. The words, and the other eight old
workers with similar armbands, kindled a warm glow
within him.
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II

One day in 1958, Yang recalled, Master Hsiao stamped
into his office and, without a word, took out his letter
of transfer and laid it before Yang, who was then head
of the workshop. “Why are you sending me to the
residents’ committece? Am I no longer one of you?” said
the old man contentiously. He was due for rctircment
that day.

Yang had had great respect for Master Hsiao ever
since he came as a lad in his teens to the shipyard soon
after the liberation. Yang had learned a great deal as
an apprentice to the old worker. Later, Yang joined the
Party and became a cadre, always looking upon Hsiao
as his respected elder. He had had a hard time per-
suading the old man to retire and readily realized his
feeling about the change of his status.

“I know how you feel about it,” Yang said under-
standingly. “But the rule for retirement. . . .”

“My case is different,” Hsiao cut in. “My back
door is right next to our workshop. I request to remain
with the shipyard.”

“The residents’ committee should look after you,”
Yang continued. “Meanwhile, you'll be welcome at the
workshop meetings, and also any time you want to come
to the shipyard. You can keep your pass. Will that
do?”

The old man was pleased, took back his letter of
transfer and went away. From then on, he rcfused to
consider himself retited, and would drop in at the shipyard
several times a week. Each time with his treasured tool
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kit slung over his shoulder, he would walk along the
dock, go up the berth or into the warehouse, never idle a
moment. If he found a defect on an oxygen hose, he
would repair it. When he saw bits of welding rod lying
beneath the foot-high construction platform, he would
crawl under to retrieve them one by one. Two precious
things in his bag were a file and a thick notebook he had
made from waste blueprint paper. Wherever he found
scrap metal, he would smooth the pieces off with the file to
see whether they were copper, aluminum, steel, or some
other alloy. Then he would jot down in his notebook
the things he found. He knew every scrap box and
exactly what was in it — the size of the cog-wheels or the
kind of spare parts. If anyone should need any of these
things, he could tell him where to find them.

As Hsiao’s hair grew white, he seemed to grow more
revolutionary at heart. He talked very little, but worked
hard and was always in high spirits. The workers fondly
called him “the old housekeeper,” which he felt an honour
and accepted with satisfaction. In workshop meetings,
Yang would commend him for his wholehearted devotion
to the people’s interests. And there would be old Master
Hsiao sitting quietly in a corner of the room, responding
to his colleagues’ looks of respect with smiling eyes. His
face, lined by hardships that were now long past, showed
the joy brought by socialist labour.

Yang had noticed a great change in this veteran worker
since the storm and stress of the Great Proletarian Cul-
tural Revolution. Previously a quiet type, he had become
an entirely different person. He had come to the shipyard
almost every day and, whenever a debate took place,
would make his way through the crowd to a seat in the
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front row, where he would listen carefully and then
support what he thought was right. When big-character
posters were going up, he was busy helping with a ladder or
brushing paste on the wall. He also organized the retired
workers to support the revolutionaries and repudiate the
capitalist-roaders. Workers raised their thumbs to him
and said, “Good for you! You retire from work, but not
from the revolution.”

“The Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution has opened
up the mind of an old man like me,” Hsiao replied can-
didly. . . . What espccially struck Yang was the old
worker’s enthusiasm and strong fighting will in the course
of building the 10,000-ton freighter.

In autumn 1970 when the call came from the leadership
to build more and larger ships, the workers here responded
with big-character posters, at the same time requesting the
Municipal Revolutionary Committee for permission to take
up the challenge of building a 10,000-ton ship. Approval
was given, bolstered by active support.

The workers first called a general meeting to repudiate
Liu Shao-chi’s revisionist line that “building ships is not
as good as buying them; buying ships is not as good as
chartering them.” One after another the workers went
up to the rostrtum and denounced this traitorous theory
of Liu. Near the end of the meeting, old Master Hsiao
suddenly rose, made for the platform, then mounted it in
steady steps. Taking the microphone in his strong hand,
he said, *“Comrades, I'm 69, but this is the first time I've
ever spoken before such a meeting. Those who have just
given their opinions have spoken for me too, but now I
want to say what’s been on my mind all these years.”
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There was enthusiastic applause, which the speaker
indicated should stop. Then he continued, “Comrades,
you all know that I've been nicknamed ‘the old house-
keeper.” To tell the truth, I used to be quite satisfied with
the nickname. I thought I was really doing what
Chairman Mao teaches by being diligent and thrifty, saving
every cent for the country. I've never spared my energy
and sweat, and the more I sweated the more energy I
got. 1 tricd hard to be a good worker of Chairman Mao.
But, since the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution,
T’ve come to realize that this ‘old housekeeper’ here has
not done his duty well at all. I still have a long way to
go before I can really be Chairman Mao’s good worker.”

Then he took out his copy of Quotations from Chair-
man Mao Tsetung and read aloud: “Our Party has
laid down the general line and general policy of the
Chinese revolution as well as various specific lines
for work and specific policies. However, while
many comrades remember our Party’s specific lines
for work and specific policies, they often forget its
general line and general policy. If we actually for-
get the Party’s general line and general policy, then
we shall be blind, half-baked, muddle-headed rev-
olutionaries, and when we carry out a specific line
for work and a specific policy, we shall lose our
bearings and vacillate now to the left and now to
the right, and the work will suffer.”

Laying the book on the table, he went on with fer-
vour, “Comrades, here is the answer to why your ‘old
housekeeper’ hasn’t kept house very well. 1 remembered
only the Party’s specific lines for work, and understood
very little about the Party’s general line and general
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policy. I knew only that enterprises should be run eco-
nomically, but I failed to bear in mind at all times things
of utmost importance such as state power and the struggle
between the two lines within the Party. So, I kept busy
day in and day out, secing to leaky pipes and picking up
bits of welding rods here and there. Of course, I should
look after these things, and I will continue to. But what
I was doing was not enough. I often failed to grasp the
fundamental issue — the line.”

One could have heard a pin drop in the hall. Al
eyes were fixed on this old master worker as he gulped
down a glass of water, then wiped his mouth with the back
of his hand. “Let me cite just one example,” he went on
strongly. “Take repairing ships. I'd always wondered
why we should pay good money for broken-down foreign
ships and waste a lot of labour and material repairing
them. Renovating a 10,000-ton freighter takes several
times as much labour as it does to build 2 new one. Why
shouldn’t we build a new one oursclves? I often felt
something was wrong somewhere and was never very
happy about it. I remember I took Yang here — he was
then head of our workshop — to the shipyard director about
this matter. We stated our views, and even got into a
row with that foreign-educated chief engineer! Don’t
you remember, Yang?”

Yang, who was chairing the meeting, nodded emphati-
cally. ‘Then the old man went on, “But as nothing came
out of our suggestions, I just gave up. So you can sce how
!acking this ‘old housekeepet’ was in political consciousness,
in awareness of the struggle between the two lines. Now
I know it was that renegade Liu Shao-chi undermining

33



Chairman Mao’s revolutionary line. The more I think of
it, the more I hate that renegade!”

Hsiao’s candid remarks affected Yang profoundly and
stirred up a deep sense of affection and respect for the old
man.

Still Hsiao went on, vehemently now. “Comrades, we
must never forget this lesson. We must always remember
the Party’s general line and general policy. We should
firmly grasp class struggle and the struggle between the
two lines, and forever remain clear-headed revolutionaries.
Now, I want to pledge before you: I, ‘the old house-
keeper’, will go on keeping the house, and more too. I
want to learn from the revolutionary herces and be an ‘old
sentry.” As long as I live I will stand at my post and
defend Chairman Mao’s revolutionary line.

“Down with the renegade Liu Shao-chi!

“Long live Chairman Mao! A long, long life to
Chairman Mao!”

Once again thunderous applause rose from the
audience.

The old worker’s plain language, his profound class
feeling and lofty ideal had left an indelible impression on
Yang, too. 'The speech had often come back to his mind,
and he had always felt that it also embodied his own
thinking and was therefore a constant reminder of similar
inadequacies in himself.
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After that meeting the workshop leadership asked
Hsiao to serve as technical adviser to the group which was
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to lead the building of the 10,000-ton freighter, with Yang
heading the group.

Under the general leadership of the shipyard Party
committee, work soon got under way. The job was to
be accomplished by relying on China’s own efforts. The
struggle was to be hard, and the first problem confronting
the shipyard was the redesigning of the existing berth,
which had to be lengthened. There were hot arguments
over the choice between two proposals. One was that
as the building of a 10,000-ton freighter was a major
undertaking, the shipyard could ask the state for money
to build a new and larger berth. The reason given for
this proposal was that this was a long-term project, and
so the ground should be laid solid.

Proponents of the other proposal said, ‘“We ought to
display the spirit of creative labour through hard struggle,
lengthen the berth we have and build our 10,000-ton
freighter on it.” The thinking behind this second pro-
posal was that it would save state investment funds, and
at the same time work could be started sooner.

The meeting to discuss the two proposals lasted from
six till ten in the evening, with no conclusion reached. It
was already eleven when Yang reached home. He sat
down to seek guidance in Chairman Mao’s works, feeling
his responsibility heavy. To ask the state for a large
sum for investment, or use indigenous methods to build
the ship on existing facilities> He firmly opposed the
first alternative. The second was the correct, revolu-
tionary one. He must stand steady in this struggle be-
tween the two lines, hold fast to the correct principle and
not waver, he decided.
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As he was thinking, he heard heavy footsteps on the
stairs, followed by a knock at the door. Who could it be?
Yang rose from his chair and opened the door, and there
stood Hsiao. He came in, and not cven taking time to
sit down, asked Yang straight away, “Why were you so
hesitant when you summed up the debate on the two
proposals?”

Yang poured Hsiao a glass of water and, smiling,
countcred his question with a request. ‘“‘Suppose you
guess why I wasn’t in a hurry to draw a conclusion,”

Hsiao knitted his brows, his eyes shining beneath them
as he said bluntly, “I'd say, there’s something blinding
you.”

“What is it?” asked Yang, surprised.

“Self.”

“Self’?”

“Of course, it's ‘self’!” repeated Hsiao, past bothering
about politeness. ’

Yang smiled. “I don’t see it. Suppose you point out
where my ‘self” interferes,” said he.

“I know you support the crane operators’ idea of using
existing facilities. Right?” Hsiao answered, pointing a
finger at Yang.

“Right!”

“Then why didn’t you say definitely that you support
their idea? Why?”

Hsiao’s words hit Yang like a hammer. It was true,
there was one obstacle in the way of adopting the correct
proposal. As brought up at the meeting, the berth would
have to be lengthened by at least 40 metres, and to do
so they would have to demolish the workers’ club that
stood in the way. The crane operators had boldly sug-
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gested teating down the matshed structure to clear the
space needed. Hsiao was all for it. He threw a meaningful
glance at Yang, prompting him to declare his stand. Yang,
however, had not said a word, but gone on puffing at his
cigarette. Actually, Yang was thinking that although
tearing down the club was necessary to make room for
the berth, it would affect the workers’ recreational activi-
tics. He must be cautious, he thought, for some people
had already put up big-character posters during the Cul-
tural Revolution, pointing out that for a time he cared
only about production and neglected workers’® welfare.
He must not make a hasty decision this time! And now
came Hsiao, saying that he was blinded by ‘self’! Really!

At this thought, he said sincerely to the veteran
wotker, “But, Master Hsiao, this question concerns the
everyday life of the shipyard workers. If it’s not handled
well, people will complain about us.”

Hsiao smiled. ““There you are! That’s your ‘self’!”

“How can this be ‘self’?” Yang was puzzled.

“Of course it is. You don’t trust thc masses. When
you weigh the pros and cons of a question, you should
first consider whether they are in accord with the funda-
mental interests of the revolution. But you don’t do that.
For example, tonight. You thought first whether tearing
down the club would bring you criticism, or a few big-
character posters. If this isn’t ‘self,’ what is? Yang,
you don’t understand the feelings of the masses. All the
old workers at the shop have made up their minds to use
existing facilities and overcome whatever difficulties arise.
You don’t believe me? Just look!” Hsiao took a draft
of a big-character poster from his bag and handed it to
Yang. “This poster is written by the night shift of the
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