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STORIES

Sunny-Side Fine

Everyone calls him the old directot. He is Chen Hung, Patty sec-
tetaty and chaitman of the Revolutionary Committee of the Gteat
\)Vall Ridge fron Mine.

I fitst met him in 1958 when I was a reporter on the staff of the
Iron and Steel Battlefront.

One morning in autumn I was sent to cover the iton and steel
ptoduction ftontline on Hulung Mountain. A leading comrade at
the headqualters for developing the iton and steel industties in
notthern Hopei told me, "Do you know that their cornmand post
is being moved ?"

"SThere to ?" T asked, interested.

"To Sunny-side Slope."

This stoty and the foilowing one were selected ftom a collection of shott stories
entitled Sunry-Side Pzza published in r 975 by the Peking People's Publishing House.
The stories, set in the Yenshan Iron Mine notth of Peking, were wtitten col-
lectively by a gtoup of minets. They desctibe the life and struggles of theminets
befote and aftet the Gfeat Proletafian Cultutal Revolution.



"You don't meaft Sunny-side Slope[" I smiled sceptically"

"Except for a rarnshackle old temple, there's not a single house in
sight there. Why. . .."

"Yort can't believe it either!" he laughed, cutting me short. "They

called a Party committee meeting to study this ptoblem specifically.

And the suggestion otiginated frorn Chen Hung, the new director

of the nine."
"The nev' director, eh?" My mind tevetted to the familiu face

of Cornrade Huang Fei, vice-director of the mine. Hc vras a vety
carcfrtl and timid man who seemed to lacli the calibte for bold deci-

sions. He liked to corner a friendly sor.rl and complain with a rueful
smile, "Look what a lot weove got to do here. IIow can we cope

unless they give us a director?"
Now, my rrarr.^tar went on to say, "This Chen X{ung started tev-

olutionary work in *te eaiy days of the rWat of Resistance against

Japan and he still carries in him some uflremoved encmy shrapnel. An
old regimental. commander only tecently demobbed, he got to the

heart of the problem as sooo as he attived. FIe's put his fingers oo

the fundamentals too." Then he told me what had happened'

Three days ago, in spite of a poriring rain, Chen Hung atrived at

Hulung Mountain at the head of three hundred newly demobilized

men. They found that the command Post was in the town of Hu-

lung, about eight kilometres from the consttuction sites.

"For a project as big as this one, why is the command post in the

tear?" the old commander wanted to know,

"You see, local conditions afe such, there's no place to set uP

offices fot a command post flearer the mine itself," said one of the

miners. "So Director Huang said he would move the staff to the

mountains when new offices are built,"
"But how are s'e to command the wotk ftom there ?" asked the

commanrler again, a question which none of the minets present could

answer. They looked blankly at one another. After a pause, a

chnbby young fellow pipcd up, "Use a car, of course. Doesn't

Vice-directot Huang whrzz by in a car every day ? FIe seems to
spend most of his time in that car of his."
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Just then thc tooting of a car was heard from the foothills.
"See, her,:'s Vicc-director Huang come to welcome you," said

one of the miners and on tha.t note thev left,

Huang u/as very pleased to see his colleague" Gripping Chen

Flung's hand, he said in great joy'. "I've been loohing forward to
your coming, Director Chen- I7hy, I simply couldn't rnanage by
myself, leading a command post for so big a mining enterprise. If
not for that car,I couldn't even find time to corne to the construction
sites. My hands are so full with meetings and telephone calis."

Chen laughed. "That's a fact. It is a wretched business being
cooped up in an office! Telephone calls,.charts, meetings. . . they're
enough to bog an.y'one down."

"That's just it." Vice-directot lluang couldn't supptess a sigh,
"I'm a comlrlete layman as tegards tunning a mine," Director

Chen continued. "But let's try to learn togethet from the masses."

Huang Fei noddcd. In a tone of pe.i:plexity he said, "I must say

the mincrs have plenty of drive ; can't beat them at work. The only
thing is thcy like to criticize: You're eithet a bureaucrat ot you're
bcconring t 'tLying commander' . . . such talk can give you a real

headache."

"But criticisrn's good," said Director Chen smiline. "The masses'

criticism will clear our heads." He gave Fluang Fei a friendly look
before continuing, "I've only just artived, Old lluang, and may

very well be tall<ing thtough my hat. But I want to discuss an idea

of mine with you."
"\Vhat's that?" Huang F'ei was not expecting this,

"$7e should bring out command post to the construction froni.
This will ena.Jrle us to lead the work on the spot and put us where

we have our feet firmly planted among the masses."

"That, . . ," Huang Fei was seized with uneasiness. He realiz-

ed that critical remarks must have reached the new director's ears.

Shaking his head with a h,;lpless gesture, he said, "Very hard to deal

with this problem teally. Ours is such a big set-up. If we move

up closer to constterction, whete are $/e to put the offices ? There's

not a proper house on the whole v/ork-site."



"Come, let's go and take a turn fiist." \Tithout waiting fot a

reply Chen took Huang's arm and started in high spirits on a long
walk round Sunny-side Slope.

There wete countless little sheds and newly dug caves all atound

the slope which made up the housing area for the mote than two
thousand workets on the mining sitc. Because construction had

begun so suddenly there had been no time for preliminary building.
And yet there were few villages of. a fajr size round about Hulung
Mountain. T'o solve the problem of housing, the wotkers made

do by digging into the moufltaifl sides, making temporary cave dwell-
ings, sheds ot dugouts which they coveted with mats and thatch and

lined with straw and hay. fnto these they cheetfully rnoved.

Aftet the two directots had citcled round the workers' quarters,

they went up Sunoy-side Slope, stopping outside a btoken-down
old temple.

"It's just an old temple. ril/ant to see it too ?" asked Huang Fei.

"Let's go in for a look." Ditectot Chen went in with Fluang at

his heels. After a while Chen came out and turned to Huang Fei

with a smile. "What do you think about setting up heaclquatters

hete ?"

"Put our command post here?" Fluang thought the question

amusing. Ile shook his head finnly. "It's too broken down."
"\I-e'11 repau it,"
"Repair it? Can't be done, rWhoever heard of sctting up a

headquatters for rnore than two thousand workers in a ratlshackle

temple ?"

"It's been done. In the v/ar years, very often the command post

was in the trenches and we even did our office work on horseback."

"That was duting the war, \fle are norr on socialist consttuction,
Directot Chen." Huang Fei shook his head gently, smiling.

"That is ptecisely why we should c rry on the old revolutionary
traditions."

"The place is too small, too shabby." FIuang r,vas still adamant.

"Of course it's shabby if you compare it with a modetn building:
it's only a ternple the size of three rooms. But we can hatdly sit

and wait until a ptoper building is finished before setting up our head-

t)

quarters. Besides, all the miners live in caves and cellars, is there
any reason why we should enjoy privileges?"

"Y/ell. .. ."
"The miners have been talking." Director Chen e)red Huang,

then smiled. "\)7e Communists must always keep the masses in
mind. V{hat's more, in developing industry and construction work
we must stick to the principle of building our entetptise by hatd work
and frugaiity, using wfiatever is available and economical. We
must nevef care too much about appearances."

The vice-director now had nothing to say. "AIl tight," he mum-
bled after a pause. "Let's call a Party committee meeting then and
study the question."

\)7hen the story was told, my r.zLrtator stood up. He handed me
a bulletin sheet from the mine. "See thete? The Party commit-
tee quickly unified its thinking and the decision to move was made."

I looked down at the bulletin in my hand. Indeed, the headline
vras very refreshing: "Go to the frontlines - to be with the miners !"

1

It was autumfl. The rain-washed sky was so clezr. it seemed excep-
tionally high. After cutting through a stretch of pathways, I reached
the highway leading towards the mine. Ilere, cars swept by and
hotse-drawn carts tumbled past. Groups of happy people marched
dov,n the road. I was captivated by the lively scene of a big
leap forwatd in ptoduction and pedalled on with redoubled energy
towards the hiilside. Jumping off my bike at the foot of Sunny-
side Slope, I looked up and floticed figures moving outside the
ramshackle temple. In a few minutes they all entered. So the
command post had alteady moved in! That was fast! I headed
straight for the temple myself.

An old pine teaching to the sky stood outside the temple gate.
Being the only pine-tree on the slope, people called it sunny-side
pine. Green and stutdy, its knotted branches spread out on high
so that it was visible from quite a distance away. So well situated



was it that from there you had all the dugouts and caves under your
eyes. The pine was the highlight of the slope and also its centre.

Flulung Peak rose magnificently to its north while Flulung River
rippled gently along its south flank. At its foot was the srnall vil-
lage of Chingshih and futher away in. the distance the town of Hu-
lung. It was indeed a fine place except that the only building thete,
the temple, was too old and ramshackle. Being high up it was also

very windy. That was why nobody lived up thcre. Ordinarill',
except for an occasional passerby going to or from work, few
people everweflt up thete. Now that headquarters was being

moved, it would surely bring a change to this lonely spot.

It took me quite a little while to rnake rny way to the top. Look-
ing towards the temple I saw dust switling out its gate as sevetal

men in atmy uniform were busy cleaning and dusting inside. Under
the old pine vzas a mound of fine brown eatth. For repairs ? Pet-

haps headquarters hadn't arrived yet. Before I could enter the temple
and ask, I heard the soft creaking ofa cattying-pole. From the wind-
ing pathway to my left carne 

^ 
big man bearing water buckets which

sv'ayed with his lithe movements. As he drew nearer I noticed the

faded colour of his army uniform. His tunic was open at his chest

and hjs sleeves and trouser-legs were rolled up high. Although
hatless and bare-footed, he was perspiring heavily. FIis eyebrows

were bushy above smiling eyes and there was a kindll, look round
the curve of lris thick lips. The way he catried his load and his firm
steady gait as he came up the slope gave me the impression of an

expetienced yeteran cook. When he c tne r:rcater I rvcnt up to him.
"Catrykrg water?" I asked.

'"IJm!" He gave me only a casual glance before busying himself
with setting down his buckets. Quietln he took up a fork to make

a small hollow in the pile of new earth. Then dtopping the fork he

emptied the buckets into the hollow. This done he picked up a

spade and began deftly mixing mud. ltris movements were quick
and agile, I went closer to strike up a convetsation, "Mixing
rnud to do sorne repairs ?"

I was favoured with another grunt as he went on busily with what
he was doing. I decided I'd bettet go somewhere else. At that

8
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junctute he askcd, "Say, yorrng fellow, are you looking for some-

onc ?"

"The new director of the mine."
"Is there something you want?"
"I iust waflt to see him. Do you happen to know hirn?"
"I do know him." He went on working busily.

"I heatd he proposed to have headquarters moved here as soon

as he arrirred at the mine," said I.

I\Il
0r
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"No. That suggestion came frorn the masses.,, He corrected
me as if he knew what he was saying. Then he laughed and said,
"Ilef,e, young ma,n, lend us a hand, will you?,, A shovel was thrust
into my hands.

Unable to refuse, I took up the tool and pitched in. Before I
had shovelled twice he cried out, "FIey, that,s no way to mix mud.
You're just shoving around at random.,,

I was a little sutprised at this dressing-down from a strar,ger.
But when I saw how vigorously he was working, standing barcfoot
,in the rnuddy watet with mud spattered all ovet his face and clothes,
I felt ashamed. He looked at least twenqr years my senior and yet
he was wotking so hatd. I decided to follow his example. Taking
off my shoes and socks, I rolled up my tror:ser-legs, spat on my hands
and jumped into the mud heap, detetmined to work with teal gusto.
Unfortunately I shovelled too hard this time so that mud spatteted
all ovet my face. My companion burst into laughter. Then he
nodded approvingly. "That's the way to work. you can,r tty to
stay clean when you're miing mud.,,

"lJncle, hete I aml" There came a peal of gitlish laughter like
the tinkling of btass bells. A little girl in a flowery blouse calne up
Sunny-side Slope, a basket on her back. I recognized her as Chi
Hsiao-ying v,ho lived in Chingshih Village at the foothills. Before
I could say anything, my cofirpanion hastened over to take the loaded
basket from her back, "Thanks ever so much, Hsiao-ying,,, he said.
I saw the basket was full of golden straw, chopped fine.

"Don't thank me. This is to help our iron and steel industries,,,
Flsiao-ying smiled at the oid comrade as she wiped her damp brows.

"How much is there ?" he pursued.
She tossed her pigtails. "I didn't bother to weigh it. My grandpa

said we're giving this in support of the iron and steel industties.,,
"But . . . br-rt we cari't take anything from the masses just like

that."
rWarmed by the friendly exchange between these two, I walked

up to g{eet Hsiao-ving.
"Are you here too, uncle?" \7ith a skip and a hop, Hsiao-ying

came ovef to me,
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"Do you two know each other?" the old comtade asked, putting

down the basket of straw.

"Ile oftcn comes to have a drink of watet or tea at our place'

He's the rcporter from the Battlefront." Hsiao-ying smiled at me

with a twinkle.
"Ha, }ia. . . . So tr've conscripted a rePorter to mix mud for me,

eh? You must forgive me, Comrade Repotter"'

"Please don't talk like that," I protested and we all laughed' Then

I putposell'hetd up the basket to gauge its weight' "Hsiao-ying's

getting to be really smart. She's catried mofe than ts/enty catties

without trouble it seems."

Hsiao-ying giggled' "This wheat sttaw takes up space but isn't

heavy. If it had been dried grass I could easily cafly thitty catties

in this basket."

"Good," chuckled the old comrade. "Cotntade Repofier, will

you Please write out a receipt for twenty-five catties of sttaw for me

to give to Flsiao-ying?"
"All right." I quickly produced a notebook and began writing'

But clevcr little Hsiao-ying seized an opPortunity when my com-

panion bent clown for a tool to empty het basket on the mud pile'

Slinging the basket on her back, she raced away' "Dofl't bother

to \vrite any receipt," she shouted. "I won't take it'"
"FIey, Flsiao-ying, stop!" we called after het, but Hsiao-ying

went off without turning her head.

"What a girIt" iaughed my companion as he pitched in again with

his fotk. \flhile we were working with a will, sofireofle else came

up thc hillside.

"llello there, Vice-director Fluang!" I called out cheetfully'

"Hello, Comtzde l-iu, haven't seen you for some time"' Huang

came up to shake hands and exclaimed in surprise, "IIo'w come

you're doing a mason's rvork here?"

"That. . . . " !7hen I looked down at my bare legs and mud-

bespatterecl self, I couldn't help laughing. "I've been conscripted,"

I told him.
He looked at my companion and exclaimed with even greater sur-

prise, "Director Chen, why are you doing this work yourself?"

77



"It's done much faster if I do it myself.,, Chen straightened up
to srnile at rne. "And I've conscripted a reporter to wotk for me.,,

Amidst our laughter, Iluang put dou/n his pack and picked up
a tool also. As he worked with us, he grumbled: ..you know,
Director Chen, you have only to say the word to get the place te-
paired. $7e've more than two thousand workets here. Couldn,t
lve have found the kind of mason you-want? Is it necessary fot
you to start on this yourself?"

Directot Chen gave him a look, "If I recruited workers to do our
repairs, that'd really be buteaucratic." He entered the temple with
a spadeful of newly mixed mud.

!7e followed, each with a spadeful.
'Ihe mud idols had long sincc been removed from the temple which

'was empty except for the littet of broken bricks and tiles. There
',ffere many holes in the wall and the roof both large and small. If
flot for the strorig wooden ftame, the building u,ould long since have
collapsed. Ditector Chen, trowel and mottar-board io hand, started
wotk cheerfully. Soon large holes and then small ones disappeared
from sight, To some young men in army unifotms" he cried, ..Find

some mats and thatch, young fellows, and cover the roof.,, Before
Iong, under his direction, the roof was also repaited. Turning to
me with a broad srnile, he ashed, "I7hat do you think of the building
now?"

"Not bad. Seems to be weather-proof."
"That's just it. Men must create the right conditions for them-

selves. Now that we've stufled the holes and repaired the leaks,
this temple rx,'ill do all right." D-irector Chen was in high spirits.

"Ditector Chen, do we firo\re in all the office staff?" asked Huang.
"All."
"It seems to me we might wait a bit before .we move them all.,,
"$7hy?" asked Chen.

Huang laughed. "It's nothing fot the two of us to move up.
But to move ali the office staf, that'll involve more thafl just one or
two people." He shook his head and glanced at Chen again. .,This

is such a big set-up, rWherever are we to put everyone ?',
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"That's something you needn't worry about. As long as we,

the leaders, are determined to set up house here in this temple, I'm
sure our ofEce staff will gladly tough it with us hete on the slope.

You scc, the leadership is the key." Director Chen waved his big
hand. Still smiling he said, "Come, Old Huang, stop dithering.
\rVeren't you anxious to get rid of the odious label of bureaucracy ?

I think this'll be the best way to do it. Make up yout mind and move

the whole office organizattot into the midst of the masses. I'm
sure everything will turn out all right."

Fluang laughed at this. "If only it'll turn out as you say."

One of the men came over. "Evetything's ready, ditectot. Shall
'we move in right away?"

"Yes,'sre'll move in now," came Chen's firm teply. Still laughing

and talking, v/e went into the temple hall to look it over. Pointing
to the old wooden tablet hanging over the lintel, Huang Fei said,

"rWe ought to remove that old tablet."

"No need," said Chen. "All we need do is write over it the new

name for this place."

"And what will you call it?" I asked.

Chen stopped to think. "Let's call it !7indy Tower."
The men were moving itr an oblong table and some stools,
i'A table and two stools," said Chcn happily. '"Add a telephone

and everlthing'll be f,ne."
Huang Fei found paper and ink, STith a flourish of the wtiting

brush he wtote "Y/indy Tower" and pasted the paper over the old
letteting on the tablet.

That night, I moved into !7indy Tower with thc two ditectors"

Chen looked mighty pleased and v'e talked togethet for 
^ 

good while.
S7e discussed the mine today and what it vrould be like in the yeats

to come. I could sense the depth of his vision and noticed also the

openness and humour of his char.acter.

\7hen I woke up in the middle of the night, I sav/ that Director
Chen was still not asleep. A pair of spectacles petched on his flose

he was mending a jacket. When I tutned ovet softly I saw that the

soldier sleeping by him was covered by the directot's coat. Now
I understood. He was mending the soldiet's jacket for him,
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Aftet this I went again several times to the mine, always looking
up the old directot at Windy Towet. Usually he was busy with the

workers, blasting out a cliff or carrying tock or ote. Sometimes

he would be sitting with them exchanging the time of day. !7hen-
ever he had a minute to spare, he would wotk on the land outside

Windy Tower, carr.ying earth ot levelling terraces to make small plots

fot vegetables and ttee saplings. STith the ditector taking the lead,

the office wotkets cleated out a space large enough for z sports

ground under sunny-side pine. Ilere a pair. of. basket-ball flets wete
put in and green pines planted all around the place. Sunflowets
gre.ur up atound the old temple. Before long, the three-toom build-
ing, small though it was, turned into a centre of activity fot the whole
mining enterptise. Here, small gathetings were held and here too,
big meetings wete convened. Even when there were no meetings,

tlre workers came aftet work to play a garne of basket-ball ot to talk
things over with the leaders. Some came merely to listen to the old
ditectot's revolutionaty stories. From morning till night, \findy
Towet was a hive of activity.

The pace of consttuction at the mine was so rapid, it was like
growing sotghum neat harvest time: you cafi see a difference in its
growth over only hzlf. a day. Before long, across the thirty-six peaks

of Hulung Mountain an opencut mining site appeared, tiet upon

tier. Winding tunnels were dug in the hillside, high-tension wires
stretched across the horizon and numerous pathways led to the shafts

and veins. Then, all round Sunny-side Slope, row uporl row of
storied buildings spraflg up as well as low btick houses. Soon,

with the help given by fraternal units, all kinds of equipment artived
at the mine. Ove{oyed at these ttemendous changes, Vice-direc-

tot Huang was all smiles and full of pep. "Things depend on how
much eflort we make," he told nre every time I came. "Just you
wait and see. There'lI be many mote cl-ranges to come." He also

put forril/ard many new ideas and suggestions during this period.

By 1962, however, Liu Shao-chi and his lot went against Chaitman

Mao's instructions to build up the iron and steel industties in a big

14

ril/ay. Otders were issued for the mine to close down. At the end

of the year I was assigned a task at the rnine. I was told to go and

see how thc orders for closing down wete being irnplemented and

submit I rcport on the basis of my investigations. I felt as if I'd
swall<rwcd a frozen persinrmon in the rnidst of bittet wintet - an

icy chill ran down my spine. IIow could they close down such a

big, flourishing mine? The old ditector had put so much thought
and time into the mine; he'd poured in his very life's blood and all

for naught. \il4ry was I of all people asked to play ttrre role of the

"inspector-general" in this ? I was filled with dismay. It was with
a heavy heatt that once again I went to the mine.

In the past when I went there I always looked up at the mountain
as soolr as I crossed the tiver. An indescribable joy would fiIl my
heart at sight of the opencut rnining veins in the distance and sunny-
side pine reaching into the sky. I would listen happily to the toars

of blasting reverberating in the hills. But this titne I was too down-
cast. Hulung Mountain stood as always in malestic splendour, but
I no longer heard that stirring sound of blasting. The old pine

appeared, as lush and gteen as ever. The young pine saplings sur-

tounding it even seemed to have growlr bigger. This soothed my
uneasy heart a little. I perked up enough to rvalk swiftly up the

road leading to the mine. By the time I had climbed halfway sp
Sunny-side Slope I paused to look round. Storied buildings and

low brick houses stretched silently row upon row. All was quiet.

There was not a soul in sight. Gone? Were they all gone then?

To my sutptise I discovered there wete quite a numbet of people

sitting quietly on the basket-ball court under the big pine. -Were

they having a meeting ? I was a little stunned. V4ren I looked

again, I saw a tall sturdy ligute by the windovr of Witrdy Tower.
It was Ditector Chen. Close beside him, with his back against the

wall sat Vice-director Fluang who seemed quite depressed. Not
dadng to butt in I sat down quietly behind some of the miners.

"Iff/hy look so glum, cornrades ?" asked the old ditector. "Come

now, you must perk up. \7e've got to stick it out""
"Stick it out? All the men have been transf,erred. IIow evet

are we to carry on?" came a voice from the crowd.

15



The ditectot gave the speaker a look. "\Who said all the rnen have
been transferred away ? There're sixty of us left to watch over the
homestead. Sixty men make two whole platoons, you know. In
the war vears, two platoons were a pretty poqrerful force. As iong
as we pull togethet and unite our forces, our sixty pairs of hands will
be able to cut a huge chunk out of Hulung Mountain if we stick it
out fot two or three yen1s."

Animation tippled through the men. After a pause came an
indignant question, "Aren't they saying that Hulung Mountain has

no more potentials and there atefl't any more ore left?"
"V/ho says so? It's pure nonsense. Look! V/hat do you call

that?" toared someone springing to his feet and pointing to a pile
of ote lying on the slope.

"Then, why do they close down our mine?"
'"\)7hy? rWhy?" r.oared. the workers in unison.
The director, also toused, looked around him, ril/ith a wave

of his big hand, he ctied, "This is the same kind of wind as that
gusting round the villages calling on the peasants to farm on their
own. Comrades, we need to use our heads and think things out."

"That's ttue- Chaitman Mao says that the people's commllnes
are fine, bllt someone insists on calling for individual farming. Chair-
man Mao calls on us to build up the iron and steel industties in a big
wan but again someone closes down iron mines and steelwotks.
Whatever is the matter?"

The ditector glanced at the old worker and said calmly, "You've
got a good point there, master worker, Chairman Mao says,

'Opposition and struggle between ideas of diffetent kinds con-
stantly occur within ttrre Party; this is a teflection within the Patty
of conttadictions between classes and between the frew and the
oid in society.' Comrades, we have to use our heads and give
the mattet setious thought,"

"Tell us what to do, old ditector. We'll ali do as you say." The
miners stood up one by one, eager to hear the ditector's ans'\r/ef.

Again he waved his hand, signing to them to sit down. "As long
as we ate here we'll see that ore is mined from this tidge," he cried,
his voice powerful with determination. "S7e must have confidence
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and believe that the mine will reopen someday." He turned to look
at Huang Fei. "Vice-director Huang will talk to you now about the

task ahead of us."
Huang got to his feet and cleared his throat. "Out provisional

Party branch have been talking things over. S7e feel that at the

moment the most important thing is to gathet together out machines

and equipment scattered all ovet the mine, clean them thoroughly
and store them properly."

"Right. These ate weapons in the hands of us miners. $7e

must keep them intact to be used when the mine opens again. \rX/e

must make a proper inventory of state Property to ensure that nothing
is lost." The ditector then signalled to Huang Fei to continue with
what he was saying.

Huang soon finished talking about the assignment fot those still
left at the mine and the minets dispersed in groups. They had a clear

orientation now and knew what they must do. Suddenly the clirec-

tor apptoached me.

"Comrade Liu," he said jovially. "Sotry to have kept you wait-
irg. But you've seen how things ate here. Now you can report
the truth to the leadership."

So he had even guessed uihy I was thete. I felt a little flusteted.

$Tithout thinking twice, I blurted out, "You sure are bold. Don't
you know what the trend's like now that you still talk about sticking
it out?"

He roared with laughter. "So you too are wotried on my behalf"

Nevet mind. At worst, I shall only lose a director's title. 'fi&y
not wear a peasant's straw hat instead of zn offiital.'s cap ? As long
as I'rn here I'll see to it that ore is mined on Gteat nflall Ridge."
rJTith that he took my hand in his watm one and we walked towatds

$Tincly Tower. He was not silent on the .way but contilued, "I'd
heard you were coming. I've been warned, you see. They want
me to be careful. Thete's oo need really" To go in for iron and

steel in a big way is something oPen and above boatd. It's not as

if we wete doing something underhand which we rnust make haste

to hide." He shot me a glance. I smiled and nodded apptovingiy, so

he went on, "I was advised to leave the mine and go tri live in a crty.
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Do you think I could do that? Am I to be a deserter? Chaitman
Mao has told us, 'Ontry socialism can save China.' Tell me, carr

we build socialism without iron and steel?" Gtowing more roused
he spoke in a loudet tone. There wete flashes of 6re in his glance.
By the time we reached Windy Tower he was so worked up he was
ptactically shouting. I didn't rr'r'ant to talk about my assignment and
the question of closing down the mine when he was in such a state.
But as if bent on supplying me with full evidence, he kept harying
on the question, The cadres and the miners would work to extract
ore in spite of the orders to close down, I was told. They had a

plan drawn up to stick it out. . . . Finally he gave me a peculiat smile.
"The sixty of us left here will all move out of the office building below,
leaving only those on duty there."

"Move out ?" I was taken aback.
He smiied. "We'll move into the temporar), huts and sheds

beside Windy Tower, like in the old days. We'll be closet together
and we'll use rough-and-ready methods to extract ore."

I could see the ditectot was ready to start afresh with his rerrain-
ing men. They would carry on the tradition of atduous struggle
and frugality with which he had begun work here. This showed
that he and his comrades-in-arms had confidence in the eventual
development of the mine.

Huang came in at this point. Aftet exchanging the time of the
day with me he tutned to the director. "Things are going from bad
to worse. The depot's had orders to stop supplying us with explo-
sives and detonators."

"rWhat? Have they clamped down on that too?" The director
sprang to his feet, the veins on his wtinkled forehead throbbing.

"I-Iow can we extract ote without explosives ?" Huang Fei spread
out his hands in despair.

The old director gtunted and sat down again in silence. Fishing
out his pipe, he filled it and puffed on it without a word. At first
his btows were tightly knit, his face stormy, but gradually his btows
smoothed out. "Old Huang, let's call an emergency meeting of the
Party branch. !fle'll put our heads together and see vzhat's to be
done."

I8

Huang Fei agreed and left the room.

The ditectot told me btoodingly, "Now that the mine's closed

down and the Party committee disbanded, 'we, a score or so of Party

membcrs left here, have become the mine's mainstay."

I nodded, convinced by his wotds.

"Why don't you sit in at out Party branch meeting? You'll hear

our people's opinions."
$7hen the meeting began, the directot told them about the clamp-

ing down on the supply of explosives. Pandemonium broke out.

"!7e don't have enough wotkets left to begin with and now they've

clamped down on our explosives. How are we to go on with the

mining?"
"The gteater the ptessure, the more we should try to stick it out."

"V7e'll carry on erren if we have to rely on hammer, pick and

rfi,edges."

"'Ihat's the spirit! !7e simply can't back down' It's obvious

someone's bent on making things difficult. Since we want to carty

on, they throttle us by cutting supplies. This is sabotaging the

production of iton and steel."

"It's an attempt to cut down the mainstay of socialism. No,

we can't let them."

Then the hubbub died down. Everyone tutned exPectant eyes

on the two directors.

Vice-ditector Huang seemed to be in a quandary' He looked

first at the minets and then at the old director. lrith a heavy heart

he said, "Director, you're the Party secretary. Ate we to stop work

ot not? You saY the wotd."
The ditectot knocked out his pipe. "S7e are the Patty members

of this mine. we mustn't forget that our ifon and steel industries

urgently need ores. I7e can't iust sit back and watch ovet the mine'

waiting for it to reopen." He swept the others with his eyes afld'

one big hand cutting the arr with a wave, he announced decisively'

"It seems to me we cannot stop. We have to keep going"'

"Yes, keep going." Evetyone got to his feet' Just then the

telephone on the desk rang.
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Huang Fei hutried over to pick it up. "Hello, who's thzt ? Yes,

I'm Huang Fei. \7hat's that? You're stopping our supply of ex-

plosives ? Yes, we've got the notice. What do we intend to do ?

Vell, it's like this. \7e've had z'Party meeting and our unanimous
opinion is that we'll go on mining erren if we have only hammct and

pick to do it. V4rat? ... That's not allowed either? lre're to stop
work at once? We must await furthet ordets?..." Huatg Fei
looked flustered. Beads of sweat gathered on his forehead. Still
gdpping the receiver, he turned with a helpless gesture to the direc-
tot, "Ditectot Chenl"

Chen sttode over to take the receiver from I{uang" Bushy brows
tightly knit, he yelled into the receiver, "!7e object to such a decision.

\7hat's that? ... Of coutse, I'11 come to headquarters in person and

tell you the rninets' opinion." FIe slammed down the receiver.

"We object to such a decision!"
"\7e'll write to Chairman Mao and the Part1, Central Committee!"

the Party members roared,

"'I agree with you all," the dircctor lookecl gravely from face

to face, his own eyes clouded but determined. It was so quiet in
Windy Tower that I could hear the soughing of the pines outside.

Suddenly we heatd footsteps as a group of angry rriners rushed in.
A big fellow in front asked the directot, "Is it true that olders have

been given to stop our supply of explosives ?"

The director nodded \r'ithout a word.
The big fellow cried out" waving his hand, "A11 right then, we'll

do our nrining with hammers and picks. If they think they can throt-
tle us this way, they've anothet think coming. They can'tl."

"Truel They can't!" shouted the miners"

This thundering roar brought a flicker of a smile to the directot's
face. He gripped the big fellor.v's hand and said nnith feeling, "My
good comrade, that's the spirit."

FIis face flushed, the rnan stood proudly by the director, throwing
out his broad chest. Sweeping the gathering again with iris eyes,

the director continued, "Comrades, v,re should have faith that with
the brilliant leadership of Chakman Mao and the Party Central Com-
mittee, the mine will open again and construction work continue."
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"Let's write to Chairman Mro and let the Central Committee

know the situation. . . ."
A stir ripplcd through dre crowd. The director lookcd at l{uang

Fei with emotion ar,d Huang's eyes, fxed on the miners, slov'ly
filled with tears. But in that instant his slightly hunched shoulders

staightencd up.

"When you wtite to Chairman Mao, count me in too!" This

sudden outburst startled everybody. When I looked up, the miners

had made way for the newcomer, It was an old man vith hoary

hait. Ah, it was Grandpa Chi Chun-shan and close behind hinn

his gtanddar-rglrtc:r, Hsiao-ying, now in het teens. In the years

since I saw her last, she ltad gtown into a young s/o[tan. She was of
medium height. Hcr bobbed hait framed a ruddy round face. Dark
eyes glo$red with the frre of youth though het iips v/ere tightly

pressed together to clanrp down her agitation. The trvo went sttaight

to the ditector.

Chen took Grandpa Chi's hand. "!(/e wclcorlc )rou, grandpa."

The old man pointcd to his gtanddaughter. "Directot, let flIe
llrst h:ivc F{siao-1.ing registered hcte' When she finishes middle-

school, I v'ant her to come and J:e a worker hetc at the mine."

"I{siao1ing." The ditector took the girl's hand and scanncd

her face"

"So it's all settled tlien, Uncle Directot?" askcd Flsiao-ying with

pride.

"Yes, it's settled," he said, touched by het eagefness' "Ilsiao-
ying, iust you grow up quickly. lMith your spitit, I'm sure you'll

become one r:f, Chairman Mao's gocd miners."

The ditector therr turned to lluang Fei. "Look, Old Huang,

hete are our miners afld olu poor and lower-n-riddle peasants' rWe

have Chairman Mao's lcadership, v/e havc the support of the workers

and peasants. C)ur n:ine can't p<"rssibly siay closed indefinitely""

I-Iuang nodded. fle rernovcd his glasses to wipe t-henr.

"Comrades!" The directot tutned to the others. "The mine

will rrot alwalrs be closed. Let's not lose heart but be reacly to wel-

corne the day when the mine opens again." Then he smiled at me.
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"Comrade Liu, I must go to headquarters io person to repoft on

the situation. !flhat about you?"
"I'll come with you."
!7hen we vzalked down Sunny-side Slope, I turned once filore

to look at the old pine. It stood dark and sturdy, surrounded by
young green pines all ovet the slope. The soughing of the pines

rose like a sutging tide.

3

The rolling waves of the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution which
began in 1966 demolished the bourgeois headquattets headcd by
Liu Shao-chi. T'he mines and plants which they had forced to
close down were reopened one by one undet the warm care of the

Farty Central Committee and Chatr.man Mao. Many vetetan miners

and workers who had been ttansferred against their rvish return€d
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in triumph with countless young people to fight agatn at theit
former post. Dudng the triumphaflt progress of the Cultural Rev-
olution, new tevolutioflary committees wete born one aftet another.
When I leatned that the Revolutionaty Committee for the Great
\Vall Ridge fron Mine had been set up, I felt too excited to sleep a

wink that night. Chen Hung, the old director who'd been in my
thoughts so often, was elected chaitman of the committee while his
old comrade-in-arms Huang Fei was his deputy, a vice-chairman.
The most exciting news, hovrever, was that anothet vice-chairman
elected was Chi Flsiao-ying. She had been a young Red Guatd
and was one of the first to sign on for the battle to reopen the mine.

This village girl who had grown up by the mine went through the
steeling and test of the Cultural Revolution right there at the mine.

Together with other miners she rebelled against Liu Shao-chi and his
handful of capitalist-roaders, growing into a young path-bteaket
whose name became known thtoughout the mining area. How I
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longed to see my old comrades again and this youflger generation of
new minets. I also wanted to see the mine at work again.

In ry73 the Tenth Parry Congress v/as victoriously convencd.
!7hile the rnillions of our people and atmymen were swept into a

high tide of studying and implementing the spirit of the Patty congress
documents, I was given a welcome assignment. I was sent to the
mine to write a story, so once again I went to Great Wa1l Ridge.

As soon as I crossed Hulung River I saw these words, "Develop
the I\4ining Industty" itlaid into the mountain with rocks. Above
them was the opencut mine which rose in tiers with narrow steps

between them. From a distance they looked like tcrraced fields.
On closer inspection I could make out figures flitting here and
there as well as the tops of drilling rrrachines and powet-shovels.
On the highway leading to the mines, trucks shuttled past. The
mining area \Mas alive again.

Hastening my steps I found on reaching the highv,ay that it was
a new paved asphalt road with a sign at the edge of the village. One
of the arrows on the sign indicated that the ore-dressing plaot was
to its north and the other pointed to Sunny-side Slope to the east.

Standing by the sign I looked northr,vard to the rorvs of new factorl.
buildings. I could hear indistinctly the rumbling of machines. Necd-
less to say that was the new ore-dressing plant whose site was
famlliat to me, as preparations for its construction had begun before
the mine was forced to close down though actual constructiofl v/ork
did nc.rt statt until the mine reopened. It was completed a year latet
and started production. I then looked tow-.rrds Sunoy-side Slope.
It too had changed. The young pines planted by the old dircctot
himself had grown into a fine green pine grove whilc sunny-side pine
stood at the top, greener and sturdiet than ever. More new houses
and buildings had been erected on the two flanks of the slope. I
wallred towards a new red building at the top and came f.ace to face
with a youllg womafl. Looking at me with a smile, she asked,

"Loohing for someone, comrade?"
"I'm looking for the revolutionary committee. I want to see

the old directot."
"You'll find him at $7indy Tower in the back."
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"Is thc ditector still living in Windy Tower ?"

"Yes. That's where the oltrce of the tevolutionary committee
is."

I loohed where she pointed and made out a wooden placard

attached to the trunk of sunny-side pine. The words "Revolutionary
Committee of the Great \Vall Ridge Iron Mine" were cleatly inscrib-
ed. I remernbeted that in the old days when the old ditector first
moved into rJTindy Towet there had becn a similat placatd here with
the words Command Post instead of Revolutionary Committee. I
walked to sunny-side pifle and noticed people working in the low
office buildings flanking it. The place looked exactly the same as

in the da1,s of the command post. But there was not a soul in sight

when I entercd \7indy Tower. I put down my bag and scanncd the

former hall of the old temple. It was now partitioned into two.
There were a desk and stools in the outet toom leaving a smaller

space for the intrer roorn. I pushcd open the door. There wete two
bcds inside. I recognized the old director's gtcen quilt with its

patches on one of them and Huang l:-ei's old bedding on the odrer.

So both the formet leaders of Great Wa[ Ridge Iron Mine were stiil
living here. Someone came in. It was a young woman of mcdium

height. Before I could say anything she smiled broadly and seized

my'hand. "Don't you rememJler fiie, Comrade Liu?"
"Ah, so it's Chi I{siao-ying. I hardly recognize you."
She pullcd over a chair for me and then poured me a glass of water.

"We haven't seen you fot years," she said, laughing.

"That's right and what gteat changcs have come over the rnine!"
I said. Aftet a pause, I asked, "$7here's the old director!"

"Both the directot and Vice-chairman Huang are in the city at-

tending a class to study the Tcnth Party Congtess documents. Ary-
thing I can do fot you?"

"I never imagincd that the old director would still be living in
STindy Toryer."

"I7e11, if you waflt to know, it's a long storv." She proceeded

to tell it to me,

Just befote the tevolutionary committce was set up, watm discus-

sions on how to lead the rnasses to fitmly implement Chairman Mao's



revolutionary line were launched 
^t ^ 

prep^ratory meeting. People

talked about ways to imptove the leading body's style of 'work and

how thel, must keep in close contact with the masses. 'Ihe fnal
item on the agenda was to decide the location of the revolutionary
committee, The general view was: now that the nerv leading body
was being formed they should move out of STindy Tower. His shott
pipe dangiing from his lips, the old director listened to the discus-

sion without a word, a smile on his face. Then he turned to Huang
Fei, sitting beside hirn. "Tell us wh'.rt you think, Fluang." lluang
Fei gave Hsiao-ylng a look and whispered in her ear, "See, the old
director is testing me again."

He stood up and cleated his throat. "I think we should just change

our commafld post into the office of the revolutionary committee;
we needn't move at a11."

"But the revolutionary committee is a new-born red

said someone. "It's something totally new, therefote we

move to a flew place."

The old ditector stood up. Smiling he said, "I support Old
Fluang's idea. By setting up the revolutionaty committee here,

we're flot oniy cartying on our Party's glorious ttadition of hatd work
and arduous struggle but what is mote important \ne are displaying

the exceilent style of work of our Party, that is, keeping in close cofltact

with the masses. Thc tevolutionaty committee should be totally
new as regards high eltrciency, a strearn-lined staff and thotoughgoing
methods of work. It shot-ld have its office in the hearts of the masses

and do its wotk right there in the mine pits. It seems to me we al-

ready have these three rooms and there are a nunrbet of makeshift
work sheds in front of this building. trf we repair them and do some

remodelling, they'Il be good enough. I ptopose that all of us on

the revolutiotrary committee shouid pitch in right now and get the

offices ready this very night. Let that be our first lesson." The
directot's words wete greeted with tumultuolrs applause and, amidst
happy laugh.ter, the first battle of the revolutionary committee was

launched under the old director....
At this point thc young woman tr had met eadier entered. "Your

telephone, Comtade llsiao-ying," she said,
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"Corning." Hsiao-ying got to het feet. "\7ill you wait a bit
for me, Comrade Liu?" she asked, "I'd like to have a good
chat with you later on." Taking a willow helmet ftom the wzll,
she left \X/indy Tower with the othet young woman.

Looking out of the window I saw the two of them disappeat

into the pine grove. My thoughts vr'ere turbulent as I watched the

old pine standing so erect and gteen and the grove of fine young
pines all over sunfly-side slope. A younger generation is maturing,
ndiznt with the youthful ardour of an older generation of tevolu-
tionaries. That is how the cause ofout Party flourishes and develops.

Illustrated b1 Slten Jao-1i

power,"
should
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Honest Chung and His Farnily

In the thirty years I've worked for tire tevolution, tr'vc met a gre t
many people in countless diflerent situations. Some of them I don't
temember very well, some I've forgotten completely. But somc of
them still stand out cleady.

1

In the spting of ryq the Party assigned fire to an iron mine near the

Great lVall Ridge run by the Jzpanese invaders and tfreir puppets.
My task was to build up underground Party membership and orgarize
the miners to chop off the aggressors' plundeting claws.

Thus I found myself among the mincts of I{ulung Mountain.
AII of them were poor people from the north China plain press-

ganged by the Japanese. Driven by whips and bayonets, thev hacked
out the ore and carried it down the mountain on their backs. There
was no road, only 

^ 
nar:ow footpath neady six kilometres long wind-

ing down the mountain like a snake. Even empty-handed meri
trembled with every step at the thought of slipping off, let alone when
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they wete cartying up to fifty kilos of ore. Many miners had plunged

to their dcath in the gorge below.
It was at the nr-ine I got to know Honest Chung and his farily. . . .

A storm was brewing one noon as I was cautiously plodding down

the slope under a heavy load. At the eflttance to Peat Gorge a sad

and timid voice called out, "Btothet, have you seen my father?"
Bent undet my load, I looked up to see a young woman, gaunt,

dishcvelled and in rags standing at the side of the path. She was

clutching a broken basket to her breast, a child wailed on her back.

Shy and panicky, she kept darting glances up and down the twisting
trail as she spoke. Fot when tainstotms came the miners' families

became half.-crazed for fear of what might happen to their men along

that treacher.ous path.
I shook my head apologetically. "'Who's your father?"
"Honest Chung."
Honest Chung? I knew that name! I was about to ask another

qucstion when she cricd out happily, "Oh, there they arel" and dashed

toward two men trudging downhill undet their loads of ore. I
slowecl clown. Honest Chung?

In my home village there had been a tall, stocky, middle-aged

blacksmith who used to trundle a wheelbarrovr laden with a small

forge along the roads and lanes ftom village to village. He had

no personal name, only the family name Chung. Because he was

upright and honest, the villagers called him Honest Chung. A
sturdy bon who often accompanied him, they took to be his son and

nicknamed him "Little Blacksmith". One year there was a dtought
along the llulung Rivet and from that time on I had not seen Honest

Chung again. I heatd later that his wife had starved to death, leaving

him with their fourteen-yeat-old son and his son's childbride of twelve

ot thitteen. \Theeling his bartow with his tools and few possessions,

he had fled the village with the childten to try to earn a living

somewhere else. Some eight yeats had gone by since then.

\7ere the Chungs really here ? I would so like to see the blacksmith

in this mine crawling with the invaders. People like the Chungs make

up the masses our Patty relies on. Leaning my load against a tock,

I ptetended to be resting in otder to have a closer look.
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The two miner:s drew nearer. A
tall swatthy fellow with a stribble
ttudged in front, panting. Sweat

trickled down his face. The young
womafl tushed up to him crying,
"Dadl" The man taised his head.

STas this man Honest Chung ? I
wasn't sure. The woman wiped away

her tears then took two bran buns

{illed with wild roots and leaves from
her basket and gave them to him.
He glanced at the baby on her back.

"Has the child eaten?"
"Y . . . yes. He has," she stammered.

The man sighed and took the buns.

He broke one of them in two and gave

half to the child on hcr back. Then

he handed the other bun to the young
man behind him. As the boy teached

out to take it, I recognized him.
Little Blacksmith !

I waited until they r,vere about to
pass me. The young man cast me a

glance, then anothet, as if he tecog-
nized me. I smiled at him.

"Are you new here?" he asked.

"Yes."
"S(/hete'fe you from ?"

"Chingfeng Village."
"You'fe I{u-tzu, aren't you?" he cried.
"And you're Little Blacksmithl"
The older man halted. "You know each othet?"
"IIe's from Chingfeng Village, dad," Little Blacksmith said excit-

edly.
"!7e11, well, so we're fe11ow-villagers."

"You'fe Uncle Chung, aredt you?"
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"Yes, Iad. \7hat's your name?"

When I told him, he sighed. "So you couldn't make a living
at home either?"

"No. IIow can we poot people make a living with endless taxes

and vicious officials and landlords riding on our backs?"

Honest Chung smileC. "Be patient! It will soon be dawfl."
He glanced up and down the path afld lowered his voice. "The1t

arrived two days ago ar.d blew up a truck!" FIe mystetiously flashed

an "eight" with his fingers. That stood fot the Communist Farty's

Eighth Route Army. "Like locusts when wintet's coming, the

Japanese invadets' days are numbered."

Another group of miners was coming down the trail. Chung

quickened his pace and I followed at his heels.

The young v/oman turned out to be his daughter-in-law, Shan-

ku. As I trudged along that trail in the days that followed, I would
see her with thc child on hct back scouring the mountainside for
leaves and wild plrnts. In the spring her basl<et would be filled with
p()plar, clrn ancl xpricot leaves ot wild plants. In autumn and winter,
shc g:rthcrccl withered scraps of plants and chestnut leaves. How-
cver hard pressed, she managcd to make a few btanbuns and take them

to the trail where she waited for her dear ones,

Guided and educated by the underground Party organizztktn,
Honest Chung and his son becalxe Communists. During the day

they worked at the mine and at night, hidden in a cave behind their
thatched hut, they made landmines and grenades for the revolu-
tion. ril/hen these exploded in an enemy fort or blew up an ore-trans-

port truck, the miners smiled among themselves. And the Japanese
imperialists and their lackeys could do nothing about it. As fot
Shan-ku, she took on a heaviet task: keeping house in the daytime

and standing sentinel for her family at flight.
I was in theit hut one day when she suddenly said, "I7e've all

been hoping the Japanese imperialists will be chased out soon. Then

out miners can have squafe meals every day and there won't be any

more searching for wild plants and going up the trail to bring them

bitter herb buns."
"That day's getting closer, Shan-ku," I said.



She smiled and a new gleam lit up hef eyes.

In ry45 the arrti-Japaflese wat ended in victory and in ry49 Chiang
Kai-shek was defeated. With the Communist Party and Chairman
Mao to lead us, Hulung Mountain belonged to the people. Aftcr
genetations of misery the rniners and theit families knew happiness
for the first time in their lives.

Now the people were going to develop the mine themselves.

Ifonest Chung and his son were issued a pair of overalls each. These
men, whom the old society had used like beasts of burden, felt the
honour of being miners of New China..

Shan-ku whom everyone now aflectionately called "Sister Chung"
was highly respected too. She had gone to live with the Chung's
at the age of seven and at nine had begun learning to cook, Now
thirty, she had been doing their cooking for twenty years. Or to be
fi\ote 

^ccotate, 
she had been wotrying herself sick about their meals

for twenty yeats. For the fitst time, she wore a smile as she pfepared
theit food. She once told me, "Chaitman Mao has tescued us from
the bittet sea. Now the miners have clothes and food, I can make
them delicious food and let them eat to their hearts' cofltent. And
they'll be able to traflsport more ore to hclp build up our country
f,rster,"

One day I agzin met her at the bottom of the trail leading up to
the mine. She v'as still carrying a basket and had another child on
her back, but her clothes were neat and her basket btand-new. She

was all smiles.

"Waiting fot your deat ones again, Sister Chung?" I teased.

"I've brought their lunch." Her face glowed.
"Theit lunch?" I was puzzled. "Why are you still bringing

lunches to them?"
"I'm going to do it all the time, even in the future." She chuckled.
It turned out that she and Honest Chung had fought over it. . . .
The mine was in the hands of the people now, but it was a ruined

and pillaged mine, requiting an enormous amount of work. The
miners used the same crude extfaction methods and catried the ore
on their backs along the same dangerous path. There was still no
canteen at the wotk-site, so Flonest Chung and liis son went home
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for lunch. Thcit ttip down the mountain and back up again, how-

ever, took a lot of time. One day Old Chung said to his daughter-

in-law, "fron Ox's mother, tr'd like to talk something over with
you."

"\)flhat ?"
"!7hat would you say to bdnging us our lunches again?"

"'Io the tfi1l?" She was bewildered. His words called up

memories of theit old sufering, which still twisted her heart with
bittetness and anget. Before Liberation three generations of Chungs

had nevet known what it was to eat togethet at home, nevef tasted

pure wheat flout or tice. Now their life was bettet. I-Iovr happy

the family was, eating together at rnealtirnesl In fact, this was one

of her gteatest loys.
"V{hy do you want me to bring you lunch now?" she asked.

"So we can c ffy rnofe ofe."
"It's a new rule?"
"No, it's my own idea."

"'Well, I don't like it. Aftet all, everyofle has iunch at home.

S[hy do we have to be anY diferent?"
Disappointed, the old man simply teplied, "We11, w'e'll talk about

it some othet time."
Two days latet" llonest Chung btought it up again' "Iton Ox's

mother, I've thought it ovet. I'd still like you to bring us our

lunches."

"S(/hat's the matter with you, dad?" She smiled. '"Just think

how much more comfortable it is to eat at home - and you waflt

to eat your food cold, with the northwest wind for spicel"

Chung heaved a sigh. "She's changecl," he thought. "nfle're

only beginning to lead a bettet life and akeady she's getting too

attached to comfort." He put two wheat tolls in his pocket and

left without continuing the argument.

At noon the young couple waited for Old Chung. When he didn't

come home, Shan*u began to worry with the old feat atd rushed

toward the trail. 'fhere she spotted him trudging downhill with

a load of ore. She tan up to him and said angrily, "Don't you know

it's lunch tirne ?"
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"I brought mine." Flonest Chung wipecl the sweat from his

forehead.

\7ords failed her. She felt 
^ 

p^ng of temorse aud slowly walked

back home.

That evening, while they were eating suppet, the olcl man turned

to his son and said, "Chung Min, do you know why we had to have

out lunch brought to us before?"
Chung l\[in teplied, "!7ell, we nevef, had anything to eat in the

morning and we were starving, but we couldn't go home at noofl

because the extra load we carried then earned us a little more

food."
The old man nodded, then turned to his daughtet-in-law.

"Things ate diffetent today. Under the Japanese and their lackeys

we risked our lives to keep out family alive and put something in

our stomachs, but today we're libetated. The family of a poor

blacksmith has become proud membets of the working class -
mastets of the state. ril7e must supply more ore for out country.

\7e'te rebuilding out mothetland. !7e'te still fighting a war.. Every-

where the country needs iron and steel. Hulung Mountain is ptac-

tically solid iron, but we can't get it out fast enough. Doesn't that

worry you too ?"

The old man looked at his son, who nodded in agreement, then

eyed his daughter-itJaw, but Shan-ku smiled. "It seems to me

that everyone's doing his best."

Ilonest Chung shook his head. "Fot the revolution, we can neYer

say we've done enoughl \fle must double and redouble our efforts

- and that's why rve don't want to waste time coming home fot
lunch."

"'Well, it's all the same to me, but you're going to have cold meals

^g^in.""That doesn't ttatter." The old man's face was wreathed in
smiles. "If it means T can catty mofe ore for our country, even

fr.ozen food will warm my heart."

"S7ell. . . ."
"I agree with clad," Chung Min put in.
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Honest Chung nodded. "I undetstand what you're thinking,

Shan-ku - you'rc worricd about Chung Min and nre. Things are

better now and you want to do more for us. But what about in
the old days ? Then you teally worried - and ttrete wasn't anything

you cor-rld do about it. Today you must be iust as concerned about

t>ur rriine as you ate about us, By catrying rnore ofe, we make a

greater contribution to out motherland. We show our worhing-class

consciousness as masters of the state by loving our countty and out
mine."

"Dadl" Shan-ku exclairned.

"So from tomorrow o1r, you bring us out lunch. The Chungs

should set the pace."

"Right," the young couple answered togethet.

Honest Chung looked at his grandson, lroo Ox, sleeping on the

kang, and smiled, "$fhen he grows up, we'll teach hirn to do the

saflle." t

From that day the Chungs had made it a rule to eat at work. Every
day father. and son made one trip mote than the others. Their new

style of work soon spread thtough the whole mine.

2

In 1958 I was transferted ftom the lively mine to the company office.

Meanwhile Chaitman Mao's call to produce iron and steel on a large

scale brought hundreds of new people to Hulung Mountain. Ex-
plosions split the air over the mine's thirty-six peaks. But only
thtee years later, an order came to close douzn the mine. "It's work-
ed out," the men were told. It was not until the Cultutal Revolu-

tion that I rcalized this was a plot hatched by Liu Shao-chi and his

Iot to sabotage Chairman Mao's ditective. How I teproach myself

for having blindly carded out this ordet! For I had returned to
Flulung Mountain in the autumn of 196z with the task of convincing
the minets to stop working the mine arrd carty out the otder to the

letter,

I discovered that the miners had alteady gone, leaving less than

sixty of the original two thousand to guard the mine. With so
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closet, I saw that it
' was the man I was

looking fot.

"Old Chung!" I ran up to him.

He turned, then laughed. "So it's you, Young Chen."

"Still calling me Young Chen. I'm already forty." I gtipped

his powerful hand.

Finally he said, "I suppose you've come hete to persuade us to stoP

wotking the mine too ?"

"So you know about it?"
"Humph I A number of cadtes have come here lately, all for the

sarne reason." He glanced at the mountain" Bitterness touched

his face. "Now that they've shut us down, the lordly officials ought

to be satisfied."

That was aimed at me, but I didn't say anything.

FIe tutned atound, suddenly furious, and butsi out, "\?hy the devil

make us stop wotking when the mine is going great?"

"It's worked out."

"ITolked out?" He stared hard at me. "Maybe you can fool

others, but not Flonest Chungl" Pointing up the road, he snotted,
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"That's a mountain of iron! Ifow can vou say there's nothing
left ?"

I evaded the question. '"Our leadership gave the order."
"Humph ! Fine order 

- 
an otder to retreat!" He stared fiercely

at me as though I were personally responsible.

k:, fact I coulcln't understand the decision either. Having helped
build the mioe, how could tr have the heatt to rvatch it shut down ?

I understood the old man vcry well but to keep the conversation ftom
getting out of hand, I changed the subiect. "'Well, we'll discuss

that next tjlrre" But tell me," I said awkwardly, "rvhet're you doing
up here by yourself?"

"I've btought them lunch. Now that I'm retired tr can do that."
"'Lunch?" Ptzzled, I looked where he had pointed. A bamboo

basket sat ofl a rock underneath the pine-tree. I was about to ask

who the food was for when he exclaimed, "Here they comel" Some
people wete running down the path with a cart-a strong young
man, Chung Min and Shan-ku, and beside them a rompiog boy.
The catt was heaped with ore. In spite of their svr'eat-covered faces,

they loohcd hrppy. Pleasantly surprised, I ran to meet them.
"Chung 14in, Sister Chung."

"Old Chenl"
They dragged the catt to r stop and greeted me warmly. The

yourrg man called me "uflcle". Like a tiger cub, the boy stood apatt
stealing mischievous glances ^t fie.

So in a period vhen they wete closing down mines, I met this fine
family of miners ooce again. The youtg man vras Iron Ox, Shan-

ku's eldest son ard the cight or nine-year-old boy her younger son

I-ittle Calf.

I had so much to tell them I didn't know whete to begin. I said,

"!7hy are you transpoting the ote in a cart?"
"U7hat else can we use ?" Chung Min scowled at me, then pointed

to Iron Ox, "He's a drir,'er. But all the ttucks have been locked up.
I've heard they're going to be transfetred somewhere else. \7e
can't just stand around watching the mine."

"There was a meeting yesterday of thc miners thev left here," said

Shan-ku with a smile. "Sfe all agreed v,e couldn't iust sit atound

//
few men-they obviously

had no choice but shut

down, I thought, so

there's no need fot me

to dissuade them.

I sadly made my viay

to Pear Gotge to say

goodbye to rny old

friends. Under a green

pine-tfee at the mouth

to the gorge, z tall fr,g-

ure stood silhouetted,

staring up at Flulung

Mountain. As I came\[
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s/asting our tiile, so we decided to go back to work today. ril/e don't

havc any machines, but we'lI do it with sledge-hammers and picks'

No trucks, so we'll use carts. And if they take the catts away, we'll

carry the ore down on our backs. Just look, every one of our family

has turned out to work!" She laughcd proudly.

"Why are they making us stop work, Uncle Chen?" Iton Ox

asked me.

Before I could reply, Shan-ku cut him shott with a wave of her

hand, "Oh, let's not talk about that any more, let's go home and have

Iunch."
Honest Cliung had kept silent. Now he said, "Better have it here'

I've brought it."
"!7hat!" Shan-ku was surprised. "Why bring lunch now?"

"Why not? If you go home, you'li waste the time it takes to

rnake another trip. An1'way I don't like hanging atound home doing

nothing." The oid man chuckled' "It's better all around this way."

"Oh, it doesn't make any diffetence. At least we're working

and not iust guarding the mine. That's enough, isn't it?"
"How can you talk that way?" Chung scolded' "We should

always wotk hard. Nothing should make us miners slack off."

Shan*u flushed, then smiled at me. "You know, clad hasn't

rcstcd a day 5ins. he retired. And ever since I started working the

year before last, he's helped by btinging out lunches. Now that

the rnine's been shut dorvn, he's still doing it."
"!fhat's that?" the old man said. "They otly think they've

closed it. rWe're holditg out ground. Don't fotget what we all

said at the mceting )rcsterday: Chairman Mao calls on us to go all

out fot the iron aod steel industties. Iron and steel are needed to

deveiop our country, \Ye'll keep on working the mine, even if only

one of us is left!" Glancing at me, he said to Shan-ku, "\7ith all of
you working so resolutely, how can I sit back and rest? \Ve'te

not going to give up the fight! You'll see-the mine will be re-

opened and expanded one day!"
Shan*u burst out laughing, "Whenever somebody melltions

closing the mine, you get 
^r7gry. 

No v-ondet people call you Old

Opposition !"
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"$7e shouldn't think in
terms of opposition," he

retorted. "Let's say I'm for
developing our mine."

"I'll go along with you

on that, dad." The whole
family laughed.

"Please have lunch with
us here, Old Chen," Shan-
ku urged.

"No," the old man put
in, "he's our guest, so he

and I will go home to eat.

That way we can have a

good talk."
As his family finished eating and lcft, he told me proudly, "We'Ye

kept up out tradition of cating at work fot ovet a decade now. We

still de]iver extta cartloads that rilray and do much more work."
From his expression and tone I knew Honest Chung had not in the

least accepted the decision to close the mine. Befote these stub-

born miners and their families, I was confused. Because they lovecl

their mine and socialism, thcy wete courageously going against the

tide; consciously catrying out Chairman Mao's ditective. What

spiritl But my tash? I was uncomfortable about it and decided

to leave the next day.

He seemed to have seen through me, fot he banteted, "Do you

teally think we'te going to stoP wotking ?"

I shook my head and grinned. "As long as you're hete, tr guess

the mine'Il never shut down."
"You've hit the nail right ori the head." He laughed proudln

then strode away. I followed close bchind with my confidence and

cnetgy risiog.

3

In :.974 whcn the whole country was denouncing Lin Piao and Con-

fucius, I was ttansfetred back to tlie mine at IJulung Mountain.
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I found a Lrustling mine, ttiumphantly teopened and developed

tapidty during the Cultural Revolution. Everything was new and

thdving.
One evening I{onest Chung's grandson lron Cx, novr section leader

of the transport shop, came to my dormitory.

"uncle Chen, we're having a family meeting this evening. \7ould

you like to come?"

"F'i11e," I praised them. "Yor-r certtinly do your political study

regulatly."
I greatly admired the Chungs. Five of thcm werc rniners now,

wotking or retired. fron Ox's new wife rnade six in the family.

His young brother Little Calf had just graduated from the ddvers'

training class. Ftom the first day of the movement to criticize Lin
Fiao and Conf.ucius, they had set uP a family study gtoup and held

a meeting evcry wcek.

Quite unexpectedly, my praise seemed to embarf,ass Iron Ox'

"But we're going to discuss something special tonight," he said,

shahing his head. "My mother asked me to invite you."

"S7hat's the matter?" I asked mystified.

"'There's been a clash. Grandfather's futious and mothet would

like you to calm him down."
On the way to Pear Gorge, Iron Ox told the story. Little Calf

had started worliing as a tmck driver that trorning. Too excited to

sleep, tris gtandfather had got up vety eatly that morring, found his

old brown lunch box, and washed and scrubbed it in hot watet.

SThen he had cooked the lunches, he filled the old box with steamed

white rice and fried fish, then prepared the lunch boxes fot the rest

of the farnily. Putting all the boxes in his basket, he weighed it in
his hand. It was heaviet and he was pleased.

Spring had set in. The pear-trees were in blossom and the pet-

fume of the white flowets filled Pear Gorge. Grey-temple.d Old

Chung rvalked along the asphalt road in high spirits. He had trudged

two or three timcs a day up and do.vn this toad when it was only a

tortuous path; flow it linked the mine above and the ote-dressing

plant below. This road on which he had gone through such world-
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shaking changes had become wide and strong, iust as the young ofles

of his family had been tempered and steeled. The family's history
had been written on every inch of it and now its broad path pointed

to their futute.
Having reached the mine road, he put his basket on the tock under

the pine-tree and waited for his dear ones with his eyes fixed on Hulung
Mountain. After a u,hiie fron Ox's trr.rck puiled up befote him.

The old man handed Iton Ox the lunc} boxes for everyone excePt

his young grandson. Then he waited fcrr Little Calf.

One ttuck passed, then anothet. Other dtivers back from lunch

had gone up to the mine again, but Little Calf still didn't show up.

"W/hat's wrong with the boy? Has he fotgotten it's lunch time?"
Ilonest Chung muttered to himself.

At last a ttuck roared down the slope and screeched to a stop next

to him. Little Calf

stuck his head out of
the',vindow. "IIello,
grandfathet."

The old man weflt

up to the truck and

held the lunch box
high. "'Hete it is,

lad."
"Ch, I ate at the

canteen ofl top of
the hil1."

"![hat! You...
you've had lunch ?"

"Oh, gtandfather,

it really isn't neces-

sary for you to briog
us our lunches any

mofe."
"Why not, I'd like

to hnow!"
"Evetybody eats

{

i

\
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at the canteen," the boy said, laughing. "$7hy should we be dif-
ferent ?"

"S7hat do you mean, 'difetent'?" The old man was trying to
control his temper. "Our house is near the road. Btinging lunch
for you saves time - and gas too because you drive an empty ftuck
to the canteen. In the time you save, you could transport an extra
truckload of ore."

"Oh, what's one more load?" Little Calf replied nonchalantly.
"l can rrrake it up easily."

"No, son, lost time is lost time," the old man said patiently. "Yotr
know it's z famiy tradition."

"Well, it's about time we stopped it," the youngster retorted
stubbornly. "After all, we need a rest after working hard, don't
we?"

"U(/hat ?" Flonest Chung burst out. He angrily shook his finger
at his grandson. "You've grown too big for your britches ! A
{ine tuck and only eight hours a day arrd stiil not satisfied, eh?"
But Little Calf suddenly stepped on the accelerator. and dtove off.

His lips quivering with rage, the old man snatched up the baskct
and stomped off toward home. "'Ihink you're smart - and not
even weaned yet!" he muttered, "Haven't even put in a full day's

worlr znd aheady you've broken our ttadition! And clamouring for
a test to boot. \(/on't do, that's a1l!"

!7hen his son came home after his shift, Honest Chung exploded,
"You never think about anything but your work! Your child needs

btinging up too, you knowl"
"What's the matter ?" Chung Min askcd, stattled.
"Ask Little Calfl" the old man snorted. FIe took a deep breath.

"liducating our young wotkers isn't only the mine's iob, it's their
parents' job too." Then he told Chung Min what had happened.

Chung Min was almost fifty. !7hen he was in his teens, his father
had taught him to be a blacksmith and then a miner. Of course he
understood his father. STho of the older generation didn't want his
descendants to be better than himself? The future of the socialist
construction depended ofl them. Chung Min was worried. Little
Clalf's beliaviour had broken his grandfather's heart. This wasn't
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just a little thing - 
the old mafl was defending their fine family

ttadition, a ttadition that helps push the tevolution forward. Let

Little Calf give it up ? No, he had to malie sure it was handed down

to the next genetation. He had never Played the hatsh parent, but

could he go on in his quiet way now? Ilating the fact that his son

had let him down, and himself fot failing in his duty as a Parent, he

said to his father, "Don't be angry' I'11 give him a good talking-

to,"
"You think iust a simple talking-to wiil solve this ptoblem? You'll

need a lot of patience to bring him around. Tell him how we suf-

fcred in the past." Sich at heatt, Ilonest Chung blinked his eyes and

went orr, "I thought that becattse Little Calf had been brought up at

the minc, he'd undetstand the way we think. But, I'm sorry to say

that as his grandfathet I dida't do my iob either." At last his feelings

found expression in a tear.

At this molTlent Shan-ku and Iron Ox came in. Taken aback,

Shan-ku asked, "\7hat's wtong?"
"You came just in time." The old man looked up. "Little Calf

wants to stoP our tradition." Then he told het about it.

Shan-ku laughed. "I thought it was something serious. Why

do you get all upset about a little thing like that ? It seems to me Lit-
tlc Calf's only doing it for yout good. After ail, you're old nor'v'

I agree with him. You shouldn't go on bringlng us lunches any

longer. You can't keep at it for evet anyway."

"So you agree with him!" The olcl mafl got up abtuptly, the veins

on his forehead standitg out. "I like bringing you your lunches'

And since it means hauling a7a extra load of ore, I'll go on doing it
as long as tr can move my feet!" He started pacing round in the

room.

"What about the daY You can't?"

"Then you'll carry on the tradition. I won't let it be stopped"'

IIe turned round and glated at Shan*u and Iron Ox. Neithet said

a wotd. Aftera pause, he said, "tiThy do we of the older generation

work so hard at out tasks ? To build socialism. And this is some-

thing we havc to hand down to the ncxt generation. The way he's

carrying on, can we?"
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Shan-ku sat down on the kang and. said nothing.

After a moment the old man said in a quieter yoice, "I'm glad you

love your childten, but you mustn't spoil them. Little Calf is still
young. Does he know the bitterness of the past and how we came

by this sweet life? Tell him about it. \Mhat he did today on his

first day as a driver breaks my heart. \7e've maintained our ttadi-

tion for many years with just one thought: to futthcr the socialist

revolution and consttuction. Rest is necessary aftet hard work all

right, but he thinks of rest after he's onll' 1,s6tL"4 a haif day!"
Shan-ku cleared her throat to speak, but changed her mind, steal-

ing a glance around instead, Her husbancl rvas pulling away at his

pipe, Iron Ox was rubbing his hands together and reflecting. Her

checks tingled with embarrassment.

"As parents, you must talk to him not only about today, but about

tolrlorrow," the old man solemnly teminded her. "T'hat's what .we

mean by carryirrg on the revolution."
Shan-ku nodded, thinking of the past. This otdinary woman

mine-worket loved her fathet-in-law, lter husband and het childten.

She could endute all kinds of hatdship fcrt their sake, but love aione

was not enough now. She must take the burden ftom the older gen-

eration, shating it v/ith her husband. It would be handcd down

from genetation to generation, each teaching the next to carrY on the

revolution along the socialist road pointed out by Chaitman Mao.

At last she broke the silence, "I understand now, dad."

Her husband heaved a long sigh of telief. So did Iron Ox' A
smile played on Flonest Chung's lips. "Good," he said, "you've
understood at long last. But it's Little Calf we have to mahe un-

derstand."
Shan-ku nodded.

"How about having a meeting this evening ?" Chung Min sug-

gested.

"Good."
Iron Ox's account brought many memories o[ the past back to

me. I quickened my Pace.

During the meeting Flonest Chung talkcd about the bittet days

when he had trundled his rrheelbatrow all the way to Hulung Mouo-
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tain. He talked about the inspiring life aftet Liberation. Then he

told about th e fierce struggle in 196z against t1ne otdet to close the mine,

and how it faiiy seethed with activity when it was expanded during

the Cultural Revolution. He gtew excited, his face glowed' Lit-

tte Calf loweted his head, his eyes swimming with teats. His gtand-

father put his powetful weathered hand on his shoulder. "Lad,

do you still think that my bdnging your lunch is a trifle and that haul-

ingan extra load a day doesn't matter? I hope you say no, fot this

is a matter of great importance. If you ans\r/er no, it means we've

forgotten neithet the bitterness of the Pest flor the soutce of today's

happiness. It shows our family is loyal to the Party and to socialism"'

Stroking the old lunch box, Little Calf stood up. Tears filled his

eyes. "'I understand now, gtandfathet. I was rvtong."

Ilonest Chung smiled. The heavy atmosphete in the toom sud-

denly gave way to rejoicing. Shan-ku pushed open the window'

A bright r:noon rode in the sky, over the undulatiflg mountains'

Headlights of ttucks sweePing along the winding toad gleamed in

the distance.

The next day at noon, Little CaH dtove me do'wn the mountain.

I spotted }lonest Chung belour undet the pine-ttee next to the toad

as usual. The ftuck slowly stopped befote the old man.

"Hi, granddad!" Little Calf said in high spirits. Honest Chung

handed him his lunch and greeted me.

"I'Il never fotget, grandfather," declared Little Calf.

Honest Chung waved, then the ttuck started off again.

As I watched the young man beside me, gazing ahead and concefl-

trating on his driving, rnemoties cro'rvded into my mind, throwing

it into a turnult. The Chungs were ordinary workers and eating from

a lunch box on the iob was nothing extraotdinaty. But of such

revolutionary spirit is the wodd changed.

Illastrated b1t Clten Ya-tan
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SONGS OF TACFIAI

lron Shoulders

Tachai brigade members ate called "iron shoulders":

This well-deserved name is known far and wide.

Thete's good quality metal in Tiger-head Hill;*
Our commune forges it into the finest steel,

On these iron shoulders of outs we c try
A shoulder-pole with a crate at eithet end,

At dawn we carry a load of stats with us,

And return with moonlight at the end of day.

\7e race over the ridges in spring with fertilizer;
Much sweat we scatter on the green hills too.

In summet, to build up the dykes, we cttry cTay

To strengthen flood walls and protect out fine crops.

Golden graitin autumn we tote along mountain paths;

Songs of out bumper hatvest re-echo in the valleys.

*A hill in Tachai,
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In wintet we bring tocks and stone to build new dams,

Our fottresses of steel sffetch mile after mile.

\Jflhen shoulder poles are worn and old, we replace them;

\[hen small crates bteak, we make new larger ones.

If you'd like to know the total weight we've carried,

Just take a look at those stone dams and bridges.

Out Tachai btigade is fast becoming mechanized,

Now high in the sky, we have an elevated rail line

To transport fertilizer, rocks and golden grain;
\ffe keep it busy through all four seasons.

Yet out "iron shouldets" still work with the same virn,
!7e still use our cartying-poles and crates.

IJTe say we must ptesetve this tradition of "iton shoulders",

So that futute genetations will temembet and learn from us.
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Liong Lo-cheng At the wotd of command the hill lowers its"head,

As its cliffs are brought Iow, it says,

"I'11 obey you," while the gully trembles,

Saying meekly, "I admit defeat."

llammers, like batde drums, sound the charge;
Like fire-crackers welcoming spdng is the dynamite's blast,

Bulldozets roll along with a rumble and toar;
Spting has come earTy to these hills.

Sp ning Comes Early to These H ills

Trees in the valley are white with hoarfrost,

And icicles hang from the cliffs above:

Fot while it is still mid-winter on Tiger-head Hill,
Our brigade membets have already come.

They've not come to pay a friendly visit,
Instead they've issued a declaration of watl
They've brought their picks and harnmers with them,

And ptesented Ephedra Gullyx with an ultimatum.

"Cliff, it's time you lowered your ptoud headl

Vallen come now, heave youtself up I

Fot here we intend to level the land, make a plain
That will sttetch as smooth as the Yangtse Valley."

*One of Tachai's seven gullies.
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Twng Yaa-chang

New Mam-Made FEains

lfith a deafening roar the clynamite explodes;

The whole trilltop cruinbles, then disappears.

For Tachai brigade members are levelling the lancl,

Changing its contrturs from year to yeaf.

The highest hills are clemolishecl, river courses changccl;

As the new plains expand, the horizon widens.

Of the fotmer V/o1f Lair,* not much is left
Except relics kept for remembrance in our flew museum'

In the past STolf Lair shut out nearly all the sun,

Overhanging cliffs and boulders kept even birtls away;

\7olf l,air manacled our lLands,

It shackled and fettered our feet.

*Volf Lait Gu11y is one

50

All we could do then was sigh and shake our heads;
But now a flew generation ofheroes has grown up:
NTith iron arms they embtace and crush the hills,
Fill in gullies and make new level plains.

Amid wind and snow theit fighting spiri.t soars;

WoE Lair has changed now beyond ali tecognition;
A wide field stretches afar in the bright sunlight;
Tractors gurgle with glee as they race over the lancl.

Paving the way for full mechanization,
Sweeping the road clear for a new leap fcru,arcl,
As symbols of our re-constfucted rnountain region,
New rnan-made plains are really splendid I

l- 
--- .=.r:-_l

of 'Iachai's seven gullies.
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NEW TAI-ES OF HSIVANG

The two stoties printed below were chosen ftom New Taks of Hstlang,

published in ry75 by the People's Litetatute Publishing House. Hsiyang
County is situated in the mountaiflous area in the east of Shansi Ptovince.

Tachai Btigade, widely known and emulated as a model agticultutal unit,

is in its jutisdiction. Duting the Gteat Proletatian Cultutal Revolution,
by leatning from Tachai the people of Hsiyang have ttansfotmed theit coun-

ty into a Tachai-type county. The stoties in the collection show the spitit
of the Flsiyang people in leatning from Tachai, ctiticizing capitalism and

building socialism.

- The Editors

new chicks. Her son, a militia platoon leader, was too busy to catch
hold of but her husband, after postponing the task day after day,
had at last agreed to do it that night. Yet he had not come home.

As her impatience grew, her husband and son returned, one ofl
the heels of the other. Immediately, her son Ken-chu picked up his
bowl and wolfed down his food while her old man plumped silently
down on the kang, drawing vigorously on his pipe. Fury written
all ovet his sun-tanned face, he didn't touch the bowl placed in front
of him, He had doubtless met with some uflpleasantness in the course
of his "supervision".

His wife shoved his borvl forwatd. "\f,/hat's the matter ?" she

inquited. "-Angry with someone?"
"Yes. rJTith Liu Ta-hu," the old man snapped.

Liu Ta-hu was respoflsible for theit brigade's side-occupations.

He had also been put in charge of a temporary construction team
which was to build some flev/ classrooms aftet the spring sowing.
Teh-huan, when told that he was to be the store-room keeper oF this
tezm, had gofle straight to seek out Ta-hu. He found him in the
carpenter's shop throwiflg away bits of wood on to a scrap-heap.
Shocked by this waste, 'Ieh-kuan urged Ta-hu to keep them for frrtute
use. Having headed the side-occupations for yeats with thousands

of yuan's ril/orth of roatetia.l passing through his hands, Ta-hu con-
sidered these bits and pieces of wood too space-coflsuming and paid
no attention to the old man whom he thought too stingy. Teh-
kuan went home ind-ignandy.

His wife, consoling him, utged him to eat and brought up the

subject of the chicken coop again. Hatd to put it off any longer,
the old man said, "All right. Stop nagging me every da1,. I'll do
it aftet supper." He turned to his son, "Get me our old wooden
box,"

"What for?" his son asked.

"To make a chicken coop."
"No need," his wife protested, "I've some pieces of

She pointed to a corfler.

"You have wood?" Teh-kuan looked at the pile of wood of ir-
regular lengths uflder a bookcase. "S0'here do they come from ?"

Li Yen-hsiang

Tlre "Chief Superviso!"'

It was past supper time. Teh-kuan's wife reheated the lentil por-
riclge and the corn buns again and again as she waited irnpatiently
fot the retutn of het husband Telrkuan and their son, a middle-
school graduate who had come back to the village to farm.

As Paipo Brigade's movement to learn frorrr Tachai gatheted

headway, fathet and son, both activists who had pledged themselves

whole-heartedly to the cause of socialism, were constantly late for sup-

per. She had never once complained. But what made het so arixious

that evening? She wanted a chicken coop made for her brood of
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"The carpentet's shop."
Teh-kuan put his borvl down. Pointing a frnger at his wife he

demanded, "I7hy did you take what belongs to the btigade ?"
Bewildered, his wife retorted, "Don't shout. I've not stolen

aflythiflg or robbed an)rofle. \Y/hat's wrollg with taking something
the brigade thtows away?"

"It's against the collective intcrcst. .fhat's where you're wrong."
"I askcd Ta-hu's permission."
That reminded TehJ<uan of his brush with Ta-hu. "\7hat did

he say?" he inquired.
"He said that the brigade had no usc for these scraps. Whoever

wanted them could help themselves."
That tekindled Tch-kuan's futy. "Ta-hu's head necds examining."
"ff there's aflythiflg wrong I'm the ofle to blame. I'11 send them

back."
"That's no way to handle it. You tal<e things from the btigade

out of selfishness. Ta-hu"s not a good cadre if he panders to your
self,shness. You should ovefcome your selfishness of course, but
he has his tesponsibility too. Naturally the wood must be sent back.

At the same time we must dtaw a dernarcation line between public
and private intercsts."

"Dad is rrght, rne," I{en-chu put in. "Otherwise we can't dis-
tinguish between sr.rcialism and capitalism."

"It's my fzttlt." Teh-kuan's wife sip;hed. "f don't know what
came over me that I was so muddle-headed."

This raised a question in Teh-kuan's mind. Since the start of the

movemeflt to learn frorn Tachai his wife had made a lot of progress

in her political consciousness, and she had never been one to covet

little advantages. What had muddled her this tinre?

"S7hat rnadc you go to get the wood ?" he asked.

"Li Erh-yen suggested it."
Alerted, Teh*uan asked, "Li Erh.ven? !(hat did he say?"

His wife told hin-r that when she was fceding the chicks at the door
that afternoon, their neighbour Li Iirh-yen came over to chat. He

mefltiofled that there was a lot of useless lrood in the carpenter's shop.

\Xhy didn't she go and get soflre to make a chicken coop ? She
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protested that one mustn't take things ftom the collective. Li atgued

that the brigade was throwing them alvzy any.u/zy, so she rilas quite

'lustified in putting them to some use. She thought it over and went

to ask Ta-hu's permission. She was told to take as much wood as

she needed,

His mind working quickly while he listened, Teh-kuan sensed

sometl.ring fishy. "'\Y/hy didn't yoll use vour brains ?" he scolded'

"How could ),ou listen to Li Erh-yen, a grasPing well-to-do middle

peasant vho was criticized before the Cultural Revolution for going

in for speculation? Like grass squeezing out from the cracks between

stones, his selflshness is always cropping up. You've been tricked

by him."
"lff/hat?" She was baffied"

tr(en-chu was quick to catch on' "I-Ie rnust have his eye on that

wood himself and wantecl you to takc some first - 
so that he can

follow suit."
"Quite right." Teh-kuan notlded. "Ycru must look out' He's

probably making use of your self-intef,est as a covef for his capitalist

dealings."

His wife digested this in a disinayed silcnce. Meanvrhile Teh*uan

\vas thiflking: Chairman }VIao teaches tis that "the setious problern

is the education of ttre peasaatty". Li had prompted his vife to
act sel{ishly. But Ta-hu, bcing a crdre, should have helped her to

overcome her sclfishness instead of condoning it. Cadres ^re arl

impottant factor in educating the pcasantty. The more Teh*uan

thought of it thc more trre felt Ta-hu was in the wrong. Slapping

his thigh he stood up. "I'm going over to see Ta-hu," he announced'

"Leave it ti1l tomorrorv," liis wite urged.

"No." Picking up the wood, he ttlld his son, "Make a coop out

of our old box." With th:tt he left.

2

Liu Ta-hu, having finished his suppi:r, was sitting by thc table studying

the "Blueptint of Paipo Brigade's }ierv Village" and checking their

constructiofl plan for the ner*, schocl with the site shown on the
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bluepdnt. He was humming to himself as his fingers tapped the table.
He had done good work in the years since he was pLlt in charge of

the side-occupation team and, in the rnovement to learn ftom Tachai,
had accumulated sizable funds to help develop the brigade's agricul-
ture. In his view, capitalist tendencies had been cdticized dudng
the Cultutal Revolution and they were flovr taking the right course
in developing side-occupations, so receotly he had been concenft^ting
his eflorts on side-lines. His working style had grown slipshod while
he paid lip service only to the inrportance of orientation, political
Iine and ideology. Ife was revellifl€! in a happy dteam of the brigade's
new village when Teh-kuan carne in.

'"Ta-hu, what are your responsibilitics as a team leadet?" Teh-
kuan derrranded abtuptly.

"S(/hat?" Ta-hu was taken aback" He quickly of[ered Teh-kuan
a seat. "Side-occupations of coufse."

"Is that all?"
"I'm in charge of consttuction work at the moment too. Flave

you. -.?"
"You meafl bticks, tiles, stones and timber. Is that all?" Teh-

kuao cut him short.

"\feil, being a member of thr: Farty branch committee, I look
into people's ideology tori," he added quickly.

"You still remember that?"
Sensing that the old man was leading up to something, Ta-hu

utged, "Fire away, uncle, if you have any ctiticisms for me,"
"Sufe. That's why I've corne," was the blunt answer. "'Did

you give my wife permission to talic those picces of wood this aftcr-
noon?"

Ta-hu reaiized now why TehJiuan, who had always put the public
intetest first, was loolring so displeascd. "Yes, I did," he said.

"That's all right. Don't blame auflty."
"All right, you call it ? Genetous, aren't you I You're encouraging

selfishness afi]ong ouf commune membcrs!"
"You'f,e too strict, uncle. The brigade has no use for these bits

of wood. I don't call it selfishness if, the commune members turn
them into sonoething useful."
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Teh-kuan q/as furious. "You don't even feel bad about throwing
all that wood away! Why should this wood be useless to the brigade

yet so useful to individuals ? Tell me, what kind of thinking makes

all this diflerence?"

Ta-hu r,vas tongue-tied. After some time he hedged, "A bit of
selflshness doesn't really mattet. !7e can't exPect the peasants to
change tlieir centuries-old habits overnight. We must educate them

gradually."
"Graduaily? How have you been doing it? By allowing this

wood to be taken away you were tolerating the selfish tendency.

If it goes uncheched it may turn into capitalism."

"It's not that serious, uncle."

"No? Tell me, who else has come to take wood?"
"Li Eth-yen took some afterwards too."
"See! I knew he had ahand in this." His suspicions corfirmed,

he told la-hu how Li had put his wife up to coming to take the wood'
In the end he warned him, "Li must be up to something. Don't
let him have his way."

Ta-hu was flot convinced though. "Li's made a lot of progress

since he was criticized that yeat. Don't worry too lnuch, uncle.

I know him." Tapping the blueptint he addecl, "'I've got to work
on this, uncle. It's getting lrte. SThy don't you go home to bed ?"

Teh-kuan shook his head. "You're rnanaging propefy fot social-

ism. That means you must pay attention not just to money and

materials but to politics and the v/ay people tlfnk. Don't they say

in Tachai that the most important thing is to stick to the Party's basic

line? The first and foremost thing is to educate ttre pcople with
Mao Tsetung Thought. Ilave you forgotten all this ?"

At the doot, the old man tutned around and added, "I'll be off.

Can't persuade you right now. But I'm not going to let this drop

hete. I'll be back."
Looking after hirn, Ta-hu smiled rvryly. "!(/hat a stubborn ri r\1"

Teh-huan went straight to look fot the Party secretary. As he had

riot yct retutned ftom a meeting in the cornmune, the old man had

to go horne unhappily. T'he lights were out. Both his wife and

son vrere asleep. He crept quietly into bed, but sleep would not come.
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Teh-kuan was known in his village for the wide range of things
he "supervised". Big or small, everlthing came under his scrutifly
before the Cultural Revolution. Eut since then, by criticizing the

revisionist line of Liu Shao-chi and Lin Piao and in the movement to
iearn from Tachai, his political consciousness had been gre tly raised.

Taking thc Party's basic line and the Tachai spirit as his criterion,
he realized that he should look into the roots of things instead of
every small trifle. So he sct himself the impottant task of helping tlle
brigade leadership to follow tlie correct ljne and offering sound advice

as a good supervisor. Thus he bccame a helpful assistant to the Party

btanch of Paipo Brigad,e and won the suppott of the cadres and brigade

members. In ry69, r,vhen he was fifty-seven, he had been admitted

into the Party. Since then hc irad.been overseeing things evefl more

actively.

Lying in bed, hc was tcvierving that day's happenings when tre
hcard noises next door. Pricking up his ears he made them out to
be the sound of sawing and hammering. His neighbour Li Erh-yen

sometimes madc chairs and benches for other people. He liked to
make himseif new things too. But why v,as he working so late at

night ? A big qucstion-mall< in his mind, Teh-kuan linked this sudden

activity with what had happened that day. Vigilantly he got up and

made for Li's house. fnstead of going to the door he peeped in at

the brightly-lit window of Li's store-room which had been convettecl

into a carper'rter's shop. Sawdust covered the floor. A pile ofwood
lay on one side of the room. On the other wefe some carpenter's

tools. J-i rvas astride a carpentet's bench nailing up a winnowing
fan. There wcre several mote on a brancl-new cupboatd behind him.
tr{ore striking still wete two new trunlis.

Teh-lcuan's suspicion increased. Had he taken all that wood in
one afternoon? Did his family need all tliose winnowing fans?

The two trunks could hardly have bcen made out of small pieces of
wood. Had he taken the brigade's good wood too? And why was

he working at dead of night? rff/as he up to his old tricks again?

Teh-kuan v,/as ofl the point of going in to qtrestion him when he

thought better of it and went home quietly. Musing over all the

events of that clay, he couldn't lie still. He srr,'itched on the light,
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took out the Selected Works of Lenin Yol. IV, put on his reading

glasses and turned to the p^r^g:u;ph in "Left-Wing" Coruruuflistk, an

Infantik Disorder which was underlined in red.

It was ^ p^ragr^ph on remoulding and re-educating the small

commodit,v ptodr-,-cers. T'he sentence "The force of habit of millions
and tens of millions is a most terrible fotce" touched a chotd in
his heat. T'hough Li lived in a socialist society his heart 'was still
orr capitalism. Not only did he make selfish calculations but he wanted

to infect othet people with his selfishness. And the selfishness of
T'eh-kuan's wife showed that she too had relnriants of the ideology

of small comrnodity produccrs. If these were left to develop un-

checked, they would unclerminc socialism. Lenin pointed out the

need to struggle against the forces and traditions of the old society

by means of both education and administrative measures. Yet Liu
Ta-hu, instead of clamping down on ideas of Private ownersllp in
either way, treated them as somethiflg quite riatural. How could he

consolidate proletarian dictatorship in this way?

Inspired by Lenin's teachings, Tch-kuan decided to make good

use of this incident. Slapping his thigh he exclaimed:

"Right. I'11 bombatd him."
"Who're you going to bombard?" asked his wifc who had wokcn

up..
"Liu Ta-hul"
"You'rc thc limit! Nflhy clon't )rou slccp instcacl of bombarding

people at night?"
Teh-kuan told her what was in his mind.
"How are you going to do it?" she asked.

"I'll write abig-character poster." He took out paPer and a lvriting
btush.

"Can you write ?" his wifc asked.

Teh-kuan stood there at a loss.

chatacters he couldn't
It was true, there wefe fialty
wif,e burst out laughing andHis

reminded him of their son.

Scratching his head, the old man laughed too. "Yes. I'd quite

forgotten our scholar." FIe went over to shake I{en-chu who was

sleeping like a 1og. Pulling ofl his quilt Teh-kuan calle{, "Emergency
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assembly!" Ken-chu jumped up and bounded over to the wall to
get his gun. Laughing, the old man stucli the rvriting brush in his
hand. "You're certainly a good militiaman. Use this weapon to-
night."

"It's not an eflefgency asserribly?"

"Yes. It's a family assemhly to bombard the old force of habit.,,

3

Early the next morning, the big-character postef, signed by feh-kuan,
his wife and son was put up.

Entitled To lVhom Is He Giuirtg the Greea Ligbt? the poster pointed
out that Liu Ta-hu was neglecting his duty as a cadre and conniving
at the ideology of ptivate ovnership, which would eflcouf,age the
growth of spontaneous capitalist tendencies, It went on to solicit
the masses' opinion as to whether or not Teh-kuan was rnaking a

mountain out of a molehill as Liu Ta-hu clainred.

Gathering befote the poster rnany people voiced their opinions.
"Old Teh-kuan has sharp eyes."

"Liu Ta-hu does need a bashing. fn meetings he tells us to grasp
the main issue, f don't thinh he knorvs what the main issue is.,,

"Taking a few pieccs of wood has tothing to do with political lines.,,
That was immediately rcfutccl. "That's not the way to talk.

This business shorvs what line our cadres ate taking.n'
"Quite tieht. A cadre, no lnatter what his iob, must cducate the

peasants vith socialist idcas. This is Tachai's nost irnportant ex-
pcrience."

Liu Ta-hu behind them bellowt:d, "It's outrageous!"
The villagers immediately started to dcbatc w_ith him. Unable to

win the argument, Ta-hu cried hoarscly, "I'11 not argue with you.
I'll go to see the Party secretary." IJe turned around only to tun
into Paty Secretary Cheng Sung who had hurried. back ftom the fields
to read the big-character poster. Before he could make head or tail
of it Ta-hu shouted at him, "'Chcng Sungl Find yourself another
team leader."
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"'Whyl" Chcng Sung lauqhed. "You'tc knccked over by only

one shell ?"

"They've blowr this small question up into a question of political

lines. How can I do my rvorh?"
"I(eep yout shirt on. Let me read it first." Cheng Sung nodded

with apparerrt agreement as he read on. "Hum. He has a point
there." Turning to Ta-hu he said, "Ihc Party branch committce

should study tlris poster carefully. In my opinion a cadrc cafl wotk
better if he's criticized like this by the cornmufle members""

Ta-hu's fury mounted. "I don't look at it that way. You can go

ahead and ctiticize me." fle v-ent away in a huf[.

Dissatisficd with Ta-hu's attitucle, the villagets spoke their minds

freely when Cheng Sung asked what had happened. He read the

big-chatacter poster carefully again and decided to have a talk with
Teh-kuan, but couid see flo sign of him.

After putting out the poster $/ith his son and telling his wife to keep

an eye on Li Eth-yen, Teh-kuan had gone to the constructior sjte.

FIe sortccl out the pieces of, u,ood Ta-hu had discarded, attanged them

into a neat pile and was sticking a piece of old newspaper on to it
when along carre Cheng Sung,

"Ha, Uncle Teh-kuan, so many people are teading and discussing

the-poster you wrote while you're taking it easy hete."

Although much younger than Teh-huan, Cheng Sung was on

such familiar terms with him that they often pulled each othet's legs.

"l{a! Cheng Sung," Teh-kuan straightened up happily. "You're
most welcome. Write a few v'ords for rne,"

"What shall I v/rite?" Cheng took over the brush.

"Love public property! Bear socialisrn in mindl"
"\Y/ell said."

As he was writing this, Teh-kuan askerl, "Have you read my

poster ?"
"Ycs. I've come to hear all the details of the story."
When Cheng Sung had finished v-titing, Teh-kuan told him what

had happeoed the day before. "This is how I look at it. Tell me

whethet I'm tight."
"You're quitc right. You have my whole-hearted support."
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"But Ta-hu doesn't sce eye to eye with me."
"He will. We must help him to see it in the cottect light. I think

I'il call a meeting of the Paty branch comnrittce. We'll study this
business togethet."

"Good. We'll make him sce light."
"Not only him. All of trs cadres need to use our brains

mor:e. In the last few years of iear-.ning from Tachai we've made
some progress by criticizing the capitalist tendency of attaching
undue importance to side-occupations while negiecting field work.
Recently, though, our cadres havc eased up on class struggle. If
we don't remind them to be more vigilant, we'li dcviate from the most
basic expetience of 'Iachai."

"Quite rigbrt," said 'Ieh-kuan. "The nrost iu-rportant of all the
things we should leatn from Tachai is the need to grasp the basic
line and train peasnnts of a new type. W'e must keep that in rnind."

"At the communc nrccting yesterday," saicl Cheng Sung, "the
directive of the county Party committec was relayed to us. The bad
tendencies of graft, btibcry and profiting oneself at public expense

all have to be cortcctccl. 'Jlhis is to be a new battlc launched against
capitalism, a movcmont in rvhich the masses w-ill cducatc themselves
by bteaking with old triuclitionel iclces."

"S7e must gct cracking on it!" cxclaimccl Tcti-liuan.
"trl;rsrt't your big-chatactcr l)ost(:r startccl a lir:o elrcacly?" Cheng

Sung laughed.

Teh-kuan suggestcd fhat thc l)trry lrmnch cornrnittcc should licep
an eye on Li Erh-yen. Chcng Srurg rgtcc.l ri:rLtlily.

Liu Ta-hu, flushed u,ith fury, atrivccl soorr ell[r:r Chi:ng Sung lcft.
"Give nre my assignment, -faJrer." '[t,h-l<uan rLvoiclcd mentioning

the poster.

""Me give you an assignmctlt?" sro\\.lctl 'fa-.hrr. "You can take
ovcr my job as team leader now."

"Quitting's ilot the right solution."
Ta-hu lorvetcd his head, knowing th2t it was the .wrong attituclc.
Teh-kuan squatted beside him. "When .,ve criticize you, it's only

because we waflt you to work bettcr. You mustn't get us wfong-
\7e're all Party members, why can't we thrash out our diffetences?,,
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"i've no objcctiot to bcing criticizcd fr-,r thc sligl.rtcst neglcct in

my work. 13ut you can't make a mountain out of a moiehill, clragging

in political lines !" Ta-hu Pouted.
"A caclte should leatn to look at little things vzith a mzrgnifying

glirss. A small mistake can turn into a serious one 
- 

and then it
may bc too late to correct it-"

Ta-hu rvas not convinced, "selfishrress is just sclfishness. You

can't call it capitalism."

"I don't say it is, Capitalist trends cafl sprout f,ronr it. Let's avoid

theoties and look at facts. Take Li Erh-yen, isn't he mcrely selfish ?

A few yeats back, when.l'e didn't k:arn coflscienl,iously from Tachai,

we put up rvith his ways and didn't try hard to educate himwith social-

ist ideas. 'What was the tesult ? When he went to town to clo catpentry

work he embezzled wood and uscd it fot spcculation- Ide was caught

out and ctiticized, since when he's been more careful. tsut he's

never overcome his selfishness which comes to the surface a,s soon

as there is a cliance. You allowed him to take sorrle'$/ood yesterday

because, to you, it 'uvas a small matlet. That macle it larvful arid gaYe

him a chance to do unlawful things" You don't believe it? FIe's

been making winnowing fans and trr-rnks at rtight' Sflhere did the

wood comc ftom? I suspect that hc took good wood besidcs those

small pieces."

Ta-hu rvas flzrbbergastecl but r.vanted ptoof. "[{e mair bc sclfish,"

he countered, "but I don't think he'd dare do that. Hc hasn't the

flerve. Couldn't somcone have ashe d him to make these things ?"

TehJ<uan shook his head. "You're too lacking in vigilancc.

!7e'll get to the bottom of this. You must use )rout brains, man."

4

't'h',rt night thc Paipo Brigacle l?arty committee mct to discuss thc

irrrpletucntation of the couilty committee's directive and clecided to

make Lrsc of Tch-liuan's revolutionary t,ig-character poster to mobilizc

the brigartre members and start a people's lvar ofl capitalist trenctrs.

The brii;ade members toc.k action quickiy and in two days many

big-charactgr Postcrs were put out. Sglne cxposecl netv capitalist
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tendencies in the village ; sofire crrticized certain cadres for neglecting
the main issue while concentratiflg on production; and others censuted
Li Erh-yen fot not having overcome his selfishless ancl not being an

honest carpeflter. Ifany postets supported Teh-kuan and criticized
Liu Ta-hu.

Teh-kuan's heatt v,as ablaze with revolutionaty fervour, Under
the Party committee's guidance he investigated Li Eth-yen's activities.
That afternoon he went to see Ta-hu who was ill to report on what
he had found"

Ta-hu had been ill for two days with an ideological rather than a

physical illness. Now Teh*uan wanted to use Li Erh-yen as his
remedy, having found out that Li had been in suspicious contact v.ith
a stf,anger recently and had been seen sneaking home pieces of v-ood
ofi the pfetext of using thcm as firewood. As the other carpenter

was on sick leave Li, being alone in the shop, could easily filch material
on the sly. Linking these facts rvith what he had seen the other night
he suspected serious peculations and he wanted to talk the maiter
ovet with Ta-hu.

Sitting side by sidc on the kang, Farty Secretary Cheng Sung and
Ta-hu were in deep convcrsation. Tch-ku.an told them his findings.
"It's not a good idea lcar.ing Li in thc carpenter's shop all by himself,"
Cheng said to Ta-hu.

"Big timber is too heavy for: Irirn to carry home alone. FIe cat
only take srnall planks of .;',ood at the most," Ta-hu argucd.

Teh-kuan suddenly remenrbered that tlrcy had talked about the

high wastage caused by using an elcctric saw .whcrr hc hacl gone to
see Ta-hu in the carpenter's shop that clay.

"FIe rnay sar;, the good v'ood into planks t. talic av-zry and report
them as wastafle," hc said,

"Hum. That's quite possible," Cheng Sung a.rreed"

"Lct's go ancl chcck up," Teh-kuan suggesterl,

"FIow?" Ta-hu shook his head dubiously"

"That's easy. Add the planks sawed and the scrap togethet and

check the total against the odginal figure. That'il give lrs a generaT

idea anyway."

"Fine. Let's go," said Cheng Sung"
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In the carpentct's shop Li Erh-yen was sorting out rvood from the

scrap-heap. He quickly put it back at their arclal.
Teh-kuan got a tape-measure ftom Li and measured the bc'ards

.*'ith Cheng Sung and Ta-hu. After a while Teh-kuan asked, "Li
Erh-yen! V{hy are two cubic mettes missing?"

Tensely, Li stretched out his two hands. "Don't you hnow that

the electric saw causes big wastage ?" he retorted.

Cheng Sung countered gruffiy, "The u,astage may be big, but the

wood here's trvo cubic metres short minus the wastage. How is

that ?"

Li's face dropped. "f . . . I don't know. I didn't take it."
TehJ<uan noticed that Li was throril/ing furtive glances at the scrap-

heap. More suspicious than ever, he walked ovet and rummaged

through it. From the bottom he soon pulled out mote than t$/enty

planks big enough to make trunks with.
"What are these ?" pointing at them Teh-kuan dcmanclcd stcrnly.

Li turned pale and trembled.

Stamping his foot in a tage, Ta-hu shouted, "You . . . you. . . .
How can you do such a thing ! \7hy can't you ever get tid of your

selfishness ?"

"You must confess how much wood you've stolen and what you've

used. it for," said Cheng Sung stetnly. "You must make a clean

breast of this to the masses tonight."
Li consented teadily. As he was leaving, Teh-kuan stopped him.

"S7hy must you stick to capitalism when everyone is learning from
Tacf:rai and embarking on the bdght road of socialism? You're

taking a ciangerous path, Li Erh-yen. You must make a definite

break with the bad ideas of capitalism, instead of trying to fnd ways

to get out of this fix."
"Sure. I'11 make a clean break." He went a.\vay crestfallen.

5

The brigaclc political night school was more crowded than usual fot
all werc very interested in the subiect to be discussed.
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The pile ofwood on the rostrum attracted the attention of cveryone.

Cheng Sung looked around and asked, "Hasn't Li Erh-yen ccme?"
People looked and couldn't see him. As it was decided to send for
him, Li sneaked in with head lowered to sit in a corner.

Cheng Sung announced that the meeting was to discuss thc wood
incident and asked Teh-kuan to take the floor.

Standing up, Teh-kuan said, "You all know what happened. No
mote explanation is needed. Tonight f just want to crrttcize myself."

Everyone was astonished. He was the one who had fouad out
about the misappropriation. \7hy should he make a self-criticism ?

"You've givefi me the name 'supervisor'," he went on. "And tr

thought I'd looked into all the things I should. frr thc last two days,

however, after studying and thinking hard I feel I haven't iived up
to that name - 

I've not done a good job of supervision for out social-

ist cause. Take this incident as an example. Li Eth-ycn has been

undetmining socialism for some time, but although I'm his next-door
neighbour I found it out only recently. And the same goes for Ta-hu.
I didn't warn him in time. I'm a commune member as well as aPafty
member. I should have a tesponsibility for socialism. Failing to
give socialist education to Li and help our cadres to do revolutionarl,
wotk well, I'm responsible for their mistal<es."

Teh-kuan sat down amid silence. Party Sectetary Cheng Sung

said, "Comtades, Uncle Teh-kuan's seif-criticism teachcs us a lot.
His determination to c^rty the tevolution forward is fine. I must
learn from him. All the membets of out Party comnrittee should

learn from him. Just think, why isn't capitalism able to have its way

in Tachai? Because the Party committee and the poor and lov,cr-
middle peasants of Tachai adhere to thc principlc of putting proTetaian

politics in command and placing Mao Tsctung Thought jn the lead.

Thus they can grasp problems eatly ancl lvcll, grasp thcm rvhen thcy
are small. All the time rve've becn lcarnins from Tachai \il/c havcn't
learnecl their basic experieflce. Unclc 'I'ch-kuan has learned bettcr,

his consciousness is highet and he sccs things clearer, Hc graspcd

that this incident wasn't a small but a big mattcr. Yet some of our
cadres hold that hc has been making a mountaifl out of a molehill"

\7e would like to discuss freely how we shoulcl look at the matter."
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Thc meeting was thrown open for discussion. \,Iany opinions
were voiced.

"Whcn left a1onc, self,shness is insatiable. You may take a little
wood one clay, thc ncxt some boards and the day aftr.r that still more.
The cadres' responsibilities are rrery graye."

"Lirr Ta-hu has been conniving at Li Erh-ycn's malpractices. If
Urclr: T::h-liuan hadn't seen through him in time,rvhat he'd do rvith
the brieadc's wood is znybody's guess."

" \{akc him speak up."
"llave you been nraking tnoiley out of thc brigacle's rvood, I-i

frrh-yen ?"
"No, no. I haven't," Li denied in his corner,

Wlrcn Chcng Sung asked Li for his sclf-criticism it proved a slipshod
affair. I-Ie acknowledged that he had taken some wood, but only
to mal<e trimself something, he insisted.

"Yout walls are alrcady lined with trunks and cupboards. SThy

make t\Mo morc trunks ? And do yout family need so many winnow-
ing fans ?" der-nanded Teh-kuan.

Li still dcnied that he had rnade things to sell othets.

Iien-chu stomped into the room with a big sack. "You car't gct

away, Li Erh-yen," hc said as he cmptied the sack. F-ivc winnowing
fans crashed on to the rostrum. Picking np ore hc told the meeting,

"Look! This is the ptoof of his misdoings."
Teh-kuan had told his wife and son to keep an eye on Li Erh-yen.

That cvening after si-rpper, Teh-kuan's wife saw a suspicious strangcr
call on Li Erh-yen. She warned Ken-chu who took his rice bowl
and sat outside the door. Alter a while Li came out alone to go to
the political night school. I(en-chu immediately notiliccl the militia
to be on the look-out for a dubious chatacter. When darkness fe1l

llrc stranger sneaked out with a sack. Ken-chu questioned him.

In thc seck wete five of Li's winnov,ing fans, and the man confr:ssccl

that hc hacl been Li's partner in speculation before. Recently thcy
hacl rcsunrcd contact and were selling furniture on the sly. IIc hacl

comc to picli up thc trunks and fans Li had lnacle; but as Li hacl already

bcen caught out he clarcd not give him the frrrmer, so he tooli only
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the fans. The stranger \vas tal(ell to thc btigatlc oflicc by thc mili-
tla-men.

TehJ<uan's wife came in now and supplcmentcd what het son

had said. The toom boilecl over, everyolrc firing questions at Li
who had to confess how he had resumed contact with that mafl.

The fcllow had come once the previous year when the mass criticism in
the brigade 'was on the upsurge and Li daren't make a rnisstep then.

Recently, finding that the sidc-occupation team was not so strict,

Li had grown bolder and agreed to make furnitute and tools which
that man vould sell frorl r,vood stolen fron-r the brigade, each of
them getting frfty per ccnt of the proceeds.

Everyhody u,a.s shocked. Liu Ta-hu was the most staltlc.d, Full

of regret he said, "Comrades, I'm the one to blamc" I clidn't see thc

class struggle right under my nose, ancl I thought Uncle Teh-kuan

was making a mountain out of a molehill over a few pieces of wood.

I was too muddle-headed. Flease criticize nre."

Silence reigned in the meeting room. Everyone felt bacl fot Ta-hu"

TehJ<uan's wife stoocl up to say, "Aunty wants to ctiticize you,

Ta-hu. You wete so free-handed when I went to get some wood,

I v,as gtateful to you then. Now 1 know that with yout 'genetosity'

you were encouraging my selfishness. Iil/hy didn't yorL check it in

time? What kind of a cadrc do yotL call yourself?"
"She's right," Teh-kuan said. "You'fe r. communist cadre, Ta-hu.

You must ah.vays worh to uPtoot private orvnership, help to enhance

socialist ideas in the commune mcmbers' minds and lead evcryone

on to the road poioted out by Chairman N{ao."

"Yes, I've neglected my duty," said Ta-hu. "I fecl t.cry bad."

"You must firrd the reasorl fot your makins such a mistalir:," said

Cheng Sung.

"I think the old traditional ideas are too deep-rooted in'Ia-hu,"
Teh-kuan verit on, "He thinl<s that it's a flatural thing to throrr'- arvay

bits of rvood and it's only narutal for anybocly rvho wa-nts thcm to
talce them. These are old habits which don'l squa-re with the habits

of the ptoletariat. If you don't do arvay -*,ith old habits yourself,

how can you help the commune mentbers to brealc au,-ay from thcm ?"

The room turned livelv again. "Well sairl, 'Ieh-kuan."
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"1Ie's spoken the tru.th."
Much clearer in his mind now, Ta-hu saicl, "Yes, ycs. I must make

a thorough brcah rvith old traditional ideas."
The rnccting cndecl vcry latc in the night. As they carle out of

thc political night school a mischievous youngster said to Tch-huan,
"You're a good 'supervisor', Grandpa Teh-kuan. You supcrvise
thc team leadcr too, Lct's call you the 'chief supcrvjsor'."

Peoplc laughed. Fingcring his beard, 'Ieh-l<uan joinecl in
laughter.

Tha.t was how l)aipo Brigade cam€ to have a "chicf supcrvisor".



Chang Szu-kung

Mem ean Conquer Heaven

In carly spring 1969, the rvork to cul through thc mountains and

changc the tiver channcl was in full slving in Sun-florvcr Production

Brigade.

OrLe er.cning, immediatcly after a light tain, a man left the village

aucl headed for Sand River. It was Li Kcng-mao, membcr of thc

Party branch committee and brigade leader. Now in his fifties, this

man of rnediurl height was a stroltg, highly capable hand at farming.

A spring brceze at dusk had btought this showcr, rvl-rich made

I{eng-mao happy beyond wotds. Previously the earth had been

parched, for there had been flo sno$/ all rvintct. After gulping dorvn

his dinnet, he'd set off for the fields to see how moist thc soil was.

As he walked along he began thinl<ing: With this tain perhaps we'il
be able to reap another bumper harvest-for the moment our-wol-
ries ate over. In a field along the rivcrbank he squatted to examine

a handful of soil; its black richness stretching away off fllled his heart

with honey-sweet content.

Chia Jen suddenly appeared. This son of Chia Wu-'x'an, the

former despot and landlord of Sun-flower Village, now worked as a
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cloctor in the brigaclc clinic. All smilcs, he hurried over to Keng-
mao, calrying a bundle of mcdicinal herbs he had collected,

"I-Iov, hard you work, brigade leader. Still at it at this time of day,
racking your brains for ttrc good ofthe n)asscs. Be careful you don't
catch cold. ft's easy cnough at the beginning of spring."

"\)/hy are yolr out hcre so late ?"
"I went to dig up thc toots of thcse medicinal herbs. I'11 teplant

thcrn tornorrov u,hile thc soil's still rvct. It'll save flroney for the
brigadc, you linow."

"Glad to see you'rc showing conce(o for tire collective."
"Don't put it that way, brigade lcadcr, I'vc gone all out in my

work and I always kcep thc collectivc in mind, but some people still
speak ill of me behind my back."

"Just ignore thenr. So long as you work honcstly, people will
come to understand you."

"You're tight, brigadc leader. I'11 do as you say," Chia Jen nod-
c1cc1 and bowed as 1rc spoke. Then he hit on an idca and continued,
"On rny way to gathct thc hcrbs I had a look around the fields. The
carth lookcd terribly parchccl, brigadc lcader. Now it's rained, we
should conccntrate on spring sowing, shouldn't we ? The commune
menlbets had bi:ttcr not rjo to thc nrountains again. Nanchai Moun-
tain has becn ttrcre fot as long as lxen can remember. If it could
have bcen transformed, wouldn't our zncestors have done it long
ago ?"

As he had becn thinl<ing along the same lines himself, I(eng-mao
morc or lcss agreed with Chia Jen, but only replied: "Our Patty
branch committee will take cate of that. Just go home and get on
v.ith your worl(." Shouldering his shovel, Keng-mao headed for the

v illasr:.
irVhcn he reached thc brigade oltrcc hc saw Tang-ni, Party Secre-

trLr.y I-u. Ming's younger sistet. As company commander of the
brisr.clc's militia, she .nvas discussing something with squad leader

Mcng-hsiao.

"Do you l<now rvhere Grandpa Sheng-tien

mao asked.

Tang-ni?" Keng-



"llc catttc in a min-

ute ago, but left tight
awa],' Tang-ni te-

plied, continuing to
acld up sorlc {igurcs.

"FIe asked Meng-hsiacr

and me to wotk out

how tnatry cubic mc-

trcs of carth wc'll havc

to movc to transfofm

Nanchai Mountain.
Sincc the othet Parts

of the project will
soon be completed, he

and my brothet v-ent

thete todaY to mea-

srre the a13 , 'fhey

\r,znt to tacklc the

probleln of clcaving Nanchai right away so the pro]cct can be com-

pleted. oo time. There,ll be an enlarged Party branch committec

meetiflg tomorrow to discuss it."
Annoyed by the flev/s, Keng-mao went out to look for the old

man but, not finding him io any of the usual places, he went home'

IIe threw himself on his kang, but could not sleep' When he

thought back to the Patty btanch committee meetiflg hcld the pre-

vious wintet his heart began pounding like thc rvavcs of Sand River

ur autumn.

At that meeting Party Secretaty Lu Ming had told them ail about

thc county conference on learning from Tachal' Then they had

discussed how to bring the Tachai spirit to life in thcir village. Some

members ptoPosed building embanktnents along the river to create

one hundted rua of rrew fields on patt of the river-bed' As he lis-

tened, I(eng-mao thought this proposal too ambitious, but Li Sheng-

tien butted in at this iuncture with a much boldet idea'

Sixty-three-yeat-old Li had been elected gtouP leader of the poot

and lower-middle pcasants' associatiofl not loflg aftet the cultutal

72

ILevolution and only recently had bccn admirtcd into the Party'

Though not a mcmbcr of the Patty btanch committee he tushed to

thc mccting and spoke up as soon as he artived. He ternied the

proposal too coriservativc - perfect frrr bird-sizcd appetites, as he

;ru.t it, shor,"'ing ncither a long point of vicr,v nor the Tachai spitit'

llis u,orcls urerc likc a bombshell in the hall'

"\X/cll saicl!" Lu Nfiog cxclaimccl happily. Thcn hc askecl Grancl-

pa Sheng-ticr to explain his ideas.

Oicl Shcng-ticn's plan was a daring <lne. LIc suggestcd actually

changing thr: course of Sand River by damming it at Yellorv Dragon

Mouth an<l splitting up Nanchai Mountain to make a new charrnel

fot it. In this way r,3oo ma of f,elds could then be built up on the old

river-bed, a hundred mil t-t'tofe than the total amount of cultivated land

in the whole brigade.
' This proposal met with I(eng-tnao's immcdiate opposition. He

objectccl, quoting the old saying: "Mountains and rivers can't be

movecl!" Then he asked how the one hundred mcmbers of their

brigadc could possibly split the Nanchai N{ountain in t',vo to make

a cianncl for the river?

"!7c who live in thcse Taihang Mountains must dare to carve

up our hills," Old Sheng-tien riposted, srvinging an arlr for em-

phasis. "Though high, the moufltaifl is still under our feet. As

ships plough through huge rn'aves on the sea, we'll trample undcrfoot

all di{ficulties, no matter how great. We must think of the future and

advance." His words wzrmed the hcarts of the committee membets.

"Grandpa Sheng-tien has given this a great deal of thought,"

Tang-ni told the others. "He's been rvorking on this plan for a

long time and even has a red notebook in which he's f 
otted down a

lot of data and made many sketches of our mountains afld rivers. He's

vortr<ecl out his owfl 'Pictograph' but only he can tead it."
At that, they all rcmembered how fot years whencvet he had time

thc old man had explored the rnountains. r{/hen they asked what

he clid. up there, he never answered. Realizing nor'v that he had

becn planning the transformation of their mountains and rivers

all the while, they unanimously approved his ptoposal. Lu Ming

concluded: "It's a good thing Grandpa Sheng-ti.en burst into our

I
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mectiflg today. All our old conservative ideas of doing it bit by
bit or relying on Heaven have been blown sky-high. \(/e peasants

working collcctively in socialist China can certainly move mountains
and tame rivers."

Keng-mao alone opposed thc old man's plan, His atguments
har.ing been rcbu.tted by the others, he had to say that in principle
he agrced.

trollowing thc meeting, all the villagcrs, both mcn and u,omen,
old and youflg, rvete mobilized. The tcnse battle to trarsform
flaturc began with Lu Ntting in command and Grandpa Shcng-tien as

hi s deputy. The work progressed swiftly. In thc space of one rvinter,
a four-hundred-metre long dam stood at Yellow Dragon Mouth,
Only the channel through the mounrain, the key to the whoie pro-
ject, was left.

Lying on his kang, I(eng-mao mullcd ovet ail this. Cutting the
channel is the most diltrcult job. Can we do it? And whcn will
it be finishcd? It'll soon be time fot spring ploughing, but cveryone
is still away on the mountain. I must asl" for them to be sent back so

wc can prepare for spring ploughing. Besides, we must sencl some

people out to work on sidelines. A month's woth will bring in
plenty of ready cash. Then we'l1 all havc solne mollcy as well as

grain in the autumn. Isn't that better and casier than carving up
mountains? These thoughts flashed through his mind like scenes in
a filrn, The clock on the rrall strucl< three. Soon after, he finally
drowsed off.

L

Red flags fluttcred on Nanchai peal<; thc commLrne mcmbers had
startcd to carve up the high mountain,

Thunderous blasts rang out. Stones and huge clods of eatth flew
through the air. Smoke rose in a tefluous veil around the mountain.

lTiping the sweat from his beaming face with the back of his hand,
Grandpa Sheng-tien looked at the scene and exclaimed in delight:
"The hatder we work for socialism, the brightet our futurc!,,
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Just then a talar. hurrying up the mountain shoutcctr: "Brothet

Sheng-tien, I'd lilie to have a word with you-"

Looking down, Gtandpa Shcng-tien recognizecl I(cng-mao' The

tu/o v/ent into the work shed. As soon as thcy'cl sat down, I{eng-

mao tolcl him what he'd been thinking the previous evcflirg. $7hen

he'd finishcd, Old Shcng-tien kept silent, frowning.

"My plan 'wofl't rvork?" I(cng-mao asked p'tzzTed'

"No!" Old Sheng-tien replied adamantly. "I agrcc to sending

some brigade merlbers back to <1o thc spring ploughing, but I'm
against stopping work here fot sidelincs to make money. That's

no way to do things."

"Don't take it so seriously, btother. It only means stopping

work on the project fot the time bcing. In autumn thcre isn't much

work in the flelds so we can take up the proiect again art'd carvc out

the caoal step by step."

"We're wotking fot socialism; commuflism is out final goal' \7e

flust take a long-term view." Old Sheng-ticn strcsscd cach wotcl'

"According to the weather forccast, spting will be particularly short

this yeat. That means the rainy scasori will comc earlier. If we

clon,t cut the canai before thcn, flood watcrs .r,i11 desttoy out nervly-

constructed dam and wash away the fields lve've built tLp ofl the old

rivir-bed. Every day counts now if we want to keep the initiative

in this struggle against Heaven. \7e must work at the spting plough-

ing and the canal at the same time'"
"You're rcally crazy about taming rivers and mountaifls, brother!"

"Right you are! I'm sixty-three years old now and I've been

crazy abott it fot several decades. It was only a dream befote Lib-

efatiofl because v/e were so bittetly oppresscd, arld after Liberation,

though rMe set up a co-operative, we still couldn't caffy it out because

our collective strength still wasn't sufficient. After we set up our

people's commune, we should have begun transforming our rivers

and mountains right away, but Liu Shao-chi's revisionist line blocked

ouf .way. So i.t remained a dream. It was only ril/hen the cultutal

Revolution put alr end to the wrong line that this dream could become

rcality. Why shouldn't I be crazy 
^boat 

it?"
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"!7ell, I'll go and talk it ovct with Lu Nfing"" Throwing up
his arrns in annoyance, I(eng-mao left,

That evening Patty Secretary Lu Ming callecl an enlargecl rneeting
of the brigade's Party branch committec. After discussion it rvas

decidcd that somc of the brigade membcrs v'ould bc assignerl to
the spring ploughing, for which I{eng-mao woulcl be rcponsible;
the othcrs would form z shock team to continue wc>rh on thr: mour.-
tain undet Grandpa Shcng-tien's commancl. So tr{cnrg-nuro's plan
u,as only pafiially approved.

On his way back to Nanchai Mountain aftcr the mccting, Granclpa
Shcng-tien's heart was heavy, as he thought about l{cng-mao. Why
doesn't I{eng-mao, a Party member who started life as a hired hand,
see eye to eye with other commune members on the question of learn-
ing from Tachai? There lnust be some reason why he kceps going
against the masses' ideas about ttansforming nature. People have
been saying that Chia Jen always has his ear these days and has bcen
visiting him frequently. I must keep tab on ttrem. Chia Jen's
probably behind this.

\7hen he reached the work-site on Naflchai Mountain the old man
saw his lively team of youngsters sitting in groups of trvos and
threes, absorbed in a heated discussion.

"Aren't you tited after a hard day's lvork ?" he aslie d as he walked
up. "\)fhy haven't you tutned in yet ?"

"So you're back at last, Grandpa Sheng-tien," a youngster re-
sponded, "N7e've been waiting for you, \7e need your help."

"My help ?" Old Sheng-tien asked, unable to makc hcad or
taiT of it,

"!7e've been arguing about whether the projr:ct nccds to be flnished
as quickly as possible ot c rt be done more slou.ly."

"What do you youngsters think ?"

"Most of us ate for completing the project rapidly u.ithttut stolr-
ping to test. But a few think we should slow up a little so cveryolre
can have a breather. They say that c,arving up Nanchai Mountain
isn't like slicing bean-curd. It's no joke."

"Who said that?"
"We heatd it in the village."
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"What else did you heat ?"

The old man's question puzzled the youlgsters, who didn't know
what else to tell him, After a moment of silence, one of them men-

tioned a few tumours he had picked up in the village.

"Some peolrlc are saying that the sky ancl earth were made by
gocls and that unless the sun sets in the east you worl't be able to cut

up Nanchai Mountain."
"They're saying, 'You can't do wonders with that o1d Sheng-tien

in command."'
Sheng-tien frorvned, then turned to question the youngsters again:

"Tell me, why should .r,,e leatn fron-r Tachai and transfotm the rivers

and mountains ?"

"That's easy." Meng-hsiao laughed. "!7e're doing it to change

the face of out country as quicktry as possible."

"That's not all." The old man shook his head.

The youngsters looked ptzzled.
"Tachai is a standard-bearet in agticultute named by Chaitman

Mao himself," the old man explained. "The Tachai people have

firmly followed the socialist toad. To learn from Tachai means

making a thoroughgoing tevolution. \fe'te leatning from Tachai
and traflsforming out rivers and mountaifls to consolidate the dicta-

totship of the proletari^t, to build socialism."

His wotds opened the youngsters' eyes. .Aware of the truth,
Meng-hsiao exclaimed, "Now I know why some people have ttied
to sabotage the ptoject."

"It's impofiant to undetstand this," Old Sheng-tien went ofl.

"!7e rnustn't let the red flags flutteriflg over Nanchai Mountain blind

us to the activities of our class enemies who're sharpening theit
knivcs behind out backs. \7e11, what shall we do now that the eflemy

is trying to sabotage our project and a few conservatives want us

to slow down ?"

"Go ahead with it anyway. \7e'11 grasp the Tachai people's tevo-

lutionary spitit, carry the fight against the class enemy to the end,

ancl continue the project by telying on our own strcngth."

"\(/ell saicl !" put in l,u Ming, walking up rvith a shovel on his

shoulder.



"What brings you hcre at this late hour, Party sectetary?" asked

Meng-hsiao.

"Like you, I couldn't sleep," Lu Ming said, "What were you

discussing so enthusiasticaily?"

Sheng-tien explained in detail.

"I also heard those rumours in the village," Lu Ming said. "At
this critical momefit, the class enemies are wo(kinq desperately,

hatching their plots. What's more, the ill wind has frrund its way

into the l)arty. The struggle is complex. !fle must be prepared fot
the enerly's next move . As the Jrasters of natute, we'Il make Nanchai

Nlountain give rvay. lffe shall not fall into the class enemies' ttzlp."

"Yes! !(/c'll mal<c the mountains give way!" echoed the youngs-

ters, their powerful r.,oiccs shatiering the tranquil night.
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Once those assigtrecJ to ti-re spring ploughing had lefr, the other bri-
gade members concentrated on their ]ob high on the steep mou:rtain.

Cuttine a one li chanoel fot Sand River t ould entail removing half
a million cubic rnetrcs of earth and stone. The method used most

often, clynamiting the mountain and shovelling out the earth would
take at lcast two years. But the ner.v river-bed had to be finished

before thc summer floods, only six months aivay. Would they be

able to do it ? Old Sheng-tien had spent days turning this ptoblem

over and over ifl his mind, so engrossed was he that h,e even forgot
to eat. Finally he w-ent to see Lu Nling and suggested they mobilize
the masses.

"Right," Lu Ming approved. "We'll hold meetings tonight."
Aftet suppet that evening, Lu Ming, Tang-ni and Grandpa Shcng-

tien orgznized sepatate meetirrgs of thc young, thc micldle-aged and

thc olcler brigacle mernbers. The old pcople met at Shcng-tien's

housc, u.h.cre, snroliing thcir ;ripes, they aircd thcir opinions one after

the other"

"Don't you rcmcnrber, folks, how one year a big flood washed

away thc small ridge at Yellow Dragon Moutl.r, clestroying many of

our good hclcls ?" an old rnan reminisced. "![hat monsters those
destructivc torrents were."

"I rcmcmbcr another incident," someone else chimed in. "Last
year watcr pouring out of Lichiayu pumping station washed awav
tons of carth. It made a huge hole in the gtound in half a day! Sfhy
can't rve use watcr to wash away the e fih at Nanchai Mountain ?"

"Good for you, old chap!" Oid Sheng-tien slapped his thigh.
"That's an excelient method ! In the past, the Watet Dragon I{ing
oftcn came to destroy our houses and fields. Nov- u,e'11 lead him by
the nose and put him to work for us."

"S7hat a brait wave!" everyone exclaimed in delight.
"In the past we people fearecl Heaven, but now we'Il mal<e Flcaven

fear us people," Old Sheng-tien declated. "Well, it's settled then."
Flaving seen off the others, Sheng-tien hurried over to look for

Lu N{ing rrho'd gone home aftet his meeting.
"S7e've got it, Lu Mingl" the old man shouted before evcn entering

the house.

"How pleased you lool<!" Lu l{ing cried.
quick!"

Old Sheng-tien lit his pipe, then told him
Lu Mins cried, "The masses are true hetoes!"

Then they clecided on a few d.etails. The following day they dis-
cussecl the method with the masses; all apptoved.

But the drought continued after that brief shou,er and water was
scarce. The one well that hadn't dried up would hardly provide
enough water for the sowing, let alone wash away tons of earth.
Although the comrrlune members racked their brains over the water
problem it was Old Sheng-tien who hit on a new idea.

"Don't vorry, comrades," he said. "I know where we can get
wrlct."

"Tcll us, Erandpa, quicl<," Meng-hsiao urged, for this impct.r_rous

y()rrrs rlrafl had littlc patiencc and hated wa"iting.
()ltl Shcne-tien gllnced at him, then said: "In Peichai Gully

thcrc's rrr lbancloned coal pit, which that olrl despot ancl lrrndlord
Chia Wu-rvarr f<rrced us poor people to dig fot him before Liberation.
Latct it l.ls (looclcd and nobody bothered about it for many ycars.

"Tell me about it,

their plan. Itxcitecl,

79



There's a lot of water there still, and though it can't bc uscd for
irrigation, it'll serve our purpose."

Befote Old Sheng-tien had f.nished, Meng-hsiao was itching to go

and investigate. Just then I{eng-mao hurtied up with a weather re-

port; the county had notifled them that the dtought would still con-

tinue. He suggested that an enlarged meeting of the Party branch

committee should be held immediately to discuss measures to fight
the drought. Lu Ming and Old Sheng-tien were to attend the

meeting. Before leaving, they asked Meng-hsiao and Tang-ni time

and again not to risk going down the sidcs of the pit because the air

down there was ptobably foul from the stagnant water.

At the Party branch committee meeting I(eng-rnao proposed they

stop work on Nanchai Mountain and send everyofle back to catry
'water for sowing. }{e arguecl that they lacked watcr and manpo$'/er

in the fields. Flowevet, his ptoposal met with strong opposition

from Old Sheng-ticn.

The meeting was jn full srving when Tang-ni rushed in panting'

"Meng-hsiao's fainted in the pitl"
Meng-hsiao and several young men had gonc to the pit to investi-

gate. In vain, Tang-ni had tded to stop him. Having tied a rope

round his waist, Mcng-hsiao askcd the othets to lower hirn into the

pit where, overcolne by noxious gas, he lost consciousness.

While telephoning the conmune hospital for an ambulance, Lu

Ming told Tang-ni to send the doctor, Chia Jen, ahead to give first

a\d. Then Lu X{ing rushed to the pit with Old Sheng-tien and Keng-

mao. Sutrounded by a ctowd of people, Meng-hsiao lay unconscious,

his face as white as paper, his lips purple.

After a long while, Chia Jen arrived, pushed along by Tang-ni.

"I asked him to come," Tang-ni said, pointing 2n angry friget at

Chia Jen. "But when he heard Meng-hsiao had been asphyxiated,

he didn't want to. He says he's never given fitst aid ilr such 
^ 

c^sc."

"Are you a doctor or aren't you?" Sheng-tien taged' "A.y
doctot can give first aid in a simple case likc this. I think you're

delaying delibetately. tr tell you, if the boy dies because of it, you'll

be held responsible ."
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Since Sheng-tien had hit thc nail on the head, Chia Jen was forced
to treat Mcng-hsiao. Aftet some casual artificial tespiration, Chia

Jen clcclarecl that the case was quite serious. An injection of cardio-
tonic urrr-rld be nccessaty. IJe opened his box and slyly fumbled
arouncl in it. Bclieving that no ofle noticed, he swiftly hshed out an

ampotrlc and was about to fill the syringe when Old Sheng-tien stop-
pcd hirn, "Wait a minute. S7hat's that?"

Chia Jen started, "Cardiotonic," he aoswefed and quickly began
filling the sytinge, so that he could throw the empry ampoule arvay.

"Let me ha.ye a lookl" Tang-ni rea.ched out for it.
Chia Jen squinted at Lu Ming and Old Sheng-ticn r,vho were star-

ing stetnly at him. He had no choice but hand it over.
Tang-ni examined it. Furious, she announced, "This isn't any

catdiotonic, it's just penicillin! rWhat ate you up to, Chia Jen?"
Everyone was angry. One aftet the othcr the bri.";a.de rnembers

cutsed the infamous doctor. Outwardly unrufllecl, Chia Jen tricd
to convjncc them that he hadn't clone it clelibcrately, that it r,vas a mis-
take due to carelessness and haste. Everyone v,anted to argue witlr
him, bur Lu Ming interrupted. "Every minutc couflts flow. N7e

must givc Meng-hsiao f,rst aid. Tang-ni, didu't vou leato horv to give
injections during your militia training ? Come on, you give him one."

The arnbulance soon arrived. Having asked Tang-ni to accom-
pany Meng-hsiao to the hospital, Lu tliing turnr:d to question Chia

Jen again.

Old Sheng-tien indignantly shook his fingct at the doctor. "This
was no case of carelessness," he declarcd. "It u'a,s ao atternpt at

sabotage."

Vying with each other, the angry villagers fietcely criticized Chia

Jcn, insisting that he make a clean bteast of his intention.
Fcigning innocence and bewildermeflt, Chia Jen spoke with tears

ir-r his eyes.

"hccp calm, comradcs." I(eng-mao stepped out of the crowd.
"'['lrr >ush Chia Jen comes from a landlotd family, his rn ork's ali right.
T'hc srnlll mistake he made today can't bc called sabotage, though it's
a sctiotLs lcsson fot hinr, I think we should lct him go bacliand rvrite
a self-ctiticisnr."

ll|
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"Don't be a fool, I(eng-mao!" Old Sheng-tien shoutccl ang;riI1',

striding up to the btigade leadet. "Chia Jen has shown hlmsclf, for

what he is today. Don't be deceived by his honeyed words."

The brigade membets held a me-eting on the spot and censured Chia

J"r. Then Lu Ming otdered Chia Jen to go back and write a confes-

sion and warned him not to try undermining theit activities in the

futute.
\7hen Chia Jen r,vas gone, Lu Ming, Old Shcng-tien ancl I(eng-

mao continued to discuss ancl analysc tlre rccently teported activities

of class enemies and help I{cng-mao incrcasc his understan<ling of
class sttuggle. Thcy'd decicled to go to the comlnune irnmcdiately

to botrou, a blower and dispel the gas from the plt. Then, aftcr

explodng it, they'd set up Pumps arouncl its edge' Befcrre leaving,

Old Sheng-tien thtew a stofle into the pit. Ftom the sound hc could

tell the watet rvas deeP.

"The vratet problen-r has bcen solved at last !" l,u Ming exclaimed.

4

Thtee days later they completed a one li canal along ';u-hich the watet

from the pit would be pumped to the nevly-built storage pond at thc

top of Nanchai Mountain. The pumps were set to work. Explo-

sions tang out day and night. Mound aftcr mound of earth s'as

washed away.

Aftet being criticized by Lu Ming and Old Sheng-tien that day,

Keng-rnao began to change his zttitude. Besjdes leading the brigactre

members to fight the drought and complete thc sowing, he often went

up the mountain to look around, meaning to do his bit to he1p.

But changing one's way oi thinking is no easy matter. It can't be

done in a day ot two, and so it was in Keng-mao's case.

"Now that we've solved all the ptoblems involved in changing the

cor.r.rse of the river, I fcel teally huppy," he told Old Sheng-tien onc

duy-

"Have all the probiems been solved ?" Old Sheng-tien asked

gravely. "I don't think so, I{eng-mao. The nearer to victoty, the more
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alcrt wc rnust bc. Don't forget that though the old landlord Chia

\(/u-wan clicci long ago, his spitit still exists 
- 

and he has an heir."
"Oh, Chia Jen," I(eng-mao said indifferently. "He's worked fairly

wcll jn rcccnt years. Besides his everyday work in the fields, he looks
aftcr sick pcople in the brigade. He also tties to be close to Patty

r.r.rcnrbcrs and cadres. You can't judge him by his past only."
"\rf,/hat!" Old Sheng-tien was a little agitated. "That son of thc

olcl landlord is a doubie-dealer who pretends to be progressive but
schemes in the dark. Y,ru only see his goocl side but f,orget what
l.rc's done bchind out backs. \7hat about th^t m^tter of not giving
Meng-hsiao the injection he needed thc other day?"

Tang-ni and Meng-hsiao came up togethet. "Look at l\{eng-

hsiao, grandpa," the girl complained to the old man. "He's bately
back on his feet, but he insists on comitrg to work."

"llow are you, Mcng-hsiao ?" Old Sheng-tien asked full of con-

cern. t'That was a close shave! You must dtaw a lesson from it.
Do you know that Chia Jen tried to harm you ?"

"Tang-ni has told me all about it, gtandpa," the boy said. "T.

shouldn't ha-ve risked going down into thc pit. But I v-on't forget
about Chia Jen. That's why I came here to pitch in right avray."

"llas Chia ^)cn behaved rr,'ell in the last feu. days ?" Sheng-tien

asked.

"He's been spreading rumours again," Tang-ni repliecl. "He
claims the pit belongs to the Dragon I(ng and that anyone who touches
jt will be punished. He's been citing Meng-hsiao as an example.

I{e says that if we go on pumping the watet from the pit, somcthing

worse will happen. I think, now that the wotk's in full swing, he's

spreading these rumours to sabotage our project."
"So long as we keep our eyes open, we've nothiflg to fear," Old

Sheng-tien said. Then he tutned to Keng-mao. "$Vhat do you
think?"

"I agree. Let's go back and have a look round the village, Tang-
r-ri." The two headed back at once.

Fot several days the shock team wotked hard. They u,ete busy

at the work-site by day and kept a close watch on the canal by night.
Gtandpa Sheng-tien worked the hardest. Though old, he never
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tired and willingly took on any iob assigned him. Besides directing

the work, he pattolled the canal, shovel in hand, plugging leaks and

strengthening 
^rry 

p^rt of the embankment that looked weak. For

him, every dtop of water counted.

lle was patrolling a distant section one night when he noticed the

water suddenly stopped flowing' FIe scanned the mountain ahead'

A dark figure was stealing towards the village. At the same time

he heatd water splashing. He immediately gave cha'se, shouting,

"someone's damaged o:or catal! After him!"
"Aftet him! Catch him!" voices echoed in the village'

"Don't let hirn escapel" shouted the youngsters ofi Narichai Moun-

tain. People began converging on the saboteur'

Since the scoundtel seemed as good as caught, Old Sheng-tien

clashed instead towatds the sound of splashing. Shining his flash-

light on the canal bark, he spotted a big breach from which the rvatet

was rushing down the slope. Beside himself r,vith rage, he frantically

shovclled clirt into the bteach, b*t the watef \,",ashed it out a1d crum-

blecl the embankment, widening the hole rapidly" luhat was hc to

do? Aftet a moment's thought, he threw down his shovel afld sat

down, filling the breach. The water flowed on towards the pond

oflce aga1n.

It was almost clawn, but on that chilly spring night the vatet wzs

particularly cold. Grandpa Sheng-tien remainecl in thc breach, though

soaked thtough. As time v/eflt by, the cold incteased tiil his teeth

began to chatter and his hands and feet were comPletcly numb'

At daybreak, having caught the saboteur Chia Jen, Lu Nliog,

Keng-mao, Tang-ni and the shock team made for the spot rvhere the

foul work had been dofle. They found otd Sheng-ticn like Nlount

Tai sitting immobile in the breach' Lu Ming quickly helpcd him out,

while ditecting others to tepait the embankrncnt. All r,verc moved

to teats by the old man's hetoic act.

"Chia Jen clid it. !('e've caught him," Lu Ming told Olcl Shcng-

tien. "He's being questioned in the btigade ofHce'"

"This is a serious lesson for me, Brother Sheng-ticn," I(cng-mao

confessed. .,I couldn't believe Chia Jen rvas a wolf in sheep's cloth-

irg. I'm not alert enough politically. He deceivcd me so well' I
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even defendectr him. I'11 corrcct my mistakes and work better at

continuing the revolution."
This struggle against the class enelny gteatly stimulated the cadres

and masses of Sun-flor.ver Village, mal<ing them rvork for socialism

with hcightened enthusiasn-r. Not only did they {inish the sowing
ahead of time, but thcy speeded up the worl< on Nanchai Mountain.
The task of transformiflg the mountains and rivcrs, tvhich somc people
had said would take two years, was completed late that spring. All
the villagers, men ard women, old and young; werc thrilled by their
s uccess,

The day after the channel was completed, there was a rainstorm and

torrents raced down ftom the upper teaches of the river to pound on
the newly-built dam at Yellow Dragon }{outh. Blocked by the high
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embankmeflt, the tiver roared along its new bed cleaved through the

mountain. Raincoats draped over their shoulders, Grandpa Sheng-

tien and Lu Ming stood on the dam to open a sluice-gate which lct in

^ stfeam of muddy watet. The silt would enrich the soil of the pco-

ple's new fields on the old river-bed.

All the commune members camc in the tain to watch' They were

happy beyond words at the sight of those tofrents tamed for the fitst

tlme.
,.The dream of our forefathers for generation upon generation has

come true at Lastl." Otd Sheng-tien exclaimed to Lu Ming'

"That's it," Lt Ming responded. "Because we have Chairman

Mao's tevolutionaty linc, we commune members can go all out to

build socialism, removing moufltains and changing the coutse of

rivers. That's what we mean when we say: 'Men can conquer

Heaven."'

Illustrated b1 Li Yen-sheng

WRITINGS BY TEGALISTs

Li Ho

Tige r Rann pant

Neither long spear nor strong cross-bow
Can overthrow it;
It suckles and rears its young
To wreak havoc in turn:
Each raised head a tampatt.,

Each swinging tarl a banner.

Even Master Huang* of Tunghai
\lTould dread a night encounter with this monster;
For meeting Tsou Yuxx - 

a kind heart in a tiger's form
Rouses this I(ungniu Aix*x to anger.

*A wizatd said to be able to conttol beasts. \ilhen he gtew o1d and infitm
his magic failed him and he was killed by a tiget,

**A legendaty creature with the fotm of a tiger which would not eat othef
beasts.

***According' to a legend, Kungniu Ai was ill for seven days, then turned
into a tiget and killed his own brothet,
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!7hat avail a fine sword
If left on the wall to thundet ?x

From the foot of Mount Tai
Comes the sound of a woman wailing.xx
Though its capture is ordered by the government

The officers date not comply.

*Refetting to a magic swotd which clanged to announce the apptoach of an

enemlr.
**Legend has it that once Confucius passed by Mount Tai and saw a woman

ctying by the roadside. Ife sent his disciple Tzu-lu to ask the teason and leatn-

ed that the woman's fathet, husband and son had all been eaten by a tiget. But

because the taxes and levies thete wete not exorbitant, het family did not move

away, So Confucius said: "Tyranny is mote tapacious than a ltger," This

story was often used by Confucians to attack the rule of the newly emetging land-

Iord class. Here the poet uses it to exPose the atrocities of the local varlords.
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The Governor of Yenmen

Black clouds press down on the town to topple it,
Mail glints like golden fsh-scales in the sunlight,

Ilugling invests the sky with autumn splendout

As crimson forts freeze to purple in the night;
Red flags half-furled advance to the River Yi,
Our drums are muted, muffied in heavy ftost;
To repay the honour conferred from the Golden Towetx
I drarv my jade-dragon swotd to die for my lord.

*The towet where the genetal received his appointment ftom the empetot.
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Verses Written in My South Garden

Less than thirty am I, more than twenty,
Hungry all day long when green herbs 

^re 
yet in shoot;

May some elder at the bridge take pity on me

iil :.:* 
rne a book on military tactics !x

A rnan should wclr a scimitar

And go to recover all frlty prefectures.

Ptay mount Lingyen Pavilion** and look at the portraits there;

What scholar ever won a fief of. ten thousand families ?

*Refers to the stoty that Chang Liang was given a military tteatise by an old
man whom he met on a bridge in his youth, Latet he assisted Liu Pang to conlluer
the whole empire and found the Han Dynasty,

*+Empetot Tai-tsung of the Tang Dynasry had
in Lingyen Pavilion to honout the twenty-fout men
the empite.
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pottaits painted and kept

who helped him to conguef

A Satire

No peads left in HoPPo,

No oranges left in Lungchow:

It seems the creatot himself is powedess

To meet all the demands of the governor!

The women of the south have not set about weaving,

Silkworms are just statting to stir,
ril/hen up gallops the magistrate,

Grim-faced, with cutled purple beard,

Holding a square plzcard before him,

On the placard a written ordet.

"If you had not angeted the governor,

\7ould I have come to youl house?"

The woman curtseys to the magistrate.

"The mulberry leaves are still small;

Not until the end of sPring

Can I set my loom whirting."
While she pleads with him

Het sister-in-law cooks millet;
Barely has the magistrate bolted the food and left

\7hen the bailif, is in the hall.
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A Bronze lmmortal Leaves
the Han Palace

In the eighth month of the fitst ycar of the Chinglung Era (A.D.253) Empetot
Nling of \il/ei dispatched a palace officet west with carts to bting back abronze
immortal holding a disc to catch dew made fot Emperot rWLr of I{an, in order
to set this up in his front court. \When the po,lace officet temoved the disc
and the statue was about to be loaded, it shed tears. So T, Li Chang-chi,
a scion of the Ifouse of Tang, have written this song.

Gone with the autumn wind
Is Master Liu of Maoling,* a passing guest,

One still hears his hotse neighing at night
But by dawn he has passed without trace.

The scent of autumn yet hangs

On the fngratt osmarthus by painted gallerie s;

*Empetor rWu (r4o-87

at Maoling.
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B,C.) of I{an, whose family name was Liu, was butied
*Hsienyang on the bank of the River \flei.
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In his thitty-six palaces

Green moss is growing.

As Wei's envoy btings out the carriage

To dtive a thousand /i,
I(een wind at the East Pass makes the eyes smart;

From the ruined palace he brings nothing forth
But the moon of a previous dynasty;

And longing for his former master

The statue sheds leaden tears.

rWithered orchids by the Flsienyang road

See the traveller ofl his way.

If Heaven had a feeiing heart

Heaven too must grow o1d!

He bears the disc off alone

By the light of a desolate moon,

Far behind now, the tos/n on the rJ7eix

Faint the lapping of waves.



Chung rMen

LeEalist ldeas in Li Flo's Poetry

Aftcr thc n-ric'ldle of the Tang Dynasty (618-9o7) class struggles be-

tr,veen the peasafttry and thc la-ndlord class intensifed, as did the con-

test $,ithin tl-re iandlord clzss itself bctween the consetvative Conftrcian

political line :rcpresenting the intercsts of the big landlords and the

more progtcssive Lcgalist line representing the interests of the smaller

landlords. During this pcriod a number of writers and poets with
Lcgalist idcas appeatecl. ()ur magazine has inttoduc.:d such writers

of this period as Liu Yu-hsi and Liu Tsung-yuan. Li Ho is another

prominent poet of l}fs period rvith I-egalist ideas.

Li Ho (79o-Srti), ot l-i Chang-chi, came from Changku County

(present-day Yiyang County) in the province of Honan. He died

when only t$renty-seven. His father served as a minot official in

some border region and he himself was a minot off,cer in chatge of
ceremony fot thrr:c yeats; thus he had an unsuccessful ofEcial career

and his life was one of frustration.
Although Li FIo died young, his life spanned the three reigns of

the emperors Teh-tsung, Shun-tsung and Hsien-tsung. After the

An Lu-shan and Shih Ssu-rning Revolt which lasted fot eight years,
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the formcrly prosl)crous '['ang empire entcred upon a period of de-

clinc. I'hc grorving^ inclcpendence of local garrison commandets and

the usurpation of power by eunuchs in the imperial palace resuited
in many critical situations. Refotmists who reptesented the interests

ofthc snrallcr landlords endeavourcd to consolidate the central govern-
rrcnt. In A.D. Bo5 some Legalists with Wang Shu-wen and Liu
'fstrrrs-yuan as tircir rcpfesentatjves assistecl Emperor Shun-tsung to
clrrry out certain political rcforn-rs which attackcd the Confucirn
line and tricd to vrest power lrorn thc eunuchs and local commanclcrs.

In spitc of these lrlr:asures, horl,evcr, the reforrnists wefe soon clefeated

by a counter-attack of the die-hard Confucian fotces; and after Hsien-
tsu.ng ascended the throne Wang Shu-wen was l<illed, Liu Tsung-yuan
and othcrs rvere banishcd, ancl the governnlent oflce mote fell intcr

thc hands oE thc C,,nfucians.

Li }io in his youth rvitnessed this fiercc tussle between the Con-

fucian and the Legalist lines in politics, as rvell as thc iniquities caused

b), Confucianism. He wrote poetry to reflect the contemporary polit-
ical struggle ftom a Legalist stafldpoiflt and to express his ourn polit-
ical ideals and thoughts.

A significant part of his pocms shows his oppositior to the local

watlords and his desire to see the country united.

,A,ftet A.D. 74r rhc fotmer army system was a-bolished. A nerv meth-

od of conscription uras adoptecl and gatrison commandcrs wcre

appointcd in various reglc,ns" Thcre was then a lnanor cconomy

cteated by tLte annexation of land by big landlords, who connived

with the local garrison commaflders, enabling them to exercise full
power in thcit regions and become practically independent. The
govcrnlnent appointed new local commandcrs in an attempt to contr()l

the cxisting rxcs, with the rcsult that by the time of Emperor Flsien-

tsung therc were as many as forty-eight indepcndent militaty tegions
controlling 295 prefectures which comprised nlore than r,4oo coun-
ties. lWhen a local commandet died, his son usually succeeded him,
These warlords often fought each other and sometimes several of
them banded together to oppose the central goverrimeflt, undermining
the unity of the empire and bringing endless suffering to thc people.
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The prevailing confusion a.nd anarchy aroused Li Ho's anxiety

and indignation, thus his poems make scathing attacks ofl the crimes

of the watlotds. Do Not Venture Out, M1 Lord is a trenchant ctiticism
of unruly local commandets, whose npacity and savagery are com-

pared with poisonous snakes and mafl-ealing monsters. In Tiger

Rampant, published in this issue, the various allusions used identify
these crtrel local despots with savage tigers, vividly exposing their
true featutes.

The poet's distress over thc czlamitics caused by the locai watlords

made him give eager support to govemmeflt attempts to re-coflquer

the regions under their control and unify the empire. Tlte Gouernor

of Yenxteninthis issue is a well-known poem describing such an attempt.

In a vigorous, tragic style Li Ho clescribes a goverflment fotce featless-

ly confronting arr enemy as threatening as black clouds pressing down

on the city. The louring black clor-rds stand for the local v/arlotd
fotces and show the poet's hatrcd of them, wheteas thc magniflcent

line "Mail glints like golden fish-scales in the sunlight" conjures up

the spirit of the govcrnment's expeditionary fotces urhose advance

and engagemert arc concisely conveycd by gtaphic images. In the

last two lines, the watrior's declaration shows his dauntless couragc

and readiness to die fot the unilication of the coufltry. This expressed

Li Ho's ow11 determination to fight for unification and the strengthen-

ing of the central authority, a determination which in those circum-

stances had a progressive significance.

Li Ho not only hoped the government forces would achievc uni-
fication, he rvas eager to serve in thcm himself to supptess the local

commanders. He compared himself to a fiie battle hotse:

Vould that, a golden hatness on its head,

It might gallop off thtough the cool autumnl

*i""',n" time cornes to chatge the enemy

It will be led ovet, a mouflt fot tJre genetal.

Elservhcre he compared himsclf to a magic swotd able to fly ofl
with a clang and kill the eflemy:

Vhen rpill Fleeven oPen its eYes

That at last the ancicnt blade may toat?
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An ardent supportcr of thc l,egalist line in politics, Li I'Io uscd

myths and parablcs in his poetry to affirm this line and thc I-egalists'
refotrn mcasures and to denounce thc separatist activities of thc Con-
fucians. IIe condemncd the rule of Hsien-tsung who had returned
to thc Confucian line and persecuted Legalists such as Xflang Shu-

wcn and Liu Tsung-yuan. In onc of his poems on horses he wtote:

Too soon I-otd Liu depatted,

Now thete is none to keep dtagons;
At night in the frosty stable

The west wind bteaks the fine steeds' bones.

This tefers to an ancient legend about a princc of the state of Liu
who v'as so good at keepiag dtagons that all dragttns flocked to him.
Li Ho used this story as a parable to criticize llsien-tsung; for in A.D.
8o5 when Emperot Teh-tsung dicd and Shun-tsung succeeded to the
throne he had relied on such fine men as Wang Shu-wen and Liu
Tsung-yuan to c try out reforms; but after a few months only he had

to yield the throne to Hsien-tsung, who persecuted the Legalists as

soon as he came to power. He was the one who did not keep drag6ns.

In this pocm Li IIo condemned the emperor and showed symparhy

for the "fine steeds" exposed to the frost at night.
Li Ho despised the conservative Confucian pedants who felt no re-

spoirsibility to the country. fn one of the Verses Written in M1 South

Garden he described his life of poverty and expresscd the wish to be

like Chang Liang who had assisted the first emperor of Han to conquer
the empite by adopting a Legalist line. Another of thcse verses has

the lines:

A nran shoul<] wclf / scirr;itrr
And go to rccovcr all f,lty ;rtcrfecturcs.

This pocm voiced his longing to serve the country as well as his con-
tempt for those useless pedants who could nevcr achieve dceds of
valour like the men who helpcd to create the Tang empire and had
their portraits hung in a memorial hall.

Ever since the Chin (zzrzoT B.C.) and rhe IIan Dynasties in
ancient China, the palace cunuchs had beert a force of reaction rvho
often connived with Confucians to carry out a rctrogressive line.
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After the middle of the 'I'ang Dynasty thc eunuchs had a great say in

the governmcnt. As die-hatds tepresenting the intetests of the big

landlord class, thcy were so powetful that they could evcn depose or

tnurder the cmpcror. Hsien-tsung himsclf was brought to the throne

by the powerful euuuch Chu \7en-chen. Mcn of this kind were anath-

cma to Li Ho, who oftcn exposed thcir truc featurcs and satuized

their cortuption and greed.

In A.D. 8o9, on the dcath of Nflang Shih-chen, militaty governor

of the Chengteh Atmy Region, his son tricd to fotce the goverflment

to appoint him in his fathet's place. Whcn his attempt failed he

<lcclated himself indcpendent. Hsien-tsung scnt an expeditionaty

fotce to reconquer the district, but put this force under the command

of the eunuch Tutuh Cheng-tsui; fr,rrally after depleting the treasury

the army was defeated, but this eunuch on his return teported a

victory in order to win credit. Li FIo in his poem General Lu made a

scathing attack on this fiasco:

A tottoise-nosed squate silvet seal, a iogging whitc hotse,

And belo'u the ilety flag a powdeted damsell

Thc notth's itoo hotsemen challenging him to a fight

Far off smell the scent ftom his quivet of painted arrows.

This eunuch taking the field was 2s gaudily dresscd as a womafl,

with nothing about him to command awe but a silver seal which he

carrjed on a white horsc; thus when challenged by enemy lances he

could only fly for his life, leaving behind the fragrance of cosmetics'

Li Ho also painted vivid picturcs of the corrupt politics of his day

and the wretchedness of the people owing to thc Confucian linc

carricd ont by Flsien-tsung. His poem An Old Jade-quarrier describcs

how the old man toils in wind and rain, going hungry and cold and

forced to risk his life bccause the court detnands so much iade as

tribute. A rope roufld his waist hc lowers himself into a deep

strcam to find thc Prccious stonc'

The old man, hungty and cold, gives thc dtagon no rest,

The stteam's watet has lost its clear limpidity.

ff" *o*i., for his beloved child in the cold thatched cottage,

And the sight of gtass clinging to old stone stePs only adds to his grief.
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In A Satire published in this issue Li Ho describes horv local mag-

isttates and bailiffs levy taxes ftom the village women in spring

when the silkworms ate still small. This penettating exposute of the

ctuel exploitation and gteed of the feudal government also reveals

the poet's symPathy for the downtrodden labouring masses.

The disunity of the empire and its genetal decline as a result of adopt-

ing Confucian policies made Li Ho think back longingly to the fa-

mous men r,vith Legalist ideas in the P2st who had unificd the coufltry,

aud he described such hetoes in glowing terms. Chin Shih Huang,

founclet of China's first united feudal empite, had always been vilified

by Confucians as a "despot", Li Ho, however, gave whole-hearted

praise to the First Emperot's achievements afld the victory of his

Legalist line, depicting him in stirting, magnificcnt language. In
A Long Song After a Sbort Song, he described Chin Shih Huang as a

bright moon in the dark night and exptessed a longing to see him and

follow in his steps, as well as tegret at not living in the same age'

The theme of his ,4 BronTe Iruruortal Leaues tlte [fan Palace is the stoty

c>f abronze statue made in the tin.re of Emperor Wu of I-Ian which was

dismantled ftom Hsienyang (neat Changan in Shensi) and removed

to Loyang in Honan, in the time of Empetor Ming of Wei during the

Three l(ngdoms Period. Legend had it that the btonze statue shed

tears when leaving Hsienyang where hl's formet master was butied

and in this way Li Ho showed his admitation fot the Han empetot

who had defeated the Huns. So this poern also reflected his disap-

proval of Hsien-tsung's Cotfucian line and his cagetness fot refotms.

All earliet Confucians had advocated the metaphysical views that

"Heaven changes not, neither does the Way," and that "life and death,

wealth and nobility are pteclestined by Heaven". This was the

theotetical basis fot their rcttogressive conservative line. Li Ho
in his poems boldly refuted such views. He believed neither in gods

nor in the immutability of the univetse. Tt Alas, the Da1 Is Sbort

he asked: "\7hete is the supreme god, where the Primordial One?"
Tbrou.gh tlte Centuries has the lines:

rWheo is the end of all time?
A thousand years go with the wind;
Sand ftom the ocean changes into tock;
Fish blow brrbbles over Chin Rtidge.



In his view, everlthing in the univetse ril/as in a process of continuous
change and development. This early materialist dialectical thinking
was the ideological basis of his demand for political reform.

Li Ho in his short life wtote more than two hundred poems, mafly
of them splendid r,vith the bdlliancc of Legalist thought. These arc

gems of ancient Chinese literature. llowevcr, Li Ho was no more
than a reformer of the landlord class. Oving to his historical and

class limitations, he could not see the porvet of the masses but placed

his hope for reform on the ruling class and exaggerated the impor-
tance of great men. FIis criticism of the Confucian political line was

also aimed at preserving the feudal order, and this being the case it
could not be vcry thorough. Moreover, as his cateet 'was unsuccess-

ful, some of his poerns cxpress gtief at the lack of tccognition of his

talcnr. Thesc arc the negative 
^spects 

of his poctry.
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CRITICISM OF "WATEII MARGIN''

In accotdance with Chairman N{ao's insttuctions, in Septembet last yeat

Chinese petiodicals started ptinting atticles evaluating the foutteeflth-century

Chinese novel Vater Margin whidn desctibes a pcasant tevolt' V/hat is the

stoty of this novcl and why ate we discussing and ctiticizittg it today? In
out No. tz issue last yeat we publlshed two atticles dealing with these ques-

tions. In this numbet we are inttoducing I-u llsun's comments on this

novel. Other etticles on Water hlurgin w1I| appear in fr-rture issues.

- The Editors

Kuo Yu-heng

Lu Hsun's Gomments on the hlove!

,.$

i
,,

"Water [VXangin"

The popular novel Water Margin has been the subject of all manner

of comments and interpretations, notably in the twenties and thirties
of this centlr.ry '"vhcn certain xeaciotary scholars put forvard a host

of farrtastic views otr this book to serve their political needs. Dt.
llu Shih, the most ptominent of these, ptaised this novel to the skies,

clairning that it was afl <'j116ortal mastetpiece". At the same tirne

I-Iu Shih laucled the book's chief chara.cter Snng Chiane iLs a "hero",
a chanrpion of "hurnanity and iustice".
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Lu Hsun (188r-1936) fotcefully debunked these fantastic claims.

In his essay The Euolution of Rougbs he said, "lYater Margir makes it
quite cleat that because they were not against the empetot, they

accepted the offet of amnesty and enlistment when the governmenl

t(oops atrived and set oLlt to fight othet btigands for the state 
-

brigands who did fiot 'carty out the truc way on behalf of Heaven',

They wete lackeys aftet a11."

This ctiticism of Lu Hsun's penetratingly revealed the reactionary

essence of this novel which praises a capitulationist line and advo-

cates a slavish philosophy.

Using the Marxist rrethocl of class analysis, Lu Hsun unetringly
seized on the crux of the matter 

- 
the fact that they did not oppose

the emperor-and made a brilliant analysis of the whole novel.

As the theme of lVater Margin is a peasant uptising, the authot's at-

titude towards the emperor, the supreme head of the feudal land-

lord class, is a question of paramount impottance. In feudal society

the emperot rrith his absolute power was the chief tepresentative

of the landlotd class. It was the ctuel economic exploitation ancl poli-
tical opptession of the peaszntry by the landlord class that forced the

peasants to tise in revolt; therefote all the nulnerous Peasant up-

risings in Chinese history attacked the supreme head of the landlord
class, the emperot and the imperial house. IYater Maryin, however,

flot only does not depict tevolt against the emperot but actually

lauds the cortupt tule of Emperor Hui-tsung at the end of the

Northern Sung Dynasty when the action in the novel took place.
'W'e know that the Northern Sung Dynasty was a relatively decadent

one and that Flui-tsung was the most decadent of the Sung empetots,

Even past feudal histotians had tecorded that he speflt huge sunls ort

the construction of pleasute palaces and lived in rvanton luxury while
the people groaned under opprcssion and natural calamities. The

class contradictions in that society had sharpened to bteaking point,
and a whole series of peasant uprisings gave the emperor no rest;

yet this novel distorts histoty by alleging that evet since Empetot

Hui-tsung ascended the thtone he had "governed with humanity

and iustice" and "devoted himself to the people". So this corrupt

despot rvas glotified as a wise tulet.
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The novel also harps on the theme that all the upheavals in the

cmpire were caused by a few corrupt and evil officials such as Kao
Chiu, who undetmined the statc, deccived the emperor, did all man-

ner of evil afld petsecuted good and loyal mcn. In shott, the peasant

updsing at Liangshan was presented as a fight betwecn so-called

good and loyal subjects and cvil officials. The novel denigtates the

rcvolutionary line aiming at thc overthrow of the emperot advocated

by Chao I(ai, foundcr of thc insutgent forces. It gives fulsome

praise to Sung Chiang's capitulationist line which opposed the evil
minister Kao Chiu only but not thc emperor. The novel praiscs the

emperor as "tuost sagacious and intelligenl", and Sung Chiang's

slogan "Carty out the truc u/ay on behalf of Heaven" shows his

loyalty to the sovereign for it means that hc is enforcing Coofucian

doctrines on behalf of the empetor.

Lu Hsun pointed out, "They opposed evil ministcrs, not thc em-

peror; the people they pillaged werc common citizens, not generals

and ministers." In feudal society all officials wete simply instruments

of the sovetcign to control the people; the emperor was the true ruler.

As Lu Hsun said of Sung Chiang's opposition to evil ministers but
not to the monarch, "This was not revolt, it was simply a little rum-
pus." So Sung Chiang's sttuggle against Kao Chiu was just a dog-
fight within the Iandlord class, each party fighting fot rnore pouier

and profit for himself. It had nothing in common with peasant

revolts which opposed the emperor as well as evil officials and .were

aimed at overthrowing thc feudal dynasty. In this sense, Lu Hsun's

comment pointcd out the reactionary essence of this novcl.
Since Sung Chiang opposed only evil ministets, it followed logical-

ly from this that he would sutrender in the end to the emperor.

As Lu Hsun pointed out, "They acceptccl the offer of amnesty and

enlistment when the government troops arrived." fn feudal times

thc landlotd class often resorted to the rcactionary trick of accepting

peasant insurgents into the imperial army. The dual tactics of atmed

suppression and invitation to sutrender were both employed to stamp

out peasant tevolts. In ccrtain situations the latter could be more

effective than supptession by force, but only when there wete capi-

tulationists in the insurgents' camp.
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Sung Chiang in this novel is iust such a capitulationist' Before

going to Liangshan he is a member of the landlord class eaget for

fame and official position, a faithfil supporter of the feudal order

who has always opposed peasaflt rcvolts, considering them as high

treason. But because he is defeated in his struggle fot porx'er and pro-

fit in the landlord class and his own life is in dangcr, having no othcr

'way out he sneaks into the ranks of the peasant insurgcnts' His

aim in so doing, as he himself admits, is "to take the marshes as a

rcfuge for the time being and wait to bc cnlisted in the government

forces, in ordet to servc the state". This chatacter of landlord

class origifl hiding in the ranks of the insurgents naturally waits

for an opportunity to use this insurgent force to bargain fot an official

position himself. This is why immediateTy after the death of chao

Kai, leadet of the insurgents, he usurps the authority and takes a

different line to carfy out his own sinister scheme, finally betraying

the revolution. A fortificd position can be most easily taken from

within; this is a profound historical lesson. l,u Hsun once statcd

with decp feeling, "The enemy is not so much to be feared; what is

most to be feared are the termitcs within ofle's own camp. so many

enterprises have been spoilt by such creatutes."

After bettaying the revolution, those capitulationists within the

ranks of the revolutioflary people always become the most faithful

and vicious hcnchmen of the reactionaries, to crush the revolution.

This is the casc with Sung chiang. In lvater Margin, soon after surfen-

dering, he asks to go and supPress a peasant revolt led by Fang La'

fn Lu Hsun's wotds, he "set out to fight othcr btigands for the state

- 
brigands who did 71ot'c tty out the true way on behalf of Heaven' "'

Lu Hsun hete made a cleat distinction betv/een brigands who would

"carry out the true \May on behalf of Heavefi" and those who would

not, consideting the fotmer as bona-flde capitulationists, flunkeys

of the reactionary ruling class, and the latter as genuine tcvolu-

tionaries, hetoes who revolted against scrvitude. This distinction

shows Lu Hsu.n's clcar class stand, his strong feelings of love and hate'

Lu Hsun said that brigands of Sung Chiang's type were "lackeys

after. all". He compared Sung Chiang with the so-called gallant men

in Chinese histoty and popular tomances, viorked out the origin of
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"roughs" and came to the conclusion that thcse cvolvcd latct under
new historical conditions. For the "gallant men" in most popular
romances started thcir careets as btigands, then served under certain
oflicials and captured their former comrades fot the goverflment,
thus becoming the ofiicial's body-guards and henchmen. Accord-
ing to Lu llsun, after becoming the proteges of some good official
ot high commissioner, "they had a greater sense of security and hence
showed 

^ 
gte tet degtec of setvility". This is why whcn Sung Chiang

suppresses the peasant tevolt led by Fang La hc shows greater sa\r-

agcry tha:fi the government troops. ;\s Lu Hsun said, "Lap-dogs arc

usually fiercer than theit masters."
IVater Margin describes the whole process of Sung Chiang's capi-

tulationism, However, some of the Liangsharr insurgent leaders

are against capitulation. Among these are Li l(uei who wants to
"fight all the way to the easterlr capital and take over the throne",
as well as \7u Yung and the Yuan brothers who follow Chao I(ai
from the start. These men do not share Sung Chiang's views and
several times oppose his capitulationist activities, llowever, this
novel does not give these men prominent roles but makes them
secondary chatactets, mere foils for Sung Chiang.

Capitulationism and refusal to suttender are trvo diameuically op-
posite lines. Although Waler Margin does its utmost to distort and

vilify those who oppose surrender, objectively the novel none the
less reflects the struggle between these two lines among the Liangshan
insurgents. The capitulationist Sung Chiang resorts to intrigue and
Machiavellian tricks, but his main tactic to poison the minds of the
peasant insurgents is preaching Confucian ideas, and the g.ist of this
preaching is "loyalty ancl ju.stice", a phrase constantly on his lips.
"'Lc:yalty" implies bcing loyal to the emperor, and "justicc" being
just to one's own friends; but the lattet is subotdinated to the
former. Sung Chiang urges his men to have loyalty and justice in their
hearts arrd to strive to ac}rieve great deeds for the goveroment. In
this way he persuades the insurgents to follow his leadetship and

his capitulationist line.

By the use of such fine phrases as "strive to be loyal to serve the
state", lVater Maryin endeavours to negate the contradiction betv'een
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the peasartry and the landlord class and the diffetence betwccn capr-

tulation and revolt. The novel claims that all people belong to orte

family, that all men whether high or low, close or distant, are btoth-

ers; thus it tties to ptesent Liaogshan which is racked by contradic-

tions and struggles between two lines as a realm of true equality and

justice. This atoused the admiration of Hu Shih, owing to his coutr-

ter-revolutionary natute. He declated, "Of all I\ting-dynasty wotks

of literature Water A[argin is the one with the most radical ideas.o'

He was in fact tryiflg to use the flovelns landlord class theoty of hu-

man natute to oppose the spread of Marxism-Leninism in China'

Anothet tr.jactiotr^fy writer Lin Yu-tang also expressed similar ideas.

Lu Hsun shatply tefuted this argument by saying, "Those men in

the Liangshan marshes did not treat all men as btothers." And that

was quite true. Suflg Chiang showed great def€rence to high officials

and big landlords like Lu Tsun-yi, offering him the seat of hofiour'

and utging him to take over the leadetship" But he thteatened more

than once to kill men like Li Kuei who tesolutely opposed capitula-

tion, and d.id eventually kill him with poisonous wine' Sung Chiang's

talk of .,justice,, was actually iust a trick to sabotage the revolution.

If,/ater Margin uses a peasarit revolt as a co\rer for pteaching capi-

tulationism. In this sense it can teach us a valuable lesson by negative

example. From his own long experience of class struggle Lu Hsun

realized,the importance of such teaching material by negative example'

Speaking about literary criticism, he said that for a fighter to under-

stand. more about the revolution and the efleffrlr "he ought to spend

mofe time to dissect the enemy confronting him". Then he said that

in wdting he ,.shou]d flot only know the teal situation of the tevolu-

tion, but the situation of the enemy too"'
Because of this Lu Hsun expressed slfong disapproval of the feudal

.w.fitefs who abridged this novel. Vatious editions ol lY/ater Margin

exist, the best known being the rzo-chaptet, the roo-chaptet and the

7o-chapter editions. The latter was abtidged in the seventeeflth

centufy at the staft of the ching Dyflasty by the reactionary scholar

Chin Sheng-tan, who cut all the later chapters desctibing how Sung

Chiang surrendered then suppressed anothet peasant tevolt fot the

emPerot. Lu Hsun atgued that in making this abridgement Chin
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Sheng-tan was "influenced by the social conditions of that period".
\(/e know that Chin Sheng-tan made this edition in the fourteenth
year of the Ming emperor Tsung-chen Q64r), three years before the

peasant insutgent fotce led by Li Tzu-cheng took Peking by storm
and ovetthrew the Ming Dynasty. At that time peasant revolts were

sweeping the whole country, and since soft tactics had proved useless,

the Ming government decided to supp.ress them by fotcc. It was un-
der these citcumstances that Chin Sheng-tan with his reactionary lafld-
lord class stand expressed his inveterate hatred by making this abridge-
mcnt of the novel. He did not approve of trying to win insurgents
over by allowing "btigands" the "honour of redeeming themselves

and the joy of escaping punishment". FIe wanted to have them
wiped out. This is s,hy he cut the end of the novel and went to the

troubtre of creating the god Chi Shu-yeh to massacre the Liangshan
insutgents to the last man to vefit his loathing for peasant uprisings.

This abridgernent of Water Margin was thoroughly approved by
latet reactionaries. Thus Hu Shih said that Chin Sheng-tan was "a
most relnarkable man with a depth of understanding rarely found
among the ancients", and that this abridgement of his had "resusci-
tated the novel and recreated Liangshan". He carried out"researches"
and wtote tens of thousatds of wotds in an attempt to prove that
the. Chin Sheng-tan edition was actually one of the original texts.

Lu Hsun refutecl this claim and pointed out that Chin Sheng-tan's
abridgernent showed his hatred of the outlaws and the fact that he

took the same stand as the government and landed gentry, scofEng,

"Itre rvas even stupid enough to dream up a Chi Shu-yeh to kill off
Sung Chiang and the others." Cutting off the end of the novel,
Lu Hsun said, had made it like "a dragonfly with its tail lopped off".
Lu Hsun's criticism of Chin Sheng-tan's stupidity and teactionary
stand also hit back at Hu Shih who had praised this abridged edition.

Lu Flsun's environment and the struggles he waged account in
some measure for the aclrteness of his comments, comments which
grasp the main essence of the novel. Aftet the May 4th Movement
of. ryr9, especially after the counter-revolutionary coup of April
t2> t9z7 when Chiang I3i-shek massacted tevolutionaries and Com-
munists, capitulationists and renegades had appeared v,ithin the
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revolutioflary raflks. Lu Hsun in his lonely r'vanderings and search

for truth described this situation as follows, "Some have left the tanks,

some have fled, some have gtown disillusioned and some have tutned

renegades." During the reactionary coup of t927, Lu Hsun wit-
nessed for himself how people informed on their comrades and helped

the government to artest revolutionaries, and this brought it home

to him that the main danget fot the revolution was those capitula-

tionists. He pointed out indignantly, "The defeat of a revolution is

usually owing to oppoftuflists who have sneaked into the rarrks, to
corrupt rrorn tvithin." While attacklng renegades who chose to
be slaves, f,u Hsun showed hirnself to be, in Chairman Mao's wotds,

"^tn rr ofunyielding integtity, free from all sycophancy ot obse-

quiousness". So he was ruthless in his criticism of opportunists.

Chaitman Mao in one of his tecent instructions concerning Water

Margin mentioned Lu Hsun's commerits on this novcl in the essay

Tbe Euolution of Rowgh:. Lu Hsun's ttenchant and penetrating com-

meflts were a forceful attack on the oppottunists of his day, and today

still serve as a powerful rveapon for us.

NOTES ON ART

Kao Yuon

The Clog $eulptures
"'V{voth of the Seufs"

Old-time Tibet was a hell on earth for all the serfs living therc. 'Ihe
feudal lords, the lamaseries and the reactionary local goverflment
together exercised the most cruel and barbarous control over thc Ti-
betan masses. Modern times have seldom witnessed such savage
means of oppression. The group of clay sculptures lyrath of the Serfs
rnodelled recently by chinese art workers for the Tibetan Revolution-
ary Museum in Lhasa is a forceful exposure and denunciation of the
heinous crimes committed under the feudal serf system in Tibet, and
with impassioned revolutiotary feeling it praises the serfs, revolt.

These clay sculptures are divided into four parts: the feudal manor,
the lamasery, tlne kasha or former local government, and the serfs'
struggle for libetation. They comprise one hundtcd and six life-size
figures of men and women, six animal figutes and four reliefs pto-
viding the backgrounds.

In the ftst section we see the cruel oppression ofthe serfs by Tibet,s
feudal nobles. Seds toiled in wind and sno.w, staggeting up moun-
tain paths, bowed down by heavy loads; they suffered hunger, cold
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ancl fearful beatings, being trcated by thcir nastefs as c2ttle . Indeed,

they r,vcrc not only forcecl to work like cattle but coulcl bc cxchanged

for cattle too.

The second scction depicts the lamaseties which enfcttered the serfs

with religion. The lamas could fofce serfs to do heavy labour to build

templcs, even burying children alive under the foundation to serve

the need of superstition. The children of serfs became slaves o€ the

lamascry as soon as they left their mothers' wombs' Hard as they

toiled they receivcd rro mercy from any of thc "living Buddhas"'

To crush thc revolt of thc serfs, the lamas connivcd with foreign

impetialists and stofed cases of ammunition and rveapons in theit

lamaseries. Rebellious serfs would have their arms choppecl ofl theit

eyes gouged out, be dragged to death by hotses of thfown into seeth-

ing cauldrons. Such scefles are shown in this scction'

The reaction ary locaT sovefflment of T'ibet known as t]ne ka.rba

rcpresented the class intercsts ofthe feudat nobility and the lamaseries.

It was the organ by means of which these reactionaty forces exetcised

absolute control ovef the serfs and savagely tfampled ovef them.

Even so, serf revolts foliowed onc after anothcr. The fourth section

of sculptures shows how the serfs finally brohc through thcit prison

and set the whole plateau ablaze to destroy this hcll on eafth. The

feudal serf system rvas finally smashed, and a new day dau'ned in

Tibet. The communist Party and chairman Mao had come to save

them.

The r.vhole series of sculptures centring on the "lvt;rth" of the

serfs has strong political content and attistic impact' A1l four sections

together sum up the history of class struggle in this feudal scff society

throughout the centuries, shou'ing the sharp conflict between the

rcactionaty ruling class anrl the oppressed masses, as weli as the revolt

and victory of these slaves' The wholc profoundly briogs out the

truth that history is made by the slaves.

As regards artistic composition, the sculptots have stLcceeded in

contrasting the sorrows and tevolt of the serfs with the savagery and

cowarclice of the enemy to make up one rvell-integrated whole. In
the first section, for instance, wc sce a slave carrying his master and

can feel from the aflgty glitter in lus eyes that a revolt is imminent.

11Q

Then therc is the oid lran whosc grandchild has becn sn,atchcd away:

the anguish on this face rvith its eyes gouged out and thc clutching

fingers cxpressing his indignation show forceful though silent protest.

This scction also sho.,vs a man being dragged to death by a hotse, and

rvhile thc horse is already hanging its head in exhaustion the slave,

despite his death agonies, still stubbornly props himself up on his arms

to show his defiance aod unyielding spirit. Again, in the lamasety

thcre is a slave who refuses to carry in cascs of amnrunition, resisting

fearlessly even when threatened by the enemy's svr'ord and seething

catildron. As for the woman who has led a revolt of the setfs, she

raises her arm and glares at her oppressors when led to the execution

gtound, and this projects het heroism evcn more stroflgly.
Thesc flrst three sections which rlepict the cruelty of the teactionary

rulers also makc clcar their hypocrisy and cou,ardice. The scenes

of persecution in the lamasery highlight the hypocrisy of the two
serf-masters standing before the hall. In the section depicting the local

governmcrit too, the ugly, sinister officials and lamas hide their faces

in fear as the serfs denounce them. Through these specifc incidents

zrnd typical images the artists bring home to u.s the ttuth that the

greater the oppression, the greater the revolt.
On the basis of the sharp conflict between the opptessors and the

revolting serfs, the last section depicting the serfs' struggle for libera-

tion brings the action to a climax. The blazing flames of the serfs'

wrath destroy their prison; the straves are shown fighting with insttu-

ments of tortufe as well as bows and arrows and spears until theit
re^ctioflLry masters arc final7y overthrowfl. This stitring scene

contrasts stroogly with the earlier depictions of the viciousness of
the die-hards and the sufferings of the serfs. The figures here are

either realistic or symbolic. Standing ptoudly in the foreftont is a

slave who has broken his fetters and is glaring in anger 
- 

he is an

impressivc symbolic figure. This combination of realism and sym-

bc.,lism in group sculptures is a successful new depart,tre in Wrath oJ

tbe ,Serfs.

Each group of figures in these sculptures is based on real life, but
they are typical images in tlpical circumstances and the whole is im-
bued vrith tevolutionary heroism which comes out most fully in the

t

111



final scction. It is bccause the sculptors have linkcd rcvolutionary
realism witlr tcvolutionary romaflticisnr quite cffectively that they

havc succcccled in producing a rvork c:f a faiiy high artistic lcvel.

IVratb af the Serfs is another signiltcant achicvemcnt in Chincsc

sculptutc sincc the 
^l)pe^r^flce 

of the group sculptures Reut Callectirtn

Cour{tard. These artists atc convincecl from their own experience

that the line fot literatute 
^rd art pointccl out by Chairr'r-ran Mao is the

only corrcct one. Nine of thcse sculptors are professiotrals in thc

College of Fine Arts in tbe Ce.ntral Atlay Scvcnth Academy of Arts,
another is an art teachet of the Lu l{sun Art College of Shenyang,

three othets arc Tibetan art workcrs in the Revolutionary Museum

of Tibet. For about a year and a half they vjsited communes and pas-

tures in Tibet, travelling over 6ve thousand liilometrcs. By worl<ing

with the masses and ioining in thcir class struggles, thcy gained a deep

impression of the Tibetan serfs' past sufferings and their enthusiasrn

fot socialism today. Undetstanding that militant art comes only
from plunging into fiery struggles t.hese artlsts have relied closely

on the masses, listened to their opinions and suggestions and in ac-

cordance with these kept improving their work from the initial con-

ception to the dtafting and the f,nal sculpting. 'Ihis is why they .,vere

able to create a $.ork of art which the masses approve of and are dce,ply

stirrcd by.

\7hen the finished vork was shown to liberatcd serf,s it rekindled
the u,rath in thcir hcarts, and it is tcaching the youngcr lleneration
not to forget past c]ass hatted aflcl past sorro'w. It uttcdy exposcs

the lics of the teactionaty brigand chief, the Dalai Lama, rvho claims

that tire old Tibet was a holy and beautiful paradisc ofl carth.

The appearance of Wrath of the Serfs aftcr thc Cultural Revolution
and the movemerit to criticize l,in Piao and Confucius shows how the

tevolutionary spirit of our age is finding expression in art. Through
their tevolutionaty practice these sculptors have n:rade a nevr corl-

tribution to ollr socialist literature and att.

0ur Experlence in Sculpting
''Wrath of the Serfs"

Fot many years we sculptors have wanted to create works depicting

the Tibetan setfs to expose their savage opptession and exploitation

by the fotmer teactionaty rulets of Tibet and to sing the ptaise of the

serfs' revolt and struggle. In the spdng of. t914, when the movement

to criticize Lin Piao and Confucius began, out wish was realized.

Nine sculptors from the College of Fine Arts of the Centtal May

Scventh Academy of Arts in Peking and a teacher from the Lu Hsun

Art College of Shenyang went then to the Tibetau Autonomous

Ilegion to help make the gtoup sculptures lVratlt of the Serfs for the

Revolutionary Museum in Lhasa.

To prepate outselves for this wotk we went to live among the local

people, visiting their homes and carrying out investigations. \[e
travelled for more than five thousand kilometres and attended more

than foty mass meetings at which liberated setfs spoke of their past

misery; we also talked with more thao seventy formet serfs who had

undergone featful suffering. In this 'way we collected a great deal

of raw material for our work.

I
(
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'Ihis atticle u.as rytitten by the sculptors of the lYrath oJ the SerJs.
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Thc sculptols on tlreir way to cerry out itrvcstigatiorr

At a nass tneetiflg in Quxur County an old woman told us: "What

1,ou're doing is very important, YotLng people nowadays don't hnow

r,vhat rve endured in the old society. You must mal<e thcm see that

the Da,lai, chicf, tcptesentative of the old serf-master class, must never

be allorved back to lord it over usl" Hcr eatnest advice matle us u:l-

rlerstand more cleady the importance of out task, giving Ltli ll-l()rc coutr-

age and detetmination to overcome all difficult-ies.

The average age of our group v/as forty-t'q/o, and some of us were

not too sttong, but we rverc dctetrninertr to go and live irr colnmuilcs

and among herdsmen to lcarn from the ljbetated seds, following Cluir-

rlan i\[ao's instflrction that artlsts l]rust ljo r.vhole-heartedly to live

2lnong thc masscs. The Tibet'an Autonomous Regiorr is vety moun-

tzrinous, so u,,e had to learn to tidc horscs; :it {rrst scme of us ancl our

rlouflts would stumble and fall; trou.c,ver, r,v-e catriccl on unc'letered.

Once u,e wcflt to a certain commullc to help dig a canal. Being not

yet fLrlly acclimatized to the high altitucle, we were pantjng for breath

all tire tirnc; but ali of us stuck it out tiil the job was finishcd"

It+

A u,oman callecl l.'rzeng in Nyabmad Commune told us: "My
mother was a slavc. ril/hcn I rvas botn, her master fotced her to go

out and do hatd labortr, so that she had to leave me with the dogs' ' ' '"
party Secretary Gclcg of chunba conrrune had bcen compellcd for

trvelve years to \\,'car a *.ooclcn cangue wbich made it impossiblc for

him to lie dorvn; yct with superhuman coruage he managed to survive.

whcn rve hcarcl talcs of bitterness 111;c these, rve shared thcir indig-

nation ancl soffow and our hearts became linked together. we felt

wc ,ttlrst cxlrfcss the feelings of thcse libcrated serfs, ouf or.vn class

brothcrs irncl sisters, for thcm" "Jlhis gave us the enthusiasm and

strcnqth to Persevcfe.
whcn we had amassecl abuodant raw matcrial from teal life we

staftcd to make clay figures, six whole sets in all. In otder to achieve

thc best possible result, we scrapped sotne of, these figutes several

tirnts and statted atrl orcr again.

To givc our sculpturcs a strollq etuotional itnpact, we had to feel

the serfs, own soffow and wrath and correctly apptaise their suffering

and their fesistance, the savagcry of the serf-mastets and the tevolt

of the serfs therlselves. In old 'Iibet there werc mafly atrocious tor-

(
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Shetching by the Yalutsargpo Rivcr

tures and ore problem \r,as how to depict these cotrcctly. Iior in-
stance, in onc sccnc wc lvafltecl to show how thc hcacls of a lamasery

tried to crush thc serfs' rcvolt by chopping off their hands. \rVe

made various modcls but none of them depicted the ferocity of the

enemy and the revolt of the serfs to our satisfaction.

Tl.rcn we weflt to see Comrade Drolma, both of whose hands had

been chopped off. Shedding tears she told us her story and said in
conclusion: "Facing the cruel enemy's sword, I nevet shed a single
te r. . . ." !7e heatd the stoty too of Comtade Pudag who was

hacked with a knife by those thugs and rlragged behind a horse

until he was half dead, then drerrched in icy water and scorched by fire;
Enally both his cyes were gouged out, and hot melted bllttcr was

poured into his eye-sockets. Ilowever, lic never yielded and cach

timc hc recovered consciousness he curscd rhe enemy. Such stirring
heroic storics helped us to create the scenc: a seething cauldron by
the high wall of the prison, a heroic figure, both arms fastened,

glaring angrily and proudly at the bestial lamas and thc blood-stained
suzord, showing his indomitable spirit"
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Thete were a hunclrecl and six figures in all, and each hacl its ou'n
individual charactcr. Wc made a grcat many sketches frorn rcal lifc:

so that, when we strrtcd to sculpt, all those images of libetated seds

would appc r in our nind's eye and enable us to create typical charac'

ters. For crrnrplc, the chief heto of the last scene was a cornposite

of sevcral rtrl charactets. To understand these chatacters bettet,

wc matlc rccorcls of thc livcs of many peoplc to study their distinctive

feattLrcs rLntl l.hcir chatactets more deeply. We made a painstaking

sturly loo o[ thcit physique, eyes, hair, motrths and gcstufcs before

sl:rrl irl'. u ,,rl< on otlr figures,

Wt wcte deeply lnoved by the cruel lot of those serfs in the old socie-

ty rvlrich taught us a profound lesson. Our strong urge to depict

tl)( q-rlrtitude and love of the libetated setfs for Chaitman Mao ancl

tlrt Communist Party, as weii as their ioy in their new lifc, madeall

of us wotk harder.

ll''rath of tl:e Serfs is divided into four parts and ten different scenes.

'I'he: r,rhole composition had to be harmonious and the stylc con-

sistcnt; at the same timc cach separate episodc was independent. This
complc.x task would have been too much for any single attist and we

had to rely on out collective effotts and make full use of our collcctive

wisdom in order to accomplish it"

I
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CHRONICLE

Albanian Att Exhibition in Peking

To celebrate the 3 rst anniversary of Albania's liberation, an exhibition

of Albanian art was held in Pehing late last Novembet. On show
'were mote than ninety oil paintings, v'oodcuts, posters and cartoons

rich in both revolutionary content and artistry. They wete vivid
reflections of the heroic wat of libetation waged by the Albanian people

led by theit great leadet Envet Hoxha and the Albanian Paty of
Labout, as well as of their great achievements in socialist revolution

and socialist construction. To Chinese audiences, they brought

noble images of heroic charactets from all walks of life, and some sang

the praises of the unbreakable friendship and solidatity between the

Chinese and the Albanian peoples.

Festival of Puppet and Shadow-plays Continues

After the first group of participatts in the natioflal puppet and shadow-

play festival sponsoted by thc Ministry of Culture, a second group

gave perfotmances in Peking. It included troupes ftom Fukien,

Kwangsi, Kiangsu, Liaoning, Hopei, Shansi and Szechuan Provinces

as well as from Peking itself. More than sixty puppet and shadow-

plays were staged. Among thetn wete scenes ftom tevolutionaty

modern Peking operas and ballets, new compositions reflecting con-

tempotaty socialist revolution and .socialist coflstruction in the coun-

tryside, and othets lauding nerv socialist phr:nomcna, or portraying

the life of childten.
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Sharrghai Artists Go to the Counttyside

Many Shanghai rLrt workers went to the people's communes in the

city's suburbs duting autufiur harvest, to leatn from the poor and

lou,er-middlc pcasants and help them in theit work.

They camc from the Peiring Opera Troupe of Shanghai, the Shang-

hai Acrob'.rtic Att Troupe, the Shanghai Ope:.a Theatte, the Shanghai

School of l)ancing, the Shanghai Att Studio, etc. Using fields,

thrcshirrg lIrors, village tea-houses and school classrooms fot a stage,

thcy lrcrfrrrrned passages from revolutionaty model theatrical works

and sang songs praising the achievements of the Cultural Revolution,

thc rnoverne rrt to criticize Lin Piao and Confucius, and the great

victory of Chairman Mao's revolutionaty line in art. They also

lrscd various art forms to create Programmes about new socialist

lrhenomena, new socialist ideas and nelv customs in theit localities'

Jn{ew Att Gtacluates from the Centtal Institute for Nationalities

()vcr a hundred students were recently gtaduated from the zrt depart-

mcnt of the Ccntr:rl Institute fot Nationalities. Trained for work in

the nationatr minority regions, they are mostly childten of libetated

serfi, poor and lowet-middle peasants and herdsmen of different

nationalities who entered college tn r97z to study music, dancing

and art" In three years of diligent study and training, these students

rnade rapid progte ss; fot example, Chang Yiu-yu, a gid of only fifteen,

is the first violinist of the Chingpo nationality. She and a'f\rk student

of the same age gave a violin duet in the all-China music festival in

Ircl<ing and won praise from audiences in the capital.

Exhibition of Newtry Discoveted Cultural in Shensi

The Sheosi Ptovincial Museum recently held an exhibition of cultutal

relics, mainly discoveted in recent years in that proYince. lhe
exhibits numbcr ovet a thousand, somc of them tare specimens'

Some of thc pottcry vessels dating from primitive society uflearthed
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at Lintung have cleat ideogra.phic marks, showing that as eatly as

six thousand years ago, long before the ideographs found on Shang

Dynasty otacle bones, there was already embryonic writing in China.

The bronze vessels unearthed at Chishan ate decotated with exquisite

designs. The jade catvings of deer, tigets and locusts, and colourful

agate rings dating ftom the Westetn Chou period (r rth to Bth century

B.C.) uneatthed at Paochi are gems of art. The btonze pieces with

elaborate designs dating from thc Spring-and-Autumn Feriod (77o-

a76 B.C.) unearthed at Fenghsiang arc also vcry rare fnds.

Also displayed were several of the life-size tcrc^cotta figutes of
'warriors and horses, and the accompanying actual weapons found in

a pit on the east side of the First Chin Empetor's sepulchrc at Lintung'

Another gtoup of significant finds consists ofthe painted teffzcotta

figures of men and horses of the lfestern Han Dynasty from Yang-

chiawan, Flsienyang. Also on display wete a sword made of an alloy

of thirteen chemical elements made in the Chin Dynasty (zzt-zo7

B.C.) and the lade seal of 2fl cmpress of the \Testcrn Han pcriod'

A Lesson Outside the Clossroom (woodcrrt) by Ko Sho




