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HIS is a short novel de-
scribing the growth of a
“barefoot doctor” in China’s
countryside.  Such rural medi-
cal workers, who farm as well
as prevent and cure disease (in
south China, where they orig-
inated, they work barefoot in
the paddy-fields), are a prod-
uct of the Great Proletarian
Cultural Revolution and, from
the very first, have been wel-
comed wholeheartedly by the
masses of China’s peasants.
The young “barefoot doctor,”
Hung-yu, educated by Mao
Tsetung Thought, is keen on
improving his skill, determined
to serve his fellow villagers
heart and mind, and brave in
tighting the class enemy. The
story gives warm praise to the
great victory of Chairman Mao’s
revolutionary line in medicine.
The events of the story stand
out vividly, presenting a true-
to-life picture of China’s coun-
tryside today.
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CHAPTER 1

The Old Stonemason
Falls Ill

S PRING. The Five-Dragon Mountains have taken on a new
appearance. High above in the clear blue sky wild geese
are on the wing, heading northward and honking noisily as
they fly in formation. In the broad valley below the ice
has melted into streams that glitter like silver as they flow.
Tender green shoots have burgeoned from crevices in the earth
on the mountain slopes, while clusters of tiny buds are show-
ing on the peach, apricot, pear and crab-apple trees. Every-
where, as far as the eye can see, red flags flutter in the breeze.
The commune members are at work in the terraced fields.
They are ploughing, levelling the land, or applying fertilizer,
their picks and spades flying, ploughshares gleaming in the
sunshine, whips cracking over the draught animals’ ears.
From the distance comes the sound of blasting. It is from
a water conservancy work site where the mountains are being
tunnelled through to make way for an irrigation canal.

On the sunny side of the slope five giant characters formed
of bright pebbles attract special attention even from miles
away.. They say: “In agriculture, learn from Tachai.”

Indeed, the people’s communes throughout the country are
two big bags of dynamite bought at the commune co-op for
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learning from Tachai.* Here, as elsewhere, the countryside
seethes with activity as men and women, old and young,
grasp revolution and promote production. An invigorating
revolutionary atmosphere prevails.

Our story takes place exactly in such a time as this.

It was late in the afternoon and the winding mountain road
was bathed by the setting sun. A rubber-tyred donkey cart
was going along the road towards the village. The carters
were two young boys. One, in his mid-teens, wore a cotton
jacket buttoned in the front and an old padded cap of the
same cloth. He was ruddy-faced, with large black eyes and
heavy e)}ebrows. A smile played round the corners of his
mouth. He was always smiling, in fact, because many
things made him happy. A glance was enough to give one
the impression of intelligence and alertness. The other boy
was twelve or thirteen, rosy and sturdy, with a round face,
bright eyes and full lips. He must have walked a long dis-
tance, for to cool off he had taken off his old blue cloth
padded cap, and he now held it in his hand. As he walked,
he kept kicking playfully at the pebbles that came under his
feet.

Both boys were members of Date Tree Slope Brigade of
Redstone Valley People’s Commune. The older boy’s name
was Hung-yu, and the younger was called Little Shun.

Swinging his whip, Hung-yu was urging the donkey on,
while the animal was switching its tail and doing its best.
The cart creaked and rattled over the rough road.

On the cart were loaded several spades, picks, chisels and

* A production brigade in Shansi Province. Self-reliant and hard-
working, the former poor and lower-middle peasants there turned rocky
hills into fertile land and have ensured bumper harvests every year.
The “Tachai spirit” is spreading throughout China's countryside,
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use at the water conservancy construction site. The digging
of the irrigation canal had been going on for some time, more
than half of the channel that would skirt the mountain mid-
way having been finished during the winter. With the com-
mune members working day and night with such enthusiasm
it was estimated that the whole project would be completed
before another autumn. Once the sluice gate in the main
channel north of the village was opened and the water from
Redstone Ridge Reservoir flowed down the winding channel
into the terraced fields of Date Tree Slope’s eastern hill,
what fertile land it would make those terraced fields!
Hung-yu and Little Shun were also doing their share to-
wards the building of this irrigation canal. From the very
beginning Hung-yu had been working like a little apprentice
under “Grandpa Stonemason,” as they called him. Through-
out the winter Hung-yu had worked from early morning till
evening, cutting quite a number of stone slabs with a small
hammer and a chisel. The commune members were pleased
and, thinking of him as a good successor to Grandpa Stone-
mason, fondly called him the “junior master stonemason.”
Hung-yu took these as words of encouragement, and worked
even harder than before. He was glad to be Grandpa Stone-
mason’s apprentice, but how could he be called “junior master
stonemason”? Certainly, only such a person as Grandpa
Stonemason deserved the title “master.” Grandpa was over
sixty and suffered from chronic bronchitis, yet he did his
work like a healthy young man. His deft hands could cut
a rock into any shape and chisel the most intricate designs
into it. The old stonemason was the “engineer-in-chief”” and
the “commander-in-chief” of the irrigation project, without
whom the work would not have been done so quickly or so
well. As for Little Shun, lie was too young to qualify as an
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apprentice and, also, he had to go to school. So it was only -on
Sundays and after school on weekdays that he could join
Hung-yu, bringing with him some of the Little Red Guards of
whom he was the squad leader. The little boys would carry
rock in baskets or do whatever jobs they could. They went
about their work with such enthusiasm and delight that the
commune members agreed that the Little Red Guards definite-
ly did their share in building the irrigation canal.

It was Sunday. The Party branch secretary asked Hung-yu
to go to the commune co-op to transport a few things needed
at the construction site. As Little Shun did not have to go to
school, he went with Hung-yu, his very good friend, with
the donkey cart. In their load would be explosives, no child’s
play to transport! Though the Party branch secretary had
entrusted the job to Hung-yu, Little Shun’s father, who was
the brigade leader, was a bit upset about it. Could the boys
get the load safely back? But events proved his worry un-
warranted, for the boys were very conscientious and had
determined to do the job well so as to put the brigade leader’s
mind at ease.

Besides picking up the things from the co-op, the boys had
to call at the commune clinic to collect a prescription for
the old stonemason, who had overworked and fallen ill. The
Party secretary and the brigade leader had wanted to send
him to the county hospital or at least the commune clinic,
but the old man refused to go. “This is a rush job. How can
I leave it?” he had said. And so Hung-yu was on no account
to forget about the medicine. Now that both jobs were done,
the boys felt very happy and there was no end to their chatter
as they drove the cart home to deliver the things.

“Brother Hung-yu,” said Little Shun, craning his neck to
peer at the distant mountains, “do you think those two- big
bags of dynamite are enough to bring down that peak which
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