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A QUOTATION FROM CHAIRMAN MAO

We should encourage comrades to take the interests
of the whole into account. Every Party member,
every branch of work, every statement and evety action
must proceed from the interests of the whole Party; it
is absolutely impermissible to violate this principle.

SONG OF THE DRAGON RIVER

(Januaty 1972 sctipt)

Revised by the ““Song of the Dragon River” Group of Shanghai

Characters

Chiang Shui-ying Secretary of the Communist Party branch of the Dragon
River Brigade of a certain people’s commune

Uncle Ah-chien Leader of the brigade’s Team Four, member of Party
branch committee

Ah-lien Secretary of brigade’s Youth League

Li Chih-tien Brigade leader, member of the Party branch commitice

Ah-keng Leader of the brigade’s Tean: Eight

Pao-cheng Member of the brigade

Chang Fu Member of the brigade, a well-off middle peasant in

the old society, Pao-cheng’s father



Men Brigade Membets A, B and C
Women Brigade Members A and B
Other Brigade Members

Mother Water-Seeker Member of Rear Monntain People’s Conimune, a poor
peasant in the old society
Little Hung Her grand-daughter

Rear Mountain Commune Member A

Other Members of Rear Mountain Commune
Members of the People’s Liberation Army A and B
Other Members of the PLA

Grain Depot Manager

Huang Kuo-chung A class encmy concealed within the brigade

SCENE ONE

SHOULDERING A HEAVY RESPONSIBILITY

(A spring motning in 1963.

Dragon River Brigade, a subdivision of a people’s commune in
China’s southeast coastal region. A field on the tiverside of a dyke,
patt of the brigade’s land. In the distance the green swell of the watet
can be seen.  On top of the dyke a big placard reads ‘“People’s Com-
munes Are Fine”. TLush rippling wheat in the foreground gives
promise of a good harvest.)

Commune Members (sing):
The glow of the General Line illumines Dragon River,
As the fighting song of the Great Leap Forward resonnds.

(The curtain rises. Ab-keng and other brigade members are hard at
work.)

Woman Brigade Member (sings):

The people’s communes are a rising sun,
Other Brigade Membets (sing):

We battle in the fields for the revolution.

(They go off. Li Chib-tien, the brigade Jeader, enters.)

Li: Ah-keng!

Ah-keng: How do you like this wheat? Three hundred mu* of it —
green and sleek, nice thick stems, good broad leaves. Really
beautiful!

Li: It certainly is. How much fertilizer has your team just given
it?

Ah-keng: Five jin** per wu.

Li: Is that all? Uncle Ah-chien’s team has put ten jiz on theirs.

Ah-keng: 'Ten jin?

(Ab-lien enters.)

Li: If you have water you can get a harvest, but the size of the
harvest depends on how much fertilizer you use. The brigade
is trying to win the High Yield Red Pennant this year. What you
two teams do on these three hundred m# is crucial.

Ah-keng: Right. We’ll give them everything we’ve got. Another
five jin for every mu. We'll win that pennant for sure.

Ah-lien: Have you forgotten what Sister Shui-ying said when she
was leaving for the conference on combating the drought,
brother?

Ah-keng: Gect on with the spring ploughing.

Ah-lien: And help the area behind the mountain. They’re short
of water. 'There hasn’t been any rain around hete for over three
months.

Ah-keng: So what? We’re right next to the Dragon River. It’s
flooding we have to worry about, not drought. Even during the
wotst droughts, we get good harvests.

Ah-lien: What about the drought area?

Ah-keng: The biggest help we can give them is for us to use plenty
of fertilizer and gather a lot of wheat.

Li: That’s not enough. We’ve got to give them direct practical
help.

(Unele Ab-chien and Pao-cheng enter.)

*1 mu=0.16 acte ot 0.67 hectare.
**1 jin=1.1 lb. ot 0.5 kg.
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Uncle: Lil

Li: Atre the treadle water-raisers repaired?

Uncle: Every one of them.

Ah-keng: We’ve got regular engine pumps now. What do we nced
those old foot-pedal jobs for?

Uncle: You don’t know Shui-ying’s idea. (S7ngs.)
Combating the dronght is a heavy task,
We must get on too with spring plonghing;
We repair and use the treadles onrselyes —

Ah-keng: And the cangine pumps?

Uncle (sings): We give those to our droughi-hit brothers.

Ah-lien: Sister Shui-ying really thinks of everything.

Li: We can talk about helping them when she comes back. Right
now we’ve got to spread more fertilizer.

All: Right.

(Li, Unele, Ab-lien and Ab-keng depart.  Pao-cheng starts fo follow.
Chang Fu burries after binm, takes bis arm.)

Chang Fu: Let’s put some fertilizer on our family plot.

Pao-cheng: T've got to do the team’s land.

Chang Fu: Can’t you do that after you do ours?

Pao-cheng (irritated): You should think more about the collective,
pa.

(He leaves quickly. Two brigade members enter, ftoling sacks of
Serzilizer.)

Chang Fu (sighs): He doesn’t act like any son of mine.

(The two brigade members langh and depart.  Chang T'u, embarrassed,
also leaves.)

Shui-ying (offstage, sings): On the East Wind’s wings I burry home,
Shouldering a heavy responsibilizy.
(She enters, poling a boat. Steps ashore, strikes a pose.)
With flowing waler in this river,
No reason for crops to_yellow and wither.
(Puts down the pole.)

The Party’s decided to dam the river and divert

Its waters to the dronght-stricken area.

Selfish interest and a sense of civic duty will contend,
In struggle, the land changes its garb,

And people’s thinking changes withount end.

(Ab-lien enters.)

Ah-lien: Sister Shui-ying!
Shui-ying: How are you, Ah-lien?
Ah-lien (shouts towards the wings): Hey, Sister Shui-ying is back!

(Li, Uncle, Pao-cheng and others enter.)

All: Shui-ying!

Uncle: Why did the conference last so long?

Li: Everyonc’s been waiting on pins and needles.

Shui-ying: The county Party committee took us for a look at the
drought area after the confetence ended.

Uncle: What’s it like there? Tell us, quick.

Ah-lien: Iect her have a drink of water fitst.

Shui-ying: I've got somc here. You can taste it.

(She postrs water from her canteen into several cups. Uncle takes a sip.)

Uncle: _Aja! It’s really bitter!

Li (zakes a swallow, spits it ont): Bitter as gall! Is this —

Shui-ying: They’re down to the bottom of their wells in the drought
area.

All (shocked): Ohl

Uncle (heavily): As bad as that.

Shui-ying: The worst drought in a century.

All (worried): What’s to be done?

Uncle and Ah-lien: We must rush help to them.

Shui-ying: How?

Uncle: Give them our pumps, They’re ready to go.

Shui-ying: Their streams and ponds are dry. What will they
pump?

Li: Help them dig wells.



Shui-ying: Little trickles don’t solve big thirsts. It won’t be
enough.

All: How can we help them, then?

Shui-ying: With water.

All: What water?

Shui-ying (sings): Dragon River can end the dromght.

Li: Shui-ying, (Vifts bucket of water to illustrate) the Dragon River is
low and the drought area is high. How can we get the water
up there?

Shui-ying: By raising the water level.

All: Raise the level?

Shui-ying: Right.

Li: But how?

Shui-ying: Dam the river.

All: A good idea!

Li: Dam it where?

Shui-ying: Here.

Li: Here?

Shui~ying: That’s right. We’ll build a big dam right here.

All: A big dam?

Shui-ying: ‘'T'o block it off.

All: To block it off?

Shui-ying: Then we’ll open the sluice-gate in the dyke, and send
the water along the bed of the Nine Bends River (zakes up the
bucket and tips it) to the drought arca. (Sings.)

Well save ninety thonsand v of parched fields.

(Everyone considers the proposal in silence. Observing their mood, she
turns to Li.)

Shui-ying: What do you think?

Li: It’s possible. But won’t that flood our three hundred m# of
wheat?

Shui-ying: As the old saying goes: Only onc end of a sugar-cane
is sweet. It’s up to us to make the necessary sacrifice.

Li: How are we going to convince the masses?

Shui-ying: We can do it if we cadres are convinced ourselves.
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Uncle (decisively): If that’s what the county committec has decided,
that’s the way we’ll do it.

(Li does not comment.)

Shui-ying: Call a meeting of our Party branch committee and we’ll
study once again the Communique of the Tenth Plenaty Session
of the Eighth Central Committee of the Party and reach a common
understanding on principles.

Li (with an effort): Very well.

Ah-lien: Shouldn’t our Youth League branch discuss it too?

Shui-ying: Yes. ILet’s start notifying people.

(Shui-ying, Uncle, Ah-lien and Pao-cheng go off. 1i gages at the three
hundred .  Walks over, plucks a stalk of green wheat, stares af it
in troubled thought. ~_Ab-keng enters, carrying sacks of fertilizer.)

Ah-keng (in high spirits): Hurry, hurry, hurryl

Li: Take that stuff away.

Ah-keng: What for?

Li: When Itell you to take it away, then take it away.

Ah-keng: A little while ago, you said to add five mote jin. Now,
when I bring them —

Li:- A little while ago was a little while ago. Now is now.

Ab-keng: What’s going on here, anyhow?

Li: We're going to dam the river to save the drought area.

Ah-keng (astonished): Won’t that ruin these three hundred »x?

Li: It certainly will.

Ah-keng: Then what’s Team Eight supposed to do? 'This will
affect our summer harvest, and-our rice shoot transplanting after
that, and we’ll never win the team’s red pennant —

Li: There’s not even any guarantee that the brigade will be able to
hang on to its own red pennant. Who can worry about the team
competition ?

Ah-keng: But we’ve got over a hundred thousand jiz of grain here,
practically right in our hands. You’re the brigade leader.
You can’t let them do that.

Li: Me? (He sighs and goes.)



Ah-keng (calls after him): Brigade leader, brigade leader!
Li: (furns): Say no.more. The county Party committee has made
a decision. We'll carry it out.

(Curtain)

SCENE TWO
LOSE A PAWN TO SAVE A CASTLE

(That same evening. The door of Li’s home. On ecither side of the
door-frame slogans are pasted: “We shall never forget the Com-
munist Party, now that we’ve risen to our feet” and “We rely for our
good fortune on Chaitman Mao”. A small bamboo table stands in
the front yard. On it are dishes of food. Beside the table are two
bamboo chairs.  As the curtain rises, Li is gazing at the wheat fields.)

Li (sings):  The crops by the riverside are lush and green,
My heart drops at sight of this rippling wheat.
Dam the flow, says our Party branch,

Flooding three hundred mw is really an awful pity.

(Chang Fau enters bastily.)

Chang Fu: Brigade leader, they say we’re going to dam the river
here. Is that true?

Li (ronghly): True as can be. 'There’s going to be a big mecting
to rally the masses very soon,

Chang Fu: And you agree?

Li: It’s been decided by the county Party committec.

Chang Fu: Finished. My private plot on the fiverside of the dyke
is finished.

Li: Aia, cveryone is wotried about the collective land, but all you
can think of is your little private plot.

Chang Fu: I’ve got that whole plot planted with wheat.

Li: The brigade will teimburse youl

(Huang Kuo-chung enfers.)
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Chang Fu: That’s high-yield soil P've got. Youw'll never be able
to pay me enoughl

Li: You....

Chang Fu (f0 Huang): What do you say, Huang? Don’t you
think. ...

Huang: Now, you mustn’t bother the brigade leader. He has
enough to worry about with damming the river.

(He pushes Chang Fu away. Chang Fu leaves.)

Huang: Selfish fellow. When do we start building the dam, bri-
gade leader?

Li ( paying little attention): The rally’s tonight. We’ll begin tomorrow.

Huang: Fine. Anything to help the drought area. Of course,
it would be much better if Tiger-Head Cliff wasn’t in the way.

Li (attentively): Tiger-Head ClLff?

(Shui-ying enters.)

Huang: It’s part of the rear mountain. The local people have
a saying: ““Tiger-Head Cliff is steep and high, not a drop of

water can ever get by.”” It will block any water we divert from
the river.

Li: It will?
Huang: DI’m afraid these three hundred m# of wheat will be flooded
in vain.

(Lé is silent.)

Shui-ying: You seem to know a lot about the rear mountain,
kiln master.

Huang (startled.  Quickly covers up): T’ve only heard about it from
others. They do have a Tiger-Head Cliff,

Shui-ying: We discussed that question at the conference.

Li: What can be done about it?

Shui-ying: The county committee has a plan. We here will dam
the river. The rear mountain people will blast through the cliff.

Huang: Fine, that’s fine. Well, you must be busy. Tll goand get
ready. I want to help with the damming tomorrow. (Goes out.)
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Shui-ying (# Li): You still haven’t caten? Where’s the wife?

Li: Gone to a meeting.

Shui-ying: Eat your supper.

Li: Who feels like eating at a time like this? (Earnestly) Shouldn’t
we tell the county committee out problems?

Shui-ying (smiles): Dragon River Brigade has never tried to pass
its problems on to the higher authorities.

(i sits down.)

Shui-ying: Usually, you’te always shooting off your mouth. What
made you so quiet at the Party branch committee meeting today?

Li: Well, T—

Shui-ying: I’m really concerned. If we don’t see the thing clearly
in our own minds, how ate we going to be able to lead others?

Li: But don’t you understand? If we dam the river, we’ll be
flooding three hundred m# of good wheat: Even though the
county will compensate us, that won’t make up for the high yield
we’re expecting, for the bigger share we’d get in the harvest,
for the late crop we won’t be able to plant, for our —

Shui-ying: The trouble is all you think of is ““us”, “us”.

Li: TI'm talking about the collective “‘us™.

Shui-ying: True, it’s collective land but it’s a very small collective,
a speck.

Li: A speck?

Shui-ying: On the chessboard of the fight against the drought
it’s only a pawn.

Li: A pretty big pawn! Thtee hundred m#, my dear Party branch
secretary!

Shui-ying: We have to view the situation as a whole. Suppose
you were playing chess. To gain the initiative, to win, some-
times you have to deliberately sacrifice a piece. ““Lose a pawn
to save a castle”, isn’t that what you often say?

Li: This is farming, not chess.

Shui-ying: How much land will be flooded, how much will be
saved? That’s the way you ought to figure,

Li: I’'m no accountant.
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Shui-ying: But sutely you can see the point?

Li: All T know is that the wheat is going to be flooded and we
worn’t be able to harvest it, that the fertilizer we've spread will
be washed away, that the soil quality will be damaged and need
a lot of work to restore it, that we will find it hard to plant any
late crop there. Have you thought of that?

Shui-ying (thoughtfully): We opened up those ficlds ourselves
and planted the wheat with our own hands. Why wouldn’t T
think of it? (Sings.)

Barren flats a few years ago

We converted them into fertile fields,

Bitter struggle in icy weather

Has won fine barvests and splendid yields.
Li(sings):  In summer’s heat and winter’s cold,

We shed aplenty sweat and blood,

Each year we gather bumper crops,

How can you let them drown in flood?

Shui-ying (sings):  Three bundred t’s your sole concern,

But ninety thousand are under dronght.

For them how many sweated and toiled,

Were frogen in winter, by the summer sun broiled?
While drought spreads like fire across their land
Shall we let our river flow idly on?

A spot of red is a single flower,

Hundreds in blossom show spring’s glorions power.
Yes, we sacrifice a plot of bigh-yielding land,
But we win irrigation for ninety thousand mu;
In the rear mountain we'll ereate waves of grain.
We'll turn a drounght into a year of harvest gain.

Li (moved): 1 supposc we ought to take the loss.... (Decides.)
All right, then, we’ll take it.

Shui-ying: No.

Li: What do you mean?

Shui-ying: On the one hand we’ll give up a pawn to save a castle.
On the other hand we’ll be self-reliant and do out utmost to

make up the loss.
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Li: Make it up? How?

Shui-ying: T’ve thought a lot about this. Why can’t we raise the
yield of our three thousand s of land on the inner side of the
dyke? Make up the loss from the outer fields with the inner.

Li (excitedly): What? What’s that?  Say that again,

Shui-ying: Make up the loss from the outer land with the inner.

Li: Make up the loss with the inner fields?

Shui-ying: What’s more, if we increase our side-line production,
we'll —

Li: — make up the loss in crops with what we turn out in side-
lines?

(Shuii-ying  nods.)

Li: Youwve got something thete. In other words damming the
tiver won’t really create any problems,

Shui-ying: No problems? Out class enemies are going to be scared
and enraged. They’ll do everything they can to sabotage.
We must act in accordance with what Chairman Mao has taught
us: “Never forget class struggle.”

Li: Right. We'll keep an eye on the landlords, rich peasants,
counter-revolutionaties and other bad elements.

Shui-ying: And watch out for hidden cnemics as well.

Li: Right. (Starts fo leave)

Shui-ying: Where are you going?

Li: To give Ah-keng an assignment.

Shui-ying: You’d better finish this assighment first,

Li: Which assignment?

Shui-ying: Eat your supper!

Li: Ha, ha, hal

Shui-ying ( feels the bowl): 'This rice is cold. T’ll warm it up for you.
(Takes the bowl into the house.)

(Ab-keng enters.)

Ah-keng: Brigade leader, what’s our Party branch committee deci-
sion?

Li: We’re going to dam the river.
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Ah-keng: What about the loss to my team?

Li: Youwll be compensated.

Ah-keng: But ours is high-yield land.

Li: Hai! All you can think of is your little speck.

Ah-keng: A pretty big speck!

Li: On the chessboard of the fight against the drought it’s only a
pawn.

Ah-keng: A pawn?

Li: Yes. Suppose you wete playing chess. Sometimes, in order
to win, you have to deliberately sacrifice a piece. Know what
that’s called?

Ab-keng: What?

Li: “Losing a pawn to save a castle.”

Ah-keng: Losing a pawn to save a castle?

Li: Getit?

Ah-keng: No.

Li: TIt’s as clear as day. Why can’t we make up the losses from
the land on the outside of the dyke with the land on the
inside?

Ah-keng: My tcam’s land is all on the outside. 'We’d have nothing
-to do.

Li: You could increase your side-line production to make up for
your loss in crops.

Ah-keng: Sidelline? What side-line?

Li: Brick-making.

Ah-keng (catching the idea): Hey, that's a great ideal With one
kilnful we can catn two thousand yuan. Give that job to us!

Li: All right. Take your team members up the mountainside and
collect brushwood. Get ready to fire the kiln.

Ab-keng: Right. I guarantee we’ll make up the loss. (Leaves

excitedly.)
(Uncle Ab-chien, Ab-lien, Pao-cheng, Man Brigade Member A and

S

other brigade members enter, calling: ““Shui-ying!”)

(Shui-ying comes ont of the house.)
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Uncle: We former poct and lower-middle peasants have been
studying the works of Chairman Mao. So we agree, if flood-
ing three hundred mu will save ninety thousand —

All: —we'll do it!

Ah-lien: We Youth Leaguers have been studying Chairman Mao’s
writings. So we’ve fotmed a youth shock brigade —

All: —to rush to the front line of the battle!

Uncle: And we’ve thought of some ways to make up the loss.

Li: How?

Uncle: Have the yield on the inside land make up for the loss on
the outside!

Ah-lien: Let side-line production make up for the loss in farming!

Man Brigade Member A: Lct the late crop make up for the loss
of the early!

Pao-cheng: Plant coarse grain to make up for the loss of the wheat!

All: We'll definitely make up the loss!

Shui-ying: Fine. People’s communes have a lot of strength, We’ll
make the water in the lowlands —

All: —climb to the mountain heights!

(They strike a pose.)

(Crrtain)

SCENE THREE
JOINED IN BATTLE AGAINST DRAGON RIVER

(Afternoon, a few days after damming the tiver has begun. A cotner
of the work site. Red pennants flutter in the breeze.

On a bulletin board are statements of determination. Men and
women, carrying earth and stone in baskets and on whecl-barrows,
move briskly.

Brigade Member A enters with cups and buckets of water.)

Brigade Member A (cs/ls): Hey, come and drink, everyone! (To
another brigade member) Have some watcr.
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Chiang Shui-ying, Party secretary of the Dragon River Brigade.

Stage Photographs from “Song of the Dragon River”



Shui-ying ond the commune members study Chairman Mao’s works together.



Little Hung remembers Mother Water-Seeker's words: “One bowl of
water can revive several rice shoots.” She hesitates to drink.

Uncle Ah-chien brings a pot of chicken soup for Shui-ying
who has been overworking.



Shui-ying and Mother Water-Seeker.




Mother Water-Seeker calls the canteen of
communist-style water,

water sent her by Chiang Shui-ying

(Nobody wants to stop.  They continue with their jobs and leave.)
(Ab-lien enters, pushing a wheel-barrow laden with rocks.)

Brigade Member A: Ah-lien, rest a while,

Ah-lien: We're filling in the last gap in the dam tonight. Who’s
got time to rest!

Brigade Member A (grabs her arm): You've got to rest sometime.
As sccretary of the Youth League branch, you ought to set an
example. (Shoves a cup of water into ber hand.)

(A Rear Moumtain commune member also taking part in the dam
building, enters.)

Ah-lien: Havc some water, comrade.

Rear Mountain Man: No, thanks.

Ah-Hen: You fellows have buen working since early morning,
but not a drop of water has passed your lips. We feel very badly
about that,

Rear Mountain Man: Dragon River Brigade is flooding its ficlds
to help us beat the drought. Comrade Shui-ying and you are
all working like blazes from dawn to dusk. Yet you never
forget about our comfort. We rcally don’t know what to say.

(Two PL.A men enter, carrying a big rock slung from a pole on their

shoulders.)

Ah-lien: There’s no need to say anything. Three years ago,
when we were flooded here, I don’t know how we would have
managed if it weren’t for the help your Rear Mountain Com-
mune gave.

PLA Man A: Before the mountain, behind the mountain — poor
and lower-middle peasants are of one heat.

Rear Mountain Man: Rest a while, PLA comzades.

Ah-lien: The PLA comrades are our models. When our commune
was flooded, they helped us.  Now your commune has a drought,
and they’re helping again.

Rear Mountain Man: Wherever there’s trouble, they rush to the

rescue,
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PLA Man A: Our army and people are one family. We don’t do
nearly as much as we should.

(Two brigade members enter.  Ab-lien gives them a wink and they steal
away with the big rock the PL.A soldiers have been carrying.)

PLA Man A (quite upset, shouts after them): Comrades, you
shouldn’t. ...

Ah-lien (stops him, hands bim a cup of water. Jestingly): Our army
and the people are one family!

(PLA Man B rans off with Ab-liew's wheel-barrow before she can
stop hin.)

Ah-lien (equally npset, shouts): Comtade, hey, comrade. ...
PLA Man A (restrains ber.  Hands her a cup of water): Our army and
people are one family! Ha, ha, hal (Trots off)

(Rear Mountain Man departs in another direction. Brigade Menber
A leaves with the water buckets.)

Ah-lien (much moved, sings):
A battlefield on the banks of the Dragon River,
Friendship growing in mutual belp,
Upon the dyke, a full ten i long,
People work with a will, fearless and strong.
I shall Jearn from the heroes, and tote heayy loads,
My feet firmly planted, my heart warmed by the sun,
Breaking new paths with resolution,
I’ devote my youth to the revolution.

(Unele Ab-chien enters carrying tools for sealing the gap in the dam.)

Uncle: Hello, Ah-lien.

Ah-lien: All those tools repaired alteady? You’re certainly fast.

Uncle: We’re going to complete the dam tonight. The sooner
we get ready, the better.

Ah-lien: Tet me have them. I’ll take them to the work site.

Uncle: No, no. Tl do it.
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(Both struggle for possession of the tools. L.i enters with a shoulder
pole.)

Li: Uncle Ah-chien!
Uncle: Oh, hello.

(Ab-lien snatches the tools and runs off.)

Li: The dam is nearly finished. Has yout team collected enough
brushwood to fire the kiln?

Uncle: Yes, plenty.

Li: We're relying on your team and Ah-keng’s to make up the loss
of those three hundred m# of wheat with the bricks you turn out.

Uncle: Don’t worry. We'll fire the kiln just as soon as the dam is
completed.

Li (smiling): TFinel

(Offstage, Pao-cheng shounts:  ““Brigade Leader!” Enters  hurriedly
with Brigade Member B.) |

Pao-cheng: DBrigade leader, there’s trouble at the dam! |
(Huang and two other brigade members enter, hearing the shout.)

Li and Uncle: What’s happened?

Pao-cheng: Part of it’s collapsed.

Uncle: How big a section?

Pao-cheng: Several dozen metres.

Li: Does Shui-ying know?

Pao-cheng: She’s at the dam now, organizing emergency repaits.

Uncle: What’s the plan?

Pao-cheng: First block the flow with brushwood.

Li: That will take a huge amount!

Uncle: And we’ve got to find it, fast.

Pao-cheng: Headquarters command is doing everything possible.
We’ve asked other brigades to lend us some of theirs.

Uncle: That will take too long.

Li: Then what’s to be done?

Pao-cheng: Comrade Shui-ying wants to discuss it with you, bri-

gade leader.
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Li: Let’s gol

(Lé, Pao-cheng and brigade members leave. Uncle Ab-chien, worried,
stares towards the dam.)

Huang (with an evil grimace): So they need a lot of brushwood?
(Suddenly thinks of a scheme.) Hahl (Slips away.)

Uncle (very agitated): If we don’t trepair that section immediately,
we won’t be able to link up the dam. What are we going to do?
(Sings.)

What a time for the dam to break,

Just when it is nearly ready.

Brushwood we cannot do withont

To repair the dam and end the dronght.
Now that i’s almost spanned the river,

We can’t let it crumble and collapse,

At the kiln wé've a pile — that’s the solution,
We sacrifice gladly for the revolution.

(Ab-lien, Pao-cheng and other brigade members rush in.)

Ah-lien: Uncle Ah-chien!

Uncle: What’s happening at the dam?

Ab-lien: Shui-ying and the brigade leader have decided to ask our
two teams to give our brushwood.

Uncle: Good. You get hold of Ah-keng at Team Eight. I'm
going back to Team Four. We'll start moving brushwood im-
mediately.

Ah-lien: Let’s go, comrades!
(AN start o leave.)

Pao-cheng (notices smoke in the distance): Hey, look at that. There’s
smoke coming out of the kiln.
Ah-lien: Why has Ah-keng fired the kiln ahead of time?
Pao-cheng: That’s bad!
All: What shall we do?
Uncle: Ah-lien! (§ings.)
Repairs on the dam brook no delay,

Escplain to Ab-keng right away.
The task is urgent, let no time be lost,
The dam must have the brushwood at all cost!

(Uncle Ab-chien, Ab-lien and others strike a pose.)

(Quick curtain)

SCENE FOUR

THE STRUGGLE AT THE KILN

(Immediately following the ptevious scene. Dusk.
A kiln ona mountain slope.  As the curtain rises, Huang approaches
carrying two large bundles of brushwood.)

Huang (shouts towards the kilu): Hey, step it up. The hotter the
fire the better. (Suorts savagely.) 1 left the Rear Mountain over
a dozen years ago and came to Dragon River Village. It’s been
stifling me, concealing my real identity all this time, Dam the
river and cure the drought, will they? T’ll show them!
Ah-lien (offstage): Hurry, comrades!

tHuaﬂg quickly goes into the kiln. Ab-lien enfers.)

Ah-lien: Take that brushwood, comrades, and rush it to the dam.
T’ll speak to Ah-keng.

(The brigade members run across the yard. Chang Fu comes ont of the
kiln.)

Chang Fu: What ate you people doing here, with all that work
to be done on the dam?

Ah-lien: Moving brushwood.

Chang Fu: We have enough men for that. So many of you extras
joining in — that will mean less wotk-points for us!

(Ab-keng and Huang emerge from the kiln.)

Ah-lien: Who cates about work-points? The dam’s collapsing!
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Ah-keng: What! Collapsing! Why aten’t you helping make
repaits? What are you fellows doing here?
Ah-lien: We need brushwood to fill the gap.
Ah-keng: But the kiln has already been fired.
Ah-lien: Why did you start ahead of time?
Ah-keng: The sooner we start, the soonetr we make up for the
loss of wheat.
Ah-lien: Brother! (Sings.)
By tonight the dam should be complete,
But the break will delay omr plans,
Brushwood now is a vital aid,
Our team must speed belp to onr brigade.
Ah-keng: Impossiblel ($ings.)
We flooded onr wheat fields to help the drought,
We cannot give onr brushwood out.
Ah-lien: We must! (Sings.)
Can’t you see that the need at the dam is great?
Ah-keng: We can’t! (Sings.)
Can’t you see that the kiln has already been fired?
Huang (sings):  Stopping the fire will ruin the bricks!
Ah-lien (sings): We shonld give up onr brushwood and sticks!
Ah-keng (sings): No. The loss to our team will only get worse,
Huang (sings): Who'll be responsible and reimburse?
Ah-lien (sings): We must boldly stand when danger’s in spate,
Rescue is urgent, we cannot wait.

Let’s go!

(She picks up some brushwood. — Ab-keng snatches it out of her hands,
gives it to Chang Tu, who goes into the kiln. Other brigade members

enter removing brashwood.)
Ah-keng (stops them): Put that down!
(Shui-ying enters.  She balts on the slope and watches what is going on.)

Huang (to Ah-keng): The bricks in this batch should bring us two
thousand yuan, team leader,

ro
)

Ah-keng: Kecep that fire going.

Huang: Right. (Shouts towards the kiln.) Motre fuell (Goes fowards
kiln entrance.)

Shui-ying: Stop!

Hvuang (szartled): Whatl

(Shui-ying walks down the slope, her face stern. Li enters. Several
brigade members come out of the kiln.)

Huang (provecatively): If we stop, every brick in the kila will be
spoiled.

Shui-ying: FEvery bundle of brushwood burned increases the dan-
ger to the dam,

Li (to Ab-keng): Of all the times to fire the kiln, you had to pick now!

Ah-keng: Who knew the dam would pick this time to collapse!

Shui-ying: You said you wouldn’t fire the kiln until after the
dam was finished. Why did you begin ahead of schedule?

Ah-keng: Some of the masses suggested it. I agreed.

Shui-ying: Who made the suggestion?

Abh-keng: Why.... (He glances at FHuang.)

Huang (quickly): All of us.

(Shui-ying gazes at him speculatively.)

Huang (trying to cover up): We thought since the wheat loss was so
big, the sooner we earned some extra money the better.

Ah-keng: The kiln is already fired, Shui-ying. We can’t stop now.

Huang: That’s right.

Shui-ying (firmly): That’s wrong! (To Ab-keng) How are we
going to plug the gap without brushwood? If we don’t plug
the gap, how can we complete the dam? If we don’t complete
the dam and divert water to the drought area, how can we fulfil
the task the Party has given us?

Ah-lien and Pao-cheng (angrily): Of course!

Shui-ying: Comrades, we must finish the dam tonight as planned.
Stop the fire and deliver the brushwood!
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All: Right! Stop the fire and deliver the brushwood!
(Ab-lien, Pao-cheng and brigade members carry off piles of brushwood.)

Huang (sailing with the current): Right. Stop the fire! (Enters the

kiln.)

Ah-keng (#0 Li): T still don’t see it. TFirst we flood the fields, now
we ruin the bricks. Such a big loss. How is our team going
to stand it?

Li: You....

Ah-keng: T wash my hands of the whole thing! (Twrns 7o go, bumps
into Little Hung who is carrying a load of bamboo scoops.)

Little Hung ( panting and ont of breath): Ts this Dragon River Brigade,
uncle?

Ah-keng: Yes.

Little Hung (excitedly): My name is Little Hung.  From Rear Moun-
tain.

Shui-ying (quickly approaches the little girl): From Rear Mountain?

Little Hung (wiping ber perspiration): Yes.

Shui-ying (Jeads her to a tree stump and bhas her sit down): Rest a while,
Little Hung. (Takes the canteen from a brigade member’s hand and
pours her a cup of water.) Have some water.

Little Hung (fakes the cup. Drinks): Aiya, your Dragon River
water is really sweet.

Shui-ying (bands her the canteeny: Have some more.

(Little Hung fills the cup.  Raises it to her lips, pauses, pours the water
back into the canteen.)

Shui-ying: Why don’t you drink?

Little Hung: Grandma says onc bowl of water can revive several

rice shoots.
(Everyone is moved.)

Shui-ying (emotionally): Revive several rice sprouts! What’s your

grandma’s name?
Little Hung: They all call her Mother Water-Seeker.
Shui-ying: Mother Water-Secker!
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Little Hung: Tn the old society there was a big drought one year,
and she looked for water so hard her eyes went blind. After
Liberation, the doctots Chairman Mao sent cured her. When
she heard that you’re damming the river to send us water, she
was happy as anything! She went up the mountain and cut bam-
boos all day. ~ She brought them home and wove and wove, right
through the night, and made these scoops. She woke me up
before dawn and told me to rush them ovet to Dragon River
Brigade.

Shui-ying (accepts the scoops, very moved): What feeling, what hopes,
they represent! (Sings.)

Lhey remind us how dear ones need water to save
Ninety thousand mu in danger grave.

Eery strand expresses the despest feeling,

The will of the Rear Mountain folk revealing.
Just think, why advance the brick Liln’s firing?
Ounr vigil against plots must be untiring.

The bricks are spoilt since we've quenched the fire,
But the dant’s been saved from peril dire.

Ah-keng (distressed): Right.

Shui-ying (sings):  We've ordered the river to change its flow,
On wings 1o Rear Mountain swiftly go,

To bring the nounrishment of the spring rain,
Returning moisture to the land again.

All (sing): Weve ordered the river to change its flow,
On wings to Rear Mountain swiftly go,

To bring the nonrishment of the spring rain,
Returning moisture to the land again.

Shui-ying (sings): Let’s go all out energetically

And complete the dam heroically!

(They strike a pose.)

(Curtain)
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SCENE FIVE

SEALING THE GAP

(That same night.

Beside the dyke. On a huge scaffold opposite a work shed hangs
a long red banner with the words “Man’s will conquers heaven”.
Bright lights dispel the darkness.

As the curtain riscs brigade members cross the stage carrying
bamboo stakes. Ah-lien and Ah-keng enter with other brigade
members. They halt to wipe the sweat from their faces and dust
their clothes. Li enters from anothet ditection, a latge wooden

mallet on his shouldert.)

Ah-Keng (#0 Li): All the brushwood has been deliveted, brigade
leader, and the break has finally been plugged.

Li: Good. Tonight, we’ll all help finish the dam. The sooner
it’s completed, the soonet we can get to work on increasing
the yield of our remaining three thousand m# and make up our

loss.
Ah-keng: Right.

(Wind blows in from the river.)

Li: Quite a breeze.
Ah-lien: Shui-ying says it will blow even stronger after midnight.
All: Stronger still?

(The wind increases in intensity.)

Brigade Member A: As the gap in the dam narrows, the water
flows faster. If the wind gets any stronger, we’ll have a much
harder time scaling the gap.

Li: Andif we don’t finish the dam on time, the gale~whipped waves
will batter it down, and all the work of the past few days will
be in wvain.

Ah-keng: And so will the flooding of out three hundred ma of
good crops.
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Ah-lien: Even more important, our fight against the drought
will fail.

Li: 'This is going to be a tough battle.

Ah-lien: We've got to win it, no matter how tough.

Li: Let’s go and have a look at the gap. (He leaves with the brigade

meenmbers.)

(The wind blows sironger. The waves roar.)

Shui-ying (sings, offstage):
The waves against the dyke seem to ponnd my heart.
(Enters with a lantern in one hand, a shovel in the other.)
Patrolling the dyke, mantled by starlight, I see people busily toiling
in the glow of floodlight, full of fighting spirit, at the work site.
For a thousand years Dragon River has raced away,

Stopped by our heroes only today.

Much concerned about the droughi-stricken land,
I burn to change it into fields of fragrant rice,
But now certain signs arouse my Suspicion,

I must analyse carefully every condition.

What makes Huang so familiar with things in Rear Mountain?
Why was he so eager to burn the brushwood?

Linking up the dam is a vital event,

We must congier the waves and dark schemes prevent,

Conguer wind and waves and dark schemes prevent.

Looking towards Peking I grow in strength,

My chest expands with revolutionary pride,

Hardships and dangers cannot make wus shiver,

We step forward boldly for the revolution — iron-hearted, steel-willed —
and with the towering dam

Lock Dragon River!

(Ab-keng, offstage, calls: ““Comrade Shui-ying!” He burries on with
a broken bamboo stake.)

Ah-keng: These bamboo stakes can’t take the force of the gale-
driven waves. We’re putting in wooden stakes instead.
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Shui-ying: I’'m afraid we’ll have a hatd time with them as well,
The gap is neatly closed. If we can’t get those stakes in, the
whole dam may collapse. (She c/imbs to a higher vantage point
and gazes towards where the dam is being joined.)

Shui-ying (decisively): Call everybody together!

Ah-keng (shouts towards the wings): Everybody assemble!

(Brigade members and PL.A men enter.)

Ah-lien: Shock brigade all present and accounted for!

PLA Man A: Platoon Three of the local gartison all herel

Shui-ying: Comrades! We’te having trouble dtiving in the stakes.
The situation is ctitical. We must be courageous and find a
way to sink those stakes.

All: We guarantee to do the job!

(Offstage, Uncle Ab-chien shouts:  “Shui-ying!” He enters hurriedly
with 1i.)

Uncle: The wind and waves are getting worse.  We can’t drive in
the stakes.

(Al discuss this tensely.)

Shui-ying (c/imbs higher): Comrades, the only way is for people
to jump into the gap and block the flow with their bodies while
the stakes ate being driven,

All: That’s the answet.

Shui-ying (c/imbs still bigher): Our great leader Chairman Mao
teaches us: Will the Chinese cower before difficulties when
they are not afraid even of death ?

All: We're not afraid of anything!

Uncle (steps forward): We ate Communists —

Li: Sowewillgo!

PLA Man A (steps forward): We are the Chinese People’s Libera-
tion Army —

All the PLA Men: So we will go!

Ab-lien: We ate Communist Youth Leaguers —

Ah-keng: We are poor and lower-middle peasants —
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All Brigade Members: So we will go!

Shui-ying: To snatch the link-up of the dam from the teeth of
danger, we pledge our hearts to the setvice of the people!

Ali:  We pledge our hearts to the service of the people!

Shui-ying: ILet’sgo!

(Al head for the gap.)

(Blackont.)

(Lights up. At the gap in the dam. The wind howls, waves wildly
toss.  Men from the Rear Mouniain Commune are driving stakes, bus
the current sweeps them away. Shui-ying enters with the others. She
unhesitatingly leaps into the water. The others follow suit, forming a
human wall which slows the rushing river.  Stake-drivers rapidly swing
their mallets.)

Shui-ying: Be resolute,
All: ... fear no sacrifice and surmount every difficulty to win
victory.

(United in spirit and with conrage, they sivike a pose.)

(Cartain  slowly  falls)

SCENE SIX

GIVING HELP TO NEIGHBOUR

(Dawn several days after the dam is completed.

A road at the edge of the village of Dragon River Brigade. In
the distance water can be seen flowing from Dragon River into the
dry bed of Nine Bends River through the sluice-gate. Crops within
the dyke ate a tender green. Shui-ying’s home stands beside the
road. Running vertically on either side of the dootway are the slo-
gans: “Follow Chairman Mao’s Teachings™ and “Go with the Com-
munist Party”. Horizontally above the dootr are the words: “An
Honoured Family”. A table and benches of stone slabs stand in front
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of the house. New bamboos, fresh and green, fringe the side.  Op-
posite is a big camphor tree in leafy profusion.

As the curtain rises, a cock crows, far off. Uncle Ah-chien enters
with an earthenware pot of chicken soup.)

Uncle (sings):  Shui-ying’s ill but she’s working hard,
My wife, worried that she’s oo thin,

Sends this to belp her back to health once more.
Shui-ying, Shui-ying! She must be sleeping.
To ensure her rest I'l] stay ontside the door.

(Puts the por on the stone table.)

Chang Fu (shouts as be approaches): Shui-ying, Shui-ying!

Uncle (burries towards him, whispers): Quit that yelling!

Chang Fu: What’s the matter?

Uncle: Shui-ying is sleeping.

Chang Fu: My business is urgent.

Uncle: Not so loud. Let her rest a little longer.

Chang Fu (exasperated): Aiyal Tor two days I've been looking
for the brigade leader, but he’s up on the mountain cutting fuel.
Now I come to see the Party branch secretary and she’s lying in
bed, snoozing. Isn’t anyone going to deal with this matter of
mine ?

Uncle: What’s your problem?

Chang Fu: Look, Uncle Ah-chien. We’re raising the level of
the watet so that it can flow to the drought area. It’s getting
higher and higher. My house is low-lying. If the water comes
up over the bank, it’s surc to be swamped. Does the secretary
care about that, or not?

Uncle: Shui-ying’s is much lower than yours., But she doesn’t
give it a thought. All she’s interested in is the collective.  Why
don’t you just go home?

Chang Fu: Nothing doing. I insist that she do something about
this.

Uncle: I told you, she’s asleep.

Chang Fu: 1 still want to see her.

Uncle: Have a little consideration.
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Chang Fu: Why doesn’t she have a little consideration for me?

Uncle: Be reasonable!

Chang Fu: You stay out of this! (Baw/s.) Shui-ying, Shui-ying!
(Advances towards the door.)

Uncle (blocks bim): Be carcful. Don’t knock the chicken soup over.

Chang Fu: Chicken soup? (Opens the pot.) Fine! No wonder
people say: “While the brigade members suffer, some cadres
are feathering theit own nest!”

Uncle: Who says that?

Chang Fu: Never you mind.

Uncle: I know without you telling me.

Chang Fu: I don’t cate whether you do or not. Anyhow, he’s
right. She’s not intetested in the brigade members. What she
cares about is sleep, chicken soup! A fine secretary! A fine cadre!

Uncle (furions): Shut your mouth! (Controls his anger with an effort.)
What do you know? Because she’s so concerned about our bri-
gade members, because she wants to lessen the burden on the
state, Shui-ying, sick as she is, has been standing in paddy-field
watet, working day and night. She gets up befote daylight, boils
drinking water for everyone and tepairs the tools. Evety night,
she goes from door to door, solving problems, arranging the
work. ‘These last few days, her eyes have been red with fatigue,
she’s become thin as a rail.  But she doesn’t say a2 word about
herself, she just wotks harder. Yesterday, she nearly keeled over
in the fields. We had to help her home, and even then we had to
force het to go. (His anger rising.) But you, you’re so ready to listen
to rumouts, so ready to attack her. All you care about is your-
self. You're selfish, can’t tell black from white. Disgraceful!
(Sings.)

Since the dam has been completed,
Shui-ying’s been busier than ever,
Forgetting food and rest though ill,
She leads the fight with tireless will.

Yon keep scurrying fo your private plot,
Exctending your hand for compensation,
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Day and night she strives in the fields,
For self-reliance and higher yields.

You worry that water will lap at your door,
She jumps into the stream to stem the flow,
For ber many good deeds Shui-ying is famed,
Spreading such rumonrs — you should be ashamed!

Chang Fu: I should be ashamed? Therte’s no use talking to you.
I want to see the Party sccretary. (Moves fowards the door.)
Shui-ying, Shui-ying! (Pushes the door open.)

(From the opposite direction Shui-ying’s voice responds: <. Ail” Startled,
Chang Fu whirls around.  "The morning sun is peeking over the horizon.
A cuckoo calls.  Shui-ying enters, carrying her tunic. She wipes the
perspiration from her brow. She is followed by Ab-lien, who carries
a water-measuring rule and a flashlight, and Brigade Member C.)

Shui-ying: lLooking for me, Uncle Chang Fu?

Chang Fu (embarrassed): Why, et, that is...no.

Uncle: Shui-ying, have you gone all night without sleep again?

Ah-lien: She took us up Nine Bends River to examine the flow
and measure the depth.

Uncle (70 Shui-ying): Just look at you. Your clothes are soaked!

Shui-ying (swiles): It doesn’t matter. The water’s rising faster
than yesterday. If it keeps on like this, it may go over the dyke
and flood five hundred mz of newly-transplanted rice,

Uncle: That’s serious!

Shui-ying: We must organize a labour force immediately and
raise the dyke level. Then we can keep the water flowing and
protect the fields at the samc time.

Uncle: A good ideal

Shui-ying: Our labour power will be a little tight but, relying on the
masses, we certainly can do it. Come on, let’s check the teams.

(She turns to go. Suddenly faint, she staggers. Uncle Ab-chien and
Ab-lien rush over and help her to a seat on the stone bench.)

Uncle (concerned):  Shui-ying, how are you?
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Shui-ying: 1’m all right.

Uncle: You need rest.

Shui-ying: Hundreds of people in cur brigade are battling day
and night, men and women, young and old, working, sweating,
doing everything to raise the output of the fields within the
dyke, striving fot a big harvest on those thtce thousand mz.
How can I rest at a time like this?

Uncle: But you—

Shui-ying (f0 Ab-len): Let’s go.

Uncle: Wait a minute. (Picks up the earthemware pot. With feeling)
You’re too tired, child. Have some of this and warm up.

Shui-ying (sees rhe chicken soup. Moved): Uncle, you shouldn’t —

Uncle: Drink!

Chang Fu (fomched): Drink!

(Ab-keng, offstage, showts: “‘Comrade Shui-ying!”  Enters, followed
by Man Brigade Member A and Woman Brigade Mentber A. Shui-ying
puts the earthemyare pot down on the stone table.)

Ah-keng: Secretary Kao of the county Party committee just tele-
phoned from Rear Mountain to ask what the water level is
here. I told him.

Shui-ying: Did you ask whether they’d cut a passage through
Tiger-Head Cliff?

Ah-keng: Yes. Not yet.

Shui-ying: ‘They still haven’t? (Ponders.)

Ah-keng: 'They’re short of men. Secretary Kao is asking some
communes to send help.

Uncle: Does that include us?

Ah-keng: He said we shouldn’t send any because we’te short-
handed oursclves. He made a special point of that.

Shui-ying: We must. The leadership is being considerate. But
if that passage isn’t knocked through Tiger-Head Cliff, the
water will never reach Rear Mountain, no matter how much we
let in.

Uncle: We ought to send people on our own,

Shui-ying: ‘the quicker the bettet.
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Uncle, Ah-lien and Brigade Member C: Right.

Chang Fu (70 Brigade Member A, grambling): We haven’t even
got enough hands to manage our own affaits.  Why do we have
to bothet about others?

Ah-keng (besitates): Well.. ..

Brigade Member A: Of coutse, that is a problem.

(General  discussion.)
Shui-ying (looks round, ponders. Affectionately) : Comrades, gather round.
(The morning sunlight is dagzling. Birds whistle and sing.)

Shui-ying (takes a copy of Chairman Mao’s works out of her coat pocket):
Let’s study In Memory of Norman Bethune.

All: Good. (They crowd round Shui-ying.)

Shui-ying: Comrade Norman Bethune, 2 member of the Com-
munist Party of Canada ... made light of travelling thousands
of miles to help us in our War of Resistance Against Japan....
What kind of spirit is this that makes a foreigner selflessly
adopt the cause of the Chinese people’s liberation as his own ?

All: Ttis...the spirit of communism!

Shui-ying (sings):

Holding the precious book our hearts are warmed,
A red sun illuminates our minds,

Nanght for oneself, all for others,

Giving first place always 1o our class brothers.

Selfish men, though near, are far apart,

The selfless, thongh separated, are heart to heart,
What we read here is the Party’s call,

Urging omward to battle one and all.

(Sunlight streams throngh multi-hued clonds.  Everyone listens inspired.)

Ah-keng: We must send people to help.

All: We must.

Shui-ying: Let’s talk this over. It will leave us with less hands
and alot to do. 'The rice sprouts have to be transplanted quickly,
and we have to raise the dyke. All this has to be well planned.

34

Ah-keng: We can transfer everyone out of the kiln into the fields.

Ah-lien: We can organize the older people and the school kids.

Man Brigade Member A: If we work hard and efficiently, one
can do the wotk of two.

Uncle: We'll re-allocate our machinery and draught animals to make
the best possible use of them. Pm sure we can spare some
people to help Rear Mountain,

All: Right.

Ah-lien: Shui-ying, give the job to our Youth Shock Brigade.

Shui-ying: All right. T'll go with you.

Uncle: You haven’t been well. Better let me go.

Shui-ying: No. The responsibilities here ate also very heavy.
As the water tises, the struggle is bound to sharpen. (With deep
Jeeling) We'te members of the Party branch committee, you and
I, and Li isn’t at home, We need you in the brigade to keep an
eye on things.

Uncle: Don’t worry. No matter how big the storm, we can meet
it,

Shui-ying (nods. Fondlyy: Tl be seeing you. (Gets her tunic, walks
off, then pauses and looks back. She raises one hand and strikes a pose.)

(Quick cnrtain)

SCENE SEVEN

AT THE DROUGHT AREA

(Afternoon, three days later. Precipitous Tiger-Head Cliff. In the
foreground ate tetraced fields. In the distance, undulating hills.
Red banners bedeck the work site. A tense battle against nature is
in progtess.

As the curtain rises Rear Mountain Man A, standing on the cliffside,
is directing blasting opetations with flag signals.)

RM Man A (shouts dowmwvard): ILook out! We're ready to blast,
Take shelter.
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(Mother Water-Secker, a coat over her arm, enters carrying a water
bucket, from which a canteen is hanging.)

Mother: Comrades, come and drink.

RM Man A: Hey, Mother Water-Secker, stay where you are.
It’s dangerous here. (Shouts dowmward.) Get ready. Light the
fuse! Comrades, this way, quick!

(Ab-keng, Ab-lien and Shui-ying swiftly mount the cliff.)
(Mother sets down the bucket and covers it with her coat. Below, there
is a buge explosion, followed by distant cheers.)

All: Well donel

RM Man A (to Shui-ying): Youw've finished two days’ work in one.
At this rate, we’ll be able to cut through Tiget-Head Cliff tomor-
row.

(He, Ab-keng and Ab-lien go off excitedly.)

Mothert (0 Shui-ying): You’ve been wotking hard, comrade. Come,
have a drink of water. I've brought it from more than ten /4
away.

Shui-ying (ascepts the water): 'Thank you.

Mothet: You people have grabbed the hardest jobs and finished
them first. You certainly do things in style.

Shui-ying: A woman yout age, coming all that distance over steep
paths to bring us water. You really shouldn’t, old mama —

Mother: Huh, that’s nothing. When I heard that Dragon River
watet would be coming through, I was so happy, for two nights
I couldn’t sleep. If T can sce it flowing through the cliff with
my own eyes, taste it with my own mouth, how swect that will
bel

Shui-ying: But the water still hasa’t come.

Mother: It will, soon, soon.

Shui-ying: Will it reach here in time?

Mother: Of course. In people’s communes, we’re all of one
heart.  Our energy has no limit. It will be in time, all right.

Shui-ying: Dragon River Brigade hasn’t done enough to get
that water to you.
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Mother (anngyed): Not enough? You didn’t do the work., You
don’t know what you’re saying. Why, they dammed the river
and flooded three hundred m# of their high-yield land. See
this ? (Holds up the canteen.) Their Party sectetary Shui-ying sent
us this canteen of their communist-style watet. I haven’t had
the heart to drink any. Just looking at it gives me strength!

Shui-ying (moved): You’te Mother Water-Seeker?

Mother: And you?

Shui-ying: T belong to Dragon River Brigade.

Mother: You— you must be theit Party secretary.

Shui-ying: Call me Shui-ying, mother.

Mothet: Shui-ying! (Excizedly grasps her arms with both hands.) Child!
(Sings.)

Dragon River brothers with sincere devotion,
Sacrifice themselves in a style that’s new,
Lhey send us water in time of drought,

Euvery drop warms us through and through.

Shui-ying (sings):  Commumnes bring the water here from there,
Every drop reflecting the Party's care.

Mother (wiping a tear): Well said!

Shui-ying: Mother Water-Seeker, I was just thinking of looking
for you. (Helps the old lady to sit down beside her on the mound.)

Mother: What for?

Shui-ying: I want to ask you about someone.

Mother: Who?

Shui-ying: He lived here before liberation. He’s called Huang
Kuo-chung,.

Mother: Huang Kuo-chung?

Shui-ying: From what we've been able to learn so far, his name
used to be Wang Kuo-lu.

Mother: Wang Kuo-lul (Rises abruptly to ber feet.) Where is he?

Shui-ying (also stands up): Shortly before Liberation, he ran away
to Dragon River Village.

Mother: He’s a beast in human form! In the old society if we
were hit by a drought like we’re having today, I don’t know how
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many poor people he would have harmed and squeezed dry!
(S7ngs.)

We used to have drought nine years out of ten,

To get water was harder than to leap fo the sky,

Secker of Water my parents named me,

But before I found it my eyes were wept dry.

In forty-seven we poor suffered badly from drought,
At the foot of the cliff my son discovered a spring,
That dog of a landiord claimed it was his,

And sent Wang fo hold it like a greedy king.

The people, enraged, hotly argued the case,

Crael Wang with one shot murdered my son,

Many a poor man’s blood encrimsoned that cliff,

1ill Chairman Mao brought the thunder and the Iyrants were done.

Thongh onr dronght this year is quite severe,
Were getting assistance from far and near,
Splitting cliffs and leading water,
We hope Dragon River will soon be here.

Shui-ying: Today, we have the leadership of Chairman Mao and
the Communist Party, old mama. Your wish is sure to be ful-
filled.

(Offstage, Ab-lien calls: ““Shui-ying!” Enters rapidly with Ah-keng.)

Abh-lien: A telephone call from our village. The water is rising
very fast. The rice fields are in danger!

Ah-keng: But the water still hasn’t reached Rear Mountain, ‘The
leaves of the wheat on the plateau ate turning yellow. ([Ho/ds ont
a stalk of wheat.)

Shui-ying (fakes it.  In a worried voice): Water!

Mother (Jongingly): Waterl

Shui-ying (decisively): Time is grain. We must raise the level of
the water back home so that it gets here quickly.

Ah-keng: That may mean the end of our rice.

Shui-ying: Not only that. Three thousand mx of ficlds and a
dozen homes may be affected.  We’ve got to do something, fast!

38

Mother: The burden on you folks is even heavier than before.

Shui-ying: The skin on the hands of the poor and lower-middle
peasants is all the same skin, the fields before and behind the
mountain are all fields of the people’s communes. (Resolutely)
Ah-lien, you and your group continue cutting through Tiget-
Head Cliff. Ah-keng, you and I must teport immediately to
Secretary Kao, then return to our brigade tonight,

Ah-lien and Ah-keng: Right. (They go out.)

Mother: Wait, wait! (Takes the coat which has been covering the bucker.)
It will be cold on the road tonight. Wear this coat.

Shui-ying: Thanks. I don’t need it

Mother: Child!

Shui-ying (moved): Mother Water-Secker!  (Sings.)
There’s no time for all I wish to say,
But your vengeance is assured,
Dragon River’s sweet water will reach here, and then
At the harvest celebration we’l] be meeting again.  (Goes off.)

Mother (follows with coat): Shui-ying! Shui-ying! (Gages after
ber with deep emotion.)

(The lights fade.)

(Curtain)

SCENE EIGHT

STORM AT THE SLUICE-GATE

(The next day, near noon,

The sluice-gate, bedecked with fluttering red pennants, towers above
the banks of Dragon River.

As the curtain rises, Brigade Member A, carrying tools, rushes in.)

BM A (shouts towards wings): The rice fields along the dyke are
flooding, comrades. Save them, quick! (Runs off.) (Brigade
members, tools in hand, burry down from the direction of the sluice-gate
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and run across the stage. Chang Fu follows and stops his son Pao-cheng
who is at the rear of the procession.)

Chang Fu: The water has almost teached our door. Come home
with me and help me move.

Pao-cheng: Saving the brigade’s rice field is motre important.

Chang Fu: TFoolish boy, don’t you cate anything about your own
propetty?

Pao-cheng: That’s sclfish individualism!

Chang Fu: You don’t act like any son of mine.

Pao-cheng: Iflacted like you, I’d be a mess! (Ruus off.)

(Chang Fu follows.)
(Covered with dust, Li enters from the direction of the sluice-gate.)

Li (sings):  Five days on the monntain cutiing fuel we need,
I return 1o the village at all possible speed.

(Huang enters from the other direction, pnlling Chang Fn.)

Chang Fu: _Ajya, brigade leader, you’re back at last.

Huang: Our village is in an awful state.

Li (startled): What’s wrong?

Huang: The river is rising very fast. Five hundred m# of rice are
already half flocded.

Li(shocked): What!

Chang Fu: Our homes are in danger.  Shui-ying’s house is already
swamped. Mine is next!

Li: Shui-ying? Whereisshe?

Huang: Huh, what does she carc about our brigade? She’s
taken a group off to Rear Mountain, putting on a big show.

Li (exasperated): What’s the matter with her, anyway!

Chang Fu: You've got to do something!

Huang: FEveryone is saying thc only solution is break open the dam.

Li: We can’t do that. Not without ordets from the county Party
committee.

Chang Fu: My dear brigade leader, if you don’t take action, not
only will five hundred m# of tice be under water, but a dozen
homes will be flooded!
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Li (worried): No, we can’t break the dam. ...

Huang (guickly): But you can shut the sluice-gate.

Li: Shut the sluice-gate and stop the flow?

Huang: Why not? They say the drought atea has got water now.

Li (sharply): What’s that?

Huang: They’ve had it for some time.

Li: Are you sure?

Huang: Absolutely.

Chang Fu: You’re the leader of the brigade. You must be con-
cerned about us members.

Huang: That’s right. Fire and watet have no mercy. You can’t
delay any longer.

Li (decisively): Close the gatel

Huang: Good. Close the gate!

(L, Chang Fn and Huang start rushing towards the siuice-gate.)

Uncle (offstage, shonts): No, you mustn’t. (Rauns on.)
Li: Uncle Ah-chien!
Uncle: How can you order the gate closed before you’ve investi-
gated ?
Li: The water’s reached the top of the dyke. Of course we should
close the gate.
Uncle: 1If we stop the water, how can we help the drought area?
Li: Who will be responsible if our homes and fields are swamped ?
Uncle: The cost will be heavy if the drought atea is not saved.
(Mounts the stone steps leading to the shnice-gate and blocks Li’s way.
Sings.)
Be patient, listen to me, old friend,
You mustn’t close that gate, just think,
To ninety thousand arid mu it leads,
With class brothers if’s a flesh and blood link.
The Party branch committee we should obey,
We must hold the fort, with Shui-ying away.
Li (sings):  Rear Mountain has water, don’t procrastinate,
If Shui-ying were here, she’d close the gate.
Uncle (sings):  This water at Rear Mouniain, who has seen it?
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Li (sings): A man who's told me personally.

Uncle (sings): We can’t trust those who tattle and prate,
It wounld be too subjective to close the gate.

Li (sings): In an emergency
I bhave anthority.
Close the gatel

Huang and Chang Fu: Closc the gate!

(Li tries to push by Uncle. The two men struggle. Shui-ying suddenly
appears beside the shuice-gate. With ber are Ab-keng, Pao-cheng and
several brigade members.)

Shui-ying (sings): To stop the water wonld be a terrible crime.

Li: You've come back just in time. Water has already entered
your house, half of the rice fields are flooded, and the other half
will soon be swamped as well.

Shui-ying (thonghtfully comes down the steps): What’s your idea?

Li: Close the gate.

Shui-ying: Close the gate?

Li: Yes.

Shui-ying: And cut off the flow of water?

Li: Of course. Do you agtee?

Shui-ying (panses): 1 can’t.

Li (surprised): You don’t agree?

Shui-ying: We can’t close the gate. In fact we have to open it
wider.

Li: Wider?

Shui-ying: A lot wider.

Li: A lot wider?

Shui-ying: All the way.

Li: All the way?

Shui-ying: Right.

(Everyone is surprised. Huang sneaks away. Two brigade members
vigilantly follow.)

Li: But doesn’t the drought area already have water?
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Shui-ying: No. The water has only treached the front mountain
ravine. There are still seventy thousand mx that haven’t received
a drop.

All: Not a drop?

Uncle: Why not?

Shui-ying: Our land is low here. The water flows very slowly.

All: What can we do?

Uncle: “Let man fail the land just once, and the land will fail him
the entite year.”

Shui-ying: That’s right. The fatming seasons wait for no one.
Fighting drought is like fighting fire. You have to work fast.
We must raise the water level and make it low quicker, no mat-
ter what the cost.

(Everyone thinks this over.)

Li: Whose idea is that?

Shui-ying: Mine.

Li: What! Youagainl (Sits down angrily on a stone by the sluice-gate.)

Shui-ying (walks over. Fondly): What's wrong?

Li: If we do it your way, not only will we lose five hundred mz of
tice, but a dozen homes and three thousand mx of brigade fields
will all be ruined. Ts that what you call “losing a pawn to save
a castle”, I ask youl

Shui-ying (calmly): In the chess game of battling the drought, three
thousand m# are just a pawn.

Li: A mighty big pawn!

Uncle: To save socialism the king, even a knight, a bishop, a castle,
is worth sacrificing, to say nothing of a pawn!

Li (emphatically siapping bis thigh): No! I must speak out!
(Rises, to Shui-ying with machine-gan rapidity) When three hundred
mu were flooded and you said it was losing a pawn to save a castle,
I gave in to you. When we ruined a kilnful of bricks and you
said we have to consider the overall situation, I gave in again.
Then you said we’d make up the loss of the fields outside the
dyke Dby increasing the yield on the inside land. You talked
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but you didn’t act. You know how short-handed we ate, yet
you pulled out people and sent them to Rear Mountain,

(Uncle wants to iniervene. Shui-ying stops him.)

Li: Well, never mind about that. Now, you want to open the
sluice-gate wide and raise the water level. Brigade membets’
homes ate being flooded. Have you even gone to look? Three
thousand ma are being swamped. Have you given that a
thought? All you know is sacrifice, sacrifice, sacrifice. Why don’t
you care about the brigade members’ troubles, troubles, trou-
bles? (Pushes Ab-keng’s restraining hand aside. Continies address-
ing Shuiying.) Why are you letting down the brigade masses,
your companions in battle through thick and thin, the village of
Dragon River which raised you?

Uncle, Ah-keng, Others (o L, angrily): Youl!

(Shui-ying again stops them. Woman Brigade Member A and another
brigade member ran forward. Sobbing, Woman Brigade Member
B throws herself on Shui-ying’s bosom.)

Shui-ying (looks sorrowfully at her erring comrade. Sincerely): For
several years now my work has been a fat cty from the Party’s
demands and the masses’ expectations. I haven’t done nearly
enough. You and I are soldiers at the same post, tied by the
closest class links. You can point out what I've done wrong
in the fight against the drought. If I’ve made mistakes, you can
criticize me. But where Chairman Mao’s teachings, Party de-
cisions, are concerned, we can’t allow any reservations, and we
certainly mustn’t go against them. Otherwise, (becoming more and
more animared) we’d really be letting down the brigade masses,
out battle companions through thick and thin, the village of
Dragon River which raised us. Even more would we be let-
ting down (solemnly) the class brothers who helped us rebuild our
village three years ago! (Sings.)

Standing before 1he sluice-gate, I recall that perilons time,
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Decpest class emotion inscribes each brick and stone.
Floods and torrents bhit us, rain in deluge fell,
Homes were wrecked, the people fled, to the beights they rushed pell-mell.

Suddenly in the distance we saw a red light,
Chairman Mao bad sent the PLL.A

On a rescue boat from the Eastern Sea,
With food and clothing to warm our bearts.

Food in hand the villagers wept.

Chairman Mao’s concern is higher than the sky,
Thicker than the earth,

Deeper than the sea.

The Rear Mountain folk have never spared
Themselves in helping us lo

Fight the flood,

Constract  the dyke,

Erect the slnice-gate,

Rebuild our village.

Remembering the past, viewing the present,
DPm saddened to see you act like this.
Should we forget the pain now that the wound is healed?
Shontd we forget the diggers while drinking the well’s sweet yield?
Comrade!  Battle companion!
If in this little storm your footing is nnsteady,
To fight for mankind’s liberation can you say you are ready?

Li (moved): Shui-ying, you are tight. The gate should be opened
wide.

Chang Fu (bastily): Wait, wait. Let me go home first and move
my things before you statt.

Pao-cheng: Relax. Our things have been moved.

Chang Fu: Who moved them?

Pao-cheng: When Comrade Shui-ying came back to the village
just now, she paid no attention to het own house, which is al-
ready flooded, but got everybody together and moved to higher

45



ground all the belongings of brigade-dependent* Aunt Chang,
and all ours as well.

Chang Fu (deeply grateful):  Aiya, Shui-ying. ... (To Li) Open that
sluice-gate wider!

Li: Not so fast. We’ve got to get Shui-ying’s things out.

Pao-cheng: We’ve alteady moved them.

Li: We must move those other dozen families too.

Woman Brigade Member A: Shui-ying’s arranged for that. All
their things have been moved.

(The masses are very tonched.)

Li (regretfully):  Ajya, 1 didn’t know any of this.

Uncle: There’s a lot you don’t know! After you left, Shui-ying
was in the fields day and night. She worked herself ill.  You
still say she just talked but didn’t act?

Ah-keng: On the way back from Reat Mountain she got the idea
of shifting our rice sprouts to higher ground, so that we can
plant again after the water recedes.  How can you say she hasn’t
thought about our three thousand ms?

Woman Brigade Member B:  She went straight to the homes on the
low-lying land the moment she returned and organized the moving
of every onc of them. She carried old Aunt Chang on her back
up the slope and found her a place to live.  Is that what you mean
by not caring about the brigade members® troubles ?

Uncle: What nonsense you’ve been talking!

Li (very distressed): T've wronged you, Shui-ying.

(Brigade Member B and another brigade member, offstage, shout:
“March!”  They enter, pushing Huang abead of them.)

BM B: Shui-ying, you were absolutely right about this guy. A
desperate dog tries to jump the wall.  He sneaked over to the dam
and tried to wreck it!

Other BM: We caught him red-handed!

(Everyone is furious.)

*In people’s communes the aged and the infirm are taken cate of in food, clothing,
medical cate, housing and burial expenses.
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Huang (feigning indignation): You’re blackening a good man’s name!
I wasn’t wrecking the dam. I was only thinking of everybody’s
interests. (Feigning sadness) 1 couldn’t stand seeing you suffering
such a heavy loss. Brother Chang Fu, brigade leader, you
know what sort of person I am.

Shui-ying (sternly): Wang Kuo-lu!

Huang (anfomatically): Yes? (Realizes he’s made a slip.  Strives fo
maintain an appearance of calm.)

Shui-ying: You can quit acting. (Very angry) Before Liberation,
you rode on the people’s shoulders. No deed was too bad for
you — seizing water and land, murdering innocent folk. The
evidence is mountain highl On the eve of Liberation you
changed your name and ran away. You hid your identity for
years, dreaming that your gang could make a comeback. You
spread rumours, stitred up dissension, fanned evil winds, sniped
with concealed arrows, schemed, sabotaged, did everything in
your powet to create chaos! Youwre a hard-core countet-

revolutionary, with crimes mounting up to the sky!
(Huang collapses to the ground.)

Chang Fu: So that’s the kind of man he is!

Li (enraged, grasps Huang): You snake in the grass!
Shui-ying: Take him away!

All: We'll thoroughly expose and settle with him!

(Brigade Member B and other brigade members escort Fuang off.)

Li (very distressed): 1 fell for him, like a fool!

Shui-ying (with deep feeling): Wang Kuo-lu is always claiming that
he is “thinking of everybody’s interests”. Is his “everybody”
the Dragon River Brigade? Not a bit of it. ‘Then who is he
thinking of? He’s thinking of his own class. Every class
has its collective and its private interests, its own concepts about
these things. (To L#) Your private interests provided the enemy
with a convenient cloak. You and I ate both Communists. We

can’t allow the enemy to use our hands to attain his goals.
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Li (ashamed and angry with bimself. Sings):
Your words get right down to the root,
They make me angry and ashamed,
I was being responsible for the brigade, 1 said,
While acting for our private interests instead.

They limited my vision, endangered the revolution,

I disappointed the Party and my dear class brothers.

Dve learned a painful lesson in all this storm and strife;
il ne’er forget class struggle, serve the people all my life!

(Chang Fu shamefacedly departs. Li looks at Shui-ying, miserably lowers
bis gage.)

Shui-ying (warmly): Raise your head, man. Sece, what’s that before
us ?
Li: Our three thousand m# of land.
Shui-ying (Jeads him higher up the sluice-gate steps): And beyond that?
Li: Hand-Palm Mountain.
Shui-ying (Jeads him to the t0p of the gate): And beyond that?
Li: I can’t see.
Shui-ying: Hand-Palm Mountain is blocking your view. (Sings.)
Raise your head, excpand your chest,
Fise yonr eyes om distant vistas,
Dor’t let “Hand-Paln” your view impede,
A world-wide vision is what you need.

How many slaves await liberation,
How many poor endure starvation,
How many sisters have been harmed,
How many brothers now are armed?

How many sisters have been harmed,
How many brothers now are armed?

Bury imperialism, revisiovism, reaction,
Mankind must attain full liberation.
Bury imperialism, revisionism, reaction,
Mankind must attain full liberation.
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Plant the red flag of revolution everywhere, everywhere, everywhere.
Proud may it wave on bigh!
Li (stirred): Shui-ying, let’s open the sluice-gate wide.
Shui-ying: Open the gate!

(Lé strides forward to comply.)
All (cheer): It’s opened!

(The water rushes through, seething like the emotions of the masses.)

(Curtain)

EPILOGUE

PAEAN TO A BUMPER HARVEST

(Motning, summer hatvest time. Against a backdrop of multi-
coloured clouds a fiety red sun rises.

At the entrance to the grain depot. Beyond can be seen fields of
golden grain, sunflowers, a line of telephone poles. 'The hatvest looks
vety promising.

As the curtain rises, two groups of people from the drought area
approach, led by Mother Water-Seeker and Rear Mountain Man A.
Bach group catries a banner stretched between two poles reading:
“Dragon River Brigade”. All are dressed in their holiday clothes.
Virtually dancing as they swing along with the grain they are deliver-
ing to the state, they meet in the centre of the stage.)

RM Man A: Mother Water-Sceker, what are you doing here ?
Mother: What about you?

RM Man A: I asked you first.

Mother: I want an answer.

(Grain Depor Manager comes ont.)

Manager: What are you all doing here?
RM Man A: We’re the Dragon River Brigade, comrade, delivering

our grain tax.

49



Mother: Comrade, we’te the Dragon River Brigade, delivering our
grain tax.

Manager (reads their banners): ‘“Dragon River Brigade.” Hm.
“Dragon River Brigade”” Now which one of you is really
Dragon River Brigade?

RM Man A: We are.

Mother: We are.

RM Man A: No, we!

Mother: No, we!

Manager: Don’t shout, don’t shout! Yesterday, several groups
came, all claiming to be Dragon River Brigade. Today, there
arc more. If you ask me, none of you are Dragon River Brigade.

All: We are Dragon River Brigade!

(Little Hung enters, running.)
Little Hung: Grandma, here comes another one!l

(Shui-ying, Li, Uncle, Ab-lien, Ab-keng and others, with a Dragon
River Brigade banner, enter carrying grain. Delighted animation among
all.)

All: Comrade Shui-ying!
Manager: You see, this is the real Dragon River Brigade.
Mother and RM Man A: Comrade, anyway you must accept our
grain!
Both Reat Mountain Groups: You must! And don’t take theirs!
Manager: Why?
Mother: Comrade! (S7ngs.)
In our time of drought disaster,
They flooded their fields to send us water,
Our harvest’s been extremely good,
To pay their tax we feel we should.
Manager: That sounds fair cnough.
RM Man A: Comrtade! (Sings.)
“Dragon River” suffered for our sake,
The tax we pay for them please take.
Manager: That’s only fair.
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Shui-ying: Comrades! (Sings.)
When our fields were flooded,
We were given aid from every side,
Thousands belped our fields restore,
Sent fertilizer, put in sprouts once more.
Li (sings):
We saved the pawn, saved the castle, we also saved the king,
All our losses are made up, shouldn’t we our grain tasx: bring?
Manager: That’s only fair.
Dragon River Brigade Membets: Then you should accept it.
Manager: Not so fast. First listen to me. (Sings.)
Since Dragon River Brigade flooded their fields,
The county Party committee has ordered us
To excempt them from their tax this season;
I can’t refuse, I have no reason.
Rear Mountain Brigade Members: Absolutely correct.
Manager: That being so, take your grain home, all of you.
All: We've delivered it here, and we’re not going to take it back.
Shui-ying: Comrade! (Sings.)
Our tax in grain, please don’t resist,
Accepr it now, we must insist.
DRB Members (sing): Here it is, you must accept.
Shui-ying (to0 all, sings): The others’ grain, the state can bny.
RMB Members: Good, good. (Sing.)
We have a surplus, the idea’s great.
Shui-ying (20 Manager, sings): Added grain to supply the state.
Manager: That’s a good thing to do.
All: ‘Then accept it all. (Move forward with their baskets of grain.)
Manager: Wait. Are you sutc you’ve kept enough for food?
All: More than enough.
Manager: What about seed grain, and grain for fodder?
All: We’ve got plenty.
Manager: And grain reserve?
All: We’ve set all that aside.
Manager: All right, then, Tll buy it. We certainly ought to
learn from youtr communist style of doing things.
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Mother: It’s we who ought to leatn from Dragon River Brigade.
If it weren’t for the water from Dragon River, we’d never have
had such a big hatvest. Ttuly, neither water of gold, nor water
of silver, nor watet of sweet dew is half as precious as the
communist-style water from Dragon River!

Shui-ying: Vast though the river, vast though the sea, vast though
the eatth and sky, none is as vast as Chairman Mao’s concetrn
for the people. Comrades, we wete able to lick the biggest
drought in a century only because we relied on the powerful
leadership of the Party and invincible Mao Tsetung Thought!

Al (sing): Hail to the spirit of communism,

The pervading fragrance of collective flowers,
With Chairman Mao, onr great leader,
With the guidance of onr Communist Party,

Shui~ying (sings): We'll wage revolution eternally,

All (sing): . And drive on forward determinedly!

(A brilliant sun casts a thonsand beams. Together with the brigade
members, Shui-ying bolds aloft a volume of the works of Mao Tsetung.
They strike a pose.)

(The curtain slowly falls)
The End

The Line Is Repaired (painting in the traditional
style) by Luan Wan-chu and Wen Chung-hsun p




Ting Ming

Footprints

On their way to the well

In the morning mist

Out villagers stop in surprise,
Empty buckets dangling

From their carrying-poles;

For the paddy fields

Yesterday so parched and dry
Are btimming with water today.
Last night there was no rain,

None of us came —

Whose doing is this?

A miracle, it seems!

But look! The rope over the well
Is sopping wet,

The path between the fields

Is dotted with footprints.
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A smile dawns on grandad’s face.
“Well T know this of old,” he says.
“Many years ago

When the Red Army passed this way

In pursujit of the enemy,

They watered our fields, cleaned out wells. . ..
One night, unknown to us,

They camped near by;

When we woke next day

Red slogans met our eyes.

Last night the PLA

On field manoeuvzes

Must have passed through our village.
They are carrying on

The tradition of those days.”

The Story of the Iron Man

In March 1960, a crowded train sped towards Taching,

By a window in the front catriage sat a strongly built middle-
aged man in a worket’s peaked cap and an old sheepskin jacket.
A notebook in his right hand, he was lost in thought.

Presently his knitted brows relaxed. His face lit up with a con-
fident smile.

As the train, sounding its whistle, slowed down and stopped at
a small station, this passenger leaned out of the window to see the
name of the place.

“We're still a long way from Taching, Team Leader Wang.”
The young worker seated on Wang’s right indicated the map in his
hand. “You haven’t had a proper rest for days. Why not catch

“The Iron Man” was the name given Wang Chin-hsi by the oil wotkers and
poot and lowet-middle peasants of Taching. Wang Chin-hsi was a Communist,
a member of the Ninth Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party. Be-
cause the Taching Oilfield was a red bannet on our country’s industrial front,
in 1964 Chairman Mao issued the call, “In industty, learn from Taching.”
Wang Chin-hsi died of illness on November 15, 1970.
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Wang Chin-hsi — the Iron Man

up on your sleep? I promise to wake you when it’s time to
get ofl.”

Wang Chin-hsi, leader of Drill Team 1205, was on his way from
Yumen to Taching to help open up the oilfield there. Through-
out the journey his heart had been in a tumult. He could neither
sleep nor sit still. At each stop he asked how much farther it was
to Taching and when they would arrive. Now, tutning to his
workmate he said earnestly: “I’'m too keyed up to sleep, lad.”

56

As the train sped on through the rolling countryside, passing
by many new industrial towns, Wang Chin-hsi was unable to control
his excitement.

In 1959, representing crack Drill Team 1205, Wang Chin-hsi had
attended the National Conference of Heroes of Labour in the capital.
Puzzled by the huge bags on top of some Peking buses, he asked what
they were. He was told that on account of the petrol shortage these
buses were burning gas.

A stab of pain shot through Wang’s heart. He thought: How
galling! How can a great country like ours do without oil? As a
Chinese oil worker I can’t stand for this. Can’t give the imperialists
this chance to laugh at wus....

Before Liberation, Wang Chin-hsi had tasted the full bitterness
of class oppression and national humiliation. He had suflered, too,
from the backwardness of China’s oil industry. This had made
him resolve to give his life to developing the nation’s il production.
It enraged him each time someone alleged: “‘China is poor in oil.”

“I just don’t believe it,”” he fumed. “How can all the oil be butied
underground in other countries, not in China?”

While the Conference of Heroes was on, Wang heard that oil had
been discovered in Taching. He went back to his hostel in soaring
spirits and immediately sent in his request to take part in constructing
the new oilfield.

In mid March the order for his transfer came. The leadetship
told him that, on instructions from Chairman Mao and the Central
Committee, a huge army of workers was being assembled for this
new battle on the petroleum front. Wang Chin-hsi set off with the
thirty-two men of Drill Team 1205. In the train he made them all
study Chairman Mao’s wotks and discuss the significance of this
assignment.

“We’re going to sink wells and get oil,” said one.

“That’s true, but it’s not the whole truth,” was Wang’s reply.
“We’re going to make revolution! If a man has no biood, his heart
stops beating. If industry has no oil, air, ground and water transpott
all become paralyzed. The imperialists and revisionists ate trying
to throttle us by cutting off our oil supply. We must build this big



new oilfield to smash the myth that China has no oil, to win honout
for Chairman Mao and for our people.”

On March 25, 1960, Wang Chin-hsi and his team reached Taching.
Alighting from the train, Wang went straight to the oilfield head-
quatters, ‘Thete he rapped out thtee questions:

“Whete’s our well site? When will the drilling rig arrive?
What’s the highest record hete for drilling»”

Headquarters told him: “Your site’s at Machiayao. Settle in
first.  We'll let you know when your equipment comes.”

Wang heard only the first part of these instructions. ‘That was
cnough for him. He and his mates tramped for two hours through
the grassland before reaching Machiayao, where he climbed a hillock
to have a good look round. A snowy waste stretched as far as
eye could see, But in his mind’s eye Wang saw huge oil deposits
below. In old China he had started begging at the age of six, a
stick to beat off dogs in one hand, the othet leading his father, blinded
as a result of the landlotd’s brutal treatment. At eight Wang himself
had gone to work for the landlord as a cowherd. With nothing to
wear but a tattered sheepskin coat, running bare-legged and batefoot
over the hills, he was often cuffed and beaten for no reason. At
fifteen he went to the Yumen oilfield to do heavy “coolie” wotk,
and there he was savagely whipped, knocked about and beaten with
bronze rods by the feudal ovetseers, guards and Ametican “techni-
cians”, He had suppressed the fury in his heart, had never shed a
single tear. But today Wang’s dream of long yeats was about to come
true. In tesponse to Chairman Mao’s call, tens of thousands of men
were gathering from all corners of the land to build up China’s pe-
troleum industry. ‘Tears of joy welled up in the tough old worket’s
eyes.

Wang yanked open his padded jacket and wiped his eyes. “Here
we arel Standing over a sea of oill” he cried. “We'll fix up our
drilling rig and go all out. People say our oil industry’s ‘backward’.
We’re going to rip that label off and chuck it into the Pacific Ocean.”
He wished he could smash through the rock formation with his fist
and see the jet-black crude oil come gushing out....
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The villagers of Machiayao gathered round to welcome these men
come to drill oil wells. T'wo poot peasants, Uncle Chao and his wife,
clasped Wang Chin-hsi’s hands. “We've looked forward a long
time to this day,” they exclaimed. “Now at last you’ve come.”

Noticing that the oil workers had got up from the ground to greet
them, Uncle Chao asked them: “Have they fixed places fot you to
stay in?”

“We’ll make dug-outs to live in here, uncle,” teplied Wang cheer-
fully. ““Can we botrow a few picks and shovels from your village ?”

“What! Stay out in the wilds at this time of year, with no roof
overhead and snow and ice undetfoot? How can you manage with
dug-outs? No, you must come to our village.”

Wang thanked him and said: “This is where we’ll be drilling,
uncle. So here’s where we’ll live.”

Since Wang refused to move, the villagers took his team to a
tumbledown stable near by.

March in Taching is bittetly cold. The ground was frozen hard.
That night the thirty-two oil dtillers huddled close togethet for warmth
in their draughty quartets. Wang Chin-hsi lit a fire for his men and
saw them settle down. 'Then, since they wete already packed in like
sardines, he himself dossed down on a heap of straw in the passage.

Hard conditions temper men and test their endurance. The next
morning one young fellow leaning back against his kit-bag grumbled:
“This is a devil of a place — all snow and ice, with nowhete to live.
How can we drill wells here?”

This young worker born in New China had applied several times
in Yumen to come to Taching, eager to go wherever conditions wete
hardest. On the train he had led the rest in singing, beating time with
his musculat hands. But here he was complaining of difficulties.
Wang decided to nip this tendency in the bud by setting the youngstet’s
thinking straight and mobilizing the whole team for battle.

The thirty-odd men sat round the fite munching the stale buns they
had brought from the train, their eyes on the Selected Works of Mao
Tsetung in their team leadet’s hands. Wang opened the book at
On Contradiction, and read out Chairman Mao’s teachings on grasping
the principal contradiction. Three times he read this passage:
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“If in any ptocess thete ate a number of contradictions, one of
them must be the principal contradiction playing the leading and
decisive role, while the rest occupy a secondary and subordinate
position. Thetefore, in studying any complex process in which
there ate two or mote contradictions, we must devote every ef-
fort to finding its principal contradiction. Once this principal
contradiction is grasped, all problems can be readily solved.”
“What’s our principal contradiction right now?” asked Wang.
The young man who had complained looked up, scratching his
head, and teplied: “Scems to me our main contradiction now is
that we need shelters to live in, a stove to cook on and beds to sleep
on. We can’t build up this oilfield till we’ve somewhere to live.”
“I don’t agtee,” put in another wotket. I think our principal
contradiction now is that we must arm ourselves with Chairman Mao’s
thinking, with the tevolutionary spirit of fearing neither hardship
not death. Before we can build up this wastcland, our hearts must
first take root here.”
“To catch dragons, go down into the sea; to catch tigers, go up
the hills. We came to these grasslands to open up an oilfield.”
“I agree. Out main problem is getting out thinking straight.”
When the others had aited their views Wang stood up and said:
“It’s true, we're up against plenty of difficulties. We have assembled
here for battle, to take this placc by storm. Tens of thousands
of men have converged all at once in these wilds where there are no
roads, no transport to speak of, and where food and shelter are a
big problem. But as I sec it, all that these difficulties amount to is
roughing it for a while. However short of facilities we are, that’s
nothing compared to our country’s shortage of oil. Of all the
contradictions facing us, and there certainly are plenty, the principal
contradiction is that the imperialists, revisionists and reactionaties
are cutting off our oil supply to throttle us. We must put out country
first. ‘To rid China once for all of her backwardness in petroleum
production, we can cope

with difficulties mountain-
high.” The First Oil Well (woodcuts) by Chao Mei P
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Wang’s words warmed the hearts of all. He threw mote fuel on
the fire, making the whole stable bright.

“YWhat are we to do then, team leader?” several wotkers asked to-
gether.

“As soon as the drilling tig arrives, we’ll set to work.”

“Right now, though....”

“Right now we’ll go to the station to fetch the rig.”

The men sprang to their feet, eager for action, and followed Wang
Chin-hsi out.

The youngster whose morale had slumped kept close behind his
team leader and eyed him intently. This lad had a high school
education himself, whereas it took. Wang over two hours to writc a
letter only one page long. When they started studying On Contra-
diction, in place of the word “‘contradiction” which he was unable
to write, Wang had drawn a landlord and peasant, the peasant grab-
bing at the stick with which his class enemy was beating him. Since
Wang often asked him the meaning of difficult wotds, this young
fellow had the idea that his team leader was tops where work was
concerned but not up to him in study. Now, carefully pondeting
Chairman Mao’s teachings and Wang’s undetstanding of them, he
realized that the older man had grasped the crux of the matter, whereas
his own view of the main contradiction disclosed his fear of hardship.
His team leader stood highet, saw futther, that was cleat.

When they reached Taching Station, they found men milling about
between huge piles of equipment. In the tumult of shouting could
be heard accents from Hunan, Szechuan, Kansu, Peking, Shanghai.. .
as if people from all patts of the country had foregathered in this
small station. What with the whistles of trains, the honking of trucks,
the neighing of hotses and clatter of moving equipment, the place
was a regular hive of activity.

Wang Chin-hsi went to headquarters to find out the situation.
The dispatcher told him that their drilling rig had not yet atrived:
they had better return to their site and rest for a while. But that
scenc of tense battle reminded Wang of the words: We hail from
all cornets of the country and have joined together for a com-
mon revolutionary objective. He told himself: It’s our job
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to extract oil, good oil, as soon as possible, to boost our country’s
petroleum industry. He talked it over with his men and they de-
cided to remain at the station to help with unloading and transport.

Wang led his team to a freight car loaded with huge mud-pumps
and other drilling equipment. He was the first to jump up there
and start untying the ropes. “Never mind which team these are for.
We’ll unload everything that’s for drilling and extracting oil,” he said.

All set to work with a will. 'The truck was unloaded in no time.
Since fresh goods trains kept coming in, far more than the railway-
men could handle, Drill Team 1205 helped unload coal and luggage
too.... In a few days the fame of this volunteer unloading team
led by Wang Chin-hsi spread far and wide.

Harly one morning this volunteet team went as usual to the
station, arriving there just as a train loaded with drilling equipment
came slowly to a stop beside the platform. The oil driller leading
the way spotted at a glance that the equipment was the kind used
by their team. The brake handle was shining like a mounted bay-
onet. In a space beside the hoisting machine were two familiar
looking big buckets. He waved onc hand as if greeting 2 long-
lost friend. “Team leader, our rig’s come!” he turned and shouted
to Wang.

The whole tearm rushed forward, cheering.

Normally it takes two cranes working togethet to unload a drill-
ing rig. But the few cranes and tractors available were busy un-
loading equipment for other units. Drill Team 1205 had none.
Should they go ahead or wait? The men were frantic with im-
patience.

“We must get this rig to our site, even if we have to carry it there
ourselves.” The political instructor picked up a cable.

“Right!” confirmed Wang. “Let’s get cracking. Where there’s
a will there’s a way, We can cteate the necessary conditions.”

“That’s the spirit. Get cracking!” chimed in the rest. “Where
there’s a will there’s a way. We can create the necessary conditions.”

Swift and strong as tigers, they went into action. Coit tope, crow-
barts, iron pipes, poles, all were pressed into service. Lugging,
tugging, toting and using catrying-poles, with no motive power but
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theit own shoulders and hands, they unloaded that rig weighing over
sixty tons and moved it all the way to their well site.

At dusk, Wang Chin-hsi and the political instructor returned with
the last load to find a heated argument going on. The men were
discussing how to install the equipment.

“Two ctanes together are barely able to hoist the drilling machine.
Less than three dozen of us, with a few crowbars and ropes — we’ll
never make it.”  One or two of the men evidently lacked confidence.

“Why not?” retorted another. “As Old Wang said this morning,
whete thete’s a will there’s a way. We can create the necessary
conditions.”

“To do that we need a certain material base. There ate other
requitements too. We were unloading back there in the station.
Installing is more difficult.”

“What does that matter? We've hands. We can cope.”

With Wang’s atrival the argument broke off. All eyes turned
towards him, awaiting the team leader’s orders.

“Chairman Mao tells us to learn from the spirit of the Foolish Old
Man.” Wang looked round with a smile. “If the Foolish Old Man
could move mountains, we can certainly install our drilling machine.”

The well site fairly scethed with activity. Some men tied ropes
to the equipment, others jacked it up with crowbars. Wang Chin-
hsi got hold of three large sheets of iron, which he set at an angle to
the drilling platform. When his men were all in place he shouted:
“One, two, three!” The drilling machine started inching up the ramp.

Once the drilling machine had left the ground, crowbars were not
much use as levers. Wang squatted down to get his shoulder under
the rig and heave. And as the drill rose inch by inch, he made up a
work chant and roared it out in his thick Kansu accent:

When oil men taise a shout
The whole earth quakes.

Nothing can daunt us,
We have what it takes!

One dark moonless night, Wang Chin-hsi made his way alone to
the well site to have a look at the drilling rig, newly installed. Their
job now was to drill a well and extract oil as fast as possible. Once



the derrick was up and water laid on, drilling could start. But
having no means of illumination made it impossible to work at
night.

Wang fetched a pick from the stable where some of his comtades
were already asleep, softly closing the door behind him as he left.
Having chosen a level piece of ground he lit a fire and, with his pick
handle, measured the size of the sump he meant to dig. He then threw
off his padded jacket and set to work.

“Team leader!” One of the men had noticed Wang’s absence
and come out, a coat over his shoulders, in search of him. Very
moved by what he found, he fetched a shovel. Most of the team were
still awake. Grabbing tools, they came out too. Faitly bursting
with energy, some started digging while others collected fuel. The
leaping flames of the fire lit up their swift-moving figures and swing-
ing picks.

Many hands make light work. Soon a blazing fire made the site
as bright as day. Wang’s eyes flashed as he looked at the flames.
Driving his pick into the ground he called out: ““This bonfire of
ours is brighter than a 3,000 kilowatt bulb.”

“We oil drillers have the blue sky for our roof, the grass for our
bed and bonfires for light,” quipped one man.

“We’ve enough light to work by and rig up the derrick,” said
Wang.

Yes, the sooner they fixed up the dertick, the sooner they could
start drilling. The sooner they struck oil, the sooner they could
tear off that label “backwatrd in o0il”. In place of picks and shovels
the men fetched spanners and pliers to work away with might and
main.

Thtee days and three nights of hard work, then a forty metre der-
rick towered proudly over the grassland. From a distance it seemed
a pillar supporting the sky. From the top of the derrick Wang
hung a ted placard emblazoned with the motto: Independence and
Self-reliance. 'That would spur on Team 1205 in each fresh battle!

Now the drilling rig had been fixed up in record time, but water
was not yet laid on. And water is as essential to a drilling machine
as blood is to a man. Afite with impatience, Wang thought: The
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revolution can’t wait. There’s not a moment to be lost. We must
drive full steam ahead.

“Well fetch water ourselves,” he announced. “Got to get the
drill going.”

“Fetch water ourselves!” exclaimed one of his men. “Where on
carth has drilling ever been done that way?”

“It’s going to be done here in China,” replied Wang stoutly. He
fetched a basin from the stable and thumped it. “Come on. W¢’ll
fetch water in basins.”

Early spring in Taching is so cold that the ice on the pond was
thick enough to beat the weight of a cart. Wang hammered away
for quite a while with a ctowbar before he could make a hole the s