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SUN YUNG

Generation After Generation

\{/hcrc thc rnighty Yangtsc pours into the sea, its roaring waves pound
thc tocky shores of an island. And on this island is the Seasidc

State Farm.
The door of the Patty committee office flew open and out stepped

a tall gir1 in her mid-twenties. She was dressed in a blue tunic, a

Chairman Mao badge neatly pinned on her chest. Her face browned
and rz.diant, she was the pictute of health. To someone p(otesting
against her going out she said casually, "This bit of ra"in is nothing!"
and gently closed the door.

It was the spdng of ry72. Outside, the ruin was pelting dorvn.
'l'he fields of tender wheat in ftont of the office wete shrouded in
rolling white mist.

A good shower fot the ctops, she thought. Before leaving the
potch shc put on her raincoat and looked up at the sky. Then she

took a cleep breath and strode into the rain. Tl.re sand-gravel road

crunched undet her strong elastic steps.



The girl, Wen Sung-hua, deputy political instructot of Company

Nineteen, had just been assigned a new job. She was to be the Party

secretary and political instr-uctot of the newly forrned Cornpany One.

Thtee and a half year.s ago she had come to this fatm ftesh from

school, an outstanding Red Guard. After a period of tempering on

the farm and being educated by the Party she had become a Pafiy
cadre at ihe grass-roots levcl.

She r,vas now hurrying to lier flev/ post, regatdless of tl-re downpout

and without het belongings" Fot the requirernent of the revolutionary

cause is a battle order calling for immediate action. Of course, she

would never have chosen to leave Company Nineteen and her trans-

fer had filled het old comrades-in-arms with dismay' One squad

Ieader almost in tears had thrown herself into \fen's arms and ctied:

"I won't let you go, simply w-on't." \fen had gently disengaged

herself and said, "You silly gidl lt's the Party's decision. Of course

I must go." But honestly speaking, she had great difHculty in sup-

pressing her own feelings, too.

Now, as the rain pattered on her plastic raincoat, N(en's v-hole nrind

was taken up with her coming task. In her pocket was a note passed

on to her by the Pattv secretaty in his office. Short and hastily

scrawlcd, it had staggered her. It tead:

To tlrc Party Commiltee,

I have nothing to say about this yeat's production task' Better

send an efficient political instructor along to hclp us get thcsc

youngsters under control and teach thern some clisciplinc. Thcy

have been making trotrble every day. Pcrhaps flext ycllt we

shall be able to comPete with other companics.

Lu Hsiung

Lu Hsiung \r/as the leader of Company One sct up about a month

ago. Nearly all its members were new, having left school in ry7o-
Theit dormitories had only iust gorre up. The political instructor,

also freshly appointed, had been called away by an urgent task.

Lu had handed in this note to the Party committee instead of the

piedge he was supposed to give on boosting ptoduction. No wonder

that at the mobilization meeting !7en had noticed him deep in thought
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while all the other comPany heads were eagerly challenging each othet.

She had been secretly amused to see Lu so unusually quiet that day.

Now it was clea,t to het: he uras having trouble. . . .

After briefing \7en on her new task the Patty secretary had given

her Lu's note. Fingering the pile of pledges on his desk he said:

"We're waiting for one mofe - ftom your new company."

As \7en fotded the note and slipped it into het pocket, she tetorted:

"Only in writing, a piece of paper ? That's easy. tr can let you have

it in no time."
"You imp l" smiled the Patty secretary. "When you squabble with

Lu, don't come to me in tears."

"Don't wotry. I've stopped shedding tears," she assuted him

though v,ell aware of the magnitude of het task. As she went ofl she

saw signs of spting everywhete - budding trees, the fresh gteen

of young grass. . . . But her thoughts turned to a question of gteat

importance that had tecently been on het mind. At a time like today,

when the Cultural Revolution has scored such gteat victoties and

the movemcnt to criticize tevisionjsrn and rectify the style of work

is gathcrin.g filomcntum, why is there a tenclency among some people

to bclittlc tlre your-rgcr gcncr2tiol'r ? Lu Hsiung is like that. A few

ycars aso he sttongly supported the Red Guards and tevolutionary

youth, but now.. ..
STen was not sure what the answer should be, but she believed she

would fincl it through tle sharp sttuggles going on in Company One.

a

\Vhile Wen was still on the way, Company One's headcluarters was

in a state of comrnotion.

I-,u I{siung, iust tutning thirty-six, had a quick temper. IIe had

ctrrnc from a factoty teo years before and wotked ofl the farm ever

sl ncc.

"Ilullo, hullol I want a definite answer: when can we have

tl-rem?. . . \What? You can't say? Then what am Igoing to clo?"

Lu, bent ovcr lris clesh near the door, was bellowiog over ttre phone.



Losing paticnce, he snatched his old army c^p off his perspiring hcacl

and flung it on to his bed.

The doot squeaked open admitting a flurry of wind and tainclrops.

Two gids peeped in. Seeing the tcmpet l,u was in, they said softly:

"Cornpany leader, ouf fooms. , . ."
"Your rooms, always your rooms. . . . Clear ofrl" Lu barvled,

slamming the door in their faces.

"Hullo. $7hat? Didn't I ask you a minutc ago for tilcs? Peo-

ple have just been in to complain again. \7hat? Not for a ftrrtnigirt
at the eadiest ? A fine supply section you are 

- 
not doing your jolr I"

Lu banged the receivet down.

The door cteaked open again. In came Ah Kuei, stock-kecper

and carpenter, "Quick, company leader!" he cried. "Go and see

what those trouble-makers ate up to this time!" Getting no reaction

to this, Ah Kuei raised his voice and started gesticulating, "Cheng

I{siao-feng and Li Yi-ting have toppled the ox-cart into 2 ditchl"
Then Lu hurried off with Ah Kuei.

rWhere the highway turned off to the dormitories, Lu sarv a cart

lying in a ditch. The ox, still harnessed, was panting hard in the
'water. Tv'o groups of tense youngsters wefe conffonting each other.

One consisted of Cheng l{siao-feng, leader of Squad Eight, with t.n'o

eirls behind her; the othet of Li Yi-ting, Big Yung and Young

Hu of Squad Seven. The tw'o groups were tryiflg to shout each

other down.

Cheng, one of the newcomers, was of medium hcight and sttongly

built. She had a hot tcmper. In thc past month or so she had had

words witir Lu on sevetal occasions. Just two days bcfote, shc had

quarrelled with Ah Kuei over a coil of clectric w.irc which he had

appropriated from General Headquartcrs wbilc thcre on othet business.

She insisted that hc must return it.
Li, a seniot middle school graduate wl.ro considered himself quite

able, was one of tbe few "oId hands" wl'ro had been orr the farrn since

1968. But he took no interest in anything outside toutine work
ancl study. His favoutite expression r''as: Pointless. \flhen asked

to join a criticism gtoup be teplied, "Pointless. I can rvritc my ctit-
icism just as well alofle." When his squad started some experimental

h

plots, he said, "Irointless, To raise our present crops well is good

enough." After being transferred to Company One he had acquired

tvo apprentices, Big Yung and Young Hu.

"Quick, give me the whip and help haul the cart outl" shouted

Cheng. The two girls at her back, red with anget, clenched their fists.

"Not likelyl" tetorted Big Yung and Young Hu in one voice.

"Our company leader isn't in any hutry. So why should you

be ?" drarvled Li.
"What's this? A fight? \fith the cart in the ditch?!" boomecl

Lu stepping between them. "Have you nothing better to do tl'ran

make ttouble for me ?"

Li snorted but made no reloinder while the othet two boys glared

so hard at Ah Kuei that they wiped the smug look off his face.

Meanwhile Lu rounded on Cheng, "A squad leader shouldn't

fool about like the others."
"Don't sound offbefore you know the whole story," retortecl Cheng

angrily. "They were driving the cart for fun. . . ."
"Scc! Shc nevcr admits l-rct mistakes," prrt in Ah Kuei' "Let

rnc tsl< you, uir'l : rvlrr'll bc r:cspr>nsiblc if the c2lrt gcts broken or some-

lrody gcts lrurt?"
"Wlro? Yoa. Yott'rc tlrc slock-keePer yet you don't do your

jobl'.' Chcng rcplicd coldly.

Ah Kuei looked bleakly atL;u and thtew up his hands. Ignoring

him Lu said to Cheng, "Ftom now orl you'll do nothing vithout in-

sttuctions ftom me."
Young Hu tecited softly:

Company Leacler Lu
Is strong in attack;

lfhen he roars like a lion,

Who dares to answer back?

"Wlrat's that you're mumbling ?" Lu turned and glared at the boy.

.)trst at this moment a famlliar voice ctied: "Old Lu, let's get the

c1Itl: lirst."
Lu rvrLs s1'trrtnccl to see \fen Sung-hua.

"So it's you, rWcnl In spite of the beavy rain.. . -"



Lu had of course been notified of her new appointment'

Ah Kuei was disappointed. He had hoped to make use of this

incident to score off these youngsters, especially Cheng. They were

altogether too sharp and critical for his liking, and needed to have

the wind taken out of th.eit sails. He could not help shouting in the

intruder's face, "No, nol We must get this matter settled first."
The calm glance Wen cast at Ah l(uei, though far from stern, flus-

teted him, She countered, "You mean to leave the cart thete ?"

Without waiting fot him to answef,, she took off hcr cumbersome

taincoat and jumped into the ditch, calling: "Come on, comrades."

At this challenge the two hostile groups btoke up. Sorne of the

youngsters clambered into the ditch, others pulled at the shafts of
the cart.

Choking back his anger,Ltt tolled up his sleeves and gave Ah l(uei
a push. "Get moving. Pull the ox out."

Ah I(uei took the reins, grumbling: "\(/hat a busybody!"

"'Iflho's a busybody?" Lu gave him a hard look. "She's our

new poiitical insttuctor." Ah I(uei blinhed in dismay while Cheng

and Li exchanged somewhat sheepish glances.

The cart v/as soon back on ther toad. Lu sprang on it and called

to Wen: "Go to headquarters fot a rest. I'll soon be back."

When Lu had gone Wen urged the others to go back to change, and

asked Cheng: o'Are you the leadet of Squad Eight?" She had

heard of the "ptickly" girl squad leadet in Company One.
ttMfl1."

"How did you people land the cart in the ditch?"
Cheng tensed, expecting a dressing down. But whcn shc raised

her eyes the new political instructor was srniling. 'I'bc rccl baclge on

her tunic sparkled.

"Many oF our fooms leak," Chcng mutterccl. "41-r Kuei's such

a slacket, he tefuses to go to fetch building materials on a rainy

d^y. . .. I thought of going to the Genetal Headquartets myself to

get some asphalt felt . . . but Li Yi-ting and the othets were fooling
about r,vith the cart ancl wouldn't let me have it. So I. . . ."

"So you tried force ?" NTen couldn't help c.huckling. "Your
motive was good but yout method was too crude. Right?"

I

Cheng nodded agreement.

"S7hy didn't you consult Old Lu first?"
"Lu Hsiung, you mean? He couldn't care less." Cheng flared

up again. "He only likes people like Ah Kuei who pose as 'meeh

larnbs'. As fot us, he thinks 'nve're a horde of 'wild horses'."

"Only likes 'meek lambs'? No, your iudgment of Lu is too svreep-

irg. But what am I doing, keeping you out in the rainl Go back

and change, quick."
Cheng shook het head. "Never mind. I'm used to getting wet."

Then she noticed that \7en was soaked to the skin with her raincoat

still hanging on her arm. "'Why don't you come to our dormitory

to change?"

"If you don't mind being wet, why should I?" rejoined $7en,

smoothing the wet hait on het forehead' "I tell you what: take me

to see those leaking tooms, will You?"
"Sure!" Cheng answered delightedly'

Not titl after she had inspected the dormitories and changed into

dry clotl.res did \7en go to company headquarters' 'fhete she heard

Alr I(uci griping: "My dcat colrrpany leacler, if every one $rants

a sry in c(),rlp^ny affairs thc rvay Chcng Hsiao-feng does, we'll be in

a mcss. Those youngsters should be controllccl, not allowed to rlln

wild. It's like carpentry: all the r.vood I saw has to take the shape I
want, whether square ot round."

"But the point is why didn't you get us the asphalt felt?" demanded

Lu. "I must have it by the day after tomorrow."
As \7en went in Ah Kuei v/as ofl the way out. They met face to

face. Ah Kuei was about forty. He had the 1-ubit of blinking per-

petually.

"!fhy, political iflstructor," he said with a smile, "you"ve been on

thc go ever since you came. On such a wet day too. Shall I make

you some hot ginget soup?"

"No, thanks. Don't bothet," was N7en's tetse reply. Her first

inrlrrcssion of this man vr'as fat from favoutable. But as slie did not

Iilie to lrass iuclgment on anyone too quickiy, she did not show her

feelings.



Lu poured \fen some'uvater and offered her a seat, "I'm so glad

you've come," he said, "Your being here takes a weight ofl my
mind."

Wen took the cup ceremoniously with both hands. "I teport for
duty to my former platoon leader ! You must go on helping me as

you always uscd to." She broke offto look round the room. It was

simply furnished but a bit untidy. Pethaps Lu was not in the mood
to put it in ordet. She was sttuck, howcver, by lris smart, well-made

dcsk. "I'd like to be bricfed on the sitr-rzrtion }icrc," shc said.

"\Vhat a hustletl" N7ith a bitter smile Lu stt hcavily dou.n on

the bed. "It's flot easy to statt a flew company," he began. "I'm
rushed off nly feet 

f 
ust running aftet those youngsters. As you saw

for yourself iust now, Li Yi-ting, Big Yung and Young Hu are as

bad as wild horses. Cheng Hsiao-feng's a squad leader but she's y'ust

as unruly, flot so helpful as Ah Kuei. And this wet u,eather has

made things even worse. Our dormitories ate leaking, we need as-

phalt felt, yet the supply people don't do a thing about it. \Vhat
can 1 do?"

\7en listenecl quietly. Lu was flo stranger to het. Three years

before lhey hacl belonged to the same company. She knew he wasn't

the type to complain about the least little difHculties, far less to lose

all faith in his company. No, the teal problem, as the Party secretary

had pointed out, 'was his attitude to young people. When a cadte

doesn't tfust the masses, he's powetless, But as \Wen ]-rad as yet flo
clear picture of Lu's thinking, she did not lil<c to arguc with him tight

^w^y. So she said, "\il/ith ca1:ital construction going alrcad so fast

in our farm, we have to expcct a shottagc of rlatcrials. It's a tempo-

rary difficulty and will soon bc solvccl. lltrt rvc can't just sit and

wait. \7hy not urge our comrades to solvc thc problem themselves ?

Teach them the necessity of wotking hard to getany enterprise going."
"But this isn't like our old cornpany rvhere we all responded so

quickly to any call. Fifteen ot sixteen years ago when I started work-
ing in a f^ctory, wc apprenticcs did exactly as wc were tolcl. We

didn't go in for unrvarranted criticist.n, ridiculous proposals and endiess

trouble-making like this lot."

1A

Wen frowned. It seemed that the way of looking at young people

involved many questions of principle. There was a ttend nowadays

to pick fault with them, to say they lveten't up to the older generation,

This was a question of how to evaluate new socialist phenomena.

So to refute Lu tactfully she said: "People rvon't respond to our call

unless we guide them with Mao Tsetung Thought. If we do, I'm
sure all our comrades will tally round us. This is a new feature of
the young people who've been tempercd in the Cultural Revolution."

"S7e11, with yu here, things may work out," aflsvered Lu, not
willing to discourage r#en. He knew that she had strong principles,

but still wished a more matute and experienced cadte had been sent

to help him "control" the youngsters and run the new company'

Because, to his mind, this was no longer the time for bold attacks

on thc revisiolist line. \7hat was nceded was systematic and orderly

work. Lu had a keen sense of cliscipliue, howevet. Since the Party

committee had decided on nfefl, he would give her his suppott.
trVen rose to her feet and went over to opefl the window. Looking

m rl'tc drizzling rain, she saicl firmly, "The whole farm's sizzling like

;r lror.rsc on 1lrc. ()r-rr company musttr't fall bclind the rest. So long

ts rvt: Iroltl to (lllLirtuuu Mlo's tcvolutionary linc, we can gct the entirc
c()rlrlrlury lti go ittto tction."

Lu was silcrrt.
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Lu, in spite of his rough and ready ways, was not thoughtless.

Although in low spirits himself l:e aranged a mceting to welcome

the new political instructor.
It was still raining after supper but \X/en was nowhere to be found'

Lr,r dccided she must be in one of the dotmitories. Regardless, hc

lrlt:rv the whistle fot assembly.
'l'his time the "wild horses" did not ignore his call. In tu'os

irrr<l flrrccs, catrying stools, they came to the dining hall. Thete Lu
rliscovt'rctl Wcn ctratting r'vith a grouP of gids. He could not helP

admirirrr,; Irt:r: slrc was a better trixer than he was. But was it enough

for a politicll instructor just to be able to get close to people?. . .
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As these thoughts crossed Lu's mt'nd, Wen stood up to lead the

crowd in singing a Red Army solrg Tltree Main Rules of Dircipline and

Eight Points for Attentiln. She was a good conductor with plenty of
verve. The rousing song drowned the pelting of heavy rain on

the roof of the hall.

The meeting was opened by Lu, who asked \0en to take the floor.

In the lamplight her plain face was ruddy, ttre badge on het chest shone

like gold. Elated and stirred, she rvas wondering how to give the

right lead to this company of over two hundred people.

"Comrades!..."
A hush fell in the hall. All hoped to leatn from their new instruc-

tot's first speech what sort of petson she v'as.

The roof ditectly above the platfotm was leaking, and a bucket had

been put there to catch the dtips. rWhat was she gciing to say?

Het heart was in a turmoil of excitement.

Ahat afternoon she had called on various squads and chatted with
them. She had sensed the enthusiasm of most of her ne'r comrades,

an enthusiasm which it was her duty to bting into play, and thereby

enable Lu to see ttre truth. \7ell, here was het chance to start.

Pointing at the bucket she said, "This wet rreather teminds me of a

stormy night three and a half years ago. Let me tell you about it."
A stit of anticipation went through the hall.

"It v/as shottly after our arival at the fatm. A ncw comPafly

was to be formed on the coast. rJTe started riggingup son-re tbatched

huts to sleep in.

"One night a fierce storm blew up. 'Ihe sca wind was stronger

than any we had ever experienced. Roating and howling it battcted

the roofs of our huts. The tain pourcd in. Two gitls who had iust
arrived broke down and ctied when they found their mosquito-nets

soaked. As a newly appointed squad leaclet, I was frantic with worry

but didn't know what to do. All of a sudden I heard yelling outside.

I looked through the window. In the lightning I saw that the roof
of one of the boys' huts had been blorvn off. I was petrified. It
so happened that all ttre ccmpany cadres v'ete away. Just at this

momeflt a fi.gare darted out of the hut and shouted: 'Comtades,

1e

never mind your own things. This hurricane m y c rty off our new

chicken houses. To the rescue, quickl'
"The whole company immediately went into action, even the two

gitls who had iust been crying. The call was like a battle otder.

Evetyone in our company of rnore than a hundted put ofl raincoats

aod rushed out to the poultry fatm where bitds fot export 'were to
be reated. Two thousand chicks had iust been delivered that very
afternoon,

"\fhen we teached them, the chicken houses were swaying and tock-
ing, in danger of being blown down. rWe bolstered them up and

strengtheried them with sttong ropes. The comtade who had called

us out sptead his raincoat over one roof. We were soaked to the skin

but happn laughing and shouting... ."
Wen paused. The audience remained quiet. Lu's eyes were

strangely bright.
"Know who called us into action that night?" \X/en raised her

voice. "It was Lu Hsiung, our company leadet. He was our pla-

toon lcadcr then."
'l'lrc lrall suclclenly brzzed as pcople put their heads together.

Wcrr's story hrcl imprcsscd them, but nofle of them had guesscd who
its hcro was. In tlrcir eyes Lu was a fearfully gtave character, But

now-!(/cn had conjured up a new picture of him.
Lu's heart was burning with feelings too deep for words. \7hy

had \7en told that story on an occasion like this ? "To rernind me

of those hard pioneeting days ?" he wondeted. "\7ell, we certainly

threur ourselves into our wotk thenl" IIe remernbeted 'nvhen he

teturned to the farrn from home leave that yeaq he was told a new

company had been formed of Red Guatds, all newcomers. Itre was

then deputy leader of anothet company. \Tithout the slightest hes-

itation he took his bedding-roll straight to the new company. Some-

onc told him that it consisted of youngsters in theit early twenties;

it wrs no place for a man over thirty like him. Lu lust stzred at him
ancl flcxed his sinewy arms. The management was embatrassed

bccatrsc he was already a leading cadre. The leaders of that neril/

comprny hrtcl all beer appointed, they told him. Lu laughed and asked

to takc r ttsl< forcc there, . . . So he was put in command of a platoon
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of Red Guards tempercd in the Cultural Revolutiolr 
- 

one of them

was \(/en Sung-hua. Together they launched a new assault on a
swamp overgrown with teeds. At that time theit sttength seemed

inexhaustible. . . .

"But look at the situation now." Lu felt his annoyance returfi.

"Ah I(uei tells me that the only thing these youngstets of outs are good
at is talking back, and they make trouble every day. He may ex-

^gger 
te a bit but there's something in what he says. Now is not

tlre time to 
^tt^ck 

the tevisionist line in fatm-rnanagement; if they

keep this up, how can v/e tun the farm? Ah Kuei's right in saying

we need to te-introduce some rules and regulations, to flnd ways to
keep these young people undet 'conttol'.. , ,"

Someone suddenly shouted: "Lear\ from veteran fightetsl" All
took up the cry, bringing Lu back to eatth with a start.

Someone else ptoposed that the whole company should spend the
following day repairing the dotmitoties. This proposal won unani-

mous apptoval.

Norv, the crux of the ptoblem was whether Ah Iiuei could supply

tlrc nc'ccssrry matctials f<rr thc work. Al-r I(uei had to stand up and

sty sornctlrine, lhving loolicrl first at \'Ven then at Lu, scratching

lris lrctd and bliLrl<.ins hc sighccl. "Can't be donel !7here am I
to gct so much asphalt f-clt and lime? Tomorrow is a day offfor all,

and the supply dcpartment. . . ."
Such a tumult broke out that Ah I(uei had to stop.

"Why didn't you get these things ready before?" Big Yung cl'ral-

lcnged.

"!fhy are you always loafing aroutd during v/otking hours?"
Young Hu shouted.

Ah I(uei's face turned livid.
"Mr. Stock-keeper, there's no nced to trouble you nov/," came a

rirrging voice ftom the entrance. There stood Cheng Hsiao-feng

lrn<l lrvo more gids, all soaking wet, big tolls of asphalt felt under

tlrcir trrns. The three of them had pushecl a small cart over trventy

/z to (lcnc'rrl llcadquarters and back to fetch the matetials needcd for
fcpairs.

\l

w,lu
t ,rt,

t',\,l

lil-;-;,
'i tl
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The whole hall reverberated with applause. Lu was dumbfounded,

but he couldn't help admiting the thtee girls- He could have kicked

himself now for having complained that Cheng was not as helpful

as Ah Kuei. He stole a look at \7en, 'nvho was asking the head of
the mess squad to brew a ginger drink for the wet girls.

Meantime Cheng aonounced: "This afternoon it was my fault

that landed tl.re cart in the ditch. I should criticize myself. But

what we girls lack in the way of experience we make up in enthusiasm.

S[e clo hope out political insttuctor and company leader will help

us do better wotk,"
A fresh round of applause btoke out. Even Li ioined in the clap-

ping. Ah I(uei sat down delectedly while \flen asked Lu to say some-

thing. Taken abackatfirst, finallyhe stood up and said briefly, "Since

you're all so deternlined, let's make an eady start tomorrovr'."

4

A week passed. The company underwent quite a few changes'

\7hen night fell, the lighted dotmitories seethed with activity.

Some squads used the time for political study. They held heated

discr.rssions in the coutse of which people turned ted in the face and

thumped their desks, breaking irrto heaty laughtet when the ques-

tion was finally settled. Othet squads leatned to sing revolutionary

songs. 'Iheir spitited voices floating through the windows were

wafted far a:way in the moonliglrt.
There was a change in tl-re attitudc to worl<, too. Prcviously it

had been a headache to Lu every time he blew his whistlc to f,nd how

slowly the youngstets came to wotk. Now, even bcfore the whistle

souocled, some hurried to the tool shed.

All these changes Lu knew very well wete due to \7en's effotts'

Every evening since her ar:l1yal she had chatted with the squad leadets

and membets of the compafly. Evety day she had wotked with vat-

ious squads by tutns. Lu could not but admite het drive' She

sl'rould teally be able to help him get the company uncler "control"'

FIe also believed that they sa\\' eye to eye flow tbat he had ovetcome

his prejudice against Cheng.
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Now Lu, too, wotked hatdet than evet. As soon as datkness fell
he shut himself up in his oflfrce to write, sometimes pausing fot minutes

at a time to think, tapping his head with his pencil. IIe even declined

W.en's invitation to join the squads in their political studies. FIe

thought he was writing somethiflg more important for the future of
the company,

One evening after making her tounds of the squads, !flen went to
the Patty committee to report on her vr'ork. She did not leturn to
her room until very late. As she turoed on the light she was amazed

to see a new desk by her bed, much more stylish even than Lu's.
Tapping its glossy surface, she couldn't help laughing. No wonder
Lu had been taken in by Ah I(uei: the fellow was really smart.

Glrzing at the lit windows of the dormitoties beyond, rr)flen did some

serious thinking. In het mind's eye were thtee types of people: the
first, those like Ah Kuei, outwatdly so docile and obsequious to leading

cadres, who had been the favourites of the capitalist-roaders in power
bcfore the Cultural Revolution. Had not Ah Kuei taken advantage

rif lris boss' trLrst lo hann state interests ? How could Lu forget this ?

'l'lrc st't:orrtl tyl)c w('rc younir people like Li Yi-ting who had some

l:Lilirrrls Irrrt rvt rc lrrrsic:rlly sor-Lnd. Under the rcvisionist line they had

lrcr'rr srrlrlt:cl t:rl to rcsl-rictions atrrl pressure. \[as it right to go on
lr(:rl.ins tlrcnr tlrat way? No, absolutely not. The third type were

)roung rnilitanrs likc Cheng Ilsiao-feng who dated to think and speak

out. Firm in their stand and full of fight, they had leatned from the
spirit of the Cultural Revolution. Not only should these youngsters

not be supptessed, they should be given strong support.. . . It was
on how to vieu/ these thtee types of people that there existed a shatp

difference between her and Lu. At bottom the question was how to
look at the youngsters who had gtown up duting the Cultural Revolu-
1ion. There were bound to be more sttuggles over this in the days

t() c()me, and they would help l-ret to clarify her thinking. . . .
"l)t-rlitical instructor!" someone called. It was Ah Kuei who had

cnlcrr:cl without her knowledge, Seeing \7en standing before the
tlcsl<, lrr: aslied eagetly, "IIo'w do you like it?"

\(/cn lrrLrshecl aside his question but dernanded, '"!7hose idea was
it ?"
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"My own," replied Ah Kuei smtrgly. "I do my best to supply our
companycadres...."

"You'te the carpenter of the whole company," Wen cut in. "You
should think in tetms of the needs of our entire unit. There's a lot
of equipment we need - why har.,en't you made it ? \7hat about
that drug cabinet for the clinic? Take this tomorrow and make it
it:to a cabinet." NTen tapped the polished desk.

This was a head-on blorv to Ah Kuei. Blinking, he protested:
"I made a desk for Old Lu. If you refuse this, he u,ill be. . . ."

Wen spun tound to conftont this fellow who was stealing a glance
at her. Undet her penetrating eyes, he regretted having provoked her.

Instead of flating up 1{/en said very gravely, "Ate you trying to
preseflt me with afait accotzpli so that you can lead mebythe nose?!

You should know that a Communist will never compromise with
anyone rvho does things dishonestly." In a higber voice sbe added,

"And don't tty to drive a wedge between Old Lu and me."
"No, indeed. No such idea ever crossed my mind." Ah Kuei

was perspiring profusely. Ife had in fact come in the hope of currying
favour with the political instructor, to counteract what she must be

heating about him from Cheng aud other activists. fnstead, he had
simply put his foot in it. . . .

Several years ago, if she had met sofleone like Ah Kuei, Wen n,ould
straightway have given him a good dressing-down and put all her
cards on the table - all the discreditable things she had learned about
his past. Now, however, she coolly considered all sides of a question.
The main thing at the moment was to inform Lu of this incident so

that he could have the initiative in his hands in dcaling with A}r l(trei
later. \(/en therefore choked down het anger and continued calmly:
"I've been told that you don't like young people and want to restore
the old way of farm-management. Let me tcll you: at pfesent an

important task of ours on the ideological front is to launch criticism
against tevisionism. Yout way is a deacl end. The broad masses

and the young people won't srand fot it!"
Nodding deiectedly and mumbling assent, Ah I(uei backed tov,ards

the door. He neatly bumped into Lu who was entering. As Lu
stated in surptise, Ah I{uei slipped out.
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Lu said, frowning: "Young \7en, I think you'te taking this trifle
too setiously. Do you u/ant me to give up my new desk, too?"

"There's nothing wrong with a cadre having a desk," said Wen,

shaking her head with a smile. "The point is that the clinic needs

a cabinet even more urgently. A11 that's necessary is to put in glass

shelves on top. Besides, Ah-Kuei shouldn't have. . . ."
"S7ell, let's discuss this first." Lu handed het a sheaf of papers.
ril/en read them in silence. She knew Lu had been drafting flew

rules and regulations for the company, but was sutprised to find therc

were as mafly as foty-nine in all. The 6rst r,l'as: "Rising bell at six

a.m. It is the duty of each squad leader to see that everybody in his

squad is up on time." In a word, Lu had laid down many "Dos"
and "Don'ts" regarding daily life, political study and wotk. \flen
knew that some tules wete indispensable, but what ptinciples had

Lu followed hete ? - that was the question.

When \(en kept silent, Lu urged: "We[? What do you think?"

"Let all the squads discuss them."

Lu was somewhat disappointed. But since !(/en's opinion could

lr:rrtlly lrc rcftrtcrl, hc had to agree. As he reached out to take the

,lrrLll , slrc 1rr>intccl rrt tlrc last rcgulation and asked, "Did Ah I(uei sug-

gcst tlris onc?" I'hc rcgr-rlation was: The store-toom may not be

e ntcrcd without permission.

"Yes," Lu said casually. "I thought it teasonable, so I put it dowfl."

"No. He has ulteriot motives. Ah I(uei wants to make the store-

room his own kiogdom!" \(en tose to her feet indignantly. "I've
found out that Ah Kuei's up to his old tricks. He's taking the com-

pany's timber for his private use."

Lu stared in amazement. "I'd no idea. Are you sure ?"

"You have to look below the surface, Old Lu."
lrurning, Lu pushed his cap to the back of his head, took out his

1,cLr and crossed out Rule Forty-nine. The remaining fotty-eight

rrLlcs wcre seot to the squads for discussion.

'l'lrc fo]lowing aftetnoon lil/en and Lu were talking over the te-

ructiorrs to tlrc forty-eight rules when Cheng and Li burst in, hotly

disputing.
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This was a contifluation of their old feud. Thc shed whcre Li's
squad kept their tools was separated from that of Cheng's by a thin
bamboo partition. Li, Big Yung and Young Hu had just been to fetch
tools. Finding none, Li listened to make sure that nobody was
atound, then he broke a hole in the partition and climbed into the gids'
shed.

"This isn't right surely?" asked Young FIu nervously.

"\7hy not? Since we're short of tools, they should bc willing to
sharc," answered Li from the other side. "!fe're just bortowing a

tool and can explain aftetwatds."
Li was thrusting a tal<e through thc g;ap to Big Yung whcn thc

doot flung open and in strode Cheng. Li v'as in a tight corner, his

tetreat cut off. His apprentices took to their heels.

After hearing this, Lu exploded. He bcllowcd at Li: "A fine high
school gtaduate yoaarel" Li looked at him sullenly, then turned arvay

as if he couldn't care less.

"Leader of Squad Eight," Lu turned to Cheng to ask, "didn't you
oppose those fofty-eight rules ? You labelled them 'controls, curbs

and compulsion'. Now look at this. If there's no strict control,
'v/e get chaos." After saying this, he eyed \[en sigoiEcantly.

"Comrade Company Leader," Cheng protested. "Don't forget
that this happcned oo. the very day you sent your forty-ejght rules down
to the squads."

Smarting ftom this thrust, Lu rounded on Li, demanding: "Flow
did yout squad come to be short of tools ?"

"Ask Ah I(uei," Li retortcd.

"Ah I(ueil He's ncvcr givcn us cnou.glr tools of any kiuc1," Chcng
cut in. On this point sl.re shar:ccl J,i's fcclings.

"\(/hatever excuses you make, my frrrty-cight regulations strictly
prohibit any fotm of stealing. You're a high school graduate, surely

you can readl"
Given this opening, Li argued hotly: "Your foty-eight regula-

tions also stipulate that evetything must be done to ensure the supply
of necessary tools, don't they?" \7ith a triumphant glance at Ltr,
he mutteted, "You kcep contradicting yourself."

"What rubbish!" In exasperation, Lu flung his cap ofl the desk.
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"Li Yi-ting!" u,arned Vcn. "That's 11o way to behave to your

company leader. As a young tevolutionaty you should lrzve the

courage to admit your mistakes."

Li hung his head. But Cheng's face was still grim as she clutched

the rahe 
- 

her "evidence" of theft.

"N7e're all comrades, we don't have to fight this out," \7en told

her. She urged Li, "Go and talk it over with Big Yung and Young

Hu and see whether you wcte wtong ot dght. lWe'll checl< up in thc

store-foom to see whether we can give yout squad more tools. If
not, you can borrow some. Are you ready to help, Little Chcng?"

Cheng hesitated a second then said, "Yes, but we don't allow. . . ."
She bit back the word "stealing".

As Li stated slowly for the doot'(/en stopped him. "Li Yi-ting,

there's anothet matter I urant to discuss witlr you. Yout squad leader

n,ill be 
^w^y 

orr sick leave fot some time. We talked t1-ris over

ycstcrday at headquartets and decided to mal<c you thc acting squad

lcrclcr. How about it?"
'flrctc was silcnce in thc of[ce.

Wcn rt'srrut'<l, "I'vc talkccl jt ovcr witl-r most of your squad' They

:r1,,r(('llrrLt yotr'rcl<t'r:not1 tlrc:groupandcapablcenoughtodotheiob.
'l'lrty )Lrsl lropc yotL'll tlo yottt lrcst to overcome your sl-rortcomings

irr 1.lrc strugglcs al'rcl<1."

Li was surprisecl by tlis unexpected assignment. He was tempted

to answcr: "Pointless. I'd rather work hard as one of the tatrk and

file ." But somehov'these rvords stuck in his thtoat. He could hardly

put on aits before the gtave, kindly political instructor whose prestige

here had grown so fast. He chose to answer casually, "AIl rigtrt.

It's only a stop-gap 
^rtaflgement."

After Li and Cheng had gone, Lu demutted: "Is it right to
;Lnn()unce ouf decisio so sool1 after Li's mistake?"

" l ' v c consulted sevetal comrades," answeted \flen. "!7e all believe

l,i is Iry and large a good comrade. His main trouble is complacency.
(iivirrrl hirn responsibility and guidance ought to speed up his

[)r( )]Lr(:ss.>'

Lu norltlctl. "A1l right. But norv I must go overtheforty-eighttules

carcfrrlly :Lr"rrin so that they can't find any more loop-holes in them."
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"Old Lu, it's not a question of tules," reioined Wen eatnestly.

"R.egulations such as 'no smoking' and open censure fot being late

to work carr't rcally solve any problems. \(hat's important is our
ideological apptoach. The views voiced by Cheng and the othcrs

may gfite on our ears, but it does us good to hcat them. Your trotrble

is that you won't listen to them. You clon't teally bclievc that thesc

yorrngsters are eager to make revoltLtion. 'I'hat's rvhat's wrong witir
your fotty-eight rules 

- 
yout point of dcparturc."

"No, this is a necessaty measure." Lu paced the toom. "A ttw
years ago when you Red Guatds attacked the revisionist line in farm-

maflagemeot, didn't I suppott you? But now the situation has

changed. \[e need to settle dou'n and devote ourselves to produc-

tiofl."
"I've been thinking about this too, but reached a different con-

clusion. Cheng is right when she says your forty-eight rules reflect
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the struggle between two lines: prog(ess

vefsus fetfogtession."
"What lines ? Nfhy, the revisionist line

in tunning the farm was smashed a long
time ago!"

"The struggle between two lines is a

protracted one. The poisonous influence

of the revisionist line of Liu Shao-chi and

Lin Piao has not bcen completely done

away with. You said that when you were
an apprentice you did as you wete told.
But we ask mote than this of the young
people nowadays. They have Chaitman

Mao's revolutionary lineas their guide and

dare to think, speak out afld make revolu-
tion. What's wrong with that ? Of course,

the younger generation must be allowed

time to mature, but thete are some people

who seize on their least iittle failings and

<.lcclate tlrey're no good at all. My view is

lust thc ol.rposite. 'ilThenevet I visit the

Ir;Lllrour: tntl scc l.lrc maguiliccnt Ya,lgtsc flowing east,_I think of our
rt:voltrtionary crusc. -[-i[<c lnighty wavcs impelling each othet on,

cach generation will outstrip thc last."

"Impelling each other on? How? Impelling ox-carts into
clitches!" Lu growled and sat heavily down on a stool. "To sput

an ox on you've got to know how to shout, to tide a horse you must

use the teins-that's all I know."
"ShotLt? Reins?" Iff/en raised her eyebrows. "Is that thc way

l() 1rclrt youngstets ?"
"All right, let's assume that all you say is cottect." Awate of his

lrlrrrrtlcr Lr-r reached up to tug at his cap, but since he had zheady

lrrrr lt tl it away he sheepishly loweted his hand. "But can you say that
tlrc rvlrolc yolrnger generation is all that good?"

"Yotr slror-rld see their genetal tendency," Wen shot back, for she

ncvcr conrl)rorniscd on questions of ptinciple. "It's precisely to
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bring up trustworthy revolutionary successofs through rcvolutionaty

practice that Chaitman Mao has called on young people to go to thc

moultainous arcas and countryside. What grounds have we to lacl<

faith in these young PeoPle?"
"Al1 right." Lu snatched up his cap from the desk and rammed

it on his head. "But I hopc you'll convince me with facts'" Hc

turned to leave. At tl-re doot he stopped and added, "I'll reserve my

opinior-r. I mean to try out my lorty-eight rules on Squad Seven"'

The doot banged behind hirn'

\Men shook her head. She had no intention of stopping Lu from

making this "test". It would give her a bettet chance to help change

his thinking.

)

It was neatly time to plant thc early ice. Some of the paddy fields

had. aheady been well waterecl. Alt the squad members were active

in their own plots. Red flags floated in the bteeze, work chants rose

on evety side. The rvind-breaks wete now belts of dense 5;reen, the

eatth was bloorning witll life. People's visions of the futute broadencd

out, vast as the blue shy and the ocean.

In accotdance with the Patty committee's insttuctions 1il/en Sung-

hua kept up her political and ideological work and did l.rer best t<r

mobilize the whole comp211y, to fire the youflgsters with enthusiasnr.

Thc squads challengcd each other tci 'nvork contests and prcparccl

stage items for the next 2ssembly at whicLr tl-rey would pledge them-

selves to "grasp revolution and promotc production".

The only excePtioll was Squad Sevcn uncler Li Yi-ting. The reason

was self-evident: This was the squad where Lu had been putting his

fcrrty-eight rules into practice. Lu was determined to get dazzTing re-

sults from his "supetvision and control" of this squad, and indeed

he had spared no efforts. At a squad meeting he had carefully ex-

plained his fotty-eig1-rt regulations orie by one. Evcry morning

he saw to it that they had their physical drill. Duting the day he led

them in field work, in the everung he inspected theit dormitory. But

the tesult was the teverse of his wishes: Squad Seven was bebjnd

24

all the other squads in every way. Its young members wete disgusted

by Lu's style of work, the way he kept "giving commands". So rnuch
so that even the acting squad leader Li frequently ignored his orders.

Take, for instance, the business of building 
^ 

canal. To expand
the atea to be planted with eatly rice company headquaters called

on the squads to build a canal in two days. At the end of the first
day all the squads except Squad Seven had overfulfilled their quota"
Squad Seven had dawdled, Ieaving the day's task unfinishecl. Lu
kept the squad on the work-site fot a talk and, his face grim, angrily
demanded how they meant to make it up. For a long while none of
them spoke. To end the deadlock, Big Yung ptoposed allotting each

member a section the following day which he would have to finish be-

fore leaving. Li supplemented half-jokingly: "Yes, it's stipulatcd
in the forty-eight tules that everybody has to finish his task." Al-
though Lu kneu, that this was fro way to handle the business, under
the circumstances he gave his consent.

Tl're next day Squad Seven cornpleted its quota, but many people
criticizcd'l',u fot "allotting work on an individual basis"....

'l'lrt:rt: t,ls yct anothef event to make Lu lose face. The date for
tlrt t:otrrllLnv rrsscmbly had been set. All the squads were supposed
l() l)ut ()lt an ilcltr. Squzd Seven, Lu's testing gtound, was no excep-

tion. Yct rvhcn Lu broached the mattet to Li, Big Yung and Young
Hu, thcy flatly rcfuscd to take part. Their answet was "Pointless".
Putting on items v/as n()t laid down in his forty-eight rules, they
argued. Lu was flabbergasted.

"If people have energy to sparc, let tl.rcm put it into field work,"
said Li sarcastically. "$7hy clisturb other people's rest? I'd rather
listen to the radio than theit singing." \fhen Big Yung and Young
l Iu sprcad talk of this kind thtough the company, it caused genetal

indisnation.

\Vcn sensed that the situation was ripe. The tirne had come to help
Lu scc his mistake and Li's squad catch up with the rest of the company.

'l'lrrt srme evening \7en aslied Lu to discuss Squad Seven's item
willr Ire r. Shc invited Cheng to join thcm too since she was organiz-
ing tlrc wlrole programme.
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As soon as !(en made this proposal, Cheng flarecl up. "Let thcrr
do as they plcase. The ptogramme cari do without them"'

"Do you mean to leave them out?" \X/en askcd het seriously.

"To run a state fatm well, is it bettet to have mote people or less?"

Cheng flushed. She tweaked her braids and kept silent. Wen

had told het many times that to have verve was fine but she must pay

lnore attention to uniting as rrrarry people as possible. She must take

tlre right attitude and give more help to youngsters who for tbe time

being were backward. . . .

I-u did not say anything, just took off his cap and played with it,

putting it on and taking it off again. . . . He was waiting for \flen

to bting up his foty-eight tegulations. In the past few days he had

come to rcalize that her political and ideological wotk was more

effective than his tules and regulations, for it was undenia.ble that the

other squads were bettet than Squad Seven. Lu rvas not too pig-

headed to admit his mistakes, but he still hacl certaiq questions in his

mind. So he would wait and see.

"Some people may think I'm making a mountaifl out of a molehill.

They may say: What does it matter whether Li's squad perfotms

ot not?" \Jfen continued, eyes fired with enthusiasm. "Our answet

is 'No!' The stage should serve ptoletadan politics and promote

political and ideological work. \fle should take the offensive against

any thinking that holds up our company's progress."

"Rightl" Cheng was on the point of flaring up again. "Company

Leader Lu, it seems to me yolrr lack of faith in us youngstcrs is onc

of the things that holds up olu progress."

Lu's face twitched but he kept his tcrnPer. Recent events had

taught him that though Cheng's criticisms glated on his eats they did

him more good than Ah Kuei's honeyed words.

\7en slowly produced the note Lu had written to the Party committee

and said, "Old Lu, we are in charge of youth work. If we doubt the

youngstets' magnif,cent tevolutionaty fetvouf, refuse to give them

the lead, and instcad try to pLrt them undet 'control', our work will
suffer and it will be very dangerous. The Cultural Revolution ptoved

once again tlre vital importance of the mass line. We must have trust
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in the masses ald ahvays rcly on them; otherwise wc fllay embark on

the road to revisionism."
Lu clumsily took the note, folded it up and thrust it into his pocket'

Ihen he heaved a long sigh. "I admit I can do nothiflg with Li and

hjs squad. You win."
\fen smiled at Cheng. Lu's words might lack spirit, but they in-

timated a clrarrge in his attitudc. Wen then Put forward her ideas as

to how to proceed with the work. First of all, the company should

be aroused to criticize wrong thinking; next. . - .

As she listeued, Cheng opened her eyes ever wldet in deliglrt'

Lu's knitted brows slowly unfolded'

The foliowin g day after the midday meal STen asked Li, Big Yung

and Young Hu to come to headquartets to discuss work. \flhen the

three youngsters took their seats, NTen kept quiet for a wbile, leafing

through a pile of mimeographed song sheets. The room was very

still. They could hear singing from the dining hall where the girls'

clroir, conducted by Cheng, had given up their noon flap to tehearse

for Ilrt: conccrt so rapidly drawing neat. Their voices, full of feeling,

r :r r rl I I rr, rr rrllr tlrc silent room. After listenin g for a while \flen asked

l ,i, "llt:rrrlifrrl sirrrlirrg, isn't it?"
l.i sirrlrly t,runl(:(1. Wcn said with a smile, "Latcly out colxPany

lrrs lrt t tt l,t'itrrtrtirrl,, rvitlr lif-c. It's really invigorating. This is the

spirit rrlI of us slrotrltl lrrLvc." Noting L1's embauassment shc asked,

"Arc you talcing ptrt ir-r any .itcrrr?"

Li kept silent.

Big Yung had a quick tonguc. IIc said, "Pointless. \7c can hea-r

betrer singing on the radio."

Wcn shook her head. "They are two quite differcnt things. We

l)ut on items to present the good persons, good cleecls and good think-

irrr" in our company. How can you call that pointless?"

Li slrot a'nvarning glance at Big Yung and Young I{u, wanting then-r

lo litt1r quiet to save further ttouble.
g7r n lrrr:tcnclccl not to see and holding bach her lar-rgirter wcnt on,

"lf ()w ( rr n wc cvct do rvithout revolutionaty x.t and literature?

I rcrrrerrrlrt'r tlr-rring the Spring Festival in ry67 we went to Perform
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for the revolutionary workers at the harbour. I played the accorclion.
The mote I played the higher my spirits rose. . . .,,

"Political instructot, you play tLe accordion?" asked Li,
Young FIu suddenly piped up, "Political instructor, play for us at

the concert, will you ?"
"$(/ell. . . ." Wen hesitated. "Cheng and her girls insist on the

leading cadres being in the progtamme. They want Old Lu to sing
and me to accompany him with the accotdion. But Old Lu,s afraicl
he'll sing out of tune if he has to give a solo. We thought, since he,s
been with your squad, you might all sing together. . . .,,

The three young fellows wete dumbfounded. This was not thc
discussion on work they had expected, ft was true that their com-
rades' criticisrn and Wen's help had enabled them to rcalize their mis-
take, but for them to switch suddenly from opposing the coflcert to
performing themselves would make them look ptopet fools.

Not giving them a chance to argue back, ITen handed them a song
sheet, saying: "IIowabout singingthis?" The song she hadpicked
was Plentl of Scope t0 Fight composed by some comrades in the com-

Pany.
Li glanced at the sheet and replied casually, "I'm no singer."
At once Big Yung and Young Hu chimed in, "Neither are lve."
lfen btushed this aside. "That doesn't mattet. You can learn.

Nobody is a born singer." \7hile the three of them exchanged baffied
glances, she proposed: "Cheng Hsiao-feng can sing this. Go and
learn from her."

The ttio gaped. Lcarn from Chcng Ilsiao-fcng? Nothirrg do-ingl
Allowing them no timc for considcration, !7en continucd: "What

about letting Li go and learn it?"
To avoid being sent themselves, Big Yung and Young Hu at once

seconded the proposal. "Good, very good. Li is the most suitablc
person to go. He's a high school gtaduate and he can read music.
He'll pick up the song in no time."

Li shot them a reproving glance. Too late to save the situation.
And Lu, who had conre in unnoticed, patted Li on the shoulder and
announced: "Four to one. The motion is catried. Cheer up,
Young Li. Show them that you're a young revolutionary." He add-
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ed with genuine feeling, "It's time I ovcrcame my lnck of faith in you

young people."

Li loohed up at the company leadcr in surprise.

"I tell you what," said 'il7en. "Suppose Big Yung and Young
Hu go and find Cileng""

"IJs ?" The two youngsters eyed \7cn incredulously.

"Go and fetch her herc, that's all." \7en quickly made hersclf clcat,

supptcssing a chuckle.
'Ihe trvo youngsters hurried off as if rcprieved.

In no time Cheng, all smiles, came in rvith an accordion strapPcd

across her shoulder. "Political instructor and company leadet!"

sl-re cried. "Decided on your song yct?"
Wen took the instrument from hcr and said, "We nced your hclp.

You teach Li and our company leader the song while T try the accom-

paniment. I haven't played an accordion for a long tirte."
Cheng walked over to Li and was tempted to laugh by his obvious

cmbarrassment. Instead, she said briskly, "It's quitc all right with
r1r(. I-isten to me flrst, Li, then sing after me."

(ilrcn11 lurrnchecl into the rousing song, wl-rich Lu began hunrming.

l,r stolt' :r. I't1r,r.," ^t 
\flcfl. She was playing the accordion with great

sliill, ;Ls il-,rlrliviotrs of thc others' presence. Seeing flo l'vay out, he

lrcr,,iLir to sirrg rtrvl<rvrrrtlly. Cheng calne to his help and finally pro-

nouuccci lrirn lrrolicicnt. Mopping his steaming head, he muttcred

lris tlianks and lcft.
Big Yung ancl Young I{u, who hacl becn waiting outside, broke into

laughter rvhen thcy saw how shcepish he looked. Scowling, Li gave

thcm each a blow.
"'l'|rc fact is," Big Yung said, "she's way ahcad of us. I thouglrt

(ilrtrrq would make things difficult fot you. But no."
"l'tl no idea she was so rr.'arm-hearted," put in Young Hu. "Sfe

\\'( ilI l()() far, the \r/ay we sneeted at the concert."
l,i lilt tlrc same. Although he guessed that rWen must have done

{()ru(' w()r li on the otbers beforehand, he tooh his defcat lying dorrrn.

llc lrtl',:rrr lo rt:llizc that his negative attitude--the way he found
things "lroirrllt:ss"-.was incompatible with the vigotous tevolu-
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tionary atmosphete around him. The song he had iust lea,rned stirred

his heart. He could not stoP humming it.

\7e have full scope to go all out,

Here in the countryside;

Our task is heavy, out road is long,

To battle oo is youth's Pride !

6

Some of Company One's eatly ricc was sown clirectly in the fields and

this was to be done the day after thc assembly and concert' That

afternoon Lu Hsiung w.ent to General Headquarters to attend a meet-

i.g. No sooner did the meeting come to a close tl-ran he received a

phone call ftom his comPany, saying that a section of the new canal

had been breached.

Lu hutried back on a bihe at fying speed. He found the dorrnitories

desetted, with only Ah Kuei standing like a block of wood by the din-

ing hall. Ah Kuei had been dischatged from his post as stock-keeper

after investigation into his activities by company headquarters. He

was now v'orking as a carpentet undet rnass supetvision'

"\7hat are you doing hete?" Lu snapped at him.

Before Ah Kuei could answer, the mess squad leader came out'

"Him?" he said to Lu. "IIe's waiting for you, hoping to cleat

himse1f."

That evening, after rvork, lcaks hacl becn discovered in the newly-

built canal. At once the sluice gate of the branch canal had beeu

lowered. Falling heavily it crackccl. The rcason was plain enough:

Ah Kuei had appropriated thc best tirnber for private putposes, using

rotten planks in their Place.

By the time the broken gate uras teplaced, the canal had been

breached. \7en promptly led the whole comp^ny to the tescue'

On heating this, Lu fumed. He clenched his fists. Howevet, he

remembered what \Wen had once said: A person like Ah Kuei has

to be struggled against, but we mustn't forget to give him a helping

hand too. "Follow mel" Lu roated'
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\7hen they reached the canal Lu found evetyone har.d at work, \7en

taking the lead. The damage rvas rvorst in the section built by Squad

Seven, The "allotment of work on an individual basis" had made

some squad members overlook the points where theit sections ioined
other people's. So now the fields had been flooded' Having rolled

up her trouset-legs, \fen took over the reins ftom a comrade and

proceeded to level the flelds. fn a tone that brooked no argument

she called, "Old Lu, you take charge ofrescue operatiolls' I'm going

to drive the ox."
ft was early spring. The evening breeze blew cold. And \fen

was thinly clad. When Cheng noticed this, she draped her cotton-

padded tunic over \)7en's shoulders, saying half-chidinglY, "You
havcn't got over your cold yet."

Li's hcart was too full to speak, He thrust his own co t zt Cl'reng,

llrr:n stl to worh fuantically digging, his eyes r'r,et.

()n tlrc banlis of the canal, the row of youngstets passing earth

bcgan to clrtnt, brcaking the silence of the fields. Lu felt the blood

rush to his lrcttl, lris face butned. Fot he rcalized now what damage

his forty-ciglrt rcqr-rlttiotrs had caused. If not fot the collective. . . .

lIe tecalled !flcn's prccliction tlltt the youth would respond if guided

by Mao Tsetung 'fhouglrt atrd hct v,.ords, "This is a new feature of
thc young pcoplc who'vc bccn tc:mpcted in the Cultural Revolution."

I-u toared to Ah I(uci, "Opcn your cycs, manl Lookl"
"What . . . what do you u,nnt me to do ?" stammered Ah Kuei.

"Go and tepair the gate first," \flen saicl gravely. "And conre to

headquartets after the assembly."

Ah Kuei took off. Lu, taPping his head, loohed at \7en ploughing

Irrrnly tlirough the muddy watct. FIe sighed, "Those forty-eight

rt gulations of mine. . . ."

'l'lrt lsscnrbly started late. When it finally began all the lights were

orr, lrriqlrtening every corner of the dining hall. The thunderous

roll of clrums stirted the hearts of the young people Present. Among

tlrc rlrurrrrners 'wete Big Yung and Young Hu.
'I'hc nrcctins had two highlights.
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Tl-re first rvas wircn Lu spoiie. Starting rvith his note to the Party

committee, he made a serious self-criticism'

The second came during the concert when Cheng Hsiao-fcng cahnly

of Squad Seven. Accotdion accornpanimcnt: \flcn Sung-hua'"

At once a storm of applause set the rafters ringing'

\Uen stood uP, the baclgc on her chest a vivid recl, lrcr face flushed

with excitemcnt. The youngsters' cxul>crrltlcc 2rlrLl lrillrting spirit

fille<l her with happiness. She knew that nrany rlorc strtrsljlcs ancl

diltrculties lay aheacl, but she was ccrtain thrt thcy u'ould wir-r tlrrougl.L

them. . . .

^rmy 
c^P and patted Li on the shouldcr' "Let's go'"

Then canre clapping that shook the hall like the tliunder of tcn

thousancl galloping chargers, iil<e tlre mighty ''r'avcs of tl-re Yangrse

rol1ir-rg on ftrt cvc:t lltlcl cvcr. ' ' '

Ulrrr/t',t/tl hy Cltrttt Ya-htien

A Village Cultutal Centre (I'Iuhsien

pcrserrt painting) bY Cbang I'irr

-" 

";

l;

&

I



YEH MIEN

A l-ecture on E{istory

Ching-rnci gtvc lr talk entitlcd: \7hy Did Lin Piao Attack Chin

Shilr IIuanE fot llurning Books and Burying Confucian Scholats

Alivc? To hcr surprise, this gave rise to two entitely diffetent

rcrctlons.
Some of the vetetan workets were all for it. Master weaver

Shan-chieh, for instance, buttonholed evetybody she met to say:

"()ur own theoretical insttuctor's gone up the rostrum and given

a trll< on histoty. This is something new, iust finel Her talk wasfl't

pcrfcct of coutse, but she'll improve with ptactice."

Others ftowned and said, "These youngsters have worn themselves

otrt lrurning the midnight oil. What need is thete fot weavers to lec-

trrrc on histoty?"
Li San-kuei, a member of the Party comrnittee, belonged to this

seconcl group. And now he was exchanging views with Ching-mei

in thc ofEce.

"Look at you, Ching-mei. Staying up so late to prePare your talk,

you'vc lvorn yourself to a shadorv. It's too difficult a subiect for us
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^nyway, 
the history of the struggle between the Confucian and the

Legalist schools."
Taking down the newspaper foldet ftom the wall, Ching-mei tutned

to the page with a wtite-up on the Shanghai No. 5 fton and Steel

Plant. She pushed it over to Li. "Look! Thc Shangl-rai steel

workers have done a fine job ctiticizing Lin Piao and Confucius.

We belong to the v-orking class too. Why should we lag behind

them ?"

"Are you accusing me of being conservative again?" Li San-kuei

had kept his temper. "They're a big plant v-ith several thousand

workers, my dear Youth League cornmittec membcr. Wc'rc a small

mill with only 3oo workers. IIow can we compzrc with thcm?"

"\7hat's wrong with a small mill?" Ching-mci was furious.

"You mean a small mili needn't criticize Lin Piao and Confucius ?"

"f mean we can ask university professors to give us a few lectures."

Li was wotked up too.

"Evetybody's studying. If we all ask ptofessors to give lectures,

there won't be enough of thenr to go round. Besides, why do you

look down on workers ?"

"\7e're a mill, not a university, comrade. We don't specialize in
theory. Ilorv can we tackle the classics, or the people and events

of ancient times ?"

Li was wanted on the phone. Befote he left he waved his hand

dismissively. "f guarantee to get hold of a teacher in four clays."

He opened the door and lcft.
Ching-mei bit her lips. Shc woulcl havc lil<ccl to follow and atgue

it out. But she rr,,as a youflg worket who hacl flnishcd hcr apprcntice-

ship: she mustfl't give rein to her tcmpcr. lil/ith an effort she bit back

afl 
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retott, het mind in a turmoil as she gazed out of the window.

Liu Ping-hsia, theParty secretary, had gone to a class in company

headquarters to study how best to rcpudiate Lin Piao and Confucius

and would be a-'vay fot about a week, Before leaving, she had a talk

with Ching-mei, propagandist of the Youth League committee, and

urged her to take the lead in criticizing Lin Piao and Confucius.

Ching-mei as a cadte of the Youth League naturally wanted to fight
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in the van. But Li clidn't see the necessity and had doused hct with
cold water the litst time she g^ye 

^ 
lecture.

The aftetnoon sun high above tl-re clouds shed watm and btilliant
rays on the small miil, the r,valls of which were covered with big-

chatacter. posters criticizing Lin Piao and Confucius. At the bteak

many rvorkers came out to read the posters. The mili might be small,

but not so its fighting spiritl
Ching-mei was deeply stirted. She adfusted the satchel slung on

her shouldet and in a low voice vowed, "Nothing can be allowed to

stop this criticism movemeflt - we'll see to that!"

As the purple sunset faded into night, the moon came out mantled

in silver.

Ching-mei cycled to see Shan-chieh. In a simply futnished room,

the bespectacled veteran rvotker was busy writing a denunciation of
Lin Piao and Confucius. One of the oldest workers here, she had

l<oown rvhat it was to go from job to job in the old society. This

lrLrl tLrnrcrl lrcr jnto tn cxpcrienced fighter. Aftet Libetation she took
,rctjvc prrt r'n cvcry political movement, the Prcsent campaign being no

cxccpti()n. She had noted Li's opposition to the workers thernselves

eiving talks on the histoty of the struggle between the Confucians

and Legalists. Ching-mei's atgument with Li that day had ptompted

lrer to call up the Patty secreta ty and give her a full report of the very

different reactiofls to Ching-mei's talk.

"Is that you Ching-mei?" Shan-chieh asked without looking up

as tbe girl appeared at the <1oor.

'"i{ow did you guess ?"

The oldet worket smiled wisely. "I knew you'd be coming.

l)irin't I hear you arguing your head off vdth Old Li?"
What she said was otdinary enough but her words sent a flood

o[ lvrLrrnth coutsing through Ching-mei's veins.

"'l'cll rnc, Shan-chieh, is it necessaty or flot for us to get clear on

thc clrrssics lnd on those olcl historical figures and facts?" the girl
askccl cl.gcr:ly.
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Shan-chieh's pensive eyes rested fot a while on the girl's face.

Finally she said, "Ifi tgj7, when the bourgeois Rightists were frantical-

ly attacking our Patty and socialism, a Rightist in our mill slandeted

the Party's policy on intellectuals. He compated it with 'burning

books and burying Confucian scholars alive'. . . ."
"Nol" Ching-mei slapped the table as she sprang to het feet.

"So that was one of the Rightists' chatges, was it?"
Shan-chieh put her hands on the gitl's shouldets to make her sit

down. "Let me finish, Why, that diehard was so artog flt he kcpt

writing to the papers too. So v,'e started a debate with him, riglrt
there in our night school classroom. I told him: We'te having a

small debating session. You're allowed to rest if you get tited.

There's water too for when you've talked yourself dry. But we

insist on getting the questions of principle straight befote we quit.

We can go on with the debate day after day if necessary. \(/e've

Chairman Mao's writings and aren't aftaid of youl That's ho'uv

we fought the fughtist tit for tat, In the end, though he scratched

his head till his hair stood up lihe a bird's nest, he had nothing more

to say."
"That's the spirit!" Ching-mei shook het fist.

"That scoundrel Lin Piao unearthed the 'sacred canons' of the

Confucians to 
^tt^ck 

us again. Like the Rightists, he accused our

proletatian dictatorship of 'burning books and butying Confucian

scholars alive'. It's the duty of us wotkers to right the histoty rvhich

they stood on its head. \7e, the worhing class, are the main force

in the criticism of Lin Piao and Confr-rcius, So wc have to master

Matxism-Leninisrn, don't we?"
The girl, het face solernn, said nothing. Thc signiflcance of the

veteran worker's words had dawned on het. As a fighter, she ap-

preciated the value of this guidance at such a critical moment in the

battle. Her eyes shone. "I understancl now. You considet things

more deeply and see nuch farther than L All I was concerned about

was that we in this mill mustn't fall behind others. I haven't got your

vision. Now I see that this is a battle on the ideological front, and

$,-c've got to hold out position."
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This time the master worker smiled with satisfaction" She went
on to het second point. "Many of us old hands think you young-
sters are doing fine. You're going in the right direction. But we
must also point out yout shottcomings."

Ching-mei pulled het chair up to the olderwoman. "That's what
f want to hear."

"You shouldn't just stick to theories. 'Iry to make your tallis
easier to uoderstand so that evetybody can catch on. Many of out
old rvorkers nevet had any schooling. You'vc got to heep that in
mind."

And so a detailed discussion began between Shan-chieh and hcr
fotmet apprentice. As they talked, the moon tode high up the sky,

the stars dimmed. One by one the lights in other apartments werit
out but the two of thern we(e too engrossed to notice,

As the clock struck twelve, Ching-mei said rvith no trace of fatigue,

"I'rn tlrinking of making a map of the Watring States, with explana-

tions and charts, showing how the country was split up before Chin

Shih Huang the first empcror unified China. This will make it clearer

to pcople why it was neccssary to attack the Confucian scholars rvho

\Vcre scparationists ancl opposed unity, why it tvas uecessary to butn
thcir books."

"Make a map of ancient China? That's a good idea," said Shan-

chieh, standing up to see off her guest.

3

Tlrtee days latet at duslc, spring tain fell lightly anclsteadily, rvashing

clcan the cement-paved toad outside the mill and tutning the rvillows
qrccn.

Trouser-legs roiled up to het knees and holding an trmbrella, Ching-

rrrci crmc once again to the gatehouse. "Anything for me?" she

tsliccl tlrc gaternan Chang.

".f trsr arrivccl," said Chang, handing her a package,

ClrintS nrei's chcst heaved with emotion as shc loohecl at thc un-

familirr r,vrit,ing on tl.re cover: "To the Youtb League Branch of
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Mill ro9". \(hen s1.re tote off the wtapping paper she found a book

with a map of the Vatting States as its frontispicce.

A young man darted up, rain dripping from his \I/et hair. "fs this

the map ? I can get it copied in an hour. Everything's ready, papet,

ink and brushes."

Ching-mei clapped het hands. Forgetting hcr umbrclla, she <lashed

back to the ofHce with the lad. Sparkling watcr s1'rlashcd under their

runnine feet,

The idea had originated two days carlier when Ching-mci gathered

together her gtoup of activists in the criticism movclncnt ancl told
them the ruotkers' suggestions anc{ commcnts about their talks on

the history of struggle betveen the two schools. They hacl drawn

up a ne.w plan and gone straight into action, looking up reference

matertal or writing out lectute notes. Using every moment they

could spare from work, they quickly prepared aflothet series of talhs.

Only one thing was lacking: a map of the \flarring States to illustrate

the lectures. None was avalTable in the mill's library which had lent

out all the boolis ofl that petiod. The young worhers were frantic.

One of them, however, hit upon an idea. "\7hen we went to the

Exhibition of Technical fnnovations, I noticed some big-ch^tactcr

posters describing the technical ptoblems of certain plants, and post-

ers put up by the workers of othet plants suggesting various solu-

tions. If workers can provide a btains trust like that fot production,

why shouldn't they help us with our political movement?"

Ching-mci promptly postcd up an S.O.S. on the cloor of thc tcading

room of the local cultural ccntrc whcrc matci:ial on J,in Piao ancl Con-

fucius v-as laid out. Today, thc rnap thcy ncc<lccl hacl corne from
an utter stranger, a young btrilcline workcr. With the book he sent

them an encouraging lettcr -wishing tlrctrr slrcccss in their lectutes.

IIis sympathy and help warmcd Ching-mci's heart"

The two youngsters were soon bending ovct the paper spread out

on the table. The lad was an able cLLughtsman, both quick and

accurate. Ching-mei was content to bc his assistant, rulins lines with
a long tuler and wdting out cxlrlanations in Chincse ink. By the

time the street lights came on, thc map rvas finished,
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"You've been rushed off yout feet these last few days," said Ching-
mei. "Go home now and rest. I'll clear up hete"" \X/hen the lad
demurred, she continued, "I have to wait fot Mastet Li anyrvay, to
report to him about otil prepar^tions for these talks."

Thel he left u,ith an apologetic smile. He was no sooner out of
the door than Li came in. Beaming btoadly and in high spitits, he

put his dripping cap ofl the table and unbuttoned his coat.

"I'vc got thcm at last," he announced. "Neatly run my lcgs ofl!"
\Tithout u,aiting fot Ching-mei to ask who "they" were, he told her,

"Professots from the university will be coming three days from now,
They've got a tight schedule lecturing in diffetent plants. ft wasn't
easy to fit us in. You must help to make their visit a success."

"\X/e've got our talks ready," said Ching-mei, washing the brushes.

Li waved his hand airily. "That's not 'il/hat f mean. You must

take notes during the lectures, detailed notes."
"Of course lve welcome lectutets from the university and 'nve'll

take notes conscicntiously, don't w'orry. But your estimate of
wotl<crs is all wrons. Thc fact is, you've no intention of building
rr;r a continecnt of tvorlicr tLcotists in our own mill." Ching-mei

bit hor lips ancl {rxctl compclling eyes on Li.
Li was unrufllecl. Now that he'd succeeded in getting the lecturets,

he didn't mind v,hat she said, "I know that tongue of yours, lass.

Fire away."

The telephone rang sharply. Li picked it up. It was Party Sec-

rctary Lit Fing-hsia, who was all in favour of the workets going
up to the rostrum themselves to talk on the struggle between the

Confucian and Legalist schools.

Li sounded delighted at first. "Yes, Li speaking. What's that?

Y<iur study group at headquarters is sending 
^ 

team to our mill to
listcn to our lectures? Fine!"

(llrir.rs-mei's hands paused in her task of washing the brushes. She

slrLirrcrl to catch the telephone conversation.

"'l'ornr>rrr>rv? No, impossible! Listen, Ping-hsia, I've arranged

f<rr trvo lt'cltrrcs by university ptofessors, but they can't come until
three clays [ror.r'r no\r'." Li was fruntic,
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ching-mei pushed back her chair and was bcside Li in one stride.

She stared at him hard.

"\uhat's that you're saying? Let our o\r/n workers clo the lectur-

ing? Those youngsters? But what can they say? No, impos-

sible. . . ."
Ching-mei's hands flew to Li's vu-rlst. \ilith a fitm tviist, she pulled

t1,re receivcr close to her rnouth tr.) shout, "comradc Secretary, plcase

let us workers go to the rostrunl. \(/e're nrlt afraid and w-c can do

it. Evetybody says so."

\Tith the iron wrist of a bencfi worker, Li twisted tfue tcceiver bac]t

torvards himself. "Don't listen to herl" He was shouting too'

But Ping-hsia at the other erlrl was respouding:

"Is that you, Ching-mci? Go on...." Li could not but sur-

tcndcr thc tclePhone"

Cradl-ing the receivct to lret ear, the gitl said excitedly, "\re're ail

rcady to go on the tostrum, Cotnrade Ping-hsia'"

"\Vhat if you mess things up? \ron't that be a clisgrace? Won't

you lose face?'" cried Li.
ching-rrrei turned to confront him. "we'll be going to the rostrutn

to lccture because this is essential to ogr lnovemcnt. The question

of losing face sirrrply d<lesn't atise."

Li gaped. *'You've got grits all right," said he with a sigh'

"You're ready to charge ahcarl. But if you say oflc thing wtong, it'll
l.rave an cffect on several hundred people. Think of tl]e clamage tl]at

would do!"
Ching-mei took him up. "Let fire tell you what does teal damagc --

your lack of con{rdence in us workers. \7e can master theoty' \(/lty
not? \7e should be the main force in this campaign" But you're

tryiflg to thrust us aside."

"All I rvant is to sec the movcment go u'ith a sv'ing herc' \fhat

tlurnrge can that do ?"
..[)O you want to train worker theorists aod build uP theif fanks

()r n()l ? Tlris is a question of thc strugsle bctween two diffetent

Iint r;."

Irr tlrt lrt.;11 of tlrcit 21glrmeflt they fotgot tbc tclcphone coJnpletcly.

Mctnr,vlrilt: tlrc l)zrfty scctetary listened quietly at the othet end'

I
_,e.
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When her voice broke into a pause in their dispute they were both
taken aback.

"Listen, Li," the Party secretary was saying, "Ching-mci is right,
\7e need a big contingent of Matxist theorists so that Marxism can

dominate all spheres of the superstructure: philosophy, l.ristory, cdu-

cation - the lot. This contingent should include 'workers, pcasants

and soldiers who are not divotced from production. This is ncces-

sary if we want to consolidate our proletarian dictatorship. For
workefs to march up to the rostrum is something flew and tremcn-

dously important. Li, we should support Ching-mei and the others.

T'hat's the right thing to do."
Ching-mei eyed Li rvith an eager, expectant smile. She passcd him

the telephone receiver, warm from her hands.

"As things are, we'll just have to let them have a try," he said slowly.
Replacing the teceiver he ashed Ching-mei, "IIow well prepared

are you?"
"Ilere, tead this and see if it's all dght." Ching-mei produced a

sheaf of notes from het apron pockct.

Clutching the notes, I-i glanced worriedly at the rnap of the War-
ting States lying on the table. Could thcse youngsters really get their
teeth into such a deep and difficult subject?

4

Ching-mei's fiery worcls wcrc still cchoing jn Li's cars rvhen lrc got
home. knpossible not to bc affcctccl by thcrrr. IIc founcl thc notcs

well prepared with vivicl accounts of Chiu Slrih Iluang writtcn by
Legalists during different periocls of lristory rn<l :rn analysis of these

accourrts from a }fatxist vicwpoint. l,i conlcl scc tbat the young
worhers had studied their subjcct thoror,rul'rly and clevoted rnuchtime
to preparing the lecture. \7hat troublcd hirrr rras not knowing
whether theit approach was fully corrcct or not. IJe simply did not
believe that they \r/ere equippcd to tacl<lc strch a task.

Li slcpt badly that night. Goios crrly to the mill, hc met Ching-
mei coming out of the washroom. Shc had just put ller head under
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the cold-rvater tap and was still drying het face. Her hair was plasteted

to her cheeks; beads of water dtipped down her collar'

Li retutned her the notes' "Been cleanirlg up so eady?"

Ching-mei wiped her hands on her apron before taking the notes

and putting them carefulJ.y into her apron pocket. "shift'll be start-

ing soon. I've been freshening up." il

Li gave het a closet look. "\7hy? Slept late last night?"

"Mm . . . abit. - . ." Ching-mei pushed back her hair and changed

the subject. .,Mind you come and listen to our talk this afternoon,

Mastet Li. You must tell us our shortcomings afterrvards"'

When the shift was over, people surged from the worhshops to

the night-school classroom which was in a separate building. Rarn-

bler roses in full bloom under its windows lent the place a lively air.

Ping-hsia, Li and the team from the headquatters study-class sat

talking with the workers. The atrnosphefe was vigorous and cheer-

ful. Shan-chieh beckoned Li to share a bench with her'

Ching-mei announced the subiect of het talk: The Historical

Signilicance of the Unification of China by Chin Shih Huang' She

hrrnr rr1-r tl.rc rnap of ttre ril/arring States and pointed out places on it
from timc to timc. Going back mote than t$'o thousand yeats in

lristof|: shc conjurecl up fof her listenets the bustling scene of spring

ploughing 
^rrd. Prcp^rations for war in the state of Chin' She de-

scribecl the tempestuous wafs to unite the country that raged ftom the

banks of the Yellow River to the Yangtse, the smoke rising from

the big fire to burn Confucian books in the city of Hsienyang' ' ' '
shan-chieh glanced at Li. Leaning slightly forrvard he was listen-

ing intently, nodding from time to time- All atound het, everyone

seemed completely absorbed.

Suddenly Li fett Ching-mei's glance on him. Their eyes met'

"Over two thousand years ago, the ducal states of the slave-ov/ning

class kept China cut up between rival tegimes and setiously obstructed

socirl dcveloPmefrt," said Ching-mei, one hand sweeping ovet the map'

"'l'rLlrinq the stand of the up-and-coming landlord class and following

tlrc: rlircction of social pfogtess, Chin Shih Fluangannexedthesixother

strtcs oli Ycn, Chao, IIan, Wei, Chu and Chi and unified the country'

impel history fry forward. This is quite diquite dif-In so cloins, hc helped to impel hi
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fetent ftom rl-ars of aggtession betrveen two separate natiotts." She

paused to toss back her plaits. '"The vicious attack on Chin Shih

Huang by Lin Piao's gang only goes to show that Lin was a teac-

tionaty who tried to tutn back the wheels of history. \7ith double-

dyed treachery he plotted to split our Farty and out country' But

that could nevet bel"
These words touched a chord in Li's mind. FIe was still ruminat-

ing ovcr them when he rcalized that Ching-mei had finishcd hcr

talk. Her face flushed, she was saying, "No.M, let's start our discus-

sion in small groups" If you have any questions to taise we can talk

them over together." \7ith that she slipped down ftom the piatform,

took a seat behind a desk and opened her notebook.

An animated discussion immediately followed. Admiration shone

in people's eyes, theit voices rang rvith excitement. Li saw someofle

from the study-class r.vhom he knew to be a cotrlege gradtate, He

edged closer to him and asked in a low voice, "What did you think
of her talk?"

The young graduate slapped his notebook enthusiastically. "You
weflt to the university to look for a professot rvhen all the time you

had such a good lecturer right here in the rniiMomrade Ching-mei

has given us a splendid lecture."
Li was astonished and smiled sheepishly. Ching-nei rvho had

overheatd this remark ptotested, "Don't give me the credit, this was

a collective effort. If you don't believe Ine, yorl can ask Mastet Shan-

chieh."
Shan-chieh herself stood up at this junctute. In the loud, pietcing

voice acquired by textile workers she said, "Facts show tl.rat lvc 'r'-otkcrs
are fully able to master theory. I proposc wc sct up t full-fledged

theotetical iflstructors' team in ottr mill." IIcr proposal met with
shouts of approval as the general cnthusiastn rcechccl a climax. Ching-

mei, especially, clapped with all her might as shc cried, "Good, good,

this vill really change the face of our mill."
The meeting ended and the workers clisperscd. From diffetcnt

wotkshops came the sound of voiccs ancl laughtet.

Togetirer Li ancl Liu Ping-hsia serv thc colntades from hcaclquarters

to the gate. !7hen they came back still trll(iflg about the lccture, tlrcy
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found Shan-chieh rraiting fot them" Usually so placid and composed,

her lined face shone wittr excitement. She said with feeling, "Ching-
mei's a lass who thinks big and dates to tackle di€ficulties" Last night,

as I came off shift I noticed her standing before a map which she'd

hung on that window near the staircase. She told me she s/as tryiflg
to impress on her mind the geogtaphy of China in ancient times.

This morning the night watchman told me she had been at it all night.

To make a success of the lecture, she didn't sleep a wink last night."
Li was stirred. "And she worked through the morning shift too.

She's been on the go all this time." Calling her name he strode into

the classtoom,

But Ching-mei was oblivious to his call. While they were talking

outside she had fallen asleep at her desk, her head cushioned on her

arms. The aftetnoon sunshine slanting in thtough the window cast

golden patterns on her sleeping form. A stack of minutes of the

groups'discussions flicked her young cheeks as the bteeze ruffled its

pages. Tired out as she 'was, her btows \ilere still knit in slcep and

het lips compressed. Sunlig}rt glinted on ttrre nib of the pen in het

hand.

Ping-hsia took off her jacket to put it round the girl's shouldets.

"\Vhether ot not w-e rely on the wotkers to build up our theotetical

ranks is a question of the struggle between two different lines,"

she said tepeating Ching-meik words. '"llow can we still doubt the

ability of workets when we see fine comrades like her?"

"'A question of the struggle bctw-een two different linesl" Li
tepeated these stirrinq words silently. He meant to say, "I under-

stand now, Ching-meil" Insteacl, all he did was to mutter, "Let's

go somewhere tight now and study this ctucial question."

"Study what? The question of building our theoretical ranks?"
(ll:ine-mei had slept thtough their atrival but now Li's mutteted

1'rrolrosel had woken her. Rubbing her eyes she said, "Goodl

Wlrt'n or,rr working class has a big contingent of Marxist theorists

wc'll l>c rlrlc to make a thorough job of debunking those dcvils -
Lin Piao utttl Confucius."
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She looked steadily at Ping-hsia and Li tlreu rLt Slran-chieh, thc

rnaster weavef r.vho had taught hcr so 1ruch. lLcs6l-Ltion, ltope and

confidence shone in her eYes.

Illastratcl Ly Cl.tcn Y'u-bsien

Il:rising Seedlings(Huhsicn peasant

peinting) l>y Li SlLtm bsiaa

l



SUNG AN-NA

Granny Chin

After the meeting in the district office rvas over I started back fot
Poplat Village. Two days away from or.rt ptoduction brigade seemed
a long tirne to me.

During the busy wheat harvesting time, there was plenty of wotk
awaiting me as accountant. Had the gtain been stored in the granary?
Had we deliveted our quota to the state ? Was the communemembers,
share in the wheat hatvest decided upon? And what about Granny
Chin?...

I was staying in Granny Chin's cottage. My fust evening in the
village, sitting side by side on her kang we had got acquainted. I
ashed her: "How old are you, aunt?"

"You guess." Sitting up erren sttaightet she smoothed the grey
hak at het temples.

"Sixty ?"

She shook het head.

"Sixty-five ?"
She shool< hcr hcad egain.
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"You can't be more than sixty-five," I said positively'

Smiling, with her thumb and forefinget she made the figute "7"'
"Sce, cl'rildt" She burst out laughiog heartily.

Her glowing face artd gay laughtet made it hard to believe that she

rvas really seventy. Befote I could make any cofnrnent sl.re told me

with a twinkle : "People tweflty yeats older than you call me Aunt

Chin. So you'd better call me Granny."

"Granny Chinl" I echoed promptly.

Shc chucklecl dclightedly"

From the start tr took a fancy to this honest watm-hearted old

rvoman, Any progress I had made in the past two years in the coun-

tryside rvas clue to hcr love and cate, So she had a vety special place

in my heart. I wished I had wings now to fly home to her. . . "

As I enteted the village a young man, his btonzed back bate, came

paflting up to me. "Little Peachl" He thrust out a big hand to

greet me. "It's good to see you back. \7e've got the wheat teady

and rvill delivet out grain to the state tomorro$/. The othet news

can urait." This v""as Shih Yang, our brigade leacler. Looking as

if he had some utgent business he tutned and made off.

"!(/hat's the hurry?" I asked. "Where are you going?"

"To the vegetable gard-en. I iust asked her to shoo the chickens

away from out vegctables, but she insists on weeding the plot as well'

Sl're's old enough, isn't strre, to take better care of hetself ?"

"\Vho are you talking about?" I asked, mystified.

"Granny Chin."
Hearing that, I dashcd after hin-r toward the '"'egetable gardcn'

T-ush gteen t-trclon vitrcs Jlllc,l tlrc n<''at plots. On thcrn werc

growing melons rtf diflcrctt sizes. Amr)ng thc lrltnts squatted an

okl woman busy rvccding. 1)c:rs1ri1111 ion tlriplrcrl from her forehead,

cheeks and neck. I wrlltccl closcr, tlrcn pr-rllccl up abruptly. Plung-

ing her fingets into thc 1lroist catth, (iritr-rtry r,vrrs tlprooti0g the weeds

r,vhicl-r tLad sprouted in thc furrov"'s' As shc moved slowly forwatd

she carefglly filled in the lroles lc:ft i1 tlrc gt6und, so intent on het work

that sl-re didn't evcn notice our atrival.

The siglrt took my brcath ar,r,ty. Wlrat coulc'l I say to this old granny

wotking so hard under the blrrzing sun?
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It was the brigade leadet who frst called to her: "Gtanny Chin!"
Granny looked up then and saw me' "Back from your meeting,

Peach?" she said. "\fhat good news have you brought your gran-

fry ?"

Not answeting het question, I walked over to help her up and wiped

the petspiration frorn her face.

"!7hy don't you do as you're told, Granny?" the btigade leadet

complained. ('I wofl't assign you any iobs ifl futute'"
"!flhat's wtong?" Granny counteted.

"I asked you to sit in the shade here to shoo hens away from out

melons. But you. . . ."
"How can I sit twiddling my fingers, watching the weeds shoot

up ? You should get the school children to look aftet the hens,

lrtisaclc lcader, and let me go to the thteshing floor instead. Don't
thinli bccausc I'm seventy I'm past working. All tight?"

FIe gave a categorical refusal. "You're not talking me

round again, Granny. Starting from this afternoon, you get no

more jobs. You must st^y at home and restl"

"Nonsense. Vant me to die of boredom?" Granny tetorted'

Looking up at the sky she \vent on, "It may rain this afternoon, Blacky.

You'd better speed up the thrcshing."

The sun was shiring brightly. The sky was blue excePt in the

southwest rvhete dark clouds wetc gathering. The willows u'ete

swaying lightly in the breeze . Was there any teal likelilrood of ta,in ?

That afternoon I rvent to the brigade office and saw a hotse-collat

lying on tirc desk. I pickcd it up and found five holes in it. Evi-

dently some waggoner had btouglrt it in to be nrended befote tomot-

row's delivety of gtain to the state. It was so badly worn, I had bettet

lrtry a ncw one. That would only cost five ot six yuan. Just then

:L lrrrrrl reached towards me. I tutned and saw Granny Chin.

Slrt lrclcl up the collar in both hands and catefully examined both

sitlts ri,illr nartowed eyes. After a while she putsed het lips and

sricl: "Wot tr out, eh? !flant to buy a new one?"

"[t's too [Lr gonc to mend. A new one only costs...."
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"... over five yuan, eh?" she cut me shott. "All you need do

is fitl up a requisition form. But the accountant is thc househceper

of our btigade." She laid strcss on this last sentcrlcc ancl with a rc-

proachful glance at me tlrrncd ancl lcft.

Six months previously whcn I was clcctccl lLccourltrnt I had thought

the lob beyond me and hcsitatccl to tcccPt it, frrr as a student in tov.n

I had never even opened an accoulrt bool<. \(/hen Granny learned

of this, weighing her words shc saicl: "Pcach, there's no one in the

wodd -nvho's botn an accolrntant. You can leatn by doing. The

accountant is the housekeeper of out brigade. Since the poor and

lowet-middle peasaflts have faith in you, lass, you must take on the

job and be a good housekeeper for our commune members."
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Encouraged by the brigade leadets and by Granny, I had startecl

work as accoufltaflt. 'il/henever difficulties cropped up in my wotk
Granny lent me a helping hand.

Granny was noted for her diligence and frugal way of life. Not
long after I came to her house I noticed some marks cut on the gourd
she used to measure grain. Asked what they meaot, she pointed at

the lines and explained: "This line marks one ounce; that one, three

ounces; and the third halfa catty. IfI want to cook orie catty ofrice,
f use two lnlf-catty flieasures. IfI rvant to cook eight ounces offlour,
I usc a ha.lf-'cztty an<l a three-ounce measure. I fiod this a handy

method."
Her explanation made me laugh, I tematked: "Now I know wlLy

peoplc say you are. . . ."
"Close-fistcd ! Is that what they say ?" Gtanny's face turned dark.

"Pcach, in thc old society I went begging fot dozens of years. In
the frcezing lrinter r.vhen the ground was a foot deep in snow I had to
beg from place to place, with nothing but a piece of sacking rouncl my

shoulders. Sometimes I collapsed in the snow from hunger and

exhaustion. I rvould struggle up only to fall dov-n again. If you
just lay there you'd soon be frozen to death. I had to struggle on.

Life was hell till the Communist Party came and saved me. Since

Liberation things have changed completely. No'uv lve have this roomy

btick cottage and life is just fine. My daughter-in-law once said to
me r 'At your age, mother, you should eat whatevet you fancy.

Life's getting better all the time, so why go olr pinching and sffaping ?'

\fhat a way to talkl I tiched her olT ptoperly. Even after we reach

communism, hatd work and thriftiness will still be needed."

As these memories crossed my mind I tooh the horse-coilat home

and put it by the window, resolved to repait it myself later that eve-

nin.g. \7hen Granny saw this thtough the window, a contented smile

lit. up hcr wrinkled face.

ll. uas late by the time I finishecl my accounts that e'rerling. I had

t ( ) llr'( )l)c nry way horne from the brigade offce, As I opened the front
grLtc l surv llrrt the lamp in the castetn wing was still alight. Why
hadn't (inrrny turnecl in? I tiptoed over to raise the door-curtain
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and discoveted her sitting by the larnp, het spectacles on, industtiousiy

mending the horse-collar. Leaning against the door-frame I looked

at het fondly. Although het forehead was lined with age, her eyes

undet the spectacles wete btight and keen. Holding the horse-collat

tight against het bteast, she plied het needle swiftly and skilfully.

\7ith these 'wotk-wom hands she had mended padded clothes fot
Eighth Route Armymen, made black cloth shoes for PLA f glrtets;

the calluses ofl them tecorded feats of endutance, hard wotk done in

the blazing sun or blustering wind. Now in het seventieth yezr,

u,-ith these same hands, she was putting all her devotion fot the col-

lective into this mending, a mundane yet glotious task !

"Grannyl" I ranto throw my atms around het.

"Silly chitd." Granny sttohed my hair. "When did you cteep

in ?"

"Gtanny, let me mend it."
"A few more stitches and it'll be finished. It's late, you must go

to bed flow." rWith that she pushed me on tothe kanq, then tutned

back to the light and resumed her work.

Lying on the kangl fixed my eyes on Granny, my mind in a tumult.

T'hen I must have fallen asleep. \flhen I woke up and reached out

to feel Granny's quilt I found her place was empty. I sat up quickly.

Raindrops were pelting on the windorv. Jumping up f clasLed out

towards the threshing floor.

When I reached the threshing floor swept by wind and rain I saw

Granny working thete like a house on fire.

"Gxanny!" I shouted.

"Gtannyl" echoed the communc members who had comc tushitrg

to protect the wheat,
'Ihe comnringled sound of wind, rain ar.rd rtrnnins footsteps con-

verged on the threshing floor, on Granny Chin-

Mopping het streamingface, she called out to us: "I'Ye checl<ed

all three stacks 
- 

our wheat's well covcred. Go back, quick."
The commune members ptessed round Granny Chin. The btigade

leader had to squeeze through the crowd to confront het. "All
right, Granny wins," he ctied, slapping the back of his head. "It's
no use trying to make her stay at home."
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"I'm glad you admit defeat," Granny rctorted. "Talic bach yor.Lr

order to me to rest and let me join the rvorh ofl the thrcslring floorl"
She started crowing with laughter.

The rain subsided, the wind died down. In the stjllncss, Gtanny

Chin's gay laughter kept ringing in my cars. . . .

l/ltrs/ra/ed b.1 l.it Jcn-rl,itg

Wc Arc
painting)

All R.eady! (ttaditional Chinesc

by CbiangCLutgtrun
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KUO IISIEN-HUNG

Storming Tiger Cliff

'Ihis is ar excerpt ftom the novel Tbe Long Trek.

In 1968, Chaitman Mao pointed out the need fot educated young people to

go to the countryside to be re-educated by the poor and lowet-middle peasants.

In response- to this call, millions of young people ftom vatious cities of China

went down to the countfyside and there wfote anothef glotious page in the annals

of the Chinese youth movemeflt. In recent yeats, many Iitetaty wotks have

appeated teflecting this new socialist expetiment, one of them being the novel

The Long Trek.

The action starts in 1969 when Chung \Wei-hua, Mei Ying-tzu, Lu I-Iao, Tien

Hsiao-ping and othet school-leavets ftom Shanghai go to settle in a ptoduction

brigade in the ptovince of Heilungkiatg r,eat China's nottheastetn ftontiet.

The start of their revolutionary long ttek exPoses mafly cofltradictions which

ttigget off fights. These include class sttuggle between youngsters like Chung

and the saboteut Chang Shan and the two-line struggle between consetvative

ideas as teptesented by the btigade leadet Yu Chun-pao and the school-leavets.

Arnong the educated youth there is also a sttuggle between ptoletatian and bout-

geois iclcology in connection with the ptoblem of how to receive te-education

liorn thc poot and lowet-middle peasants.

'l'hc novcl shovrs these young people, headed by Chung, grappling with these

complcx and turbulent cfoss-cuflents. Such episodes as thcit fights to reap more

gtain dcspitc snow and ice, to protect the bddge, stotm Tiger Clifl and capture
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the saboteut Chang Shan ptoiect the l-reroic imagc of Chung \Wei-hua and

the fine spirit of China's younger generation who ate on a long ttek to continue

the tevolution aftet being steeled in the Gteat Ptoletatian Cultutal Revolution.

The novel, foty-thtee chaptets in all, was published it t913 by the Shanghai

People's Publishing l{ouse. It is one of the fitst wotks of its young authot Kuo

Hsien-hung.

- The Editots

Tiget Cliff shrouded by clouds

Stands ten thousand feet high;
Stags date fiot cross it,
Eagles come flot nigh.

As this folk-song shows, this cliff was quite formidable. Shaped

like a crouching tiger, it loomed above the surrouncling hills like a

wall of granite barring the road into the mount2ins, allow'ng neither

carts nor trucks to pass. It was a real tiger in the path of the bridge

buildets.

The fighters of Tiger-taming Company, having passed thc cook-

house where Aunt Kuan u/as preparillg their supper, went ofl znot1'rer

two kilometres till they reacl-)ed the foot of the cliff. Since this v'as

as far as their tractot could go, they halted on a small hill. There

Yu Chun-pao, deputy leader of the company, otg^nized them trr

fell trees, dig trenches and fix up a shelter for the night.

Young company leader Chung Vei-hua and his fightets soon got

a shed erected. Aftet telling the others to rest, Chung shouldered

his axe and asked Yu to go with him to the foot of the cliff to look

roufld. Since their orderly had not yet attived from thc cookhouse

with their supper, Yu agreed to go although it was grorving latc.

With them went young Lu Hao, Ying-tzu, old btigade leadet Chen,

and Muren the seasoned Olunchun hunter from anothet brigade

whom they had just met on thc road. Muren, shouldering his rifle

and cattying a hunting knife, was riding his shaggy horse, followed

by his powerful hound.

Yu still felt dubious about the schcme to blast through Tiger Cliff.

Pointing towards it he said: "There are only a hundred of us, count-

ing the gitls; and even if we were all supermen we'd have our worl<
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cut out blasting thtough that clif. Remember, Old Chen, whcn
the Japanese tried to do it? They had a huge work force alrd spent

months on the job, yet didn't pull out even one of the tiget's teeth."
"That's different. You can't compare our iob today with rrrork

done during the Japanese occul)atiofl," teplied Chung quietly. "They
wete building a road to help Japancse aggression, a rcad to death.
rWe'rc building a revolutionary road for the proletariat, a road to
communism, In those days the workers were press-ganr;ed. Bayo-

nets and whips forced them to work. \Me've the backing of the

whole people and we've come as volunteers, singing battle-songs.

You lived through the Japanese occupation here, Old Yu, so you
understand it better than us youfigsters. When you've tr'me, you
must tell us some of your expetiences."

"Hear that, Old Yu? Our youngsters havc the right spirit, eh?"
put in Old Chen approvingly. Beaming at the threc mettlesome

young people, he thought what a good iob Party Secretary Li had

done turning these young students into fitst-rate cadres iri less than

a year in the commune. It was I-i who had scnt them to storm Tiger
Clifl. This was a way to tcrnpcr theLn into line stecl. And they

hacl such a rcsolutc y()unE lcadcr, if thcy all pulled together they
coulcl surcly tr-rnncl tlrrouqh the clifl evefl if it werc rnade of steel.

rffhen Yu and thc otl'rcr four reachcd the foot of the clifl they

found N{uren tightcning his horse's girth. The Olunchuo huntet
evidently intended to ride to the top.

Chung, Ying-tztt and young Lu Hao lookecl up at the sheer cliff,

a truly awesome sight. They knew that the heacl of tl-ie road con-

struction work Old Chi, the communc Party sccretary Old Chiang who
was tesponsible for this section of the road, and their guide Old Han

had gone up to reconnoitre. Were they stlll up there?

When Muren had saddled his horse to his satisfaction, he fed it
a latgc pinch of salt. Then rubbing the scat on his rigl-rt clieck he

said: "Let's get started. !0ho'11 tahe the leacl?"

Yu laughcd. "You Olunchuns are flmecl floutrtaineers. We'll
be pleasccl if we don't drop too far behitci you. Of coursc you must

take tl-re lead."



Muren grinned, disclosing a gap in his mouth whete two ftont
teeth were missing. Without a word he vaulted on to his saddle.

But at once Yu stopped him.

"I know your Olunchun horses can clilnb mountain tracks, But
this clifi is too steep, you'll nevet make it on horseback."

"Don't wotry. Last winter I chased a stag halfway up this cliff
befote I caught it." Murefl thterv a glance at the peah. "If my
horse can't get to the top, neither can we."

"So you want it to blaze the trail." Yu let go of the reins and

Muren rode forwatd, his hound following him with a batk. Next
came Yu close behind, and after him the three youngsters with Old
Chen bringing up the rear. It was a hatd climb. But they managed

to find footholds in crevices in the rock and to pull themselves up

by clutching at ttees ancl brambles. They were panting and pouting
with sweat by the time they got halfway up and found Muren 

"vaiting
for them, still in the saddle. His horse was certainly sure-footed

and agile.

As they stoppecl to rest, Chung keenly surveyed the terrain and

made certain calculations. They had iust reached the belly of the

tiger and still had a long climb to get to its backbone and the head.

Above them, the cliff loomed like a wall of iton. But at the top,

oddly enough, was a forest which the local people called the Cap.

Half hidden in the clouds, the ttees with their mottled foliage looked

lihe a striped tiger skin. This fotest high in the sky appeated unap-

proachable. Mote than twenty years ago, the Japanese itrvaders had

ttied to climb up there to strip ofl the tiger's skin and blast through

its back so that they could build a bridge across Double Dcet Rivet
and carry off all the wealth of thjs mountain region. Flowevet, this

scheme of theirs had fallen througll. The invadcrs had to withdtaw,
leaving only some holes blasted halfway up thc cliff.

Pointing at the granite pitted with holes, Yu exclaimed: "See

those? Made by the Japanese, those were. They dragged over

a thousand workers here for more thanlnlf a year, and several hundred

poor devils got killed ot maimed, but all they clid was dent the tiger's
skin. This rock's so hard, houscs built of it wiil last fot genera-

tions."
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"'I'hat's taking a long-term view, brother," quipped Old Chen.

"!7e'd better take a few pieces back with us."

Chung had stripped to his red vest o1l which was printed in yellor,v

the words: Red Guard. ',faking out his notebook he asked Yu
how the Japanese had set about blasting the cliff. He jotted clou'n

Yu's answers, interrupting him from time to time with qucstions.

The Olunchun hunter, seeirrg him so much in earnest, told Chung

all that he koew too. Chung listened eagerly, nodding. Finally

he said confidcntly: "Right" Now let's climb the tiget's bach."

"That'll keep till tomorrow," said Yu. "Time to go bach for
supper. ft's no easy iob getting to the toP of the cliff"'

Brushing back her hair ftom her perspiring face, Ying-tzu pto-

tested: "Old Uncle Han and those leading comtades went up there.

If they can clinib it, why can't we ?"

"That's right," agreed Old Chen. "They're not equipped with
r.vings either."

"Ilowever high a clifl it has a top," chimed in I-u FIao. "\fle can

fincl a way up."
Chung obsetvcd: "I see some fresh marks on the tock here.

They must have come this way too."
Yu repeated: "It'11 keep till tofiIof,row. Let's call it a day."

"No, Corntade Yu," tcplied Ying-tzu doggedly. "If we persevere

we can make it. We rnust get to the top today. If you're tired, stay

here and watch the clothes and the horse while we youngsters go

uP."
"That's it. You stay with Brother Muren and this lass, Old Yu.

I'11 go up with the two you11g fellows." Old Chen tightened his

belt as hc spoke.

Ying-tzu flushed. "'Ihat's not fair, brigade leader," she protest-

t:cl. "It \,\,as my suggestion, but you want to leave me behind. Come

<;n, I'11 lead the way."
Lu FIao pulled her back. "I've longet legs. Let me go first."
Mtrrcn scratched his chin, then barred Lu Hao's way. "You're

("o, rtl y,rrrrrgstcrs, all of you, but here you must listcn to an cxpcrienc-

cd lrLrrrt, r. \'otr stay Jrere while I climb up first; then you can

follow."



Muren patted tbe coiled ropc tied to his belt and fastenecl his whip
to the saddle. Next he pulled up his leather boots and tightened
his belt. Then, his rifle over his shoulder, he started off.

Just at that moment Chung called to fiim to stop. "Wait, Corn-

tade Muren ! \7hat's that?"
A11 looked up to where Chung,was pointing and saw a thick rope

being lowered from above. This was the :first time Old Muren
with his keen eyes had failed to catch sight of something bcfore tlre
others. So people v-ere lowering this ropc for them from the sum-

m1t"

"Good," said the old hunter. "Thcre are four of them up there.

They're beckoning to us."
"Come on then," cried Chung. He slipped on his iachet and

caught hold of the rope. His axe sluns over his shoulcler, he shinned
quichly up, follol.ed by Ying-tzu, Muren and Lu Hao.

Old Chen nudged Yu. "It's our turn no\\r. Go on, man. I)on't
lct the yourigsters leave us behind."

So all six of them in turn climbed up the rope, scaling the t.iger's

back. Sute enough, as the sharp-eyed l-runter trad said, there wcre
four men waiting there to help them up.

Chung glanced tound at the hitrls and valleys below before ex-

amining the cliff itself more closely. He saw that this cliff, whiclr
seen frorn belorv loomed up like a crouching tiger, was nothing more
than a thin wall of rock. FIis spitits rose. Though this gra.nite tieer
appearcd formidable, it was not invulnerable. Its heiglrt and lack

crf density meant that it could bc conqr-rcrccl withor.rt too t-r'ruch dr'ffi-

culty. Next he lookccl at Doublc [)r'cr: llivcr: rvin<lirq likc a jade

belt behind the cliff. 'I'hc lranl<s wcrc llricl< rvitlr pcolrlc, catts and

horses, milling about to builcl thc higlru'ay rLnrl Irriclsc. Eight stone

btidge piers alteady constructcrl rosc f-rolrr thr: rivcr" He glanced

back at the two glearning strc2u)rs lil<c trvo clcer chasing each other.

Emerging from opposite valleys, thcy convcrged under Tiget Cliff
to flow down to the Heilunglriang Rivcr a lrundred li away.

Chung was delighted to sce arnong thc four men there the vice-
commander of the local garrison, T'hough his Lrair rr.as grey he was

still healthy and active, and he was in charge of the whole construc-
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tion project. Hc had obviously heard about these youngsters ftorn
the county and commune cadres. Irutting one hand on Chung's
shouldet, he pointed to thc terrain below and said:

"Look, young fellow. Our task here is to topple Tiger Cliff and

build a bridge a hundrcd metres long across the river so that, flo mat-

tcr r,vhat ti're weather, trucks can travel fast betwecn this county and

the provincial capital. See that bridge building contingent of army-

men and civilians from the next county? That's the Dragon-taming
Company. By working hard ali winter and spting they've akeady

finished the bridge picrs. Thc task of yout Tiget-taming Company

is to pull dovrn this tiger in oLlr path as fast as ever you can. \7e'd
like you to feil the trees up here too and shift the timber to the rivet
sl'rore for tl-re Lrriclge builders. By using local timber, we can save

hbour encl material bcsides spcecling up the v/ork. rWe want to gct
thc bridge open to ttallic by National Day, Octobct the First. How
aboul it ?"

The vice-comtnandor's por,verful, warm hand still lay on Chung's
shoulder. Hc had given ttre young fellow a heavy assignment and

clear1y expccted that he could pull it off.

"Sure, rve'll do our best to firrish the job on time," replied Chung

firmly. He rvas thinking: The task assigned us by the county
and commune was just to blast through the ciiff. Now part of our
forcc lvill have to fell trees a'c the summit. X7ell, this shows the

leadcrship's faith in us, and it's in line vrith the policy of doing more

to build socialism faster, better a.nd more economically. But cartying
out this dual task von't be easy. We'll have to mobilize the masses

and rvork out carcfullv the bcst vray to cope. He glanced at the two
keen youngsters, thcrr at Old Chen who was staring up at the forest
rnd at Nluren wiro had f,xed his eyes on the rushing stream below.
'llrcn he looked at the red banner flutering in the wind above the

slrcds at the foot of the cliff, and fclt the heavy axe slung over his

slrorrltlct. Il-re warrnth of the vice-commandet's hand made him
(-onscious that he had the support of hundreds of othet fitrn hands

rrrtl tlr;rl rrrrny pcople v.ere convinced he could carry out the assign-

mcnt. I lc rt:callecl the parting words of old Patty Secretary Li and

Grantlrrtl l.rr:Ln: "lf you youngstefs have guts, you must plunge
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into t1.re heart of the storm and steel yourselves in class struggle and

the struggle between two lines. This way, you'll becomc like pillars
of steel able to withstand hurricanes or thunderbolts...."

\7ith quiet confdence he said: "Commander, I've got some ideas

which I mean to propose to the Party branch when I go back. I
shall also consult veteran workets and my comrades."

"Good." The vice-commandet's eyes crinkled in a smile. FIe

could see that this lad of twenty or thereabouts was modest and pru-
dent; rvhat's more, he had the rjght idea about relying on the Party
and the people. Fot any gtoup leader, however talented, must un-
conditionally accept the leadetship of the Patty and the supetvision
of the rnasses. Only by summing up the r,r,isdom of the collective

can he overcome difficulties and succeed in his task.

"You're right. We should always trust arid rely on the masses,

ofl the Party." The vice-commander added approvingly: "I
hear that when the btigade assigned you this !ob, you consulted many
people and noted down all sorts of suggestions for blasting through
Tiger Cliff. Tirat's the spirit. We revoh,rtionaries have to use our l-ie ads.

Let's go back now and rest. Tomorrow motning after bteakfast
you and your deputy leadet must come to out headquarters for a meet-

i.g. Together we'll work out a plan to fell trees and blast the cliff."
Late that night, after theit long trek, neady everybody was asleep.

Only company headquarters remained lit up. In eady auturrn in the

mountains the mosquitoes are very fierce. All the youngstets from
Shanghai except Tien the orclerly slcpt under moscluito-nets. Thc
peasants from tl-rc commuflc, howcvcr, slcpt soun<lly rcgatcllcss of
mosquito bites.

A whole squad of mcn slept in cot.npany hcadquattcts. Oid Chen

and Muten lay snoring on Young J'icr-r's l>trnl<. \flhen mosquitoes

alighted on their bate atms to suck 
.bloo<I, 

Chung drove them away

with his hands, then quietly covcrccl thcm u.ith his own mosquito-net.

Chung and Lu llao now went ovcr to their "desk", a tree-stump

on which they had placed a sand-table. A long smooth slate sticking
out of the sand represented Tiget Cliff.

Deputy Leadet Yu came in quietly and urged softln "Better turn
in."
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"Don't wait up for us, Old Yu," said Lu Hao smiling. "You
know how pig-headed Chung is. He can't sleep till he's scttled this
question in his mind."

"IIe's not the only
gids' team. Yins-tzu,
the same. It beats me.

you do."

one," retorted Yu. "You should see the
Ying-hung and that daughter of mine ate
At yout age, I never kept on the go the way

"That was in the old days," Chung remarked cheerfully.
"That's tight," agteed Yu. "In the land reform after Llberation

f was every bit as keen and energetic. Now it's your turn.,,
"Ilard work isn't enough; we need guidance from the older genera-

tion. WeI, the vice-commander of the local gartison, although he
akeady has white hair, has come all this way to fight shoulder to
shoulder with us." Chung indicated the sanrl-table and continued:
"fn this fight to blast thtough Tiger Cliff we certainly need the help
of veterans like you. We youngsters haven't your experience.,,

"Right, a veteran fighter is worth two of us. Here, you'd better
corne and help us." Lu Hao made Yu sit down beside them.

IIis cycs on thc pcbblcs in thc sand-tablc, Yu laughed. ',I thought
y( )r.r rv( rc 1>LLy i ng tl reu.qhls, but l scc you're still working. Perseverance

l)xys. I bct 'f i.gcr: Ctill will have to give way to you.,,
"ftls too cady to say that." Pleased by Yu's growing enthusiasm,

Chung stood up. "To dernolish Tiger Cliff we must rely on collec-
tive rvisdom, careful planning and boldness in action. Let,s go and
have another look at the cliff. You can tell us how you tackled it
twenty years ago, what dynamite charges you used. All that tech-
nical data should come in useful now.,,

"Come on, Old Yu. The moon tonight is brighter than anelectric
iight." Lu IIao jumped up ancl pulled Yu to his feet.

"All riglrt." Touched by the fighting spirit of these tw.o tiger-
cubs, tiglrtening his belt Yu r:emarked, "Wben I,m with you I feel
younget too. Quietly, doft let's wake the others.', He tiptoed out.

Chung and Lu Hao exchanged pleased glanccs before following
Yu out. In the moonlight they saw approaching them two gids:
plump, short Ying-hung and tall slender ying-tzu. They had come
to find Chung and tall< over the plan.



As tl.re five of t}',em made tJ.'rcir way to Tiget Cliff, they heard heavy

footsteps behind" It rr.as Old Chen and the Olunchun hunter.

Perhaps they h.ad feit hot undcr the mosqr-rito-net or was it because

Muten was a ligi-rt slecper? Anyway, as soon as Chung and the

others left they had got up ancl follorved.

An trrour later, seven faint sjlhouettes could be seen on Tiget Cliff.

Under the blue night skn they seemcd to be teaching ftrr the stars. . " .

The road constructiofl headquatters was on a slope to the left of
Tiger Cliff. The wireless trarsmitter in its latge tcnt kept heedquat-

ters in touch r'vith all the different sectors.

Thc meeting to discuss the demolition of 'Iiger Cliff vzs chaired

by thc vice-commander. Heated arguments and cheetful laughter

rnade it lively.
"You're the chief of our Tiget-taming C()mpany, Young Chung,"

said the vice-cornmanclcr. "Let's hcar your comPany's ideas on thjs
jobl'

Ail eyes turnccl to Chung. Yu prodded him. "Go on. If you

don't comc clean, I'll tell thern."

"Out with it," urgeil thc vlce-conrmander.

Yu could never keep anytl'Jng to himself. Rubbing his eyes he

announced: "Young Chung hcre didn't sleep a wink all last night.

He climbed the cliff by moonlieht and catnc clown wlrcn the sutt r*'as

ristrrg. Ftre's gonc over thc r'i,hole tctrain, practica.lly trurrorn'ing into

the tiger's bclly."
"So Young Chune w,rs LrP ai1 niglrt invcstigatin.q tlrc cliff." Thc

vice-commandcr noclclcd lris aplrrov:Ll.

"ft rnasn't iust mc," Clrr-Lng tlisclainrctl. "Sc:vc't't of us wcnt to
malic a more thorough survcy o1 tlrc t.liIl."

"Not just a general survcy citlrcr'," lrtrl irr Yr,r, indicating Chung's

notebook. "You madc a lot of clLlctrlLt.iot'ts and sketches, workiflg

all through the night. And you all saicl you'd figured out a plan'

How come you'te so consefvativc now?"

"I'm not bcing conservative." Cirung smiled to hear this criticism

from Yu of all people. Opening i.ris notebook he continued, "This
is only a preiitlinary pian for dcrnolition" N7e still have to make
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further investigations and collect more scientific data. N7e haven't
consulted other peoplc yet eithcr."

"All right, let's have it," said tl.re vice-commander,
Young Chung straightcned his old army cap and stood up diffident-

ly to explain his proposai.
"1'11 speak first aLrout the project to stolm Tiger Clifl. According

to our estimatc, rvhich is confirmed b), Comrade Muren, Bdgade
Leader Chen ancl Olcl Yu, t1're u'hole cliff is one hundred and fifty
metres high. [t's al] hard granite. Crouching on that rocky base

fifty mctrcs lrjqh, it looks ptetty imposing. In fact, it's like an un-
derfed pig, cluitc a size but lean and flabby." Chung turned and
pointctl tlrrough the windorv at the cliff. "The thickest part at the
rniddlc is onlv t\\,entv metfes; and that concave place rvhere the belly
jr>irrs the base seems to be the rveakest spot. See?"

Ilaving taken a good look at the cliff, they agreed with Chung,s
cstlmate.

"Our job is to make a cut abor-rt fifty metres wide through tlie
middle of the cliff just about 6fty rletres above the tiver. lVe,ve
made a rough calculation: the tiger's belli, is about the right height
and it goes up a hundred metres. That means that about one hundred
thousaod cubic metres of rocl< will have to be blasted away. If
we start from the top and rvork down, the way the Japanese did,
that won't do."

To illustrate his point, Cl-rung arranged some pebbles on the sand-
table, then went on: "Out idea is to concentrate our attack on the
bottom of the belly, the thinnest part. Over an axea frfty metres
*,ide, we'll drill tunnels e\rery tefl metres, making each ten metres
deep and two metres across. \[e'll be needing one hundted tons of
clynamite altogether, a kilo for each cubic metre of rock. If we have
rro clectric detonator, we can get five men to light the fuses at the
i,;r nr(' tj me. This way, we can blast through the middle of the tiget.,,

"'l'lr:rt's a good idea, driving tunnels." The vice-conrmaoder
r lrrppr rl tlrc table iightly.

" A s li rr tlre one hundred thousand cubic metres of rock,,, 
- Chung

l<no<'l<ttl ovc.r the pebbles on the sand-table-.(1ys can blast them
so thirt tlrey l:Lll on both sides of the base. They,ll be enough to
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consttuct a highv-ay five rnettes v'ide and a thousand metres long'

And a highway paved with granite vill be solid enougl'r to stand up

to mountain fteshets. By this method we can ensure getting the

highu,ay built on time or even ahead of time. Of course this is

just a theoty; ve still lack ptactical experience' . . ."
"Very good indeed, Young Chung," said the vice-commandcr.

A veteran soldier, he had amassed considerable experience in an

engineering cotps. During the War to Resist U.S. Aggression

and Aid Korea he had led sappers to drive tunnels and trlorv uP enemy

installations. Later, as tegiment commandet, he irad commanded

troops to blast through mountains with thousands of tons of dynamite

in order to consttuct an inland rarlway in China's southrvest. The

boldness of tl-re plan proposed by this t\-,'enty-year-old youngster

after only a shott period of tx'orli in tl're country impressed him u-ith

the ability of the younger generatiofl eclucated by l\'Iao Tsetung

Thought. Though he did not Put this feeling into rr,-ords, his glance

at the nther bashful lad rvho was speaking u-ith such confldence

and good sense showed his delight and approval. Old Yu, his en-

tirusiasm also aroused, made some additional comments to fill in

details.

Afler this, Chung pointed to the trees on the cliff and explained

their proposal fot felling them. He analysed the difficulties they

vould encounter and the mcasllres that could be taken to orrercome

them. Their idea was to take 2 tractor to the forest to transport the

felled timber to the ectrge of the clilTancl also use it as a hoisting machine.

He then gave estimates of tlrc dynamite, heavy slcdgc-hallmcrs and

iron picks that would bc needed.

The leading cadres listencd atcntivclv tucl put clor'vn his requests

in their notebooks.

It was neady noon when the vice-conltrander closed his notebooh.

"Young Chung's plan basically corresponds with our views," he said'

"We can give his company more dynamite. This assault on Tiger

Cliff is crucial for getting the high"vay and btidge open ofl time'

More important, it's part of Chairman N'[ao's grand strategy of

prepatedness against war and natural disasters and doing everything

for the people. This is a stern test for us all. Comtade Chung, this
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fight calls for tesolution and coutage. We must dare to overcome

all difficulties and adopt a scientific attitude. The road is going to

be tough. Stand firm, keep yout eyes oPen, and never forget class

sttuggle. This means you must rely on Matxism, Leninism, Mao

Tsetung Thought, ofl Chairman Mao's revolutionaty line' \7hen

you cadtes go back, call meetings of Patty and Youth League merrr-

bers. Rally everybody to discuss and imptove on this plan. I wish

you success I The meeting is adiourned."

Two days lateq z helicopter gleaming silver in the golden sunlight

car.ried a tr^ctot fitted with a hoist to the toP of Tiget Cliff. There

Chung and his lumber team planted a red banner. Like a bright

totch it floated in the bteeze.

The trador. started toating in the clouds.

On the same dan Ying-tzu and Ying-hung led a group of educated

youth and commure rnembers to sto(m Tiget Clif. N7eating wicker-

helmets they swarmed up the steep cliff. \[ith hammets and picks

they assaulted the hatd granite like a fock of woodpeckets. The

valley rang with hammering like thunder.

Meanwhile, accotding to plan, headquaters sent a platoon of men

ftom the atmy stud fatm to help the Tiget-taming Company. Young

Chang Ta-wei who was io the traflsPort platoon was the first to leap

down ftom his catt to welcome these new comtades' One of them,

hefty Tsao Hsiang-fei, stepped forward shouldeting a hammer weigh-

ing twenty-eight pounds, to shake Chang's hand cotdially.

The waggoner Chang Shan, however, behaved quite diffetently.

He stayed put on his cart which was loaded with firewood and sur-

veyed the whole scene with a iaundiced eye, inwardly fuming.

Aunt I(uan and het helpers in the cookhouse worked hard ftonr

motning to night preparing meals which Chang Ta-wei carted to the

cliff for the lumbermen.

Tien the otdetly and postman wotked tound the clock too, travel-

ling on hotseback between the county town, the commune office

and the consttuction headquarters. Sonretimes he had to climb the

cliff as well, or fotd the river to the neighbouring bdgade.

From sunrise to sunset Yu stayed at the tiget's belly, only coming

down fot meals. He reminded the workers to take safety precautions
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and wielded a hammer himself. Most of the tirne, dangling on a

tope, he helped the youngstets dtive tunnels in the clif face. The
lads' energy pleased him; theit recklessness woried him. He kept
an arxious eye on Tsao with his extra heavy hammer, fot fear lest he

swing too hatd ot miss and smash young Liu Chiang's arm.

Chung was on the top of the cliff. His comrades watched ap-

prehensively as he climbed alone up the tiger's head and all along its
tail to find the best place for the tractor to dump timber. Even Muren,
veteran mountaineer as he was, felt Chung was taking far too many
risks. With Old Chen and Lu Hao he went aftet him, and togethet
up in the clouds they worked out a plan. They must ensure the
safety of the comrades dtiving tunnels halfway up the cliff and use

the hoist on the tractot to lower the felled logs by steel cables to the

dver bank. Otherwise, if the logs huttled down from the clif, they
might cause accidents or get broken up. Even a small pebble falling
ftom such a height could srnash a man's skull, not to s^y a tree thou-
sands of pounds in weight.

When the time came to start felling, Chung chose a big pine and

chopped at it with the axe given him by Gtandad Kuan. Then Old
Chen applied his saw. And soor5 at a blast of the whistle, the giant
tree crashed sideways iust as they wanted. Muten r tt o-ver to fasten

one'end of the trunk with a cable, as if tying up a wild beast; then

taking offhis cap he waved it. At once Lu Hao and his assistant Tao
set the tractor into motion, hauling ofl the big pine like a boat towing
a whale. !7hen they neared the edge of the cliff the tractor turned.

Lu Hao iumped out and togethet with Tao rammed stones in front
of the wheels, while men ready with hooks and levers lugged the tree
a dozen metres to the edge of the cliff. There, as if lowering aboat
to the sea, they ptopelled the tree out little by little, crov/n first; while
a signal flag on the clifwarned those below to keep clear. nflhenthe
great pine was hanging in mid air on the cable like a fish on a line,

Lu Hao and Tao lowered it slowly by means of the hoist till at last

it lay tamely on the tiver bank, ready for the construction ofthe btidge.
Then the workets by the dyke unfastened the cable. A green fag
was waved, and the cable was hoisted up.
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This whole process, from felling to lowering the trees to the bank,

went smoothly as a result of Chung's cateful arrangetrlents which he

had learned some months previously when felling ttees under the

guidance of Party Secretaty Li on Pinewood Island. Even Tao, in-
clined to be timid, soon grew bolder. Coached by Lu Hao, he

manoeuvred the tractor at the top of the cliffin 
^fr. ^rea 

no wider than

a basket-ball field, hoisting and loweting trees without a hitch.

Time flies when people's heatts are in theit wotk. In a flash a fafi-
night had passed. From dawn till late at night, the two groups of
workers on Tiger Cliff and on the dver bank ttied to race each other.

Theit enthusiasm and scientific orgat'ization greatly speeded up the

whole project.
But every step fotwatd on the tevolutionaty road is beset by dif-

ficulties. The assault team headed by Ying-tzu and Ying-hung had

a hard time driving tunnels into the granite; and then the weather

played up. Fitst, a heavy downpour soaked them to the skin. Then

hailstones, some as large as ping-pong balls, batteted them. If not
for their wicket-helnrets, they would have been badly hurt.

As soon as the hailstorm passed, Liu Chiang filled a helmet with
hailstones big and small and called to the othets: "Hey, tty these

fresh chestnuts and iced lichees. Oh, here's a ping-pong ball too,

but this I must keep for myself." She picked out the largest and

stuffed it into her mouth.
The youngsters were in high spirits. Following Liu's example,

they picked up hailstones and popped them into their mouths'

"lTondetfull"
"fce-lollies from heavenl"

"What a treatl"
As they wete joking and laughing, Ying-tzu blew het whistle.

Cheeting "Time fot lunchl" they Put dovn theit hammets and picks,

seized the stout ropes suspended ftom the top of the cliff and slid

dorvn to its foot. Soon they were joined by Chung's lumbet team

from the summit.

Their strenuous exertions made the food taste good and their

appetites were enofmous. Unfortunately they could get no fresh

vegetables. In the thtee weeks or so since they had come to the
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mountains it had tained almost evety daR and since the road was not
constructed yet, trr.rcks could not teach them to bdng vegetables.

They had to make do with pickles. By now, even the pickles wete
neady finished; one carothad to be shated befween several people.

Even wild hetbs to make soup were running shott, although Aunt
Kuan and her helpers spent all theit spate time seatching fot such

herbs.

When Chang Ta-wei brought their lunch today on his cart, he

said tuefully to Young Tsao: "It's too bad, we can't even supply
you with enough pickles. Aunt Kuan is worried stiff. And if the

rain doesn't let up, you'lI have nothing to eat tomortow but dump-
lings with salt. Can you take it?"

"Sure, that's nothing." Tsao put half a dumpling in his mouth.
"As long as thete's flour, we're all tight. ft's harder for these young-
stets frorn the south, accustomed to eating tice."

"fn the old society, when did we evet eat dumplings made of white
fout? Even dumplings nrade of husks could cost a man's life.
Old Yu knorvs that," declated Liu Chiang, gulping down her wild
herb soup with evident relish.

Chung hearing this said to Yu: "You told me once that not far
from here is a gully where thousands of labourers s,ere buded. Sop-

pose you show us the place? That would be a good political lesson

for us youngstets."
The others all turned to Yu, utging him to agtee, And moved

by the youflg people's wish to know more about the bitter past to
strengthen theit love for the new society, he promptly agreed to take
them.

Yu led them to a gully near Tiger Cliff. With gtief and indigna-
tion he described how more than twenty years ago the Japanese
aggressors had dumped the corpses of countless labourers here.

Some had died of exhaustion and illness, of hunger and cold; others

were beaten to death. Vultures and wolves had totn the fesh from
theit bones. And when fteshets poured down from the mouritains

e.very year, their skeletons rwere swept away into the tiver. The
whole area between Tiger Clif and Double Deer Rivet was strewn
with corpses and bones. At night, will-o'-the-wisps flickered in
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that hellish place. Teats choked Yu's voice as he tecalled the past.

Those who listened clenched their fists.

Ying-hung picked some wild hetbs here and ptoposed to the

othets: "The endless rain's cut off out vegetable supply, so we'd

better look for local substitutes. Look, this cteeper with white flowers

is a wild pepper with leaves just as hot and tasty as green paptika.

This bulb with the slendet stem is a sott of wild gadic." She showed

Liu Chiang a hetb with blue flowets and asked: "Do you know

what this is ?"
Liu Chiang thought fot a minute, then said: "It's local name is

'fireworks flower'. It's a medicinal hetb, and its scientific name is

chieh-ken. Right?"
"Quite tight." The gitl nodded. "It's not only a medicinal herb,

it makes delicious Pickles too."
Old Chen scratched his chin. "Old Han really has a sffiatt

daughtetl" He turned to Yu. "Once this road-building fob is

finished, I'll choose a lucky day aftet the autumn harvest and take

^ c^rt to fetch het asraY."

Yu chortled: "Your sofl is young yet, wait another couple of yeats.

Old Han will do as I say."

Some people laughed, others wete mystified. Ying-hung under-

stood all right. Blushing, she thought: "You can wait as long as

you like, but if I don't agree there's nothing doing."

Chung undetstood too and changed the conversation to save the

gid furthet embatrassment. "That's a good idea of Ying-hung's,"

he remarked. "\7e should solve the ptoblem ofvegetables outselves.

I suggest that every day after. work we each pick some wild herbs

for the cookhouse."

Cheering, the others agreed to start that same day, while Yu and

Old Chen nodded tlneh approval. Only Muren seemed lost in
thought. During the past fotnight, while working hard felling

trees with Old Chen and Chung, he had mote than once noticed the

'waggoner Chang Shar5 though this Chang had not put in an 
^pPea?

ance the last few days. Fot some reasofl which he could not explain

Muten had taken a dislike to the fellow' The crufty looking old

man's shifty eyes, goatee, whiskers, flat nose and pointed ears all
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seemcd to him strangely famtliat In fact the old hunter felt as if he

had encounteted a wild beast which had attacked him earlier, then

escaped. Moreover, and this struck him as more suspicious, Chang

Shan appeared to be avoiding him. As Muten was brooding over

this mystery, Ying-tzu suggested:

"We may as well shoot some wild game too. After all, we have

a crack hunter dght here with us."
AII approved this idea and eagerly asked their compafly leader's

opinion.
\7hen Chung had corne down from the clifl the previous night, he

had gone with Yu to the cookhouse to see Aunt Kuan and find riut
what chance there was of getting a supply of fresh vegetables. Some

of the youllgsters wete beginning to suffet from night-blindness.

The lad teamed up with Ying-tzu had injured her wtist witl-r his

hammer because he could flot see cleady, but she had encouraged him
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to go on and not worry. Her own eyesight was deteriorating too.
Some othet young people were suffedng from diatrhoea, but instead
of admitting this they insisted on working. All in all, it was a

disturbing situation. Chung, Yu and Aunt Kuan decided to look
for remedies and report the difficulty to headquatters. Since the
heavy rain had washed out the ditt road, trucks would be unable to
come in the near future; so they must be ptepated for the .worst.

Thus Ying-hung's ptoposal to gather wild hetbs and Ying-tzu's
suggestion to hunt fot game struck Chung as extremely timely.
He said:

"\[ith the suppott of the higher-ups and the able guidance of the
local peasants, by wotkinghard we've already felted eighty per cent
of the trees on the cliffand neatly finished dtiving tunnels in rhe granite.
fn a few mote days we can stat filling the tunnels with dynamite
and set about blasting. At the moment we have some problems,
the main ones being the lack of fresh vegetables and the wet weather
which is affecting some people's health. Our headquarters and the
local Party btanch have given us medicine and taken other rneasures
to stop diarthoea. Still, many comrades ate suffeting ftom night-
blindness. They won't let on ot allow others to report it." He
glanced significantly at Ying-tza.

Ying-tzu eyed Ying-hung reptoachfully, blaming het for reporting
het trouble to Chung. And the youngster who had injured Ying-
tzu's wrist shot a glance at het bruises and hung his head in shame.

Chung continued: "By ptetending you're all right, you're liable
to cause accidents during work. Take our tractot driver Comrade
Tao, for example. In the evening he can hardly see, yet he insists
on temaining at s/ork. His spirit's fine, but if we go on like this our
work is bound to suffet and vze may have more serious accidents."

"Don't fust tick othet people of[," Tao retorted. "You had
such a bad stomach-ache today dudng rvork that yout face turned a

ghastly yellow, yet you told me I wasn't to let anyone know. You
just wotry about other people without taking proper care of youtself.,,

Old Chen cut in: "Quite right. Chung's young yet he takes
stock of evetything. Still, he never says a word about his o.w.n trou-
bles. I knew about Lu Hao's diarrhoea and the cases of night-blind-
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ness, but not about Young Chung's belly-ache. The tunnelling team

is in even wotse shape. It's no good just gtitting your teeth and

working hard. Collect wild herbs - I think that's a good idea.

And why not hunt for game too? Vhat do you say, Old Yu?"
"Those suggestions arcn't bad but they \Mon't really solve our

ptoblems," Yu answered calmly. "The main thing is still to get

supplies trtought in by truck. Since trucks can't reach us until the
highway's built, I've sent Chang Shan to fetch us some pigs and vege-

tables from the commune. He'll be back in a couple of days. STait

for the vegetables and potk I say. This is rnore teliable than hunting

boars."
This announcemeot surprised them all. Several youngsters

objected:

"That's no good. If we wait for Chang Shan, wc'll all go blind

waiting fot vegetables and Pork."
"That fellow reliable? Not likelyl He can talk but he won't

work. You shouldn't have sent him.'"

"He's probably drinking in some inn with his croties, using the

ra\n as his pretext."
Yu, quite untufHed, just smiled.

Suddenly the old Olunchun huntet burst out: "That bastard's

a rr,.olf in disguise. He's up to no good." His eyes flashed angrily.

"Aren't you being too hard on him ?" ptotested Yu.

Before Yu could say more, Muten insisted: "If he's no wolf, he's

a ctufty fox ot weasel."

Muren's sudden outbutst astonished everyone. Yu thought:

This old hunter flerrer met Chang Shan before or had any dealings

with him; why does he feel so strongly about him? He said:

"That's no way to talk. \7e should unite with each other. \7hy
curse Chang Shan like that?"

"I only curse wild beasts, flot humao beings."

"Is hc a wild beast?"

Muren was unable to explain himself. Chung, knowing there

must be something behind this, said: "Steady on, comtade. Take

your time. Have you met Chang Shan befote?"
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Muren blinked, then fingercd the scar on his cheek and put his
hand to his mouth, "No, . . ." he said slowly. "I don't think I
have. . . ."

They all felt more puzzled than ever. If the two men had nevet

clashed before, why should Muren feel such a strong aversion to the

waggoner? llowever, Chung rcalized that there must be some rea-

son. Indeed, he himself had sensed something wrong about Chang

Shan, and was eager to learn lxore about his past. Quietly he asked

Muren: "Sure you haven't met him somewhere, some time? Think
catefully. If you can't remember now, it may come back to you later."

Actually Muren suspected that Chang Shan was the man respon-
sible for the scar on his cheek and the loss of his two front teeth. For
the waggoner reminded him of a trartor called Lang who had '$rorked

for the Japanese as an interpreter. Chang Shan looked like that man,

only oldet, with whiskers and scars on his face. He would never

forget that day twenty-five years ago when th^t traitor Lang, on

horseback, booted and sputred, with a s.word at his belt, had otdercd

his thugs to seize all Muren's precious skins and furs - the result of
a yeat's hard work. In those days the huntet had been young afld

hot-headed. He unsheathed his knife to have it out with them.

Lang fited at him from the saddle. His bullet knocked out two teeth

and came out through Muten's cheek. Muren's hatred knew no

bounds, though he had to bury it deep in his heat. Later on, up in
the mountains, where news took a long time to reach them, the

hunter heatd that the Japanese had sutrendered. At once he went
back to to'wn to settle scores with Lang, but the tr^itor had disap-

peared. Some said he had been killed, othets that he had run av/ay.

All this was ancient history now, but thc sigl-rt of Chang Shan had

rekindled his old flames of hatred. Still, he couldn't be sure that this

was the same man. The keen-eyed Olunchun huntet could spot a

stag he had once hunted among a whole hcrd; but this old, decrepit
'w'aggoner who seemed so humble loohed vety different from that
truitor Lang who had ridden the high horse. A good huntet never

fires a shot until he is sure of bagging some game. But Muren was

convinced that Chang Shan was a wolf in sheep's clothing.
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"Don't wofty," he told Chung. "I won't fire until I've taken

cateful aim. I've becn a hunter for more than thirty years. In the

long run no wild bcast has cvcr escaped me."

Chung nodded ancl smilccl. "Right you are. You Olunchun

hunters have cycs lil<c lynxcs." Changing the subfect he went on:

"I think tl.rc proposal to do some hunting is a good one. \7e'll
discuss it thjs cvening in out Party brunch meeting and let you know

tomorrow what we decide."

"That suits me fine. Whethet we fell trees or hunt tomortow is

all thc same to me. Don't wotty about the night-blindness. A
little stag liver will clear it up in no time. The teason we Olunchun

hunters have good eyesight is because 'we eat plenty of liver. If you

can't spare people to go hunting in the day-time, I can easily go out

at night and bag a few stags."

That evening when Chung came back from the Patty rneeting he

woke up Muren who slept next to him and told him that the Party

committee had approved the idea of hunting' Muten, so elated that

he could not sleep, quietly confidecl to Chung allthat was in his mind'

At thc Party branch meeting, Yu had disclosed that he had cettain

suspicions about Chang Shan and had sent him to the commune in
order to find out what connections he had. Aunt Kuan and Chung

agteed with Yu. Since they believed that Chang Shan was up to no

good and probably had confederates wotking with him, they decided

to keep a close watch on his movernents and to guard theit srorksite

and the dynamite brought in eadiet against possible sabotage. They

lost no time in teporting the situation to the couflty secutity office,

artanging to assist the authorities in getting at the truth.
A stotm of class struggle was btev'ing. Young Chung and his

comtades charged forward, braving the raging storm to scale new

heights. . . .

Illastrated b1t Hwang Chia-.1tu
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YUAN CHUN

Sparks from the Welder's Torch

A wintry night; snow and wind
beat at windows; yet a light still shines

from the office of the Party committee;
comes the sound of knocking
breaking the silence, resounding
back and forth ovet the shipyatd.

Inside the ofHce there is a sound
of heated discussion, but then

continued hnocking makes all wonder.
\[ang Feng, the Party sectetary tises,

opens the door, and from amongst
the snow a young gid entets.
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She's wearing a welder's silvety overalls
her face as red as eatly plum-blossom

blooming in the snow. "To be frank,
I represent the shock team come to set

a frte amonsst you, which we hope
will burn away coilservative ideas."

Just as the east wind blows up the waters
of the spring river, so do members murmur
together praising the gitl's 

^ction;\Vang Feng hurriedly pours
a cup of hot tea for her
as she sits by him.

"It is about the launching of the Lusbat
in the spting; everyone likes to unite
in giving strength and enthusiasm.

Out Youth League has set up
a weldet's shock team to envelop all
in its vivid colour and make for. adyance.

"At ptesent, the struggle to join all sections
has begun. The gaps that need welding
are like a tiger stauding in our path;
out welding technicians wotking day and night
have eyes rimmed with ted, but still
there are some without faith enough
to allow us to join in the fight.

"Comrades, soldiers without tifles are not
really fightets. The most bitter thing
fot the fighter is to be iust an onlooker.



Technical gtading of workets is a deep ditch
hard to cross; why look clown on
the qualities and sttength of youth?"

Then the gid takes out X ray pictures
to ptove het welding skill, gaps showing
to be welded perfectly, shining and smooth,
her enthusiasm affects all,
her plea deeply impressing
each and evety heart.

Wang Feng grips ler hands,

het enthusiasm setting his mind alight.
"Yes, technical gtading does classify skills,
but what kind of rule can we get
to measure our thinking ?

"Cornrade Yu Meng, you have lit the fite well,
the Party committee appoints you
leadet of yout shock team; you must

remetnber that our cause is as young
as you afe, so must tempef
youtself through struggle."

Wang Feng farewclls hct
outside the door, until srrow

covers het back; thtough the storm
can be seen the sparkle of wcltling
in the shipyatd. River waves

dash against the banks, just lihe
the spring tide advancing rapidly... .
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Time fies,
leaving in its path flashes of miracle.

\Totkets farewell time with the poetty

of their skill, and full of pride
usher in the fitst morning of r97o.

I7ang Feng, wearing a worker's rattafl hat,
moves amongst the fitst shift,
asking wotkets about intimate things
concerning them until finally he gets up

to the ship's deck dght in the sunlight
feeling very happy at heatt.

The huge Lashan just like a cradle of steel,

cranes standing like sentrics

along its side; btave wotkers patiently

with their hands working on her, she the

path finder, a new generation of wotkets
trained in creating her.

Daily the fame of the shock team spteads

over the shipyard; they do flot halt
day ot nislrt in theit struggle. Ovettited,
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they iust sleep a while in their clothing
in the corner of a cabin;
hungrn they simply eat cold food
washed down with water.

Wang Feng, entering this scene

of activity, coming ftom half datkness to the
blue light of welding, sees fying sparks

Iike spring peach blossom falling, but
workers wjth faces masked for protection,
unable to be tecognized.

"Hos/ familiar. is that back to mel"
\flang Feng thinks, as if sutpdsed.
Ah, the wearer is that young shock team leader,

iust like a sttong and swift young eagle

spteading its wings over steep clifls
with a putple haze enveloping her.

Suddenly the glitter of welding sparks

disappears and the girl pushes the mask

over het head, showing the dimple
of her smile on her cheek.

"Comrade leader, I tepot to you,"
Wang Feng says, taking the welcling gun
she hands him with a smile.

Then a butst of laughtet comcs

ftom the scaffolding, \7ang Feng
is full of wonderment.
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"The wild geese keep together in
their flight, why today have I missed
the others of the team?"

It seems that Yu Meng reads his thoughts;
like a butst of fire comes

the sound as she raises a hammer
and knocks on steel plate,

the sound ringing out cleariy
far and wide.

It seems that that small hammer
has a magic strength, fot the signals
of tesponse come in from everywhere,
ringing cleady, one aftet the other
echoes resounding around the job.

Very quickly, in come a group of lasses

and l4ds from nearby workplaces,
vigorous like tigets springing up mountains.
"Team leadet, what emergency is there?"
And Yu Meng fust tutns het smiling
face up to the secretary.

The tiver wind blows up over
tlrc high scaffolding, blowing
:tprrrt ttre silvety welding clothing
ol' llrc youngsters. Then \flang Feng sees

rr llot:li oF sea birds leatning how to fly
$wrl-t ly rrrrtl lrappily over the waters. . . "
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A storm causes mafiy lights to go off
and the Luban l-ras become a datk mountain
looming out of the storm. Yu Meng

stands in front of the window
silently pressing her face to the ice cold

rvindow--pane, staring into the distance.

The storm makes the gitl's heatt heavy,

its fury even halting sea birds

from flying. Suddenly she tutns her back

and looks at her work-mates; faces of
the members of the team reflecting

tlre red from the chatcoaT bnzier,

"This will not do I We must launch

the Lusban in time. How can we

permit the stotm to stamp out our welding sparks ?"

Then stretching her hand she Put some more

charcoal on the braziet, the fire
of het group stirred by her enthusiasm.

"Give us ditections, team leader," they all say

standing up. "Othetwise we shall nevet
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hold the title of Nevet Halting Our Spatks."

"That's right! If people bow down
before such kind of storm,

how can the finished ship stand up

against the great waves ?"

As they are talking one has akeady

dashed out the door in spite of the fierce wind
and the whip lash of cold rain. Other youngsters

follow just like silvery atrows, aimed

into the depths of the storm. In no time
the sparkle of light appears in the shipyard.

In the middle of the storrn,

as the fitst sparkle appeats, Wang Feng

is just on his way along the tiver bank.

Hurtying his steps, he comes swiftly
to the shipyatd, his chest full of pride

and joy as if excited by drum beats.

Luthan standing high amongst the storm,

the youth activists going busily
back and fotth, the drive of the cold rain

making some unable to oPen their eyes;

they using their own raincoats to protect

work being done from water.

'l'hc youngest shock wotker comes up

Io Yu Meng saying, "Team leadet, let me go

l. llntl you afl umbrella, because the rain



troubles so much." "No, Little Ku, go and protect
the crack we weld, otherwise the quality
of out welding will be affected."

Swiftly the youth darts around the hull,
he lies down putting his body
oYef the space to be welded.
Out of the storm comes his young voice,
"Look, team Ieader, this is
ouf most modern tent."

"Hello! Above us the wind is strong,
be cateful!" Yu Meng tries to ovetcome thc
sound of the wind with her voice.
"Never mind, team leader," the youth shouts,

"My whole self is welded here."

Yu Meng is moved by the words of the youngster,
then like a flash of lightning an idea

strikes her: Today the gusts of this storm
have tempered us, its harshness helping;
now never mind what difficulty comes,

none can ovefcome us.

Then \[ang Feng puts his paclclccl coat

over her shoulders; the rvholc shilrytnl
is seething, welding sparks havc rcpulsetl
the stotm, The Lashan becomcs

like a lighthouse in the sea....
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With the first tays of dawn glinting
over the river, ships' hooting joined togethet;

the gteat Lasltan raising her head higher

into the heavcns, the beating of drums

and the clashing of cymbals teach over

the sky of the whole shipyard.

Crowds of people, just like thc tide,

encircle the dry dock, they grasP

each othet's hands and shake vigorously.

Sounds of quick hammering are heard

from under the ship, workers

at the ctane run about shouting
tike soldiers charging on the battlefield.

Suddenly, all sounds cease, numberless

cyes stare at \7ang Feng, the work director.

"lScgin the launching!" he waves his arms

:rcross his chest in signal, immediately

llrt sound of celebtation bursts out,

:j(':r vaves sounding.

'l lrr I rrtlnn slides into the middle
,l tlrt rilcr, she has gone with
llrt r,,.,rl u islrc's of those who built her,
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seeming like fatewell to
theit own families with feelings
as deep as the sea.

Yu Meng and her team encircle
the secretary; their fiety enthusiasm as if
thawing the frost of his hait.
"Comtade, when shall a new fight statt ?

Will it be necessary for our team leader
to set you ofl fire again?"

The eyes of young workers seem to holcl
something they wish to say, but every
smiling face wants to keep it secret.

"Oh, well, to put a tatTway over the sez,

there are enough hard battles in front
of us all the time. I wonder if
you are still bold enough to meet them.,,

Yu Meng laughs, and takes out a

blueprint, "'Well, this kind of thing
seerns very ordinary: how to gain
automatic r,velding which technicians dream of
day and night, we have designed thjs method
which gives eyes and wings to the tool.,,

"This time, no matter how heavy thc stor:rn,
it cannot overcome our will. Now thc ration
gruin fot ten days can be finished at onc lr1eal.,,

"No," comes the reply, "what we have to understand
in our battle in shipbuilding is

what is the best'way to fight."
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The young folk discuss heatedly,
each with his or her viewpoint,

iust like the firing of a machine-gun.
Under the sunlight, the new generation
of shipyard workers, as if with
the swiftness afld streflgth of a sea bird,
spreading its wings, strengthening
themselves against storm and wave.
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NOTES ON ART

TSUNG SHU

New Life for Local Operas

fn August and September this yeat a dtamatic festival of new produc-

tions from Liaoning, Hunan, Kwangsi and Shanghai was held in Pe-

king fot our workers, peasants and soldiets. The items presented,

all teflecting the revolutionary struggle and life of out people, have

further enriched the Chinese theatre. An outstanding featue of this

festival was the adaptation of revolutionaty model Peking opetas by
local opera companies. Each ptovince presented at Teast one such

adaptation, either of a whole opera ot selected scenes. Thus the Pe-

king opera Sbachiapang was presented in the form of a Hrnan haaktt

opera, while pingcltu opera artistes from Liaoning had adapted the

Peking opera Song oJ' tbe Dragon Riuer. Scenes from other model

operas had been ttansposed into the hsiangcltu, ltachu, luehcltu, /tuaicbu,

kaeicha, chuangcltu and tsaitiao opera forms, a clear indication of the

nationwide influence and growing popularity of the model revolu-
tlonafy opefas.

China is a vast country with many natioflalities and hundreds of
diffetent forms of local opera. Evolved by folk artistes on the base
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of local dialects and folk music, these opetas have a close affinity to
the regional life and tastes. The revolutionaty Peking operus Tbe

Red Lantern, Sbachiapang, Taking Tiger Mountain b1 Strategt, Fighting

on tlte Plain, On the Docks, Song of tlte Dragon Riuer and Red Detacltment

of lYonen are models for the implementation of Chaitman Mao's

revolutionary line in literature and art. People of diflerent localities
aod nationalities throughout China are e ger to have these wotks
popularized and adapted to their local stage. Fot adaptation of this
kind makes the rnodel operas easiet fot people speaking different dia-
lects to understand and enjoy, helping to imptint in theit minds
the heroic images created by these revolutionary operas. Such adap-

Li Kuang of the China Peking Opeta Troupe who plays the role of Chao Yung-
kang in Figbting on lhe Pldin demonsttating to cbuatgcba opera actors ftom Kwangsi
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tation is thus an effective means of further popularizing these splendid
works and consolidating theit command of our stage.

When the Cltuangcbu Opeta Company of Kwangsi staged Figbting

on the Plain in the Chuang dialect in districts where national rninoritj.es

live, the Chuang and Yao peasaflts flocked to see it. One old poor

E)eas ttt, a Chuang, said with emotion: "You've turned this revolu-
tionary model opeta into a clsuangcbu opera and brought it all the rn ay

here to out mountains. This shows the concern and love of the Party
and Chairman Mao for us Chuang people."

When the Huaicltu Opera Company of Shanghai performed On the

Docks in all the city's ten dockyards, some third-generation dockers

were deeply moved. They vowed to learn from the spitit of the
heroine Fang Hai-chen, to keep the woild revolution in mind and

make a greater contribution to it. During theit touts of the last few
yeats, the local opera companies have used these adapted operas to
educate audiences far and wide, spreading the brilliant influence of
the hetoic chatactets in these works.

Although all local operas have a mass base, befote Libetation most

ofthem were utilized by the reactionaty rulers to propagate petniciotLs

Confucian docttines and other ideas of the exploiting class. Aftet
Liberation cettain reforms wete made both in form and content, but
under the control of the counter-revolutionary revisionist line befote
the Cultutal Revolution these local operas were still dominatecl by
feudal chatacters - emperors and high officials, literati, gentlemen
and ladies. A thotoughgoing revolution was needed to enable

them to reflect the life and sttuggles of our socialist period arrd depict

out worker-peasant-soldier hetoes,

During the last ten years, the proletarian revolution in literatute
and art starting with the revolution in Peking opera has given power-
ful impetus to the tevolution in local operas. Opera companies in
vatious provinces, municipalities, autoflomous regions and counties

have adapted the model Peking operas and staged them as local opetas.

This festival showed the new headway made in this field during the

current movemeflt to repudiate Lin Piao and Confucius.

\(ihile adapting the model Peking operas, many local opera artistes

have also repudiated the reactionary content of their old repertoire
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Li Ping-shu of the Peking Opeta Troupe of Shanghai who plays the Patly secre-
tary in tlre lreking opeta Song oJ tbe Dragon Rioer demonstrates to members of the
Liaoning Pingcba ()peta Company

and made a setious study of the expetience gained in the ptoduction
of the tevolutionary model Peking operas. In line with Chairman
Mao's insttuctions to make the past serve the ptesent, make foreign
things serve China and evolve the new ftom the old, they have intto-
duced many irnovations, notably in their singing and musical accom-

paniment" Discatding the dross and keeping what is good, they have

composed new tunes and rnusic which reflect the revolutionary spirit
of our age while retaining the special features of local opera. The
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changes brought about in this way arc profound. So tl.re transplan-
tation of model Peking operas has helped to tevolutionizelocal operas
and ensure their sound and healthy development.

Huaku opera populat in Hunan has a history of nearly two hundted
years. fts modes of expression were limited, however. The melo-
dies were restrided to local folk tunes and there were only three
chatactets: a young man, 

^ 
young lady and a clown. The contents

were usually domestic affairs. \7hen the Hunan opera artistes adapted

the model Peking opera Slsacltiapang, they made a careful study of it
and spared no pains to depict proletatian heroes and convey the true
feeling and spitit of our age. To do this they had to abandon the
sentimental singing style and moflotonous melodies of the old haaktr

opetas and devise whole sets ofnew tunes for the chiefheroic charac-
tet Kuo Chien-kuang, presenting him as a resourceful intrepid com-
pany political instructot of the New Foutth Army, a man devoted to
the Party ancl Chairman Mao, filled with revolutionary optimism and

armed with rcvolutionary ideals. In this process of adaptation the
lsuaku opera has been ttansfotmed.

Pingchu opera is popular in north and northeastern China. Its
traditional tunes are simple and tather insipid. When the Pingeltu

Opera Company of Shenyang in Liaoning Province put on their own
version of Song of tlse Dragon Riuer, they created new atias for the chief
hetoine Chiang Shui-ying, adding yar.iety and expressiyefless to the
singing.

The cltaangclsu operz of the Chuangs in Kwangsi used to lack polish
and musical variety. \7hile adaptingFigbting on tbe Plain, the Kwangsi
Chaangcbu Opera Company kept the distinctive features of their tradi-
tional att but supplemented them with local folk tunes and melodies

chosen with discrimination ftom other schools. This has widened
the expressive raflge of the music. Some of the actobatics of Peking
opera have also been inttoduced, heightening the splendour of the
hetoic characters.

Yuebchu opeta was fotmetly performed entirely by women, so that
the male characters sang with women's voices. This was one of the

first things to tre changed. \7hen the lueltcltu artistes of Shanghai

transplanted the Peking opera Slng of tlte Dragon Riaer, they followed
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the example of the model operas in breaking with old conventions and

composed vigorous tunes fot male chataders, flow played by men.

The best ttaditional .yueltcltu melodies have also been imptoved and

given greater strength and dignity.
Othet local operas in this festival, by learning from the model Peking

operas, have also inttoduced innovations in musical accompaniment,

singing and dialogue.

Learning from and adapting the model Peking operas has btought
new life to local operas. This struggle has also steeled and developed

the artistes in local operas. During the last few years, in order to trans-

plant the model Peking opetas successfully, local opeta companies

have carefully studied Chairman Mao's works, repudiated the revision-
ist line and gone among the masses to learn from wotkets, peasaflts

Membets of the ltrunan Huaku Opera Company teheatsc a passage from theit
adaptation of the Peking opet^ Shachiapang



and soldiers. This has taised their political consciousness and strength-
ened their determination to c tty out Chaitman Mao's proletarian
line. By petforming in revolutionary operas and striving to become
revolutionaries themselves, they ate remoulding theit ideology and
there is greatet unity between the veteran artistes and the you11g ones.
To enable mote people to see revolutictnary model operas, thcy often
perfotm in factories, corlmufres and atmy units where the workers,
peasarits and soldiers acclaimthem as attistes taught by Chairman Mao.

Dudng this festival, artistes and scenario writers of the China peking
Opcra Itoupe, the Peking Opera Troupe of Peking and the pehing
Opera Troupe of Shanghai, who were the first to produce revolutionary
model operas, gave much fricndly help to the local opeta companies
who were transplanting tl'rese works. 'I'ogcthcr they analysed scripts
ard characters; the Peking opcril tl'oupcs gave dcmonstrations for the
local opera artistes, helped them rehearse ancl watched their perform-
ances. In this rvay they trade a new contributiol torvards populart'z-
ing the model operas and raisjng the artistic level of the local opera
artlstes.

Who Swept the Snow for Me ? (traditional
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Chinese painting) by Liu Hsiao-li



YIN CHENG-CHUNG

How tfre Flamo Gomcerto "Yellow River"

Was Composed

Last winter I rvcnt with some of my colleagues in the Central Phil-
lrarmonic Orchestra to wotk in a commurie not far from Peking.

There we gave four perfotmances of the piano concerto Yellow Riaer

to over seyenty thc,usand worhets, peasaflts 'and 'soldiers in the

neighbowhood. The enthusiastic reception we received is a stirring
memory.

This piano concerto written during the Great Proletarian Cultutal
Revolution was based on the Yellow Riuer Cantata composed by the

late revolutionary musician Hsien Hsing-hai in ry19 duting the

\Var of Resistance Against Japa* Ptoduced in Yenan, cradle of
the Chinese revolution, the caltata comprises eight parts: "Song
of the Yellow River Boatmen" (chorus); "Ode to the Yellow River"
(rnale solo); "The Yellow Rivet Pouts Down from Heaven" (recita-

tion); "Yellow Rivet Folk-song"(female duet); "A Dialogue by the

River Shore" (singing dialogue); "The Sortow of the Yellow Rivet"
(soprano solo); "'Defend the Yellow R.ivef," (chorus); and "Roar,



Yellovr River!" (chorus), Taking as its theme the heroic struggle
of the people in the Yellow River Valley, this work sings the ptaise
of our great motherland and our industtious arld courageous people.
The whole cafltata, powerful, vigorous and concise, has clear Chinese
chatactetistics. By adapting it into a piano concerto we have brought
it closer to the spirit of out present age. Its historical background
is still the Iil/ar of Resistance, but the toaring torrents of the Ycllow
River surging swiftly and itresistibly on and on are used here to
symbolize the whole Chinese nation, out heroic people's irrepressible
fighting spirit and the mighty victories achieved by cartying
out Chairman Mao's teachings on people's war. This concerto's

^ppearaflce 
marked a tevolution in piano music during the Cultutal

Revolution,
The piano is a western instrument. After its introduction into

China it was monopolized by bourgeois musicians who played wotks
on such absttact themes as life and death, love and hate. It was thus
an alien instrument to the common people of China. Today, how-
ever, our'workers, peasaflts and soldiets have taken to the piano and
thjs concerto is playing a militant part in uniting and educating thc
people and for attacking the enemy. This ptofound change is the
outcome of a prolonged and complex struggle.

After Liberation in ry49 the followets of the renegade Liu Shao-
chi and the countet-revolutionary revisionist Chou Yang catried out
a revisionist linc in litetature arld art. They claimed that western
piano music was "the pcatl on the crown of music", hailing the
classical piano wotks of westetn bourgeois composers as masterpieces

which could never be surpassed. According to them, to serve our
workers, peasants and soldiers all we needed to do was to take over
this inhedtance in its entircty and try to approach its height. When
the Chinese masses sl-rowed no intcrcst in bourgeois music, they accused

thern of lacking discrimination. Later on, aftet it was repeatedly
pointed out that pianists too should follow Chairman Mao's instruc-
tions and integrate with the workers, peasants and soldiers in order
to create 'works welcomed by them, these revisionists went to the
other extreme. They ptoposed abandoning piano music altogether,

on the grounds that the piano could not be "catted rourd to factories,
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villages andarmy camps". In brief, they tried in every rvzy to obstruct
the revolution in piano music and to take the revisionist path of
wholesale acceptance of westetn traditions, attempting to hold the

position occupied for so long by the bourgeoisie to facilitate a capitaT-

ist restoration.

Ten years ago, under the pernicious influence of the revisionist
line then dorninant, f devoted myself heart and soul to studying and

playing piano works by western bourgeois composers in the belief
that mastering their technique was the way to serve the .workers,

peasants and soldiers. The later proposal to scrap piano music thor-
oughly dismayed me, for I saw no way to make it serve the workers,
peasants and soldiers. But the splendid victory of the revolution in
Peking opera in t964 put fresh heart into me. I thought: If they
can revolutionize Peking opera and make proletarian heroes take the
placc of feudal chatacters on the stage, why can't we do the same with
piano music ? Why should the piano created by the labouring people

be nronopolized by the boutgeoisie to serve the needs of their class ?

Nflhy can't we teclaim it to servc the wotking people ?

It so happened that year that \il/e weflt to the countrysidc to takc
part in the socialist education movement, and I took try piano along.
During the day we .worked in the fields with the peasants; in the eve-

ning-I played them laa.qko folk tunes and songs frcm Tlse White-Ilaired
Girl whichl had adapted fot the piano. And the eagerness rvith which
the peasants listened was a revelation to me. I teahzed that the future
of the piano depended on whether or not we could compose works
which expressed our people's feelings and which they loved to hear.

So my colleagues and I wtote the piano concerto New Song for the

Coantryside reflecting some flew featutes of out socialist villages, and

the peasants approved it.
Then came the Cultural Revolution which educated and steeled

me, strengthening my determination to revolutionize piano music.
In order to hear the masses' views on the subject sevetal of us in the
Central Philharmonic Orchestra otganized a small concert team. We
took our piano to Tien An Men Square in Peking and to factories,

villages afld 
^rrrry 

units, where we played songs from Tbe lVltite-

Haired Girl aod other piano compositions such as Tbe Day After
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Liberation. These wete quite well teceived by the workers, peasants
and soldiers. \7hen rve performed in Tien An Men Square some
workers suggested that we should play a piano accompanirnent to
arias from modetn tevolutionaty Peking operas. Then, torn between
excitement and apprehension, I wrote a piano accompaniment for a

solo in the opera Sbachiapang. \7hen I played this in Tien An Men
Square, some of the audience commented: "fn the past you played
nothing but western boutgeois music which we didn't like; now
you're using the piano to accompany our flew revolutionary peking
operas. ri7e like this music - it's fresh afld spirited.,, Many of
them crowded round aftet the performance to congratulate an<l

thank us, and helped us to lift the piano back on to the truck. Somc
even asked where we would be perfornring next as they wanted to
hear us again.

With this encouragement from the people and helped by the con-
cern aod leadership of the Party, f co-operated with Hao Liang and
Liu Chang-yu of the China Peking Opera Troupe who played the
parts of tlre hero Li Yu-ho and his daughter Tieh-mei it'Ihe Red Lan-
tern, to write a piano accompaniment for the impottant arias of this
opera. Naturally thete were some initial difficulties. For instance,
piano music has fixed scales, and I found it difficult at first to transpose
the accompaniment played with strings in Peking opera. I had to
pay many visits to the Peking opera troupe to study their arias and
otc"hestral accompaniment befote finally ovetcoming that difficulty.
On the basis of the tevolution in Peking opera and with a view to
cartying out the basic task of socialist literatute znd art - ths s1s2-

tion of proletatian heroic characters - I adoptcd the techniques of
Peking opera musical accompaniment which support, supplement
and stress the singing parts, co-ordinating my piano accompaniment
with the distinctive style of Peking opern. By creating this new form
combining the piano and Peking opera, I was able to project more
forcefully the noble image of the proletarian hero Li Yu-ho.

In t969, uflder the personal guidance of Comrade Chiang Ching,
some mernbers of our orchestra formed a team to compose the piano
concerto Yellow Riuer. The political conterit we aimed at expressing

was Chaitman Mao's coflcept of people's wat. To reflect this we

rua

broke with the old western conventions that a concerto must consist

of highly formalistic movements and decided to write fout organically
linked sections: fitst, "Soflg of the Yellow Rivet Boatmen" depicting
the boatmen's fight against raging torrents to show the Chinese

natiofl's feadess determinatiofl to forge ahead; secon4 "Ode to the

Yellow River" tecalling and eulogizing the long history of struggle
of the Chinese natiofl; thitd, "The \Vrath of the Yellow Rivet"
denouncing the heinous crimes of the Japanese invaders and showing
how indignation is transformed into a mighty force to resist aggres-

sion; foutth, "Defend the Yelloru R.iver", the cote of the whole theme.

Ilete we sttess Chaitman Mao's glorious concept of people's wat
and teflect the iron determination of our affny 

^nd 
people, under

the leadership of the Chinese Communist Patty, to fight on to the

end until all aggtessors ate driven from our land.
\rX/hile at work on this concerto, my comrades and I went to live

in an old revolutionaty base on the bank of the Yellow River. By
day we helped the local boatmen row or tow boats, the better to grasp

the hard fight they had to put up against tapids and swift cutrents.
At night, lodging in loess caves we listened to stories about the War
of Resistance told by veteran Red Armymen, ex-guerrillas and old
boatmen. We were all deeply impressed by the moral stature of
these formet fightets, and gatheted tich raw tnaterial for our music.
\Thenever I play this piece, visioas of those hetoes flood my mind
like the rushing Yellow River, giving me ever fresh inspiration and

strength.

\7e made full use of the richly exptessive concerto form with the
piano accornpanjed by other instruments. Guided by Chahm.an

Mao's ditectives that we should make the past serve the present, make

things foreign serve China, and evolve the new from the old, in the

boatmen's solrg we adapted the western cadenza technique to depict
the tumultuous river and the boatmen's victory over the rapids.

At the start of "The Wrath of the Yellow Rivet" s/e played the
northern Shensi folk tune bsin-tien-1u on a Chinese bamboo flute to
build up the atmosphere of the tesistance base. 1We also made use

of traditional techniques of such Chinese instruments as the cbeng

and the langchrz to enliven the melodies and bting out the youthful
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exuberaflcc of tire liberated area. T'he fingering teclmique of Chinese
strings helped us to convey the people's furious indignation and
sortow under enemy domination, to voice theit accusation. Again,
in "Defend the Yellow R.ivet" we interwove certain fine passages

from traditional pilta tunes with ouf piano and orchcstral n-rusic to
coflvey the gtorn"ing strength of people's war with soldicrs and civil-
ians taking the field together to chatge the enemy. Finelly, at the
suggestion of a soldier, we added the melodies of Tlte Ea.rl Is il'ed
and Tbe laternalionale to evoke the splendid irnage of China's working
class and broad masses fighting for the iiberation of all mankincl on the
side of all oppressed nations and peoples of the wodd.

Thc process of writing this concerto convinced us that music
can never be purely abstract and fanciful or divorced from reality,
as some boutgeois musicians have claimed, All music must serve
certain classes, and piano music is no exception to this tule. In class

society, no art exists in isolation without a class context. Although
the modcrn revisionists try to deny the class coltteflt of wr.rrks of att
by labeiling them "'humanist" or "populat in chatacter" or using
such empty te1fils as "optimistic" and "healthy" to descdbe lnusic,
this is metapirysicai floflsense. At the same time we rcalize the need
for revoiutionziry 

^rt 
worliers to integrate with the workels, pcxsants

and solclicrs, constantly draw fresh nourishraent from them and
setve therl wlrole-heartedly. If the piano conceto Yellow, Riyer
has provcd a succcss rvith the masses, this is due to Chainnan NIao,s
revolutionrLry, Iinc in att, Cgmracie C\iang Ching's painstaking guid-
ance ancl thc conccrrIr'rtct'l wisdont of t]tc, ltll.ss('s. I 

joi: lr1. 1rert, i
am tesolvctl t<.r l.nrLlic I slill Lcttcr stLrrly of tlrc: rvorlis ol. NlrLrx, J,cnin
ancl CLeirnran Mlio atrtl lo <lt'rlicrrlt: rry urlrolt: life to tlrc rcr.ohrtion
in piano mrrsic.

by Liao Yu-koi
and lYang Mei1llnq
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Dramatic Festival Victotiously Concluded in Peking

The dtamatic festival of new stage productions from Shanghai,

Kwangsi, Hunan and Liaoning sponsoted by the Cultural Group

under the State Council opened in Peking at the beginning of August

and was victoriously concluded on September rr.
This grand festival of new stage productions came after the theatrical

festival of the notth China regionx and showed that fresh successes

have been scored in our tevolution in litetatute and att under the

impetus of the mass movement repudiating Lin Piao and Confucius.

It marks aflother great victoty fot Chairman Mao's proletarian tevolu-

tionaty line on literatute and art.

During the festival each region ptesented at least one model Peking

optera adapted into local opera forms. This was the first time that

nine diffetent local opera companies, including national minority
troupes, staged adaptations of Peking opeta fot worket-peasant-soldier

audiences in the capital. This attests to the growing popularity of
the model Peking operas and shows the notable results local operas

have achieved by learning from them. These new productions, while

keeping close to the original Peking operas, have tetained their own

special features, theit rnusic and singing, successfully combining local

colour with the spitit of out age.**

*For an accouflt of this see Chi.nerc Literatura No. 5 this yeat.
+*See the atticle "New Life for Local Opetas" on p. 9o in this issue.
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Some fairly good new productions appeared in this festival. The
new Peking operas The Rockl Bal, Inuutigation of a Cltair and Struggle
on tlte Storml Jaa presented by the Peking Opeta Troupe of Shanghai
wete warmly acclaimed. The new plays Battle in the Shifuard by the
Modern Drama Company of Shanghai, Mapie Bay by the Hunan Mod-
ern Dtltn Company, and The Main Lesson by the Kwangsi Modern
Drama Company also had a very favourable reception. Local opetas
reflecting present-day life, the nev, Peking opesa Spring in tlte Yao

Mountains produced by the Kwangsi Peking Opeta Ttoupe and Seetlt-

ing Moantains a play put on by the Liaoning Modern Dr;ama Troupe,
teached a fakly high standard too. There wete good items as well
in the way of other stage items, including the chorus Battte of tlte Htislta
Arcbipelago from Liaoning and the dance The Lnmbermen's Song fr.om
Kwangsi. Based on a serious study of the experience of the model
Peking operas and guided by the Party's basic line, these works reflect-
ed class struggles and sttuggles between two lines in difi'erent periods
of Chinese history. Some of them gave warm praise to the Great
Ptoletarian Cultwal Revolution and successfully profected heroic
chatactets of out own time. Hence the festival was well teceived
by our wotker-peasant-soldier audience.

This festival embodied the Patty's directive to "Iet a hundred
flowers blossom; weed thtough the old to bring forth the rrew',.
Many items teflected our socialist tevolution and socialist constructiori
on various fronts, while others dealt with our revolutionary past.

They covered a. great variety of forms: Peking opera, modern drama,
local operas, songs, dances and othct stagc items, full.Jength shows
as well as short items. The ptevailing imprcssion rvas one of the
rich vatiety of styles of the stage art of cliflcrcnt nationalities and

regrofls.

This festival reflected not oflly the ncw achievements ofour tevolu-
tion in literatute and art but also the new spitit of our artistes educated
by the Cultural Revolution and the preseflt flrovement to repudiate
Lin Piao and Confucius. A big contingent of writers afld artistes
is steadily gaining in sttength, and this includes a latge number of
vigotous youflg artistes.
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Maramures Folk Song and Dance Ensemble in China

The Maramutes Folk Song and Dance Ensemble from the north-
ril.estef,n part of Rornania came to China in the later patt of August
and gave performances in Peking, 'Ihe Romanian artists presented
splendid programmes of songs, dances and instrurnental music, all
with vivid and distinctive national features. These items, vcry true
to life, pof,tray the Romanian people's love for their mothedand and
theit delight in their work. The odginal Miners' Dance, for example,
shows how enthusiastically the miners go about their wotk in the
mine. The Dance of Crihalna Maidens depicts carpet v/eavers, its
rapid graceful movements miming their hard work and dextetity in
handling the flying shuttles. Also impressive are the female solo
M1 Brother Is an Adaanced Miner and the male solo M1 Fatber Sends Me
to the Factorl, the formcr expressing the people's respect fot outstanding
workers and the lattet conveying the eagerfless of youngstets to work
in industry. The instrumental music Sirba Concert sings the praise
of a fine harvest of fruit.

The Romanian artists also performed the Chinese sangs I Loue Our
Creat Motberland and Great Peking, as well as Song to the ltriend[t Cltinese

People which they had composed spccially fot tl'ris visit. 'Iheir per-

ii
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formances fully demonstrated the sincerc feeling of thc Romanian

people for the Chinese people.

Exhibition of Art Wotks by $Totkers in Shanghai

The Shanghai I7orker's Fine Arts Exhibition, with more thzn z7o

exhibits including traditional Chinese paintings, woodcuts, oils, setial

pictures, posters, gouache, sculpturcs and scissor-cuts, opened on

July r and has been warmly acclaimed by visitors.
Since the Cultural R-evolution many spare-time attists among the

Shanghai lvorkers have made a carcfitl study of the principles accord-

ing to which the revolutionary operas urere produced and the ex-

perience of the peasant artists of Ftruhsien County in the province of
Shensi. Guided by this, they have actively engaged in creative art

work in their spare time. The present exhibition is a demonstration

of theit achievements.

Portraying grand revolutionary events and the images of workers,

peasants and soldiets, the exhibits are militaot, breathing the spirit

of our age. Most of them are the work of new a.rtists who grev up

in the Cultural Rcvolution.

Revolutionary Model Opetas Petformed in the Mountains

The Spatc-time Art Ptopaganda Team of Miyun County near Peking

has been vety active in performing revolutionaty model operas fot
the poor and lowcr-miclcllc pcasants in thc mountain arcas. In the

past few years tl-rey havc givcn morc than 5oo pcrfcrrtrranccs and have

been called a "Shock Tcam" in popularizing thc rcvolutionary model

theatrical works.

This spare-time propaganda tcam was fotmcd duting the Great

Proletarian Cultutal Revolution whcn such revolutionary model operas

as Tlte Poed Lantern, Taking Tiger Moantain b1 Sn"ategy ar.d Sbacbiapang

wete ptoduced one after the other. To enable the local poor and

lower-middle peasants to enjoy these rvotks as catly as possible, the

team first rehearsed scenes and arias from Taking Tiger Mountain b1

Strategy which they performed in the mountains' The warm welcome
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they received encouraged them to rehearse the whole operas 'l'aking

Tiger Mountain b1 Strategy and Song of tbe Dragon Riuer and they have
perfotmed these to eager audiences throughout the county.

During the past four years the team has also performed selections
from Sbachiapang, Raid on thc Vhite TigerRegiment and ATalea Mountain
and adapted parts of Tbe Red Lantern and On the Docks to perform as

local opera. In addition, they have produced many short items about
outstanding people and stirring events in their county.

Coloured Stoneware Figutes of Anti-Confucian Heroes

During the preseflt movement to criticize Lin Piao and Confucius,
colouted stone\r/are figures have been produced by the workets and
technicians of Shibwan Pottery in Fosha,n, Kwangtung Province, to
lrreisc the opponents of Confucius in different periods of histoty.
'I'lrcy r'nclude Chilt R{utes Confucius, Chih being the leader of a slave
uprising towards the end of the Spring-and-Autumn Period (lp-Cll
B.C.), Reaolt, a depiction of the peasant insurgents led by Chen

and llung Hiw-chwan Denounce s Confucias, a scene from the Taiping peas-
ant revolutioflzry war led by Hung Hsiu-chuan in the second half
of the nineteenth century. This stonewme statnary, so compact,
colourful and vivid in theme, is populat with the broad masses of
workets, peasaflts and soldiers.

Mote Cultural Relics Uneatthed

Recentiy China's archaeologists and antiquarians, having previously
cxcavated an old tomb of the N7estern Han Dynasty (zo6 B.C.-A.D. 8)
at Mawangtui on the outskirts of Changsha, IIunan province, have
madc an invcstigation of the nearby tombs Nos. z and 3 and ftom them
recovered a l'atgc nurrbcr of valuable reljcs. Especially noteworthy
among the new linds from T'omb 3 are ancient books copied in chinese
ink on sllkin bsiao cbaan (lcsscr scal style) and li shu (clerical style) cal-
ligraphy. Orrcr ten books .wcrc found, totalling more than r2o,ooo
chatacters. Some of these works had been lost for r,ooo to 2,ooo
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years. Among the books ateLaoTTu,acollection of important Taoist

writings; Records af tbe Warring States, a collection of speeches by dip-

lomats, statesmen and others artanged according to states and cover-

ing the petiod 4i, - z z r ts.C. ; tihe Bo a k of C h ange s, a treatise on divination

in ancient times; and other wotks from before the Chin (zzt-zo7 B'C')

and \Testern IIan Dynasties. Some of the boohs contain faitly cleat

ideas of the Legaiist school which are of value in studying the devclop-

mcnt of this scirool from the N7arring States Period to the Western

Han Dynasty"

A map of the upper reaches of the Hsiangchiang and Lichiang Rivers

and anothet of the disposition of troops in the Changslea area rvere

discovercd. These are tire eatliest maPS yct found in China.

Also unearthed were 111ore than 6oo inscribed bamboo slips, four

paintings in colour on silk, beautifuJly made lacquerware, u/eapons

and silk fabrics.
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Preporing lor Customers (woodcut) by Ko Sho
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