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Mao Tsetung's Poems
Published in English

An English edition of Mao Tsetung's poems, a volume containing
j9 poems, has just been published by the Foreign Languages l)ress

in Peking and clistribLrtcd abroacl by Guozi Shuclian (China l)ublica-
tions Centre).

Chairman Mao's sublime poems reflect the tempestuous and earth-
shaking class struggle and the stmggle between the two lines in dif-
fetent histotical periods of the Chinese people's tevolution, inclucling
the petiod of the socialist revolution, and the international communist
movement ovef the past ,o years. Ptofoundly significant for po-
litical and ideological education, the poems are a tremendous revolu-
tionary inspiration and a sharp weapon for opposing the bourgeoisie,
imperialism and modern revisionism. They ate not only deeply loved
and widely rcad by the Chinese people but also appreciated and
admited by the proletatiat and tevolutionary people throughout
the wodd. The publication of these poems in English will meet
the long-felt demand of readets abroad. Ttanslations of Mao Tse-
tuog's poems in other languages will also be published in due course.

This translation of Mao Tsetung's poems in English is issued in
the following editions: Octavo special de luxe editions with two
different bindings, hardback and paperback editions of ordinary book
size (z8mo ot 2o.9 x 13 cm.), and a pocket edition. On the pages

befote the table of contents are an autographed photograph of Chair-
man Mao on Lushan Mountain and facsimile of his poem "Loushan
Pass" tcr the tune of Yi Chin O in his handwdting on traditional
Chinese papct.



STORIES

Sung Hsin-ying

Forging Ahead

Smoke and dust rose above the green grassland as a long, long
convoy of ttucks loaded with equipmeflt and tolled steel tumbled
and roared along a winding dirt track. ft sttetched so far that each

end was out of sight and if one truck should stop for one moment it
would hold up all the rest behind it. Communicating with their
hotns, the drivers reminded their collcagues ahead with short sharp
toots, "Hey, mates, the equipment on my truck is badly needed at
the work site." Yet all the trucks were loaded with matetials urgently
needed. The general headquartets of the new oilfield had issued an
ordet: All the thousands of workers taking pafi in the coming bat-
t1e, as well as the hundreds of types of equipment and the hundteds
of thousands of tons of rolled steel, must be at the new oilfield within
twenty-four hours when all thirteen constructiofl projects would start
together. This r.vas a time when every minute counted. And so this
long stteam of vehicles had suddenly appeared on this twisting track.

A husky man and a gid stood side by side behind the cabin of the
last truck which was loaded with steel plates. In his forties, the man
with his strong build and ruddy cheeks g^ve one the impression of
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a man of steel who could take any difficulties in his stride. Under
shaggy eyebtows his eyes flashed exultantly as he watched the convoy
sweep forv/atd thtough the grassland. Clapping one big hand on
the gid'S shoulder he exciaimed, "Look, Little Changl It,s like the
advance of an army."

The girl, in her mid-twenties, had a round pretty face and two
short plaits. She looked the picture of youth andvitality in her btight
red track suit, ptinted on which in white was the name Petroleum
College. Leaning on the cabin roof and standing on tiptoe she
was gazing rapturously ahead. Now she turned with a smile to afl-
swer het companiofl, "I couldn't have corne back at a bettet time 

-just in time to join in this concerted battle. It's simply wonderful!,,
Arching his eyebrows the man reminded her, .,Don,t rejoice

too soon. Heavy loads are waiting for you, as I've told you.,,
The gid thtew out her chest like a tomboy. ..One tofr or two!

I'm ready!"
"Good girl." The man laughed.
Shading their eyes, they looked around. Aftet a rvhile, Lit-

tle Chang said eagedy, "Look, Commissat Kao. Judging by the
conditions l'rcrc, we'll have to use the airJifring method in builcling
our floatins-roof tanks,"

"You mcan water is scarce here ?"
"Yes, that's the ob1'ective situation. So we can,t use the water-

lifting rnethod herc. And, what's more important, .we must flnd a
ne'il/ way to get gfeater, faster, better and more economical results
so as to specd up our victory in the coming battle.,,

"Does that mean, Little Chang," he asked in pleased surprise,
"you still have that souvenit I gave you?,,

"Surel" T'he girl bcnt down, pulled out a pencil-box from a

basin in a string bag and proCuced a pencil stub no bigger than
her little finger. "It's here, Commissat Kao,,, she said. ..At col_
lege, it always reminded me of what you and the workers said to
me when you saw me off. It gave me the strength to weather storms
and overcome difficulties. Today, under the leadership of the paty
and with the guidance of the veteran workers, I want to use it to blaze
a 4ew traill"



The man laughed approvingly.
As the contours of the wotk site came indistinctly into view in the

distance, he tapped hard on the cabin roof.
The drivet btaked and stuck out his head; but before he could ask

what they wanted, the man jumped down with the gid following.
Both strode towards the work site.

The man, Kao Chien-ych, was Party sccrctary and political com-

missar of the work site. The gid, Chang Chi-hung, was a worker
who had been recommended to go to collegc threc years 2go. She

had to run to keep pace with I(ao's long quick strides. Likc a ball

of fite the August sun beat down on them while the humidity in the

air made them feel as if they u,ete in a big steamer.

Kao stopped suddenly, put dov/n the bundle slung over his back

and stepped over to a man squatting beside a pool smoking a pipe.

Little Chang couldn't see who it was as he had his back to them.

Kao had spotted that it was Shih Ta-hai, known as Old Stony,

a vetetan worker and Little Chang's fotmer master, He slapped

him on the back, saying, "You must have something on your mind,
mate, to come and smoke alone hete." Squatting down and dip-
ping his fingets into the water, he added, "This is the problem, dght?"

Old Stony knocked his pipe against his shoe, saying, "Yes, we'te
forced to find a new way out, Old Kao."

"But there are stumbling-blocks on the way, eh ?" Kao pointed
to Little Chang then. "Look, who's here ?"

Old Stony exclaimed, "Oh, so Little Chang's back!"
Little Chang thtew her string bag on the ground and skipped over

eageily to grasp het master's big hands, She had so much to say

aftet three years of absence that not knowing whete to statt she just
smiled foolishly at him.

His heart warmed by the sight of his formet apprentice, Old Stony

looked het up and down, smacking his thick lips. Then he grab-

bed het stting bag and blurted out, "Let's go !" I(ao and Little Chang

burst into laughter.
Chatting as they walked the thtee of them soon came to the work

site. Equipment was piling up there as trucks brought more and more

in. The iton arms of cranes ss/ung up and down, directed by blasts

6

of whistles. From the piles of equipment hung slogans: ..Con-

scientiously study the theory of ptoletatian dictatorshipl', ,.All join
in the fight to open up a high-yield oilfield." The whole work site
was vibrating rvith excitement.

Chang Chi-hung's old friends greeted her and catried het ofl while
Old Stony found het somewhete to stay. And Kao strode towards
the command post, a row of five wooden huts a hundred metres to
the north of the work site. Outside the Party committee office
stood a group of young people from an oilfield elsewhere who wanted
to take patt in the building of this new one. Having received a talk-
ing-to from Li I(uang-chun who was in charge of the work site, they
wete upset and angry,

Short round-headed young Li Ching-sheng, son of Li Kuang-
chun, shook his fist fuming, "He w'on't take us on. Let's go talk to
Commissar Kao."

The othet young men, irritated by Ching-sheng's fathet, all vented
their anger on him.

"Yout old man insists on 'picked troops' for this campaign. SThy
be so choosy? He just wants to keep us out."

"What if Commissar I{ao won't takc us either?"
Tl-rese rcmarks made the blood rush to Ching-sheng's face. Shak-

ing'his fist again he cried, "f bet he will. Doesn't he always say
young people should brave storms ? F{e's bound to agtee.,,

Kao ovetheatd this exchange as he was striding ovet. He clapped
Ching-sheng on the shoulder. "You rascal! Trying to pick fault
with me?"

Ching-sheng challenged him, "Tell us point-blank, Commissar
I(ao! STill you Iet us join in the battle?"

Sizing him up, Kao laughed. "Think you're tough enough, lad ?,,

Ching-sheng threw out his chest and thumped it with his fist.
"Hear that? Doesn't it sound tough?"

"AIl tight!" Kao chuckled. "But you must get yout leadership,s
consent first and hand over the work you've been doing to someone
else."

Ching-sl'reng grinned. "N7e have the consent of our Party branch,
afld our Youth League called on everyone to do the wotk of two



People so that ofle could come to work here. You can hold me

responsible if there's the slightest slip-up."
"Good. I'il ialk to Old Li and ask him to take you on." I(ao

waved the young people away and they tan off laughing.

Li was telephoning when Kao opened the door. Thinking that
it was the ,yourrg people coming to plead again, he was on the point
of snapping at them when he turned around to see I(ao. Placing

the receivet back on its cradle, he greetcd him with a smile. "S7el1,

Old Kao, you'te here at last."
I(ao ran his hand over his sweating neck. "I waitcd for our owt

college graduate," he answered cheerfully.

"Our own college graduate?" Li was bewildered,

"Quite a coincidence!" I(ao laughed. "Chang Chi-hung has

graduated from college and come back."
"Chang Chi-hung?" It took Li some time to recall who she was.

"Oh, that young daredevil. Let's hope three years of schooling have

managed to cure her of her recklessness."

Kao pulled out a bun from his pocket. Half went into his mouth
in one single bite. "I like the girl's spirit," he countered laughingly.
"Know what she told me as soon as she stepped off the bus ? Dur-
ing their open-door schooling* she learned quite a bit about build-
ing floating-roof tanks. What ideas do you have about building
the two tanks, Old Li? \7e don't have enough water to use out old
waterJifting method."

Li was about I(ao's age but half a head shorter. The most striking
thing about his face was the furrows on his btoad forehead, so deep

that they seemed to have been cut out with a linife. I(ao's rnention

of building the tanks made them wrinkle a little. "Water ?" hc

said with a smile. "That's no problem, Engineer Chao has been

wotking for two days and nights on a construction plan, He'll
submit it pretty soon."

Surpdsed, Kao asked, "Engineet Chao? Hasn't he just gone

to the May Seventh Cadtes' School ?"

*One of the main chatactetistics of out ptoletatian educational tevolution is
that the students take patt in class struggle, the struggle for ptoduction and scientific
expetiment in society fot a petiod of time in otdet to integtate theory with ptactice,
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"Oh, I called him back." Li pointed outside in high spirits.

"Lool< how many pecple we have working here. If there's no one

with tcchnical know-how, we'Il be in a fix. We must make good

usc of Engineer Chao - put the best steel on the edge of the knife,

so to speak."
Kao puckered up his brows.

Remembering something, Li looked at his watch. "Goodness,

I'd almost forgotten. The general headquarters is calling an emer-

gency meeting at one o'clock. There's only fifteen minutes to go

now. Old Hsin is chairing the meeting and he'll put us on the spot

if we're late."

"W'here is it being held?"

"In No. r Auditorium,"
No. r Auditotium meant the open ak - all the oil workets knew

that. The meeting was to mobilize everyone before the start of the

battle.
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In front of thc scneral hcaclcluzrrtcrs, a foldcd tent on which two
cups had bcen placcd servcd as the tablc for thc ctrairman of the

mceting. 'Ihcre rvcre no banners nor slogans. Yet the atmosphere

was solemn and everyonc had turned out, those at the back standing

on small hillocks or trucks. Those in charge of the thirteen proiects

had gatheted like long parted comrades-in-arms to brief each other

on how their work was going.
Kao and Li arrived two minutes before the meeting statted. Sit-

ting on his safety helmet Li straightened up to get a better look and

saw Hsin I(ang, Patty secretary of the general heaclquattets, discussing

something with a worker. He turned to tell Kao, "U7hen Old Hsin

asks about ourwork, let me do the talking' You let that tongue

of yours run away with you."
"Fine," Kao agreed promptly. "But show some guts when you

talk."
IJndcfstanding each othet perfectly, both burst out laughing.

I



The audience quietcd down when Hsin Kang stood up on the
dot and raised his hand. After looking around he announced in a
booming voice, "Comrades, we are calling on you to Iaunch a big
tough battle...."

Flsin Kang, although in his sixties, held himself as straight as any
younger man and was fit and vigorous. Coming from a petroleum
division of the army, he still had thc working style and way of talking
of a PLA man.

Sweeping one arm forcefully he went on, ..The oil deposit under our
feet is so large and rich it's an important discovery. This is going
to be a high-yield oilfield - a ft.,it of the Great proletarian cultural
Revolution and the movemeflt to criticize Lin piao and confucius and
another gteat victory for Chaitman Mao's policy of ,maintaining in-
dependence and keeping the initiative in our own hands and
relying on our oqr'n efiorts'."

The audience broke into thunderous applause. In his excitement
Kao pounded Li on the shouldet. ,,Hear that, Old Li?,, he criecl.
"fsn't it fine ?"

r#incing, Li glared at Kao and thought, .,Still his old self although
he's a leader now."

Kao was chuckling like a smatl boy.
Hsin Kang went on, "!7e oil workers have come to search for

the gold bricks which are beckorring to us right now. The crux of
the matter is whether or not we can tahe class struggle as the key link
and work according to Chairman Mao's revolutionary line; whethet
or not we have the nerve to pick them up at top speed.,,

Hsin Kang paused, his eyes sweeping over rhe audience who fol-
lowed the direction of his glance, knowing that he tvould soon be
calling on the section leaders to speak.

Li glanced at Kao. Although he had just warned him off he still
felt nervous.

"\7ho's here ftom the work site?,, Hsin called,
Li sprang up like a jack-in-the-box.

"Your two floating-toof tanks are the heystone of the construction
in its first stage," said Hsin, "Where cafl the oil be put if there are
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no big storage tanks ? The speed of your wotk ditectly affects the

wholc construction."
Li knew he had to say something. A habitual ftown appeared on

his btow as if he was pondering his superior's question though he al-

rcady had his answer pat. After a while he raised his head resolutely

and announced, "General headquartets can test assured, all the staff

and workers of out work site are ready to go all out."
A burst of applause made him nod complacently.

I(ao could not sit still any more. Howevet tesolute Li's answer

might sound, in I{ao's ears it rang hollow. He protested to Li,
"You can't be that non-committal concerning work, Old Li. You

should say something definite."
Shtewd Hsin I(ang had aheady seeri through Li Kuang-chun.

Shaking his head, he said, "You're hedging' Of coutse you should

work hard. But what I'm asking you is whethet you can finish

good quality tanks on time in an economical way?"

Li threw out his chest. "Sure. If you guarantee to supply ten

thousand cubic metres of watet."
Kao's eyes nearly popped out with indignation. "Is that the

'w^y to solve our problem?" he thought. "By demanding help

from tl-rc icadcrship ? That won't do."
Ilsin I{ang laughcd. "This Party secretary of yours is not a treas-

urc-box which can suPply all your needs. I still want to know

what you meafl to do if there's not enough water."

Li stammered, "!7ell. . , . As we're a key proiect. . . ."
Unable to keep quiet, I(ao sprang up and cried, "'S7e'll rely on the

masses. We can do without water." He startled not only Li but

evefyone pfesent.

Hsin I(ang nodded. "\7e11, tell us your idea"'

Stepping fotward a little I(ao declated, "Our workers have been

putting thek heads together. \7e'll overcome the water shortage

by blazntg a new trail in building the storage tanks."

"Good. That's the spirit." Hsin Kang nodded again. "N(/ater

can't hold us back when the masses 
^re ^ 

sea of wisdom. Go on,

I(ao,"

I1
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IGo had aroused Hsin tr(ang's intcrcst as well as caugbt the at-
tention of everyone present. When he brought up the airJifting
method, Li anxiously feached out to tug the back of his jaclict. I(ao
turned to smile at him, then went on in a resonant voice, "Ait-lifting
needs no water, economizes on tnateri^l and raises efficiency. This
is just a tentative plan of ours at present, but it teflects the demands
and hope of the workers."

"That's right. In our joint battle, we should stick to Chairman
Mao's revolutionaty line by pooling the masses' wisdom." Hsin
Kang added, "I want to repeat that when we follow a correct line,
every step yields results. Let's applaud the work site's spirit of
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relying on the masses in blazing a new trail." Applause broke out
ar)r()nq tl-re audience once more. To be put on the spot like this made
l,i cvcn more frantic. He was on the point of protesting rvhen Flsin
Iiene called out, "The drilling team. . . ."

!7hile the section leaders one by one guaraflteed to complete
theit work on schedule, a cold wind sprang up and a heavy rain
began to fall, spattering the clothes of the people attending the rally.
Ignoting it Hsin Kang continued talking, raising his voice above
t[.re sound of the storm.

Evetybody there was coflcentrating so hard on catching each word
Hsin I(ang said that they were quite oblivious to the rain. But the
hearts of all were attuncd to the tlrunder ancl revolutionary storm
of out times.

Li paid flo atteotion to thc rain running down his spine. For
Ilao's proposal, like a bolt from the blue, had completely upset his
plans. He glared angrily at his old friend rnith whonr he had worked
fot more than tv,renty yeats. S7hen Li v-as promoted to be 

^ 
te t-r:.

leacler while l{ao rcmained a rank-and-file welder, Li was sorry for
him because Kao was a good worket and he told him his blunt way
of talkin.g bacl spoiled l.ris chances. Kao had laughed sheepishly
on hcarins this comment. But the surging wavcs of the Cultural
l{cvolution had rvashed this big rvorker into a leading post. Ancl
dun'ns the last stxge ()f thc Cultural Revolution, when Li resumed
his former post hc found himsclf rr,-orking with I(ao. At first all
went well, but gradually they diIl-ercd morc and more often. Today,
they rrete at loggetheads again.

Kao guessed what Li was thinkirig from his telltale face. But
this was not merely a petsonal difference between them. Befote he
sprang up to speak, his mind had been busy. He had even recalled
the day when the revolt.rtionary committee was set up and Old Stony,
tqrilrping his hand, utged him, "Now that you're in a leading posi-
tion, Old I{ao, mind you always take the stand of the workers and
ect as tbcir spokesman." lfhen he stoocl up to speak iust novi, he

sccnrccl to sec mafly enthusiastic \vorkers behind him, backing him
up. No, hc must not give way on qucstions of pritciple. As a Party

13



member and secretary of thc Party committee, it rvas his job to help
Li straighten out his thinking.

Summet storms stop as abruptly as they brcal< out. By the time
the meeting ended the rain was lighter. And now the clouds were
blown away by the wind and a fiery sun beat down on the eatth again.

Side by side, Kao and Li sloshed back through the mud. Kao
sooo took offhis shoes and walked bare-footed while Li's shoes became

two big clots of mud. But he trudged oo in silence, regardless.
Kao glanced at him. "\Vhat's on your mind, Old Li?" he asked.

"Bettet get it off your chest."

"l7hatdoyouexpectme to say now?" Li snapped bacl<. "Didn't
you €luararitee to get the iob done on time? \fle'rc not tl'rrce-
yeat-olds, Old Ifuo. 'il7e shouldn't let a little praise go to otrt hcads

and then go atd make all sorts of promises, llow can wc sct those
tanks up without water? Can we do it rvith our own spittlc?"

I(ao patted Li on the shoulder. "Why not dtop the idea of wxter-
lifting, mate? Revolution means forging ahead, we can't trail along
in the old rut all the tirne. Whete would that lead us ?"

Li shrugged. "AitJifting isn't a nerv road but a blind alley, I
tell you. It's nevet worked!"

Kao said firmly, "That's riot the wxy to look at things. We didn't
fail last time, only Engineer Chao ancl you forbade us errefl to try."

"Facts will prove that I rvrs riqlrt to rnal.c thrt decision," Li
retorted hoatsely. "As onc of tlrosc in chatgc I couldn't let you
make such fools of yoursclves."

"$7ho are you calling fools?" It cost I(ao an cffort to control
his tempet. "The masses had reasons for daring to bring this up.
And we're even better equipped now that we have our own college
graduate. \7hen Chang Chihung was having open-doot education
in factories she learned something about this effective, economical
method. If the masses tally round to work with her, I think we cafl
bring it off."

"Chang Chi-hung ?" Li was not at all hnppy. He was thinkine,
"IIow can we rely on her? Flaven't you heard? Sending students
to factoties is substituting labout fot study; and college students
today aten't up to the standard of the old technical secondary
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schools." Aloud, he said, "Forget about her. Engineer Chao iras

ncvcr built such big tanks with the water-lifting method, let alone
tlrc air-lifting method 

- -hy, that's still something only in the air."
"I'm not saying Chang Chihung can work miracles," cut in I(ao,

"but we have a leading group macle up of workers, cadres and techni-
cians. And there are the btoad masses of workers in our work site

too. If they all work with a will, they can morre Mount Tai. If
the masses are united, I'm sure we can scale any hazardo,ts heights.
The key question is whethet or not we have the masses in mind."

A gtoup of boisterous youngsters flow overtook them. At sight
of his son, Li's face fell and he scolded, "S7hy are you still here?"

Ching-sheng looked at I(ao and retorted confidently, "S7hy

shouldn't I be hete? Commissat Kao let us stay."

"lWhat?" exclaimed Li. "!fhy humout them, Old Kao?"
Solemnly Kao countered, "More than that, Old Li. They should

be encouraged."

The work site was just ahead. There, the atmosphere was as lively
as at the rally. At the place where the floating-toof tanks were to
be built a group of people were holding a heated discussion.

"As soon as Young Chang came back she became a good adviser

t() our political commissar."

"Shc's go1. thc riuht iclea. She clicln't waste her time at college."

l(lo tool< I-i's zrrm and saicl impulsively, "Come! Ovet there ate

thc paths for us to climb n-rountains and a bridge to cross the river."
Stubbornly, Li wrenched free. "\)7e must get Engineer Chao's

opinion first."
"No. This should be discussed and decided by an enlarged

meeting of the Party committee."
"As you like."
I-i turned abruptly and walked in the opposite direction.

3

A[tcr suppcr before the time set for the meeting, people began to
comc to the oflice of the Party committee. As they all knew what

15



the meeting was about, they bcgan exchanging views the fnoment
they saw each other. Their voices rose as more and more people
came in and joined in the zrgument. Irinally they broke up into
groups to air their viervs hotly.

Kao rvho had comc eady sat at a long table in the middle of the
room, his notebook open bcfr-,re hirn, ljstcning attcntively to what
was being said and taking notcs 11ow and then. Now Li entered
with Engineer Chao. As the meeting had not yct startcd, for not
everyone had arrived, they both sat down opposite Kao.

Chao, rvho rvas in his fifties and very shot-sighted, \r/ore glasses

w'th thick lenses. His eyes wcre bloodshot from working late
for many nights in a rov/. Staring at his folder on tl-re table, his chin
ptopped on one hand, he listened quietly to the argumcnts with an
air of aloof detachn-ient.

Unable to contain himself any longer, Li stood up abruptly and
exclaimed, "I admit that watcdifting is old and large floating-roof
tanks }rave been built with that method before. But the fact that
we're building even bigger ones means we're taking a step forward.
There's nothing backward about it."

The door opened to admit Chang Chi-hung who announced cleatly,
"Commander Li, I've made investigations and there isn't an adequate
rn/ater supply near our v-ork site."

"$Vatet, always hatping on waterl" said Li, frowning. "IIaven't
I told you that you don't have to vrorry about that? No housewife
can cook without rice. !7hen the state wants us to cool< such a big
meal of course we'll be given the rice. If there's not enough water
we cari write a report to the higher-ups."

One of the Party committee members put in, "S7hat about subsidiary
tools-winches, jibs, chain blocks and so fotth?"

"Oh, I've sent in a request for those aheady," Li said smugly.
Old Stony who was smoking in one corner knocked his pipe against
his shoe and commented caustically, "I sty, Old Li, why not send in
a request fot two ready-rnade floating-roof tanks ?" Everyone burst
out laughing.

Kao raised his hand fot silence. Then placing his hand on the table
he declated loudly, "The line rve're follou,ing is more important than
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tlrc amount of watcr we have. That's the ctux of the matter. This
is a question of line. Just nov/ somebody said quite correctly that
cvcn if there wete enough watet the masses shouldn't be stopped
from blazing a new tra17. But some people don't believe air-lifting
is a way out. !7hy don't we ask Little Chang to explain it to us ?

Then we can discuss whether it would wotk or not."
Excitedly, Little Chang taised the red notebook in het hand. ..Air-

lifting is quite simple rcallyl' she said. "It just means substituting
afu for water, and we don't have to ask the higher-ups for air. Atl
r,ye need is a compressor. Suppose I compate it s/ith building.
Instead of building from the bottom up as we do with the water-
lifting method, we'll build the top floor first, then lift it up and build
the lou'er floot next. Not having to work high up in the ait will
save us a lot of trouble."

W'hen Little Chang finished her brisk explanation, Li sneered,
"It sounds vcry simple, doesn't it? Flave you evet tried this method,
Engineer Chao ? Have you ever heard of it ?"

Engineer Chao coughed drily. "As a scientific hypothesis it sounds
quite original. But science doesn't depend on human volition.
I'll mal<c a comparison too. The roof decli is not a balloon. It,s
nraclc of clozcns of tons of steel."

I;ittlc Chang brokc in, "W'e've fisured it out. All we need is a

strong cnorr.qh air-strcam plus hermetic sealing."
"More ptoblcms will arise if wc do get the tanks up."
"S(/c've thought about that too 

- balancing, raising, lowering and
alignment. The masses have thought of various solutions."

Chao snorted. "tr'm not trying to scare you. But unless you respect
its laws scierice is quite ruthless. People may get killed. That's
more serious than failing to build the tanks." He shook his head
repeatedly.

Li chipped in, '"Engineet Chao has worked in the scientific and
technological field for dozens of yeats. We should pay heed to what
he says." Tahing over Chao's foldet he patted it and said, "For two
whole nights he's been wotking on the w:LterJifting method, which
is safe ancl sure, , . ."
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Somebocly commented, "But without water, it becomes an oi{

without legs. Can't budge an inch." Laughter broke out.
Little Chang ctied, "You can't deny that ak-liftinE is a new method.

You just won't believe that we can overcome the difficulties which
rn^y crop up, and you're unwilling to take any risks."

Angtily, Li said, "U7hy allow yo:u: fancy to run wild when there's

a safer way of doing things ? I won't let you endanget the proiect."
The toom bszzed with comments.

"He's right. AirJifting is risky."
"U7hat's there to be afraid of ? We must dare to scale the heights."
SThen the commeflts subsided, Kao stood up. In a frrm voice he

teasoned, "Making revolution is not taking unlrecessary risks, but
we must have daring instead of getting cold feet ancl holding back
fot feat of danger. If we stay where we a(e, posers will always be

posers. I bct that waterJifting had to overcome many difHculties

too before it came into being." IJnconsciously, he glanced at Ctrao.

"Of course we must be scientific. But who undetstands science best ?

Not a handful of experts but the broad masses who are the main fotce
in the three gteat revolutionary movements of class struggle, the
sttuggle fot ptoduction and scientific experiment. They are the
creators of science. In the past, the waterJifting method embodied
the wisdom of the masses. Today, I believe, the wisdom of the masses

will bring off airJifting too. They rvill continue to create more ne\il/

things in the future as well. This is how history including the history
of science has developed."

Mote animated discussion took place.

"He's right."
"We'd better do flothing if we're afraid of difficulties and risks."
"I think we should try air-lifting."
Li hastily put a stop to this by saying, "Now, now. Let's statt

out meeting and talk it over."
"!7hat?" Old Stony elared. "\7e may as well adjourn now."
All looked around. By now everyofle had come and most of them

had expressed their views. Although no one had declated the meeting
open the discussion had been heated and successful. They burst out
laughing.
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T'hc clrive to solve the technical ptoblems involved in building
floating-roof tanks made vigorous headway with the support of the
l)rasses. Kao, Little Chang and Old Stonp the nucleus of the drive,
wcre rushed off their feet. Every time the technical group held a
tnecting so many people dropped in that Kao decided to post a riotice
ofl the doot of the caflteen stating the agenda, place and time of the
next meeting, adding in big characters, ..Everybody is welcome.,,

That morning, in her tent, Chang Chi-hung was drawing blueprints
for the new tanks with the pencil stub given het by Kao three years
ago. Often she stopped to think, resting her temple on one hand.

The door flap of her tent u,as raised and a smiling face lookecl in.
"Comtade college graduate, is Commissar Kao here ?,,

'Iurning, Little Chang laughed. "Can'tyolr see by looking atouncl,
Ching-sheng? !7hy do you ask?"

Ching-sheng walked diflidently in. "\Well, I also rvanted to know
how you're getting on."

"Don't worry." Little Chang patted the bluepdnts, .,!Ve,ll show
each draft as we finish it to you all, to solicit opinions. What do you
want Commissat Kao for?"

"Business, of course." Ching-sheng blinked. Then he confided
softly, "He promised to tell us stories about rhe Taching oilfield*
l>cfore we start building our tanks."

"You asked him to do that?"
"Naturally." Ching-sheng raised his hcad.

Standing up, Little Chang placecl a hand on I'ris shoulder as if she
were his big sister. "But can't you sce, Ching-sheng, how busy he is
thesc days? How crn hc attcfld [o cverything at once? He,s up to
his cyes in work."

"Wcll. . . ." Clrinu-shcn.q scratchcd his head.

"Supposc I lc.lI you x st()ry, will that clo?"

*[. tlrc crrrly sixtics, when out eco.omic constfllction encountered temporafy
dillicultics, guitlccl by Chairma. Mao's dircctive on ..Maintaining independence
and keeping the initiative in our own hands and relying on out owtt eflorts,',
the Taching wotkers built up a big modernized oilfield in less than thtee veats.
Taching has been a model in industty evet since.
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ehing-sheng slapped his thigh. "Fine. But you never worked
at Taching, did you?"

Little Chang batted het eyes and showed him the pencil stub.

"I can tell you its story."
"Does it have a stoty?" he asked in surptise,

The tent quivered as Kao rnarched in.
They gteeted him warmly.
Kao smiled at them, picked up a blueprint from the wooden boxes

which served as desk and studied it carefully. Suddenly his lips

parted in laughter.
"What's this big question-mark here?" he askcd. "Is it a poser?"

Little Chang nodded.

"Come out and have some fresh ait," he urgcd her. To Ching-

sheng he said, "S7ill you go and ask your father ancl F,ngineet Chao

to come to a meeting at the tank foundation ?"

Ching-sheng hurried off.

As he approached Iingineer Chao's vooden house, seeing the

window open he called from outside, "Dad, Engineer Chao! Com-

missar I{ao wants you to go to a meetiflg."
Inside, Li and Chao were talking at a table. Li dismissed his son

with an impatient wave of the hand, saying, "Ail right."
After the boy had left, I-i said to Chao, "It seems to me Old Kao's

still acting the way he did in thc Cultural Revolution."

Chao leaned back in his chair, his arms fblded, u'ith an air of
omniscience. "I can't help that," he said. "I can't go against my

scientific conscience to humour him. I objccted to airJifting in the

past. I object to it now and I shan't change my mind."
Li stood up to pace the room. "IIaven't vou heard anythiflg

tecently from your friends in Peking, Engineer Chao ?"

"Yes, they say thete's a new wind blowing - 
there's to be an

all-out drive to boost production." Chao rubbed his hands excitedly.

"Very encouragingl"
"Hmm." Li halted. '"Seems the situation is changing."

Chao nodded in agreement. "That's a sure thing. After so many

years of chaos since the Ctrltural Revolution, it's high time cvetything
returned to normal."
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Li sighed. "But I(ao still sticks to his old way of doing things
cluring the Cultural Revolution. IIe's for ever waving his arms and

yelling: Charge! As if production could be raised by holding up
fists and shouting slogans. . . ."

Chao sighed too. "I .was criticized in those days for taking the road
of bourgeois specialists."

"That shouldn't scate you," Li said. "U7e need specialists, be they
socialist or bourgeois. It's specialization that matters. I think you
should do a rush job to finish the plan for water-lifting. I'll get the
necessary material." Patting the folder on the table, he added, "We'll
let them go ahead with aiilifting fot the tirne being but later on Lve'll

save the project with this."
His spirits tising, Chao took up a pen, then frowned as he heard

a sudden noise from the work site. Li slammed the window shut
and pulled the curtain. The toom dimmed instantly"
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A goldcn r:ry of suulight slanting in from thc er-lge of the curtain fcll
on Cha,ng Chi-hung's face. Jumping out of bed, she combcd her
hair in front of a mirror, left her tcnt singing happily ancl walked over
to I(ao's tcnt. IIer hand was reaching fot his door flap when she

thought bettcr of it. Commissar I(ao had spent several strefiuous
days hclpine them draw up thcir plan. Now that it had bcen ratif,ed
by the general hcadquarters the cr-rnstruction of the tanlis l-rad started.
That aftetnoofl, they were going to trial lift one of thern, She must
not let him go to the work site to weld and hammer any mof,e that
motning. He should have a good iong sleep.

I-,ittle Chang turned around and, picking her way through the piles

of equipment, made fot the work site. As she passed by a stack of
red bricks she heard voices behind it and walking ovet found Kao
in the middle of a group of youngsters. FIe had been telling them
how the people in Taching ran their enterptise according to Chairman
Mao's revolutionary line. Ching-sheng was urging him to tell them
more. "Ask your father to tell you a story, Ching-shenv," suggested
I(ao.
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Shaking his head, Ching-sheng grumbled, "Him? He'd shoo you

away if you asked him, saying that our team leaders and political
instructors tell such stoties evety day and they're printed in the papers

too. Go and read them youtselves, he says."

Kao ftowned. After a pause he said, "IJse yout brains a little.
SThen ChairmanMao calls on us to leatn from Taching, rvhy is it that

some people are no longer interested in the Taching spirit? Let's
discuss this phenomenon thoroughly when we study the theoties of
proletarian dictatorship this evening."

The young people started airing their views tight away. Kao sat

down beside a stack of bricks and listened with narrowing eyes.

Soon, his eyes closed completely and he dozed off with a smile on his

face. Little Chang was touched. She was on the point of reminding
the youngsters to los,er their voices when Ching-sheng tutned to
address him. Quick\r, Little Chang shushed him, pointing to I{ao.

The youngsters fell silent, respect in all their eyes as they looked at

their sleeping political commissar. Then one by one they slipped

away to the work site.

Kao's face had grown thinner. Little Chang turned towatds the

floatir:rg-roof tanks and left him there to sleep.

Like two huge iron rings laid on the ground, side by side in one

corner of the work site were the foundations of two enormous tanks,

so huge that they took fifty men with outstretched arms to encircle

them. The sides had been u.elded to over the height of a man, to

heighten them further airJifting would be needed. Dozens of welding

rods wete sputtering golden sparks. Their hissing combined with
the roar of the welding sets to make a deafening din, even when some-

one stood more than ten metres away.

Li I(uang-chun dtove up no closer than this in a truck. Laying

down het hammet and wiping het sweat, Little Chang walked over

only to find that the materials being unloaded ftom the truck were the

scafolding, jibs and chain blocks needed fot waterJifting.

Fanning himself with his helmet, Li told the driver, "Hutty up

and bdng over the test as soon as possible. Otherwise, if they change
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their minds I'11 have to do a lot more talking. Oh, Little Chang, can

you spare some men from the tanks ?"
She shook her head.

Frowning, Li looked at the tanks undet construction. "It's hard to
tell whether airJifting will work or not," he said. "Can't rely solely
on that. Have to walk on two legs, so to speak, to be ready for all
eventualities."

Little Chang glanced at him disapprovingly, thinking, "The air-
lifting method was decided on at the enlarged Party committee meet-
itg. Why make preparations for watet-lifting too ?"

"How are you getting on?" Li asked casually, climbing up a

ladder at the side of a tank. Little Chang followed him. The roof
deck placed in the ring was ,o metres in diameter and divided into
about a dozen compartmeflts. The only entrance to each of these

compattments was a manhole. Dense smoke and hot air wete now
billowing out from these manholes while several welders wete working
on top of the roof deck too.

Li smacked his lips, thinking, "Quick work. Let's see if it's up
to standard." He walked up to a welder, squatted down beside him
and kncrckcd away the slag to reveal a fine, neat bead. Satisf,ed, he
pattcd thc weldet on the shoulder, saying loudly, "Not bad, mate."

Little Chang burst out laughing.

Thc wclder raised his l.read and took off his helmet, disclosing a

sweaty round facc. Li gaped foolishly when he sav, it was his son

Ching-sheng.

Straightening up, Ching-sheng thumped his chest. "Am I up to
those 'picked troops' you talk about, dad?"

"You! .. ." Li bit offthe retort which'was on the tip of his tongue

while Ching-sheng laughed gleefully.

Li tutned to ask Little Chang, "Where's Old Kao?"
Hesitantly, she replied, "\)Vhat do you want him for? He's having

a nap over there."
The wrinkles on Li's brow deepened as he thought, "Really, Kao!

You were the one who insisted ofl this airJifting, yet when the crunch

comes you let things take their own course,"
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Little Chang guessed from his expression what was
Disgusted she turned to descend.

But just then Ching-sheng walked up to one of the manholes
and hammered three times, shouting, "Come out, Commissar Kao.
You've been in there an hour already."

Startled, Little Chang hurried to the spot. Acrid smoke and gllsts
of hot air belched out of the manhole followecl by a steaming, dripping
head completely begtimed and blackened. Tl'ren Kao raised himsclf
with an effort halfway out. FIe was covered with tust, his old carivas

overalls half soaked with sweat. He put out three fingers to indicate
to them that he had welded all but three ioints.

Even Li was moved. In this hot weather, with the heat from so

many welding rods, the steel plate he was standing on was scalding.
The temperature must be much higher in the small compartments
whete the weldets had to work ifl ctamped, awkwatd positions. A
slightly-built youngster like Ching-sheng could stick it out thete only
half an hour at the most.

"Commissar Kao, you didn't sleep then?" Little Chang felt a lump
in her throat.

"I did fot a while," said Kao as he climbed out.

"Commissat I(ao, you. . . ." Ching-sheng pointed with dismay

at his chest.

Kao patted Ching-sheng with his brawny hand. "N7hat do you

take me fot? I'm heftier than you, but I can go in and out just as

well."
"I'm not letting you go in thete again," muttered the boy as he

jumped grimly into the manhole.

Although Kao made so light of the matter, Little Chang saw that

not only were his ovetalls charred at his chest but he had sevetal burns

on his neck as well. Her eyes brimming with tears, she snatched up

the welding rod Ching-sheng had put down and set to work with a

will. Molten iron spattered the steel plate as het heart burned even

mote hotly.

Kao and Li walked around the roof deck before descending one

after the othet. Taking I{ao to 'yhere there was less noise T,i told
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him, "I've got the equipment for watet-lifting. rff/on't you think it

out airJifting thisKao replied, "We're ttying

The furrows on Li's fotehead deepened.

"Your way of looking at the two diffetent methods is wrong,
Old Li," I(ao told him eatnestly.

"Just because I don't aqree to air-lifting?" Li smiled sardonically.

"No. This isn't simply a choice between different methods,

it's a question of what road we're following, on whom we'rc relying

and how we'te tunning the enterprise. Are we tunning it accotding

to the revolutionaty ot the revisionist line?" Kao ietked his head

at a steel plate, indicating that he wanted Li to help carcy it to the work
s1te.

Taken aback, Li shook his head and smiled wtyly, then tutning
round, picked up one end of the steel plate. But lvhen he tried to
move off he could not budge and, turning his head, he saw that he

and l(ao rvere facing in opposite directions. At once he turned round.

As they rnoved towards the tanks 1-re told I{ao, "I don't want to argue.

But I want to remind you, Old Kao, that as leading cadtes we must

kcep abreast of the times. There's a lot of talk going round. Hasn't

it rcaclrccl your cars ? The stress no\M is all on the 'four moderniza-

tions'x which means that enterprises must be well run. I think this

point should be stressed. And running an enterprise means taising

production. It's not like holding a mass criticism meeting, where

everybody can get up and have his say. That kind of wotking style

should be changed."

"One . . . two." They laid the steel plate down. Kao turned

around. "Changed? How should it be changed? There is a new

wind blowing, but is it an east winil or a'u/est wind? \7e must

give that some thought. \rhat's the way to run an enterprise well?

Diffetent classes have diffetent critetia for that."

*'fhe modetnization of agticultute, industfy, national defence and science and

technology,

his

over again?"
Biting his

afternoon."
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"Are you implying I belong to a different class ?,, Li,s lips quivered.
"r know which class I belong to. Facts wil prove which of us is
right, which wrong." STith an angry svreep of his atms he went
of to a production meeting in the general headquatters.

That gave Kao food for thought. He recalled how Li had sup_
ptessed the workets' attempts to try out airJifting before the cultural
Revolution. Then his mind flashed back to the tumultuous years of
the Cultural Revolution, after which he considered the ill wind which
had recently been fanned up in the country. rt seemed to him that
the Cultural Revolution had not come to an end. A severe struggre
was impending. His blood boiled as he watched Li's retreating figure.
SThen Little Chang called him he didn,t even hear.

"Are we trying air-lifting this afternoon, Comniissar Kao?,, she
repeatcd, raising her voice.

"Sure. That's fot cettaifl," he answered through clenched teeth.
Kao's flaming eyes and agitated expression startled Little Chang.

What's come over him ? she wondered.

That afternoon workers and cadres came from neatby work sites
to watch the trial lifting. The prod,ction meeting of the general
hcadquarters adjourned, all those attending it 

- 
except Old Hsin

u,-ho was busy 
- coming to u,atch. people ctowded around one

tank.

"Make way, please!" Ching-sheng and a few other youns men
squeezed in rvith a drum and gongs.

Dozens of welding sets hummed. At one-metre intervars all
around the tank stood workers with wclding rods and hammers,
ready to tack weld as soon as the tank was lifted to the prescribed
height.

I(ao, Old Stony, Little Chang, Li who had returned from general
headquarters, and Engineer Chao who had been fetched by Kao formed
an inspection team which inspected the workets at their posts then
crawled into the tank thtough the ait duct. placed on blocks of
wood a metre above the gtound, the roof deck looked like a huge
piston on the tank. It was pitch dark inside. Kao switched on his
flashlight' Here workers stood around the wall too. A terephone
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had been installed in the middle to make contact with those outside
when the blowing statted.

Aftet the inspectioh, Kao tried the telephone and then solicited
I-i's and Chao's opinions. Chao, who had come against his will,
had no intetest in this trial. He had trailed along with the others,

taking only cutsory glances at the pteparations, so naturally he had

no opinions to ofler. Li's inspection was meticulous, especially con-

cetning safety measures about which he had plenty to say. Now that
he was powedess to prevent this trial, his main concern was safety.

SThen they came out Kao thrust the signal flag into Little Chang's

hand and said to het, "Here yott are." She was to direct operations.

"Sfhat? . . ." Little Chang gaped.

Kao looked encouragingiy ather. "If we dare to build a tank as

big as this ofle, you must have the coutage to command," He crawled

into the tank.

"A11 tight." The gid jumped excitedly on to the command plat-
form. The flag in one hand she picked up the telephone receivet

and cried, "Ilello, Commissar Kao. Shall we begin?"

"Yes!" Kao's resonant voice was heatd over the phone. !7ith
hundreds of eyes gazitg at her, Little Chang waved the flag.

The compressor rewed. A gteat blast of air entered the tank.

At oncc thc outflow from bcneath the tank whipped up the sand and

gravcl all around. T'he workers, sand swiding in their faces, held their
welding rods and hammcrs teady.

Li's eyes werc fixcd on thc roof deck. After lifting ever so slightly
it sank back and lay still.

One minute, two minutcs. . . .

"How are things inside, Commissar Kao?" I-ittle Chang shouted

into the phone. There was no ansu/er. Bcads of sweat tolled down

her cheeks.

"Commissat Kao! Kao!"
"Stop! Stop the compressot!" Li frantically stamped his foot.

Almost simultaneously a wotker's voice was heard over the phone.

"We're all OK in here. Commissar I{ao says stop the compressor."

\7hen the compressor was turned off a btzz of comments btoke
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out. Jumping down from the command platform Little Chang
disappeared into the tank.

A great weight lifted from his mind, Li heaved a sigh of telief and
fished a cigatette out of his pocket. As he was about to light it, he
looked up and met Engineer Chao's eyes. Returning the cigatette
to his case Li called, "V/ill you come over, Engineer Chao ?,,

5

"U7hat did I tell you? f knew hor,v it would end. Although I,m
flot one to boast, having managed production for ten yeats and more I
could at least foresee the result of this attempt. Good thing the tank
was not lifted. If it had tipped and killed a few men, Kao would
have been in big trouble." Sitting in the office, Li rapped his desk
itately with the knuckle of his middle finger.

Chao chipped in, "\Vhat cao you do with people who defy the laws
of science?" IIe drew on his cigarette, ..Not that we want to bet
or compete with him."

"YoLr're right," agreed Li. "Otherwisc wc wouldn,t lift a {inger
to help now. But we're responsible to our country. Now that
they've found themselves in a blind alley we,ll t:uild the tanks with
the ssatedifting method."

Chao nodded. "I'm aftaidKao will be stutrbclrn.,,
"I'll not humout him this time even if he,s more stubbotn than the

god of heaven or the dragon king." Li pounded the desk with a
fist. "You go and notify Kao to dismantle the air-lifting equipment
while I'11 get Old Hsin. I7ait for us if I(ao won't con:rply.,, FIe
v/ent hastily to the general headquartets.

Chao arrived at the tank as Kao and the others emerged from the
air duct, all covered with dust. They rvere immediately encitcled
by those waiting outside.

"\X/hy did you stay so long in thete, Commissar Kao ? !7hat
happened ?"

"What's our next step? \X/e'te waiting for yout directions.,,
In high spirits Kao said, "Wait a bit. \7e had a little discussion in

there just now. We'll solicit your opinions in a minute",,
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Engineer Chao walked over. Softly he said to Kao, "We'll find

time to summarize the lesson we've leatned later, Commissat Kao.

Right now we'te ptessed fot time. Commandet Li says 'we must

dismantle all the aidifting equipment right away."

The masses exploded.

"Dismantle the equipment? What are you ttying to do ?"

"You'te holding up the battle for the oilfield."
Ching-sheng eibowed his way fotwatd. Pointing at Chao, he

said, "You're a queet sort, hiding in your office when everybody else

is fighting to bting airJifting off. But now you bounce out to demand

that ait-liftins be called off."
tslood rising to his face, Chao stretched out both hands, palms

upward. "I didn't call it off- it ended in failure."

"You're wrorlg thete, Engineer Chao. Lrar from failing, the ait-

lifting has succeecled." Chao turned to meet Kao's resolute, solemn

eyes. $Taving his arm I(ao announced in a loud voice, "Comrades,

we made an analysis just now in the tank and found thzt we need

stroflget wind and better sealirig. If rve conquer these two ptoblems,

air-lifting is sure to succeed. Ching-sheng, beat the dfl1m - '67s'1q

on the road to victory."
"'Right." Snatching uP the drum-sticks Ching-sheng beat hard'

J'lre clamour of the drum and goflgs filled the ait.
(llrro slroutcd hoarsely, "Don't persist in your ertot, Commissar

Kao. Bclicvc nrc, l'ur out to hclp you bc rnore scientific."

I{ao tepliecl colclly, "I can't accePt this help of yours. You want

me to give up my bclief tliat histoty is made by slaves, a basic tenet

of Marxism-Leninism, and surrender to your view that history is

made by heroes."

'"You!" Chao turned pale with anget. Pointing at Kao with a

trembling finger he cried, "You're too arrog nt. It's ttue I was

criticized in the Cultural Revolution. You were a rebel then, now

you're high and mighty. But I still earn my living with my technical

know-how." He tutned away in 
^ 

tage.

"Haltl" Olcl Stony sprang up like 
^tiger, 

his eyes burning with
indignation. FIe would have rushed Lrp to stoP Chao if I(ao hadn't

rcstrained him.
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Stamping his foot in f"ury, ehing-sheng shouted, ,,Why did you let
him go ? If you can swallow his attacks, we can,r. n7e should have
it out with him."

"No, that wasn't a personal attack," teplied Kao. ..And he
the only one who opposes us."

"I know. He has the support of my father.,, Ching-sheng,s
boyish face was grave. "My father hasn,t changed a bit fot all the
criticism the masses gave him in the Cultural Revolution.,,

"Your father isn't at the bottom of this either, Ching-sheng. The
fact is an ill wind has sptung up to negate the Cultural Revolution.,,

Looking around, Kao raised his voice to declare, ..Comrades, the
struggle ahead of us is not just a dispute over rvhat method to use,
nor is it a coritradiction between individuals, It,s a struggle for power
between different classes, involving the question of what rine to foilow.
It is another upsurge of the Cultural Revolution.,,

Deeply stirted, Little Chang took the pencil stub from her pocket
and walked up to Ching-sheng. Slowly she said, ..Let me tell you
its story now, Ching-sheng. A11 right?"

Ching-sheng was bewildered.
Kao nodded gravely. "Go ahead. Tell it to evervone.,,
Little chang turned to the crowd. In a voice full of emotion she

recounted, "Comtades, before the Cultural Revolution, in one con-
cetted battle, commissar I{ao, my olaster old shih and several other
workets submitted 

^ 
pl,^n for air-lifting to speed up construction.

But our present commander, Li, without so rluch as glancing at it
said, 'Nonsense! If you can draw up plans, what,s the use of en-
gineers and expetts ?' Throwing this pencil stub on to the floor,
Engineer Chao jeered, 'Tty if you can lift this pencil., That was how
they supptessed the proposal of the workers. And that project fini_
shed thtee wecks late. . . .

"lfhen I went to college Commissar I(ao told me this story ancl gar.e
me the pencil stub, saying, 'Be a good ptoletarian fightcr and occupy
the position of higher education.' !7hen I came back after gtadua_
tion, Commissar I(ao asked me as soon as he saw mc, .Have you heard
any strange talk?' 'Yes,' I said. 'Some people are saying the level
of the worker-peasant-soldiet students is too low. I want to do a
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good job to pfove them wtong.' 'It's not a question of level,' said

Comrnissat Kao. 'When we get to the toot of it, the oyerthrown
class is fighting to make a come-back.' \7ell, I've seen that today fot
myself. \7e of the wotking class must hold our position firmly fot
ever and evetl"

A bdght suo lit up the work site, and the hearts of everybody

thete were abTaze.
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At dusk, when the production meeting at the gcnetal headquattcts
ended, Li wanted to have a talk with Old Hsin; but the latter had

gone straight off on a tour of inspection without so much as having
a drink of watet. So Li found the head of the co-ordination depatt-
rnent who, after much persuasion, promised to feport what had hap-
pened to Old Hsin. After reiterating how urgent this was, Li left
with a spring in his step. "Have you thought bettet of it now, Old
Kao ?" he wondeted. "Ot are yolr still ciinging stubbornly to your
mistake?" IIe went straight towards the tanks.

All around the tank people were hatd at work, shovelling and

tamping eatth. Others were tinkering with the compressor. This
unexpccted sight set Li funring again.

Ching-sheng spottcd his father first. Putting down the hammer
in his hand, he walked over to tell him, "!7e've found out why we
'weren't able to lift the roof deck the fitst time, S7e've worked out
how to handle it now. Old Shih's idea of sealing the bottom r,vith

clay is simple and effective and. . . ."
He wanted to tell his fathet the good news in as few words as

possible, to make him realize that it was wrorig to oppose the air-
lifting method.

"Seal it with clay? Nonsense. We're not makiag clay figutines."
Turning away from his son, Li shouted, "Old Kao! W'here's Old
Kao ?"

I(ao, his face ar,d, hands smudged, stood up from beside the corn-

pfessor.

Li strode ovet. "Old I{ao! Why must you insist on this air-
lifting business, Old Kao ? It passes my understanding."

Calmly Kao tetotted, 'oYour question should be why don't I follow
yout political line of lettiflg experts run our enterprise."

This was hitting Li where it hurt. The resentment pent up in
him fot years erupted in an aflgry explosion. "\*irat! Again?
Let experts run our entetprisel \7ell, who do they run it for?"
he almost screamed. "They run it fot the coufltry, the four moderni-
zations, afld the concerted battle ! And they're the ones who should !

Don't think that everythins before the Cultural Revolution was
wtong."

a,

The masses crowded around indignantly.
"\)Vhat kind of talk is this!"
"IIe's trying to flegate the Cultural Revolution."
Conttolling his emotion with an effort, Kao said slowly to Li,

"Sil'as that how you looked at the Cultural Revolution when you made
a self-examination in front of thousands of people a few yeats ago ?"

"FIe acts one v/ay to your face and another behind your back.',
Squeezing through the ctowd, Ching-sheng pointed at his father.
"As soon as he got home aftet making that self-cdticism he said that
the masses had misunderstood his good intentions."

Solemnly Kao said, "Being a Communist, Comrade Li Kuang-
chun, you should have a correct attitude towards the Cultural Revolu-
tion, the masses and yourself. The Cultural Itevolution was a class

struggle to overthrow and discreciir everything revisionist. We'll
never allow bourgeois ideas to take corrimand agar'n, It's good
neither for you nor for the rcvolution ifyou hang your hcad during a

movemefit but afterwards put on your old airs again. We won't
allow you to tutn back to the old road. If you try, we'll struggle
against you to the end."

\Tithout so much as a glance at Li, Old Stony walked up to Kao
and told him, "The compressor has been fixed."

"Get ready ftrr the ncxt trial!" Stiil fuming inwatdly, Little Chang
flashcd tlrc signal flag. The workers rushed off to man their respective

Posts.
Little Chang walhed ovcr to the compressor and waved the flag to

have the currcnt switchcd on. She had chosen to watch the com-
pressor as its revolving speed had been incteased. For feat of an

accident I(ao moved to her side. "Let me do the watching, Little
Chang."

"Noi" Teats of excitemcnt in l-rer eyes, she persisted, "Give the

order, Commissar Kao."
I(nowing he could not dissuade this fiery gid, I{ao shouted, "Switch

on the cutrent."
As Olcl Stony teached otLt his hand Li shoved him aside, blocking

the switch rvith his body. FIis chest 1'reaving with rage, his face con-
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torted, he cried, "I forbid this I \)7hat are you trying to do ? Have
you all gone crazy? I can't let you tuin the concerted battle."

Chao appeared beside Li. The corners of his mouth twitching,
he shouted, "![e1], well ! The cornmander's otders have to be

obeyed I"
Kao marched over, This hefty fellow with ablazing temper could

easily have pushed them both aside. Instead, he stared calmly at them

for sevetal minutes befote saying slowly, "You're not iust out to
stop aitJifting. No, you want to topple the working class so that

we all become the slaves of you 'heroes' again. Let me tell you

something. Our country and our enterprises 'were won with the

sweat and blood of the working class. It's the wotkers who are the

masters, who can run their owfl country and theit own enterprises.

Other comrades are welcome to join in their work but they aren't

allowed, no matter on what pretext, to gtab state power or power
over our entetprises."

"Well said!" a resonant voice cried ftom the crowd. Old Hsin
had attived unnoticed some time ago. Elbowing his way forwatd,
he said, "The four modernizations have to be rcalized but no one is

allowed to negate the Cultural Revolution and turri back the wheel

of histoty on the pretext of catrying out modernization."

Kao turned to Li. "Didn't you tell me thete's a new wind blowing ?

Let it blow, ft won't hurt us, Neither can it stop us ftom continuing

the tevolution. Our working class is upholding the ted flag and

forging ahead through the storms of class struggle."
Little Chang tossed the pencil stub at Chao's feet. "Do you want

to throw this pencil in our faces again ? To put the clock back,

Engineer Chao? Can't be done!"

Old Hsin gripped Kao's hand. "I've come to see how you do the

air-lifting, Old Kao."
Kao grasped his hands. Then he shouted, "Start the comptessorl"

Old Stony gravely switched on the current. As the compressor

roated, the toof deck lurched and rose up with the huge tank on it.
The next second, ftorn the circumference of the tank came the sounds

of hammering while dozens of welding tods spurted golden flames.
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The tank having left the ground loomed proudly on high. '$fild
applause broke out. . . .

Silently Li squeezed out from among the joyful crowd and walked
towards the office. The din of the gongs and drum seemed to be
pounding on his heart and lungs. He could hardly believe in the scene

he had just witnessed. Suddenly he fell flat on his face, tripped up
by one of the jibs he had btought to the site.

Gritting his teeth, he scrambled up rubbing his btuises. A big
hand helped him up. He turned and saw Kao Chien-yeh with a

grave-faced Old Hsin behind him.

One beautiful sunlit motning more than a fortnight latet, exciting
news was broadcast by the general headquarters: The workers and
staff of the work site had finished the two floating-roof tanks in only
seventeen days, becoming the vanguatd in the first stage of the con-
cetted battle. And this had ensured the completion ahead of time of
all the thirteen projects.

Looking at the vast new oilfield, we saw it ctiss-crossed with new
asphalt roads like a chess-board with the cream-coloured sheds housing
Christmas trees as chess-pieces. Detricks tose into the clouds while
pipelines extended over tivets and dykes. The two floating-roof
tanks stood like two grand high-rise buildings on rhe grassland. The
oil which had been buried underground for tens of millions of yeats
was gushing out with ttemendous force. The second stage of the
concertccl battlc wtrs statting, A big convoy of trucks was advancing
now towards lLnothcr ncw oilficld.

Illastrated b1 Hsiao Ying+ltuan

35



Chang Chung-kuong

A Sixth Sense

Some people say that a ping-pong player needs a sixth sense. For
only one with a sixth sense has quick reactions and can tell how the

ball coming over the net has been cut and whether it vrill swerve to
the left or right.

Ling Yao, sports teacher and vice-chirman of the Revolutionary
Committee of Huangshan Primary School, believed that childten
with this sixth sense were the smartest, and that Yuan-tan who played

table-tennis with his left hand was just such a boy. When Yuan-

tan was told to coach his classmates in ping-pong he would simply

dcmonstrate how to hold the bat and hit the ball, then say, "All right.
Go ahead and practise. It's practice that makes a good playet."

After that he would leave them to concefltrate on his own training.
Another boy called l\{ing-ming was different. \7hen he coached

othcr children he went thtough every single motion with them, so

that he often had flo time to practise hirnself. Yuan-tan frequently
adviscd bim, "You should play rvith people who are better than you

are; that's .l,hat "Icacher T,ing says. If you just practise with begin-
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nets, how can you improve ?" But I\fing-ming didn't see eye to
eye with him. Once he let a ping-pong player from a rival school,
Taishan Pimary School, watch his game for a long time until the
othet boy learned the knack of the "top spin" for which Ming-ming
was noted. Ling Yao scolded Ming-ming for this but praised yuan-
tan for his smartness. Both boys were on the school team,

But Tang, vice-head of the workers' propaganda team sent to
help run this school, took a different view of the matter. I{e said,
"A player must have a good basic ttaining, and the most important
basic trainiog is ideological. In this respect Ming-ming,s better
than Yuan-tan. If we don't watch out, young Yuan-tan may take
the wrong toad, the one advocated by Tsui Ta."

Tsui Ta had been the headmaster of their school befote the Cultural
Revolution. Bccause he cartied out a revisionist line he was criticiz-
ed by the whole school and transferred to another iob. \7hen Ling
Yao heard Tang's rernark he laughed and said, "Impossible. What
a fantastic notion!"

One day in May, seven or eight children rnarched in otdedy fotma-
tion along a treclined avcnue. T'hey were the table-tennis team of
Huangshan School on their way to Taishan School to play a friendly
match. Bchind them came Tang and Ling Yao, the latter in high
spirits, his sports teacher's whistle hanging round his neck. Suddenly
hc callcrl Lxrclly, "Lct's have a song. And put pep into it!,,

As thc chilclrcn st^rtcd singine at the top of their voices, Ling
Yao slanccd at 'l'rLng lrcsi<lc him. Normally Tang would have joined
in the sin.qinq lrrrr lotliry hc scemed lost in thought, his lips clamped
togethcr. [n tlrc.chctlrrcrccl shade cast by the trees ]-ris face lookcd
rathcr grirr.

T'ang was u worlicr ncaring fotty from a bcan-curd plant. Soon
aftcr coming to this school, in addition to helping with the administra-
tion hc r-naclc tirrc t() play ping-pong with the children. He said to
Yuan-tan, "Corle ()ri, you teach me. I'd like to play with my left hand
too." Bcforc lons he became pretty good at it, sometimes even beat-
ing Yuan-tan. A few days before this, Ling Yao had been notified
by the rnunicipality that the city was choosing a table-tennis team
made up of workers to go abtoad, and they wanted Tang to take part



in the tournament. Ling Yao had the imptession that Tang had

been a good player but tecently his playing seemed to have gone off.

He passed the notice to Tang, eyeing the latter's left hand in a ptzzled
way. Tang seemed to sense Ling's unasked question, but he simply

smiled and said, "I'm no good now. Too old to compete with those

youngsters."

Tang was knocked out in the second round of this tournament and

therefore not selected fot the team. People felt sotty for him but
also wondeted, temembeting that he had played much better before'

The fact is he used to play with his right hand. But vrhen he saw

Yuan-tan playing with his left hand, he had decided to use his left

hand too, to bring more vatiety into his game. That was why he

had made the switch and spent quite a bit of time ptactising with
Yuan-tan.

As Tang got to know Yuan-tan bettet, he sensed something not
quite tight in the boy's way of thinking. One day, Yuan-tan's class

went to leatn from the wotkets in Tang's bean-cutd plant. Tang

was back in the plant wotking with the others that day. When

Yuan-tan saw Tang in a vest and apton, sweating as he added lye

to the boiling bean-milk, he called out in surprise, "Master Tang,

is this the kind of job you do ?" Startled by the boy's teaction Tang

wondered: Iil7hy does he feel like this? In the future when he

becomes an athlete will he play ping-pong fot the revolution ot ftom

some selflsh motives? So he answered gravely, "Ytatrtan, this job's

very important. I'm adding lye to cutdle the bean-milk, so as to

produce all sorts of bean-curd. The quality of out products depends

on this ptocess."

On Tang's way back from that tourriament in the city, he passed

a market-place next to Huangshan School and noticed a cook who was

frying bean-curd thete suddenly clap the lid on his pan and exclaim,

"Hey! Where's all this dust coming ftom?"
Another cook looked up and said, "It's blown ovet from the

school."
Tang looked up too and saw a dustPan on a window-sill on the

third floor poudng rubbish down to a dustbin below. Some of the

dust had been blown towards the market-place.
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Tang nn into the school and knocked into Yuan-tan, who was
tushing out followed by the monitor of his class. The latter com-
plained to Tang, "He always disappears when it's his turn to clean
up. This time we caught him but he told another boy, .you sweep
the floor for me and I'Il teach you how to setve in ping-pong.,
He emptied rubbish out of the window too."

"Why should I have to ss/eep the floor?" cut in Yuan-tan resent-
fully. "Teachet Ling's told me to practise more and not take part
in other activities because we'll soon be playing Taishan School for
the championship, and I'm our chief player.,,

$7hi1e listening to this, Tang watched the boy's expression and
it struck him that Yuan-tan akeady considered himself a cut above
others. He himself had come with the workets' propaganda team
to help this school with the revolution in education. Apatt ftom
otganizing criticism meetings and introducing reforms, their main
task was to train these youngsters to be worthy successors to the
revolution. The Party expected him to do his job hete just as well
as he had in the bean-curd plant. So he said sternly, ..yuan-tan, if
you look down on manual labour and just concentrate on improving
your game, you'll never become a really good ping-pong player.,,

'Ihis incident caused a lot of talk. Many of the childten said yuan-
tan'wasn't fit to represent the school in the coming match. Ling
Yao was worried. He thought: Why make such a fuss over a trifle ?

This boy Yuan-tan's smatt, with quick reactions, a ptomising player.
IIow can we drop him from the team ? So he went to see Tang and
said, "This time he vras wrong and I shall ctiticize him, but we must
still let him play. Aftet all he's our school's ,secret weapon,. He
may very well turn into a first-rate player."

Now Huangshan School had had two "secret weapons',: Ming-
ming and Yuan-tan. But as Ming-ming had let the rival school know
of his top spin, Ling Yao no longer considered him a ,'secret vreapon,,.
Yuan-tan, however, had never revealed his best strokes because for
a long time Ling Yao had not let him take part in impotant matches
outside.

Flearing this, Tang rcalized why Yuan-tan felt so cocky. He
decided he must disarm this "secret weapon".
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T'o Ling Yao's surprise, Tang said nothing about the dustpan emp-
tied out of the window, Instead, he cited various examples of good
sportsmanship which he had noticed in the tournament. In conclusion
he said, "Now everywhere ofl the sports ftont people axe criticizing
the wrong tendency of putting the winning of medals before every-
thing else, at the expense of sportsmanship. lWe must catch up with
this movement too. I suggest that tomorrow, befote our final match
with Taishan School, we have a friendly coritest with them to excl-range

expetience, How about it?"
This proposal did not please Linu Yao at all. But sincc Tang had

worded it in such a w^y, he clid flot want to make it secrn that he was

all for winning medals. FIe thcrcfore had to agrce.

The next day when they sct out for this fricnclly contest, Tang was

pazzled to see that Ling Yao appeared in high spirits, lvhereas the
day before he had looked worried. This was what made him so

thoughtful on the way.
'fhen he glanced at Yuan-tan in front. The boy had a notcbook

in one hand and a big towel over his slioulder, as if he had come nor
to play but to help other players. This was certainly unusual, for
notmally Yuan-tan never liked to carry anything for the team. So as

soon as the singing stopped, Tang stepped up to the boy and asked,

"What strokes do you plan to teach them presently ?"
'Vfith 

a quick glance atLing Yao, Yuan-tan replied, "I shall do my
best to leatn from them."

This answet only confirmed Tang's suspiciofls that Ling Yao r.vas

up to something. And he noticed now that the boy had not brought
his ping-pong bat with him! As if he had suddenly remembetccl

something, Tang halted and told Ling Yao, "The rest of you g<r

ahead. I want to go back to fetch something. I'll join you later."
The fact is that after agreeing to this friendly contest Ling Yao

had been distinctly wortied. If Yuan-tan's best strokes became known
before the finals, they might not be able to beat the other school.

So he said to himself: Why not iust go and size up the other team

without showing our owfl strength? He had heard that one of the

Taishan School team used a tennis-grip instead of the pen-holder grip
favoured by most Chinese players, and that boy might prove a formi-
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dable opponent to Yuan-tan. Laughing up his sleevc Ling Yao

thought: How could I be so dense? !7hy didn't I think of this

earlier? Then he told Yuan-tan not to take his ping-pong bat with
him, thinking that even il Tar,g caught on it wouid be too late to

do mote than criticize them. As Tang rvalked back he said cheerful-

ly, "Let's sing another song: The Little Ping-Pong tsall. Readyl

Go!"
Tcacher Wang, thc coach of Taishan School's table-tcnnis tcam,

knew Ling Yao very well. IJThen he saw him he said cordially, "Old
Ling, that was a fine proposal of youts 

- 
16 sxql-I2nge experience with

us before the finals."

Ling Yao mumbled some polite response, but from time to time

eyed Yuan-tan, warning him to keep away. So the boy sat down in

an inconspicuous spot, Sfhen play statted he concentrated on watch-

ing the boy with the tennis-grip. Ming-ming, not knowing Ling

Yao's plot, went over pfesentiy to Yuan-tan to take the towcl to wipe

his face. He asl<ed in surprise, "VZhy aren't you Playins? IThy

haven't you changed?"

Yuan-tan grinnccl. "That's none of your business."

I-ing Yao, sitting bchincl Yuan-tan, signcd to Mins-mins to stoP

asking questions,

Just then Teacher Wang of the other school camc over. "I've
heard you've a good left-bander," hc said to Ling' "\Vhy isn't he

playing today?"

"A good left-hander?" Ling hedged, then chuckled. "\)7ho

told you that?" As Wang did not pursuc the subiect he hoped to

let the mattcr drop, but seeing Nting-ming on the point of speaking hc

hastily pointed at Yuan-tan and said, "S7ctrl, here hc is. Right in
front of you. Yuan-tan, say 'hullo' to Teacher \flang."

Ming-ming left as Yuan-tan stood uP politcly to greet Teacher

Wang. Then he said witlr a sudden show of constetnation, ".Aila!
I've forgotten my bat!"

Ling Yao pulled a long face" "You little rascal!" he scolded'

"How could you be so cateless ? Missing a good chance like this to

learn from others! Does a soldiet fotget his rifle in a battle?"
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Yuan-tan listened in sheepish silence. And Wang, to console him,
suggested, "\7e've some pretty good bats, why not use one of outs ?,,

Yuan-tan shook his head vigorously. ..See ?,, cut in Ling yao.
".FIe's too pig-headed to use any bat but his own. It,s really too
bad, too bad."

As V/ang was about to leave them, disappointed, sonlcone behind
him said, "Here's Yuan-tan's bat." It was Tang who hacl hurricd
back from fetching it in time to see rhe act put on by Ling yao anrl
Yuan-tan,

FIe cast afi atugry glance at Ling and thought: Is this thc way ro
train youngsters ? FIow can a teacher working fot the patty encour-
age such wrong ideas ? Handing the bat to yuan-tan he told him
sterflly, "Remember! You must stick to the right political otienta-
tion. Playing for selfish motives will get you nowhere.,,

Yuan-tan thought resentfully, "fn ping-pong it,s skill that counts.
What has politics got to do with it?,' He changed his clothes then
and went off reluctantly with Teacher Wang to play.

As Tang sat down on the seat vacated by yuan-tan and watched
the boy's receding figure, he had a menral picture of another boy,
Pi-pi, who had been just as good a player as yuan-tan. Soon he
was deep in thought.

A butst of clapping atoused him. He saw that yuan-tan and the
boy who used the tennis-grip were about to have 

^ 
g^rne. T,ang

turned to watch them.
Yuan-tan had been elated on hearing applause. He thtew back his

head, a smug look on his face, then slanced at Ling yao for his ..remote

conttol".
Sitting behind Tang, Ling gestured with his right hand as if tossing

up a ball, tl-ren shook his othet hand vigorously in disapproval.
Yuan-tan caught on at once. He hacl a trick in serving of tossing

the ball high in the afu then smashing it as it was coming down, which
made it hard for his opponent to return the ball. He nodded to show
that he understood and would not use this service.

But Tang, who had noticed this, turned his head abruptly.
Ling Yao, caught unawares with both hands taised, at once made

a show of clapping. More sure than ever that something fishy
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was going on, Tang temarked sarcastically, "He seems to understand

youf evefy gesture."
The two players wete well-matched and it was a good game'

Yuan-tan used his head and played skilfully, sending the bail first

into one corner and then into another of his opponent's side of the

tab1e, while the boy with the tennis-gtip tetutned each sttoke coolly

and calmly. Usually those who use the tennis-grip prefer bats faced

with rubber-topped sponge on both sides; but as this boy's bat had

them on one side only, Yuan-tan neYer knew how hard each stroke

would be and often lobbed his retutn too high ot too far. In this

way he fell a fevr points behind his opponent. Had he now used his

special setve he could have got even; but he deliberately tefrained,

as if he had no such trich up his sleeve. Tang rcalized then what

Ling Yao had been signalling. He thought: How can you do such

a thing, Ling Yao ? Sports are afl important means of training

youngsters as successofs to our tevolutionary cause. But what

you're doing is like hoarding and speculation in capitalist business'

Are you trying to cheat the Party and the people ?

Ling Yao had never guessed that the boy with the tennis-gtip

would use a bat faced with spoflge on one side only. He told himself:

\7e must f,nd a way to coPe with that; otherwise when the finals are

played we'll suffer fot it. It's lucky I tipped off Yuan-tan so that he

still has a trumP-card up his sleeve - 
his special setvice.

A sudden cry rose from the cro'nvd as Yuan-tan tossed the ball

several feet high tl-ren leancd sidewise waiting for it to come down.

Ling Yao neady exclaimed in dismay.

The next second Yuan-tan, with a clever flick of his wrist, sent the

ball spinning over the nct. FIis opponent, ttying to return it, hit
it ofl the table.

The onlookers cheered. And when Yuan-tan served again in the

same way, winning anothet point, they applauded wildly.
Yuan-tan raised his head ptoudly. While delibetately avoiding

Ling Yao's eyes he was looking at someone else who had just come

in. This was a man in his late twenties, a tall strapping fellow weat-

ing an open-necked blue and ted track suit' One could see at a

glance that he was a professional coach. This man seemed to be
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searching for someone, and as soon as he spotted Tang his face lit
up. Tang saw him by following the direction of Yuan-tan's eyes

and thought he looked famlliat Could it be Pi-pi? He paid no
attentiofl, however, as he was more interested in Yuan-tan's behav-
iout. Why had the boy disclosed that serve of his against Ling Yao's
instructions ? Had it anything to do with this new atival?

Tang's guess was correct. Because Huangshan School had become
well-knovzn for its high standatd of table-tennis in tecent years, pro-
fessional coaches often went there in search of young talent. !7hen-
ever one came Ling Yao would signal secretly to the players to do their
best, so gradually some of the youngstets had developed a sort of
sixth sense about it. Yuan-tan had used his special serve to impress
this newcomer. For six months ago when a coach came to their
school to select good young players he had sprained his ankle, and
although he wanted to play all the same Ling Yao stopped him,
ptomising, "You'll have plcnty of chances 7ater." Now Yuan-tan
felt his chance had come, and he promptly seizcd it. Ling Yao, not
having noticed the coach's arrival, was wotried because now the
other school knew about tlrcir "sccret r,vcapon".

As Yuan-tan prepared to scfvc in the same rlray a third time, Tang
suddenly sprang to his feet and shoutcd, "Stop!"

Thinkine Tang had some instructions for him, Yuan-tan started
towards him; but instead Tang beckonccl to the other boy.

Tang whispered something to him, then tooli his bat and made a

few motions with it, after which he sat down again. A11 present
wete ptzzled, Howevet, when the other boy succcssfully returned
Yuan-tan's next scrvice, they realized that'Iang had cxplained to hirn
how to do so. At once loud applause brokc out.

Ling Yao rvas angry and tiantic. The thor-rsht uppertnost in his

mind was: Yuan-tan is finishcd. He leapt up exclaiming to Tang,
"But look, why don't they tell us horv to cope with that boy's special

bat?" He raised his whistle to his lips intending to stop the game.

Tang felt the time had come to speak to him seriously. Pushing
Ling Yao back on to his seat he demanded,"Are vie playing piflg-
porrg oo a commetcial basis ?"
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Glancing at YD n.tzirt who was now badly flustered, he went on

earnestly, "Look, what ate you traifling Yuan-tan into? He thinks

himself superiot to other children, tefuses to wotk trith his hands'

and has no sense of spottsmanship. A11 this is no accident. Comrade,

our own world outlook is influencing the boys all the time. V/e're

rcsponsible for theit future, fot the way they turn out, and for whether

or n()t they carty on the tevolutionary cause. The Party has given

us thc imlrortant task of educating the young. We nrust live up tt>

the Party's ttusl aflLl not act from mixed persc'inal motives."
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Ling Yao felt his head in a whirl. He asked himself: What
personal motiyes have I ? I'm working fot the honout of the school !

By now Yuan-tan was completely demoralized, thinking: This
tirre I'm done fot. ril/hat coach will pick me now? It's all Tang's
fault. Finally he lost to the other boy by eight points. The winner
came over after the game to shake hands, but Yuan-tan thtew his
bat away and rushed out in tears.

Ming-ming picked up the bat and started aftet him, but Tang
intercepted him and took it himself. He found Yuan-tan skulking
in a cotner of the courtyard, sobbing. Tang sat down on a tock
near by and asked, "W'hat's the idea? Don't you want your bat?"

"I . . , can't beat him anyway," sobbed the boy. "I don't want
to play any more."

"Have you wotked it out? Why clid you losc today?"
Yuan-tan said nothing, thinking to himsclf: Ir was all your fault,

u/asn't it ?

"Seems to me you lost not because the secret of your special serve
was exposed, nor because you weten't in good form today, but because
you haven't grasped the cotrect otientation. You let self-interest
spoil your game"

Still Yuan-tan said nothing, thinking: How can you tell how I
feel when I play ?

"I could see it quite clearly," continued Tang with a smile. "At
first, doing as Teacher Ling said, you didn't use your special serve.
Later, when you saw that coach watching, you decided to show off,
right? So when you sa'w me explaining how to return that setve of
yours you got flustered, thinking that now you wouldn't be able to
shine. $7ith such ideas in your head of course you couldn't concefl-
ttate on the game. Natutally you lost."

Yuan-tan was flabbergasted by Tang's analysis. He had stopped
crying and taised his head to listen.

"It's all right to want to become a good ping-pong player. The
question is: Are you ttaining in order to serve Chairman Mao's
line in sport better, to win glory for the Party and the people, or to
become somebody superior, entitled to special privileges? So when
people say you're smatt and a promising player, that's not the whole
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truth. It depends on in what way you'te smart. If you're just

smatt at getting ahead, at seizing every chance to better yourself
and doing nothing that doesn't benef,t you, you'll be taking the wrong
toad, won't you? You mustn't be e smart individualist, Yuan-tan!"

Yuan-tan bit his lower lip, his mincl in a turmoil. Tang's advice

u/as so diffetent from that givcn him by Ling Yao.

Looking 
^t 

Y:ua:n-ta"n, Tang remembered Pi-pi in the past. "Just
now you thtew away your bat," he said. "Would you like me

to tell you a story about another bat?"
Yuan-tan moved closer, blinking away his tears, and Iistened in-

tently.

It had happened bcforc the Cultr-Lral Revolution when Tang was

still a young workcr in his trventies, One day during a break he

had noticed a mischicvous boy peeping through a ga1-:' in the fence

separating his planr from Huangshan School. This boy, Pi-pi, squeez-

ed through this gap followed by two of his friends. They walked
over to thc big table where Tang worked and showing him their
ping-pong bats asked politely, "IJncle, can we play ping-pong here?"

"Don't you have a ping-pong table in your school?" he countered.
"Only one. And the big boys always play on it after class,"

P.i-pi answeted.

Tang had noticed befote when walking pnst that fence that the

school's wall-newspapers kept exhotting the students to study hard

to win fame and praised those who buried themselves in books and

vied fot top marks, ignodng politics. This struck him as wrong.
These boys' appalent rebellion against the rules pleased him. He
quickly cleated the table for them and fixed up the net, telling them

with a Smile, "It's all right for you to play here, but you must teach

me to play ping-pong too. OK?"
Pi-pi and his friends teadily agreed. But as soon as they saw Tang

plny they felt real fools. He hit so hard and accuratcly too, returning
smashcs with such beautiful ptecision, compared with him they were

just beginners.



Tang taught tlrem conscientiousiy and patiently, and even gave

Pi-pi the bat he had used fot years. Carved on olre side of it v'ere

the words: "Play for the tevolution." Pi-pi was delighted.

One day when Tang was coaching them along came Tsui Ta, the

head of Huangshan School whom the boys often talked about, fol-
lowed by the sports teacher Ling Yao.

Tsui Ta always laid stress on high standards in teaching and wanted

their school to catch up with Taishan School which had often been

commended in this district, so that he would be praised too by the

district head. FIe thetefore always insisted that students must do

more homework and spefld less time on games after school. Now
Pi-pi's tcacher had teported tl'rat Pi-pi always disappeared aftet class

and went somewhere to play.

He had told Ling Yao to come with him to tracl< the boys dou,n.

When Tsui T'a srw Tang with his white apron smelling of bean-

milk, hc ignorccl him as a nrcrc nrcnitl and bore down upon

Pi-pi. "Give me your bat," hc said stcrnly. "Othcr boys who do

better in exams don't fool around the way you do. rWhy comc to

such a filthy place to play?"
Tang expostulated, "A boy must play sometimes. Do you want

to turn out little bookworms ?"

Tsui Ta frowned contemptuously at him. "You seem to sympa-

thize with them," he sneered. "I'd have you know teaching isn't
like rnaking bean-curd. We have a systematic scientific curriculum,

see ?"
"Do you know how to make bean-curd ?" tetotted Tang with a

sniile. "I doubt if you do. Your curriculum seems to be fettering
these children."

Tsui Ta was furious. Not knowing how to refute Tang, he tutned
and said, "Teacher Ling, confiscate ther'r bats. In future they're

forbidden to come and play here."
As a spotts teacher, Ling Yao's status on thc staff was low. rWhen

the curticulum 'was overcrowded the head would always cut out
sports, lcaving Lir-rg Yao to do minor chores - a state of affairs which
he l,ery much resentecl. When he heard Tang answer Tsui back he

felt secn:tly pleescd, so instead of doing as he u,as asked he said,
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"Fleadmastcr, our sports lacilities are rather poor. It's not a bad
idea for them to come here to ptactise ping-pong. SThy don't we
make a door in the fence and fix up an electric bell so that they won't
be late for classes. . .."

Tsui Ta btushed this ptoposal aside impatiently, saying, "IIow can
you sllggest such a thing? Are we running a school or a sports
club ?"

Tang chipped in, "Seems a good idea to me."
Red with anger Tsui Ta turned and left them.
After that the boys made the young worker Tang theit hero.

They often said, "If we had ahead lihe Tang that would be finel
\fre wouldn't have to copy texts all the time, and we'd have mote
sports."

So Pi-pi and Tang were good ftiends - until something happened
to put an end to thcir friendship.

In the juvenile table-tennis tournament Pi-pi won first place in
theit district and then thitd place in the city tournament. After
his victoty, walking on air, he went to tell Tang what had happened.

"I got a big cup, as big as this," he gloated, gesturing with his hands.

"Then reporters came and took my picture - I could hatdly open
my eyes fot all the flashes. Then, you know, the head took me by
car to havc a slap-up rneal befote taking me home. He patted me
on the bacl< and told me that the district authotities promised to buy
our school a ncw ping-pong table, and other awards would be given
me if I do still bctter in future. . . ."

Tang listened to this with a blank look on his face, then asked,

"Pleased with yourself, eh ?"
Pi-pi answeted unthinkingly, "I certainly am."
I'ang sighed.

"$7hy," asked the boy in sutprise, "arett't you pleased too?"
"No," said Tang. "I'm worried as to what effect this will have on

you."
Sure cnough, influenced by Tsui Ta whose favoutite he now was,

Pi-pi gradually changed completely. He started to look down on
his classmates and then on Tang who had taught him how to play.
Iiventually hc tossed away the bat inscribed "Plzy for the revolution"
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which Tang had given him, and bought himself a neu/ bat feced

with sponge. He even told people he was ashamed to admit that
he'd learned ping-pong from a bean-cutd worker, and he stopped
going to see Tang.

When Tang heatd this, he was vety much distressed. "The boy's
just a tender bud and now it's been trampled by Tsui Ta and the
othets."

\'Vhenevet Tang recalled all this he felt sad. So he told Yuan-tan
this stoty, hoping that he would not turn out another Pi-pi but rvould
develop in a healthy way.

After hearing him out Yuan-tan was silent a whiie. Then he said

penitently, "Yes, Master Tang, I v/as wrong. I swear I won't follow
Pi-pi's example."

Tang smiled with telief but simply said, "Good boy."
"Look, Old Tang, who's herel" Ling Yao shouted from a dis-

tance. $[ith him was the youflg coach in red and blue.

When the youflg man came closer he asked, "Master Tang, don't
you remember me?"

"Aren't you Pi-pi?" exclaimed Tang after a close scrutifly.

P-i-pi, now a table-tennis coach in an athletics college, looked vety
mov'ed. Hc said, "If not for the Cultural Revolution, I'd have gone
furthcr down the revisionist path. Now whcnever I coach youngsters

I tell them of tl.re lcsson I'vc lcarned ancl urge thcm to play fot the

revolution, on no account to repeat my past rnistakes." !7ith that

he took a ping-pong bat out of his knapsack. "Looh, this bat is a
constant reminder to me," he declared.

It was a much worn and quite ordinary bat, its handle indented by
thc grip of fingers, with an inscription on the back. ft was still in
good condition, though. \rVhen tapped it qave a clea4 ringing sound.

Yuan-tan took this bat and looked at it curiously. When he saw

thc rvords "Play fot the revolution", he hardly knew what to say.

Just tl'ren Tcacher Wang and the boy with the tennis-grip as well as

Ming-ming started beckoning to him. Tang smiled and nodded to
thcm, telling Yuan-tan, "Run along. Teacher Wang wants you,"
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Yuan-tan ran ovcr cheerfully with his owr bat while the boy with

the tennis-gtip and Ming-ming came to meet him. Then they went

with Teacher Vang to the ping-pong room, theit young faces radiant'

As fot Tang, he was overjoyed both by Yuan-tan's realization of

his mistake and Pi-pi's return to Chairman Mao's tevolutionary line'

Pi-pi told him ,"lheatdyou'd given up playing with your tight hand

so as lo help train that boy. And iust now I saw how you helped the

other school. This is spottsmanship of a high order. I'd like, on

behalf of my college, to ask you to come and speak to our youllg

players."

Tang hastily declined. "Don't exaggcrate," he said' "It was

nothing."
Ling Yao was suddenly struck by an idea. Turning the bat over

he noticed the finger-marks on it; and when hc tried the pen-holdet

grip with his dght hand, his thumb and flrst finget fitted those marks

exactly, "That's tight. I seem to temember you used to play with

yout right hand!" he exclaimed. "It must have been difficult to

switch to your left, and you did it iust to help Yuan-tan without his

knowing."
Tang smiled. "!fhy should he know? Teachet Ling, you often

talk of a sixth sense. What do you mealr by that?"

Ling Yao answeted promptly, "Quick mental reactions and quick

movements."

"Do we teachers need a sixth sense?"

"S7ell, for us it doesn't matter so much. \fe're out of the running"'

"No, you're wroflg there," said Tang. "!7e need to have quicker

reactions than the ping-pong players themselves."

Ling Yao looked Ptzzled at this.

'fang continued, "!7e are shouldering the serious task of training

youngsters to succeed to the ptoletatian tevolutionaty cause' So

in politics we must have quick perception and sound fudgement'

\7e mustn't just be intetested in whethet the players have quick

perception and quick reactions' \7hat is much more impottant is

for us to be quick to detect the ideological tendencies in these young-

stets and in our ov'n minds."
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Yuan-tan came back at this point to announce cheetfully, "Teachet
Ling, Master Tang, the boy with the tennis-grip has let me into the

sectet of how to cope with that special bat of his."
Tang laughed and replied, "You must first of all learn from his

good style, Yuan-tan. Understand ?"

The boy nodded then weot back to the ping-pong room.

Ling Yao told Tang contritely, "ff not fot your 'sixth sense' and

timely warning to rne, goodness knows what sort of person I'd have

trained Yuan-tan to be."
"Yes," said Tang, "in a school if we aren't on ouf guard all the time

against bourgeois ideas, the children will go 
^sttay. 

We must do

our best to remould ourselves and train ourselves to distinguish tight
from wrong, so thatwecanbtingupthe younger genetation accotding

to the requirements of the revolution and consolidate the ptoletatian
dictatotship."

In the couttyard pomegranates were in full blossom in the sunlight.

The flaming splendout of their flowers cast a glow ovet everyone's

face and the whole school grounds.

Illl.rtrated Qy Cbm Yu-h.rien
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SKETCI.IEg

Lu Yoo, Li Chih
ond Tung Mo

A Visit to Wupao

Latc last autumn wc visitcd lrVupao, 
^ county towfl on the west

bank of the Yellow River and the northeast border of Shensi Ptov-

ince, about two hundred liilorlctrcs from Yenan. Here the Yel-

low River dips south and fotms the boundary between the provinces

of Shensi and Shansi. This county v/as part of the Shensi-Kansu-

Ningsia Botdet Region set up by the Chinese Communist Party dur-

ing the Ylar of Resistance Against Japan $937-194t).
This county's eight hundted thousand ma of fatmland lie in the

rock-ribbed, jagged hills of the notth Shensi loess belt and are scat-

tered like patches over somc two thousand hilltops and three thousand

slopes. This is a dry region: not only arerainfall and water resources

insufficient, but much of what little water thete is runs off into the

gullies. Etosion is severe. \7ith such poor conditions could !7upao

catch up with other parts of the countty in a short time? The peo-

ple of !7upao have answered that question in the afrrmalive with facts.
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Arriving ot Wupoo

When we first teached this small couflty with some sixty thousand

inhabitants, we expectcd Wupao town to be seething with activity

likc the turbulent Yellow River. Much to our surptise, the town
itsetf, political, economic and cultural centre of the countn turned

out to be an extraordinarily quiet place. Except, that is, fot the

tumultuous river, the roar. of which was punctuated by the chug

of mini-tractors and the whirr of an occasional lorty on the broad

asphalt highway along the river bank.

I7e walked past several high buildings to a cul-de-sac in thc east

end of the town. Thete, on a slope, nestle the thtee rows of ordinary

cave dwellings that house the county Patty committee. On enteting

the gate we were struck by the peacefulness of that couttyard

planted rvith vegetables and flowers. An old man'was sweeping the

brick-bordered path while the btzzing of the bees among the flowets

added to the setenity of the place.

Noticing that neady all the doors were padlocked, we wondeted

where the cadres had gone. !7e went round to the second tow
of cavcs whcrc fortunately someone was wotking in the general

ofllcc of thc Party committee. He told us that the Party secretary

had-lcfl to attcnd the National Cor.rference on Learning ftom Tachai

in Asrit:ulturc. Most of the other couflty cadtes wcre out with the

peasants, harvcstins the autumn crops, ploughing fallow land, or

planning improvcmcnts to be undertakcn that winter. Those who

had remained in town were going in turn every day to level a rocky

hjl1 and fill gullies, so creating a new stretch of arable land northeast

of the town, The cadre showed us the work schedule 
- 

three four-
hout shifts beginning at six in the morning. The people in the

county's frnancial, commerciai, banhing, postal and bookselling sec-

rors workcd thc llrst shift, those in Party and political work, the

second, and the cultural and medical workers, the third. This

arrangemeflt did not interfere with their regulat jobs, His words

brought hotre the fact that the people of }Tupao were launching a

6erce struggle against nature.
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Deeply impressed, we left and set off on a tour of this develop-
ing town. Immediately v/e spotted two striking slogans chalked on
a wall: "Cadtes should always take the lead!" "The landscape can

only be transformed if men change and the leaders must be the fitst
to change!" This bore out our first impression that the people of
this town on the Yellow River rvere militant and enthusiastic.

The dull roar of the tiver echoes day and night throughout the
town. The tutbid uptiver waters conre rolling down to Chuntu
in Shansi where they dash against towering cliffs and ate forced
through a gorge with a ninety-degree bend. This abrupt change
of ditection sends the undercurtent rushing towards the north bank
where foam-crested v/aves pile up endlessly day and night, licking
the shore and swallowing the fine sandy soil.

In appeannce the quiet little town is quite ordinary. Three
main stteets transect it. Along them are office buildings, bookstores
and theattes and a shopping centrc. On slopes behind these streets
are row upon row of the cave homes so typical of north Shensi.

They make a charming pictute with strings of red dates afld peppers,
golden cotn-cobs and millet eats hanging beside every door, adding
a rustic touch.

'W'e were gazing at this charming scene when suddenly in the dis-
tance cutting the silence bicycle bells began to jingle. Nearcr and
flearer they came until a nurnbcr of bicycles began whizzing past
one aftet the other. Each rider carried a shovel over his shouldet,
the blade bright from use. Then people in grey or blue jackets began
streaming out of the office build.ings. Some were wrapping a

white torvel round their heads and all carried a similar spade or mat-
tock. Needless to say, this was a group of cadres going off to the
work site. As they marched off into the distance, silence reigned
ag^7n.

But before long there was the tramp of many feet, mingled with
singing and laughter, along the riverside highway. The street became

alive once more as the first contingent returned from the work site.
Grey-haired cadres marched in ranks beside younger ones and Red
Guards, wearing scatlet armbands, all laughing and chatting. No
one looked the le4st bit tited. Their faces shone with happy in-

so

volvement and the sense of pride of lively, eatnest pcople determined
to tur11 theit county into another 'fachai.

That evening we strolled down to the tiverside in the moonlight.
$7e had never been so close to the rivet before, As we gazed at

it, it seemed that our heatts beat in the same rhythm as the waves,

there was much we wanted to say. But that evening we could only
exclaim: "Gteat as you are, old river, there's another force rnore
pou/erful than you. It's a human stream that's now fiowing onwatd
beside you."

A Veteron Bootrnon

Later we visited Chuankou whete the Yellow Rir.er is still very tut-
bulent as it tolls to the east, wave upon wave. But at the ferry
itself all was quiet. The majestic cliffs stood silent and staunch be-

fore the onslaught of the foam-capped waves that flowed like perpet-
ually unfolding scrolls. Occasionally a wooden boat or two moved
across the watet. This quiet scene rekindled flaming memories in
our minds of the !flzrr of Resistance and the War of Liberation.

Wc tcLrcmbercd how countless Eighth Route Armymen, equip-
pcd with swords, rifles and grenades, had crossed the river at this

very spot. Their militant song "Defend the Yellow River! Defend
north China! Defend the whole country!" rose to the sky as the

boats cartied them to the opposite shore, on their way to the Taihang
Mountain base in Shansi. Thousands of cadres too, with Chairman

Mao's books in the pockets of their homespun clothes, had bidfarewell
to the people of the bordet region, ferrying the river to thrust boldly
into the enemy rear.

On Match 21, 1948 this insignificant place, hardly as well known
as Tungkuan Pass and the Sanmen Gorge, became important in the

golden chronicle of China's tevolutionary history. It was actually
here that Chairman Mao crossed the Yellow River on his way east.

In commemoratr'on of that historic day, a teddish brown stone tablet

on a wide platform was erected at the ferty.
'We climbed on to the stone-paved platform and stood gazing

a long while at the chutning waters. As we recalled those eveutful
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months and years, we became al1 the more eager to talk to Hsueh

Hai-yu, a veteran boatman on the Yellow Rivet and now Party secte-

tary of Chuankou Production Btigade.

\7e found him without too much difficulty, a lean mat as solid as

a tock. He was wearing the usual white towel round his head and

a black padded coat orrer a white shirt with a blue cotton belt' His

eyes were bright and full of spirit but his speech was unhurtied and

calm. However, each word carried weight and he drove home his

point as forcefully as the v'avcs that clashcd against the sheer cliffs'

As he spoke, he puffed at a plpc no longet than the spread of his big

rough hand. And he smiled often, a rvide grin that crinkled his fore-

head and the cotners of his mouth, each wrinkle the recotd of a

battle on the stormy Yellow Rivet.

For three generations the men of the Hsueh family had rowed the

ferry boat over the rapid vaves day in and day out in the teeth of

death. One winter's day at dusk when Hsueh's grandfathet was

still far out on the tivet, there was suddenly a heavy snow-storm.

The howling rvind sent huge chunks of ice skimming ovet the churn-

ing water. The lean old man grappled bravely with the current,

but strain as he might, his small boat still swivelled on the water

Iil<c a frail lcaf carried by the wind. His whole ragged family gath-

ereil rveeping at the dock to watch, hoping desperately fot bis safe

return. Chanting hoarsely the old man pulled on the oars with all

his might, but a block of icc ovcrturned the boat and Grandpa }Isueh

vanished into the muddy waters.

So then Hsueh's father began as fcrryman battling the river.

Though he strained at the oars evcty day, ncvet could he turn the tide

of his own bittct life so f,llcd with hardships. Aftcr ycars of sttcnuous

worli, he fell i11. But by then young Hsuch, havins growll uP on the

river, was a full-fledged boatman.

Hsueh's \r/arm Personality masked a will as dctcrmined as the taging

river. But tempered by storm and hardship, he became stolid, pro-

foundly calm and steady like the strong current ruflniflg beneath the

surface'waters. IIe took over the ruddet and oar from his father and

proved an excellent steersman.
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ft was just at that time that the tuddet of history .was set to steer

a new course 
- 

Chaitman Mao had led the Chinese Workets' and

Peasants' Red Atmy to north Shensi. Fired with eflthusiasm fot the

tevolution, Hsueh became the leadet of his village youth org^riz^-
tion. He and the othet boatmen now threw themselves heatt and

soul into battling the mighty tiver, sttuggling ftom dawn to dusk to
transport chatcoal, porcelain, grain, oil, and salt for the revolution.

Ifl ry47 when the I(uomintang reactionaties drove into north
Shensi and rode roughshod over the whole atea, the people along
the banks of the Yellow River took up arms and carried stretchcts
to fight the enemy. When the call was issued to hide everything
from the invaders that could possibly be hidden, they concealcd all
the ferry boats among the thick reeds along the east shore.

But what if our own army wants to cross ? wondere d Hsueh, nor,v

company commander of the Self-defence Corps. Under cover of
datkness he towed his boat back to the west bank and waited thete
day and night, armed with three hand-grenades. During his long
vigil, his thoughts turned to the past. For generations his little boat
had ferried people who could do nothing to change theit miserable

lot in life. Norv thcy were the masters of the Yellow River!
Thcn camc a glorious, joyous dny-March 23, 1948. That

morning tJre Party gave Hsueh, nolv political instructor of the boat-
men's union, the task of ferrying a leading cadre accompanied by
a large party. Hsueh's heart throbbed with excitement. EIe won-
deted for an instant if he, a tweflty-four-ycar-old, could shoulder
such a heavy task, but then he thought, "As a Party member, I must
carry out nly mission." So he startcd making all the necessary

arrangemerits. He numbered cach boat and otganized the two
hun&ed-odd boatmen who gathered from near and far into squads.

The leading cadre would board Boat No. z which they had made

mote comfortable by flxing planks in the bottom and spteading a

flew straw mat over them. The boat 'was to be manned by eight
tested Party members, assisted by fout othet poor boatmen with
Hsueh himself in charge.

At noon, Hsueh walked a kilometre to the next viliage to meet

the leading cadre. NThen Hsueh caught sight of him, his heatt



skipped a beat. Wasn't that man dtessed in a suit of gtey homespun

the vety person he'd been dteaming about day and night? W'asn't

it Chaitman Mao himself? No doubt about it, Hsueh thought,

recalling the many pictures he'd seen.

N7hen Chairman Mao arived at the ferry after his dusty ioutney,
he sat down on a tock neat the bank and chatted with the boatmen.

After half an hour, he went aboard Boat No. z.

Hsueh took the helm, his heart filled with ioy' He could hatdly

believe that histoty had bestowed such a glorious task on a poor

boatman like himself. til/as such great happiness really his ? Gazing

at the deliverer of the Chinese people, he could only murmut to him-

self, "You're our guest, Chairman Mao, and we didn't even offet

yolt a bowl of w^ter. . . ."
Halfway actoss the tivet, Chairman Mao stood up to gaze back

at the west bank, a look of infinite yearning clouding his face.

After thitteen years among the people of north Shensi, he was leav-

irg. Hsueh looked on, his eyes brimming with teats. I{e wanted

to slow down the boat so that Chairman Mao could linger a little
longer in notth Shensi, so that the folk thete, and the mountains and

tivers too, could enjoy his presence a vhile longer; but then Hsueh

rcalized he must put on speed, fot Chaitman Mao was directing the

tevolution, the people's great cause. He could not afford to lose a

minute, no, not even a second.

Having reached the east bank, Hsueh and all the othet boatmen

clustered round Chairman Mao and insisted on accompanying him.

It was only after Chairman Mao had tepeatedly asked them to turn
back that very teluctantly they consented to stoP. Chairman Mao

waved goodbye to the boatmen, as well as to the people of notth

Shensi, her mountains and tivers. His outstretched hand signified

a farcwell to the ted base and, like a guide-post, pointed out a new

and btightet u/ay, the socialist road. It was to be infinitely more

tortuous and difficult than the road they'd travelled until then, but,

wothy of Chaitman Mao's expectations, the people of north Shensi

stepped out boldly along it.
In r97r, fifty-yeat-old Hsueh was appointed secretary of his btigade's

Party branch. On learning the news, Hsueh left the commune omce

60

and instead of going home headed for the river. FIe sat down on
the tock where Chairman Mao had once rested, with the tushing
water foaming and splashing at his feet. His heatt beating in rhythm
with the waves of the river, Hsueh stretched out his hand to touch
the cliff hard as iron. Here, he had pushed his boat of to glide over
the waves on missions for the revolution. Close by, he had been

swotn in as a Patty member before the ted flag with its hammet and

sickle. And right hete, he had ferried Chairman Mao across. . . .

At dusk as the rush of water became a to^r, he stood up and walked
along the stretch of batren land on the river bank. He gathered up
a handful of the yellow earth and pressed his hand to his breast,

thinking, "Our flext task is to transform this batren bank into good
fatmland. What better place to start than right here where Chairman
Mao once walked?"

No sooner decided than begun. FIe returned, armed with his
sledge-hammet and spike, followed by every one of the one hundted
and seventy able-bodied villagers. They pledged to create thtee
hundred mu of high-yield fields by building an embankment that

would run t$/o kilomettes along the rivet. The stone for the dyke

was to be hewn from the cliffs half a kilometre away and transpotted
on thcir shoulders to the tivetside.

What a feat! A hundted and seventy people would build that long
dyke with nothing but hammers, spikes and a few small tubbet-
tyred carts. It seemed almost a mitacle. But the people of north
Shensi have the will to work wonders.

n7e went to the work site where we saw a high wall as strong

as iron stretching along the Yellow River. Every day, every hour
it gtew longet. As the peasaflts sttained and sweated to add inch
upon inch to the wall, the river retreated, step by step. Soon they

would wrest a good crop ftom this parched, cracked earth.

We saw for ourselves with what energy Hsueh was leading the

brigade membets to follow the example of Tachai, the ted banner
unit on the agricultural front. During the day he thtew himself
into the work at the building site and in the evenings he went to
meetings or joined the flight shift. His wife grumbled and .wanted
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to know if he still thought of theit piace as a home. To this he

teplied jokingly, "You'd bettet consider yourself an innkeeper."
rWhenevet there wete storms or flood waters, Hsueh was at the

riverside to keep the embankment from being washed away. Some-

times he would plunge into the river and, struggling against the strong

cutrent, would stop a breach with his body. Ali the able-bodied

peasants followed suit each time.

One night during the eady spring llood watcrs, the whole village

was sleeping to the rhythmic pounding of the waves. Hsueh, how-

eyer, rose to go and have a look at the brigade boat mooted outside

the village. A chill wind beat against his face as he felt his way down

to the shote. The night was so dark he couldn't everi see his own

hand before him. The track was so rough he rvas liable to stumble

at every step. And yet he sarv his way clearly, advancing confidently,

fot the Yellow River was so close to his heart and there, at the little
fetty, was a beacon that to him would always be shining. lWhen

his gtoping hand closed tound the boat, he stripped to the waist and

took it to a safe place.

The evening before r've left Ctruankou, we went down to see how

rvorlr was coming along on the dyke. Though it was a freezing

October night, the villagers' entl-rusiasm knew no bounds. The

thundering Yellow Rivcr accompanied their seething activity like

battle drums.

Irrom a distance the clang of hammering sounded as ctisply in

the night air as the crackling of dried beans being roasted. Undet

the dim lights the work site rvas swatming with pcople, brcaking up

the tocks and catting them.

"$7here's Old Hsueh?" we asl<ccl a gitl htulitg a c^rt ourway.
"On the boat," she ansrvered with a snrilc ancl pointed down

thc rocky bank.
\We peered down and finally madc out llsuch standing on a rock

shaped like a boat. I-Ie and seven or cight young men were ham-

mering steel wedges into a cleft to split the rocl< in two. Grand,

powerful work-chants rose to thc sky.
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The Ploteou Turns Green

A late autumn dtizzle fell ovet the long, btoad highway flanked
by sturdy poplars. As we walked along, we admired the glossy,
wet leaves aheady turning yellow shimmering in the breeze like
orange toflgues of f,re. Ahead, the highway bordered by the golden
foliage narrowed to a ribbon, then to a fine brown thread until it
finally vanished among the poplars. But further ahead appeated once
again the sandy yellow expanse of barren, undulating mountains
typical of the north Shensi loess plateau.

Yet the verdant landscape near us was real. The poplars, the
gteen locust-trees on the slopes beside the toad, the osiers bordering
the terraced fields, and those mulberry trees with only a sprinkling
of green leaves left were not a figment of our imagination.

Then we took the narrov path that led to Fengchiayen, a moufl-
tain village in the centre of Wupao County. This village of flfty-
eight households has a total population of two hundred and thirty,
but only seventy-five l.rave full labour power and most of them are
'women. Howevcr, Fengchiayen Btigade had planted over seven

hundrcd xta of grait and afforested six hundred mw of motrtain slopes

r,vith wjllows, locust, mulberry, walnut and fruit trees, as well as

gtapevincs ancl shrubs. Nlore than two hundred tl-rousand trees

planted in alll
V7ith so little manpower how had they managed to plant so many

trees? We knew that water was scarce in this village r,oz8 metres
above sea level. There are a few brooks in the area, but the flearest
stream is over two kilometres away. So there wasfr't even enouglr
water for the villagers and their animals. Given those conditions
how had they succeeded in grorving so many trees ?

"Affotestation is a revolution in itself," repliecl the brigade Party
scctetary. Then he told us thetr story.

As early as 1958, the brigade, with the help of the county forestry
clcpattrnent, had decided to begin afforesting the batten slopes. I'hc
locLrst-trees they planted grew well. But when I-iu Shao-chi's sinis-
ter rcvisionist wind began blowing in ry62, the afforcsted land was

distributccl alnons the different households. The brigade members



planted ctops bctween the trees, then, eager to increase their output,
they began furtively hacking at the roots. When trees withered one

aftet. another, they uprooted them. In less than six months, to use

the villagers' own words, "The gteen mantle was stripped from the

mountains." Fengchiayen was once agait a scefle of desolation.

Then in r969, during the Cultural Revolution, a new Patty commit-
tee was set up. In their fitst meeting, the new cadres discussed what
they'd leatned ftom the two-line struggle between the proletariat and

the bourgeoisie.

"S7e concluded that since the masses trusted us, we had to shoul-

der this heavy tesponsibility," the young Party secretary told us.

"rWe decided to go all out in answering Chairman Nlao's call to
learn from Tachai and advance along the tevolutionary to^d."

They began immediately by improving the soil and building up

terraced fields on the mountain slopes. 'Ihat autumn they harvested

twice as much as during tl-re previous year. From then on, they

were self-supportiflg 
- 

never again did they have to buy grain ftom
the state, Ftrowevet, when in t9i2 

^ 
setious drought hit the region

and their yield fell to the level of t968, they rcalized they could nevet

succeed without irrigation. But where would they get the water

from ?

The brigade members answercd that by building a dam and a

resetvoit. Recalling their past efforts at affotestation, they said,

"Water comes ftom trees as well as from the earth. If we plant many

trees, we'll have a fotest, and forests tranform natural conditions

and provide shelter against dust storms. In this way we'll consetve

both water and soil and prevent clrought."
"Yes, but trees take a long time to grow. It won't solve our

immediate ptoblem," someone put in doubtfully.

"A11 the more reason to make a start right away," said the brigade
leader.

But how mafly ttees should they plant? The Party branch sug-

gested a t^rget of 5o,ooo saplings befote the end of the yeat, some

two hundred trees per villager. T'hc proposal created a sensation.

The poot and lowet-middle peasants u/ere all in favour of it but some

peoPle with old ideas raised a number of objections: Have we got
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enough manpow,cr? Ancl cvcn if we succeed in planting that rnany

saplings, who will take care of them? And how about our ctops?
If we plant mulberry trees and willows in the fields, won't they

encroach on the crops ? rrVhich is more impottant, the crops or the
trecs ?

"We'11 have both I" the Party secretary replied. "Without affores-

tatioo we'll nevcr be al.>le to improve out grain yield. \7e mustn't
forgct Chairman Mao's instruction, 'Take gtain as the key link
and ensute all-tound development.' Of course rve're sJrort of
hands, but r,ve can learn ftom Tacliai. \X'e'11 work hard and srveat

plenty. Each w'ili do the work of two. N7e'11 do two clays' r-,,ork

in one."
So all the villagers werit to the fields or into the mountar'ns, rvork-

ing day and night to harvest the ctops and plant saplings. By the
end of autumn, they had reached their target of planting ;o,ooo
saplings.

"The results obtained by these tbtee ycars of continuous hard r,vork

have sr'lcnced all objections," the young Party secretaty told us with
a smile, "Our villagers have been toughened by the experience and

it had no adverse effect on the crops. On the cor-:tr^ry, our total gtain
yield rose to rTo,ooo catties in ry13 and to rSo,ooo in t974, ovet three
timesthat of ry68. Our tatget for ry75 was r,ooo catties per persoll.
Howevet, we trad a terrible dtought in miclsummet. But we still
managed to get r4o,ooo catties."

Following the increase in production, the brigade was trans-
formed. They now had proper transportation, mechanized mills and

a pumping statiori so that they no longer had to carry drinking water
by shoulder-pole all the way from the gullies.

"Just you wait. In r98o you won't rccognize out village," the
Party secretary said proudly. "Besides increasing ot.rt grain yield,
the trees will provide more products for the state: all the dates,

tin.rbcr and firewood for cxamplc, to say not:hing of the silkworms
with the rnulbery leaves."

Inslrircd by this fine prospect, we reflccted that the significance

of thcir undertal<ing lay not so much in the increased production as

in the examlrlc they were setting in water and soil consetvancy fot



the loess plateau: the whole Yellorv River vallcy coukl be transforrnccl

in this way. We all know that each yeat the Yellow River cartjes

off r,6oo million tons of soil and sand. In tiny !7upao County alone

4,646,ooo totls of soil ate lost annually through etosion. But if
every village puts a green mantle on its mountains like this one, tl.re

Yellow Rivet may one day be yellow no longet. This may sound

likc a fafuy tale, but it is becoming a reality here in Fengchiayen,

thanks to the plans worked out by these experts.

"Would you mind telling us how you managed to keep alive ovet
ninety per cent of your saplings?"

"You'd better asl< that fellow over thete about it," the Party secre-

taty cirucklccl.

He was refcrring to twerty-one-yeat-old Feng ChihJo, a school-

leavet rvho had returned to wotk in the brigade h ry74 and was now
a member of the local Party committee in chatge of afforestation worh,
This reticent, sl.ry youngster sat very sttaight as he outlined their
affotestation methods. In answer to out question about the saplings'

survival rate, he merely said, "You have to take gteat c re of them."
Then he paused and aclclc-d, "!7e have an old Peasaflt adviser. He
cafl answer all your questic,rns."

'f'he peasant adviser was old lleng Teh-chu, sixty-six this yeat.

He was fotmedy a Red Armyman who had joined up in 1935 and

had been wounded in the arm. He became a membet of the Chinese

Communist Party in ry46. IIe had setved as Party branch sectetary

during the agricultutal co-operative movement and when their peo-

pJe's commune v/as first set up. Now chairman of the poot and lower-
middle peasants' association, he'd been in chatge of several aflbrest-

ed slopes since r973.

Everyone warned us that we shouldn't couflt on finding him at

home since he left befote sunrise every day no mattet what the
'weather, and only returned after dark. They said we would have to
comb the mountain to find him.

T'he next day we got up ve(y eady but discoveted he had alteady

left for the mountain. We decided to go up after tim. As we

climbecl, $/e aclmired the slopes coverecl with knee-high clovet and

patches of acacia sl'rtubs in tlre eully. Fields of saplines dotted
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the tidEcs rncl thc mountain pcak itsclf was likc a chcquer: br.rarcl rvitlr
its all.ernating squares of poplars and locust-trees. l(/c tvere amazed

to see that there wasn't a weed in sight. Moreovet, the hundreds

of mu that comprised the old man's "tetritory" were spread with dry
lcaves and some compost tinged each sapling. How soft and springy

the gtound was ! He obviously turned it frequently. As we skirt-
ccl a srnall terraced field, we spottecl some villagers loading potatocs

ofi a tractot,
"I-ook, there he is." Young Feng pointed to an old mar, c ty-

ing a basket futl of potatocs. Short and thin, he was dressed in

a blach padded jacket with a white belt. His head was covered by

the chzracteristic white towel, and round his neck hung a pipe and a

pouch of tobacco.

!7e went to see him that evening. His wife left her v'ashing

up to greet us: "He's full of pep and never lets up, not evefl for
New Year. He just gulps down his durnplings and leaves beftrte

dawn as if it were an orclinary day."
Thc old man snrilcc1 clcprccatingly. "I'rn a Pattl' mcmbcr anrl

n I{ed Atnryrren s() I must set r1t cxample," he reirlietl simply. Hc
lclnccl olr:r thc kerosr:ne 12mp 1cl liglit his pipe, thcn lool<cd up,

lris cyes bright. "Out Patty otganizatiot has assigr.rcd mc to lool<

after thcsc saplings, so I must look after them 'nveil. This is jtrst lilic
cartying out or.lers t'n thc army. As long as there's a. brctth of
life in rrre I rnust learn ftom Tachai. I must never fbrget thc rcvo-
lution."

Our interview over, rr,-e u,allied slowly back, impressccl 'by tlie
sincerity and simplicity of the old veteran's words.

I7e had been told that wl-ren visibility was good the Yellow Rivet
could.be seen from the hill before out cave. Next morning, as the

village bell tang to signal the start of work, we got up and climbecl

the hill, only to find the rivet shrouded in mist. However, we could

see [he rvhole village clearJy, as well as the verdant ddgcs and slopes

c.,f tlrc nrountain. 'Ihe forest in the distance was hazy, like a veil
of pale grcen salrze flung over the earth, \7e turnectr to gaze 

^t
tl.rc nerrhy srrlrlinos, so full of vigout ancl ctcct, ancl thought how in
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ten, twenty, or thirty years, the soughing of ttees rvould be heard

here instead of the howling of spr'ng dust-stonns and splendid forests

would gleam like emerald.

Gleoming Feorls in the Volley

On the map Ilsinchiakou Commune looks vety much like a mulberry
leaf, Streams and broohs converge from the north and run through
its ceritre to form the Chinghokou, the latgest stream in the county.
Its tributaries, Iarge and small, are the finer "'u'eins" of the leaf. So

the commune has tl-re best natural conditions in the atea.

!7e knew that in rccent years the whole county had been giving
priotity to transforming this stream and completing two reservoirs,

Hsinchiakou and Chingchiakou. Now that only the ttunk canals

remained to be finished, we decided to make our long-planned visit.
1J7e treklied across parched hills and etoded ridges without seeing

a drop of v,ater. Then rve reached Chinghokou. S7e sar.v first only
a small stream in tlrc gully. The refreshing gurgle from the stream

and the occasional dripping of watet from the aqueduct spanning
the gully dissipatcd the imprcssion of barrenness orrr journey had

left us. As we walked on tal<ins in the delightful scene, the gully
curved sharply and secmcd t() stolr. Our path was cut off as if we

had cntetecl an eatthenu'are jar laid siclcways on the ground and had

come up against the bottom. Whet u,as blocking our way turned

out to be a ta17 dam on which five dazz.ling characters were painted,

"In AgriculttreLearn ftom Tachai." 1t was thc Hsinchial<ou Reser-

vo1f.

water behind the forty-metre-high dam. Wc wcrc so moved that

we all began to try to think of a metaphor tlrat would fully exptess

its beauty. Almost simultaneously wc cxclaimed, "A gleaming

pead!" It well deserves that clescription, not only for its rippling
green water encitcled by ribbonJike foothills, but especially for its
significance. It ctystallizes the s\,r/eat and hatd rvork of thc \7upao
people.
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(-lrin-,rclrill;ou Rcservoit Jies just to the wcst. From the air,
llrt: turo ri:scrvoirs, selrlrated by a slrur of land shaperl like a fish's
llrcl<, look like tr-.,in jade Iotus blossoms.

'l'ircy .1,s16 begun in the rvinter o{ t97z andare norv neating com-

lrlction. \ff/hen finishcd they rvill irrigate 3,ooo t//! clirectly and
rnothcr j,ooo mu by a pum;ring system. Tl.re canal is 38 l<ilornetres
long ancl lrrovicles rvater for Bu- square l<ilometres of f,atr-nland, one-
fiftlr of thc county's tot^l ^rc^, It is a great achievcment indeed
for a count.y' of only 6o,ooo inhabitants, ancl the building contingent
u.as madc up of r,ooo peasallts seot by various brigades.

But thcrc was no one in sigl.rt at the Chingchiakou Resetvoir except
for eight bulldozcrs rumbling back and forth on the spillway. The
rvhole area was enveloped in a stillness not unlike the lull between
trvo battles. FIow rve regtettecl having missed the heroic builders.
Rut later ofi, we werc to have an unexpected opportunity to meet
t clozcn young shock rvorkers from Hsinchiakou Brigade.

But lirst v,e'11 clescribe llsinchial<ou Brigade. It is located in a.

srr-rall village bcsiclc the rcservoir witl.r uniclue scenery. We fol-
Iorvcrl thc west trullli canrl to thc entrencc of thevillage thcn climbecl
rlolvrr llrr: r:nr'lra.nlirrrcnt and urall<ecl elotrE tl-re strealn. Aftcr rounding
a lrcrrrl, t,c spottccl t$,o multjplc-archecl stonc bridges, each a clozen

nrel,rcs lrigh. As rrc approached, howcvcr, we realizccl that the
nr-rro\Ircr one $ras BumPcr Ilatvcst Aquecluct. \7e crossed the br:i.dge

to thc souncl of water putring along and came to a small winding
street llrnked by long rows of stone cxvc d."r.ellings with potches and
erves. Their high back walls rose right on the bluff of the river.

In the old days this rvas a poverty-stricken place of course, and
for quite a few years aftcr Liberation small trade continued to rep-
rcsent 70 per cent of the villagers' activity and farming only 3o
per ccnt, Altet the victoty of the socialist transformation rnove-
ment thc villagers began to take up farrning seriously, particulatly
in t.hc lest decade during the movement to .learn from Tachai. But
class sttusgle here rvas complicated since the villagc hed formetly
I>ccn inlestecl with I(uomintang troons, ward chiefs, evil gentry
ancl IocrLl stnqstcfs. Besicle s, those villerlers who had engage<l
in sn'ull 1r'lrlc frrr a lonq pcriod couid rol shal<e off their olcl habits

I

I
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nof change tl-reir idlc ways. And so asricultural outpr-rt did not ir-
ctease for some time.

Ilourever, tbe Cultural Revolution and the mass movelnent to
leatn from Tachai enabied the people to overcome their f.ormet

^p^thy. The genuine poor and lower-middle peasalrts rose up; tlren
gtoup after group of educated youth returflcd fully cletermined tr>

transform theit village. Hsinchiakou underwent a tadical change.

The evening we arrived in Hsinchiakou Commune, the Patty
sectetary said, "You have missed seeing tlre builders of the reservoir.
Go and have a look at the dam near thc village. They built it in
nine montl'rs, that utoup trf youngsters, and norv they'te busy level-
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ling hills and filling in gullies to builcl up
fields at the foot of the darr. Their worh
is a continuation of the great battle at the
teservoir, though on a smaller scale of
coutse." He added that the construction
of the dam had immediately transformed
the village and boosted confidence. \ffe had
:.lleady noticed that flo one -was banging
around the streets now. The villagers left
home early and returned late flted with
the Tachai spirit. The shock team, for
example, had set off to worl< at half past
thtee that morning !

We were stirred and all the more sorry
that it was too Iate to visit the dam at once.

I{ow did they do it? How could sixteen

gitls ancl flve young men constrLrct in only
nine months a t\venty-nletre-higtr dam rc-
tluiring 3B,oco cubic metrcs of carth and

stone ?

\7c were stlll ponderins thxt qucstiorl
when sudclenly out cave cloot flcrv open.
Amidst peals of laughter, seven or cigirt
youns people svanrecl in, each pushing
and encouraging the others. Old Ilsueh,

deputy Party secretary of the colrurtune, followed close behind,
for he was flov/ u/orking in the brigade to familiarize himself with
local conditions" Smiling, l.re declated, "Flerc are the crack ttoops!"
-I'here was a hearty burst of laughter from the irlump healthy yollnss-
ters before us, the bacl<bone not only of the shock team, but of
Ilsinclriakou Brigacle as wcll. Li Ching-ching, a quiet t$/cnty-one-
yctr-olcl girl with arched brows and large eyes, had returnccl to
tlris villece from middle school it t973. She was now membcr of
tlrc lrrie-aclc's Party committee, head of tlre womcn's orEanizatior-r

rurtl lc:ltlc:r of thc youne pcople's shoch tearn. 'Ihe tall yoltng marl
rvith srrilinq c:yr:s, 'fir.rn IIsin.,r-kuo, was a year yolrnrger and had
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lil<eu,ise graduaicd fron"r rniclclle school ancl teturned in tr173. FIe

was flo\\7 chaiman of the brigacle's tcvolutionery committee end

member of the Party colrmittee. The otlrer:s, all nineteen or twelrty,
were leading mcnbers of the Youth Lea.que ot of tlre poor and lorver-

mitldlc pcasrnls' associ:rti6n.

llefore we could cven opcn out moudrs to speali, thcy all begarr

trll<ing at orcc, thcir u,orris porrrine out ]ikc u,ater front a breach jn

t c1ykc.

"We'rc all old sc1'roolnltes. \{'e've Lrcen togcthcr sincc scnior or
junior micldlc school, ancl evcn in some cases since primary scl-rool.
l,f,/hen we gtaduatcd ftom middle school, we ansu,ered Chairman

Mao's call and came back together."
"Tirat's why our team's so united. We see cyc to eye with each

othet and u,ork with onc heart."
"There u/ere things we didn't likc whcn we fitst came bacl<."

"So we took thcm by storm!"
"S7e did it by setting an example of hard work. Our county

had just begun building e reservoir near our village. From morn-
ing till nisht, trucks roared bach ancl forth, worl<crs drove piles into
the grouncl ot chisellctl stone; the sor-rnd of blasting ancl sir-rgirg

was everywhere. 'I'lre w<;rk sitc wes a sea of people and flags. We

thought our brigadc shoulcl build a darrr so as to transform our fields.

We talkecl the matter ovcr xmong outselves and agrecrl."

"But some people wete against it, Ihey saicl, 'I-Iow can \ve com-

pare with therl, when the whole county has becn mobilized to builcl

the resetvoir? Our one hundrecl-oclcl brigade ncmbers can't builcl

a dam alone, Besicles, their dam is on thc sicle of the gully br-rt ours

will be tight across it!"'
"!7e refused to give up and started writing postcrs to refute thosc

objections."
Their posters proved most effective. Those who didn't lil<e lrard

work as well as those with conservative .icleas aclmittcd defeat. Aftet
the qucstion htrd been discussed in btigadc rneetings for scveral even-

ings, thc Party btanch decided to support the youngsters' proposal

and otganizecl thenr into a shocl< tcnnr. lfhe following dalr th", 1r.n^r't

t he battlc.
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lt was hrLrcl going at first. None of them would ever fcrrget thc
lin'rc tlrcy carried rocks weighing a hundred pounds each for the

firunclation, Their backs and shoulders were rubbed taw in places;

fcct rvere bruiscd and fingers crushed; legs became swollen but ttr-reir

courage nevet failed. Though they were teady to drop whea they

came bacli at night, they rctutned to the battlefield at sunrise every

dry.

"!/c've had somc rcal clisasters," onc rif tlic gids admitted.

F'or cxamplc, having <liscovctcc{ a defcct in thc sluiceway, they

heel to bcgin all ovcr again, In freezing wintcr tr.eather, they wadcd

into icy $'ater to rctrievc thousands of picccs of rock. Stopping

only to blow on numb fingcrs or warm {rozen arms, they grittcd
thcit tceth and kept on for six days and nights until the sluiccway

l.,as rebuilt propedy.
Early in April last ycar) 

^ 
sudden rainstorm lasting trventy-four

houts caused Chingchiakou Rescrvoir's temporary check dam to
collapse and the flood watcrs porLrcd dor,vn in tofrents. The shock

tearn ancl the other brigade rlcrnbers rushccl to thc work site and

iumpccl into thc flood'nvaters to dig a cliversion clranncl. Rut it was

loo LLt.c; tlrcir dam was rvasherf arvay complctelv. T'he young

slrocl< tcam membcrs stamped thcir fcet in anger; sorne of thc girls
cricd in frustration,

And how could they be expccted to hold back their tcars ? This
datr had cost them so much hard work. Besides, they had to endure

the taunts of those who had been waiting for such a chance to gloat.

However, not a single one wavered. They put up more posters and

pledges one after the other to silence those who couid only make

disparaging temarks.

Wotking day and night, they rebuilt the sluiceway and continued

till thcy completed the darn in June. As the dam rose, their confidence

lrrcw. Pcople no longer regarded thern as rash youngsters but as

pathbrcaliers who had foresight. So they were put in ieading posts.

ltrrly last summer there v'as another downpour, but this tirne the

dam stoocl the test of thc torrents" Ifowevcr, the shocl< team went
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through some teflse momcflts. The youngsrers dashed to thc dam in
the pouring rain, slipping and sliding along a mountain path tumed
into mud. It was so trcacherous, it seemed to be covered with oii.
Thcy fell repeatedly, but got up each time, tempering themselves in
the storm.

The clay before r;r,e arrjved, a younsster gzrve his life at tlre rvorl<
sitc. f'he rncnrorial mccting became a rally to exprcss the resolve
of thc other young buildcrs who, having buried their con'rrade-in-
,.rrrr, 1,iped away their tcars and rcturned to tl-rc placc wherc l"re had
l-,i:cn killcd. They threw themscivcs intrr tl-reir work until clark.
'llhe ncxt morning without consulting each other, they all rr:turncd
to work athaLf past threc. . . .

'I'hat night as we closed our cycs lve scemecl to scc thc grccn water,
the dam and thc saplings round the rcservoirs. Then wc remembcrcd
thc name -,ve'd given thcm, "gleaming pearls". Which vere the

ulcaming pcarls, those rcscrvoirs or those u,'onderful youngsters rre'd

irLst mct }

Sur Age !s A,dvoncing

'-[hor-rgLr fl]otor roads lcacl t<> rnost of tlrc nrountain vJllagcs in WlLpao

County today, rve dccided to tour on foot thc 4oo-odd squarc kilo-
metrcs that comptise the county. \(/c wanted to sce for ourselves

every hill and gully, evcry slope and valley transformed by the srveat

and blood of the rJ7upao people.

Within a radius of sevcral kilomctrcs aronnd each villagc, tbcrc
was not 

^ 
tracc of the formcr dcsolation. Almost cvery hill had been

terraced all tlrc rvay to tlie top and every uu1ly had large or small em-

bankments to retain water and soil. It was a magnificent sight.
\7ith their big, callused hands, the Wupao people l-rad changed thc
whole landscape. Every inch of land testifcs to their inexorable drive,
theit determinatiofr to coflquer naturc stclnming from the moveflrcnt

to learn from Tachai, Our first impression was now confirmed _-

all Wupao County is a hattlefield.

Y4

Nonc of those who took part in the battle hete rvill ever forget the

lrislory of lWupao: How this place looked befc,re the great socialist

rcvolution, what difficulties they had to overcome to traflsform nature.

lL r,vas the Tachai road pointed out by Chairman N[ao that gave the

Wupao people infinite collrage to forge ahead.

For the last ten vears, the people of Wupao have followed the

T'achai road faitl.rfully, ready to give their all, even their lives' They

have transforme'd more than 9oo hills and r,4oo gullies and created

more thafl a hundted thousand ma of good land through irrigation,

t.erracing, or brrilding embankments" In addition, morc than 6o,ooo

nu ltave bcen aflorested, bringing 4i Per cent of the total erodible

are:r under control. In t974the total train yield was t J per cerit higher

than in any other year in thc historl, of t1-re county. "\r'le'11 never

aga-in livc on srain supplied bv the state ; we've t}rrown tbat label into
the Yellorv River fot sood!" the !7upao folk declare ptoudly.

Yes, everything 1.ras changed in \ilr'upao County, thc hills and the

streams and, above all, the pcople. It has become one of China's

aclvancecl countics in leatning ftom Tachai.

\Vhen rr,.c returned to Wupao to\r-n, we once again found thc local

Party committec ofEcc locked up. Thc day before, tl-rcy had heard

aboirt thc decisions takcn during the National Conference on Leatning

from Tachai. So the Party sectetary and members of the Patty com-

mittce had gone to t1-re various comfilunes. 'il7e stood lost in thought

before the padlocked door, stirred by the enthusiasm and spitit of these

cadres rvhon-l we had no chance to meet.

The day before our departure, we decided to visit the old quarter

of Wupao town. As'uve went up the par^pet of the walled town gazing

at thc turbulent Yellou,, R.iver below and the mountains in the distance,

wc rcflectcd on the past and preseflt. During the last half century,
()Lrr people, under the leadetship of the Party and Chairman Mao,

IriLvc stormed so many reactionary strongholds. Now, in the age of
tlrc: rrcw socialist revolution, our people armed with Marxism-Leninism

runtl M:Lo T'sctung Thought are corltilruing to smash the ideological

f'cttcrs o1'ttudalism, capitalism and revisionism and marching towards



colrrlrrunism. Our age is advancing towards this goal likc the Yellow
River rolling swiftly forward.

Tlee east gate of Wupao town is called "Listening to \flaves Gate,,.
As wc stood thete on the wall, wc sccmed to hear not only the roat of
the Yellow River but also the footsteps of the 6o,ooo people of \7upao
County forging ahead on thc roacl of socialism.

Illa$rated ly Huatry Chia-yru

Chairman Mao with the Peoplc of, the Chingkang
IVlountaias (New-Ycar pictura) by Tsou Liang-tsci
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POEMS

Liu Teng-hon ond
Sun Shoo-chen

A Path Through the Forest

A path through tl-re forest,
Full of fallen lcaves and silky-smooth mosses,
\Winds along

Into the distant clor-Lds.

Evety day lumbermen cornmencing thcir wotk
Use this path;

Carryisg heavy loads on their shoulders,

Theit breasts glisten with sweat.

Above them the moofl sets, the sun rises;

As they c tty on through spring mists and autumn frosts.

Some may ask: Is this too hard a life?
The men only point to the endless

Dense forest....
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Countless feet havc troddcn on thesc fallen leavcs;

The footsteps of formet revolutionaries have left thcir nrark.

$7i1d florvers blossoming among the weeds

Remind the men of fotmer heroes' sweat and blood.
As they clin-rb these green hi1ls and valleys,

The past is te-enacted before tbeir eyes

"Little red devil asleep on your straw-sandal pillow,
What clo vou see in your dreams ?"

"Ah, I see red flags unfurling everywherc

ln the spring sunshine,

Young fir saplings plantcd ofl the southern slopes,

Pine-ttees planted on the northern hills. . .."
"S7hat were the last words of the veteran Red Armyman,
As he prepared to hurl his hand-grenade?"

"Ah, rvhen thc wholc of China turns ted,

We shall comc bacli hcrc to fell tl-rese trees,

A11 thesc thousands of torvcring pincs,

Pillars that r,vill prop up thc hcavens. . . ."

Ilere along this path,

These footprints
Ate records of past struggles;

Each Tayer of autumn leaves

Is a page of past revolutionary history.

Now along this path footsteps echo lilic tlrundet
For revolution advances iike a tidal wavc.
Our new lumbermen are worthy successors to formet heroes;

Their footsteps are linked by the same rcd line.

BarTy martyrs shed their blood, now workers shed sweat;

Young saplings have becorne a mighty forest.

,i8
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Our lumbermen linow u,c1l how the pioneers toiled;
The bright highway has been made by many feet;
Our lumbermen knor,v well the glory of struggie;
Ilor stutdy pine and bamboo arc strengthened by storms.

Out forerunners t(od many thousand mountain passes,

"What narrow lraths, deep woods and slippery mosses!"*
Today \r,c've come to Ticn An Men
The brightlyJit boulevard with its marble pillars.

I-istcn to our lilting work chant

Re-echoing in the valley.
Tl.re path calls us

To follow closely in thc footstcps of our foretunners.
Onward!
Lct's crush the poisonous roots of the bourgeoisie beneath our fcct,
And march on to thc glorious road of communism !

*Frorn Nrz Ycar's Dt1-to the tune of lu Meng LinX, a pocm written
Chaitrnan I\4ao 1'sctung in Jaouary r93o.

by



Liu Teng-fion qnd

Sun Shao-cfren

Sending Down the Rafts

S7e bid farcwcll to thc gtccn hills
And leave our forcst hamlets;

With thc s1:ccd of lightning,
Our rafts fly on to the distant horizon.
'fhere's a tl-iunderous roar of wavcs arouncl us;

\X/ind and rain wash us clean of dust;

Trees wave from the banks to wish us wcll,
Urging insistently, "Fastet, faster !

Faster, fastet,

Our mothedand is waiting for good lutrbcr
In the big drive for production."

Citcling hidden reefs,

Sliding beneath overhanging clifls;

As the sun rises tl.re tivet tcflects its gloty.
At thc swing of our punting pole the mountains eive rvay;

,As our oars strike u.avcs flcc in fright.
Whcn rve chant a thousanrl hills turn .green;
Thc rivet widens, mor-rntains ate dwatfccl.

Songs pour from our hearts iil<c a spring ticlc,

L,lver expanding the river's vast wxtcrways"

On we speetl to the gteat steel centtcs

And the dcep coal minest

Evety length of fine lumber on our rafts

Is needed for the constructiofl of out motherland.

Avenues of new homes -vill be built,
Thousands of galleries in the mines

Will need oulr logs fot props.

Ihe sttong backbones of our lutnbetr-lrcn

!7ill prop trp tlre vcry arcl'r of herrven"

S7c bici farcwcll to ollt gt'ecn hills
And lcave our forcst htrn-rlets;

Lilie prancins steeds our rafts spccd on

Towards the far horizot.
Thunder rumbles in the gorges with our: passing,

On wind and rain rre'I]. rcach the fout: corflers of our land.
\il/e order the leefs to stand aside

We must speed on, fastet, faster

For our beloved rnotherland

Ts waiting.



Spring Night in a Mountain Village

No'uv the tally for sprir.rg plou{1rinu's heen callccl,

'Ilonigbt, no one can sieep in our villrLgc.

Though the t'ce lrasn't mcltcd, thcrc's sprin.e in thr:

Battledtums are sounding evcryu.lrete.

At the end of our village the women's brinadc
Is catting manure tbrough the snorv.

They go like arrows leaving the bou',
Returnirg like wild swans in orderly flight.
We feel the warmth of spdng in their sons:

"$7e are the harbingers of sptingl"
They've melted tl.re r'ce on the path \\,ith their feet;

On snorvy hanl<s rvjld plr:nr-ttees'lrlossorn.

PenE Y w-teh From out village worl<shop where tools ate rnade

Comes the din of steady hammeting.
$7hile the Party secretary holcls the tonss,
The brigade leader wielcls the hammer.

Around t1-re walls in neat l:ov/s

Gleam hoes and sharp harrows;
All ready and waiting for the call to v,ork.

Beneath a dim lamp in the livestock shecl,

The old stockman is wiping his sweaty brow
As he catries loads of extra foddct
And fills the troughs with fresh water.
The sound of contented rnunchjnE at the manger

Fills his l<ind heart witl-r joy,

Thcn he says in his quiet rvay,

"Pal, you'll havc to rvorl< extra hatcl tonrortorvl"

Right after midnight the young ploughbov
Eagetly watches ancl longs for thc clar.vn;

Ilesicle the winclow he tries out his ncu, rvhil'r;
Ctack! It splits the night like thunrlet.
Alarmed, his mothet says to 1.rirn:

"Be quiet you madcap !

You'll wake your granny."
But opening granny's bedroom door
She sees the bed is empty;
Granny has already disappearedl

In the brigade leader's home,

F,nthusiasm bubbles up lll<e ,L ne\\, founrJ spring.
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Both an old granny in her seventies

And a little gid of eight
Insist he adds their names to the list of wotkers.
Ihc old woman says:

"In astjculture, rve must leatn from Techai.

We must mal<e u greater contrjbution to humanity.
If you leave me out, an old poor peasant,

You'll find you're on the wrong linel"
The little gid also rematks loudly:
"We must build TachaiJike counties everywl.rete,

Grow mote grain and prepare against wat!
If you look down ofl our Children's Corps

You must have wrong ideas in yout headl"

Although a bit flustered by their clamout,
'Ihe btigade leaclet chuckles and agrees rvith them.

He gives them an answet on the spot:

'"Yes, in agticulture we mllst learn from Tachai.

In our btigade every single one nrllst pitch inl"
The sound of their laughter floats thtough the r.vindou,,

The noise of theit clapping rattles tbe door.

It's a fine spring night in our mountain villagc
Otrt hearts zte 271 seething with enthusiasm;

lfith heatts loyal to the revolutionary causc

!fle're cletermined to follow Tachai's pathway.

Shih Hsiong

Following in the Footsteps
of Our Forerunners

The Golden Ssnd River Ferry

Hete the watet falls from z sheet cliff,

Eacl-r bank a high precipice,
Below a whitlpool spins its wheel,
For miles the roar of atgry wayes reverberates.

Out on manoeuvres ouf troops must cfoss the river,
Although there's a btidge they prefer to use the fetry.

Low ovet the water like a stotmy petrel,
A ferryboat skims the waves;
A youngster guides it by its btoad ruddcr,
As he slices each wave with a long oar,

Calling out gaily to the armymen:
"l)LA comrades, please come and use my boat!"



In the full flowet of his youth he stands,

!(/eadng a blue jacket and blue turban on his hcacl,

The usual clothes of a Tai youth.
But he speaks with a Shanghai accent!

"Do you know that olcl Tai boetnran
Iil/ho once helped our Red Armymen to cross this tivcr:?"

"Yes, he's at a Patty committee meeting

And I'm his new apprentice now.

Although my old home is in Shanghai

I've come as a student to work on this ferry.
You must excuse me if I lack my master's sl<ill

Fot I've not been long on this new job."

Above the din of rushing water we heat him latlgh;

To wipe his bror,v he tosses off his blue Tai tutban.

Ahl Look, out ferryman's a gitl with bolrbcc'l lrair!

Sl.re rows on fr-rll of youthful energy, saying,

"My dad said that I shoulci cotne hete to rvorli

And follow in the footsteps of or.rr Red Arrrynren."

So, once again we cross the Golden Stntl l{iver,
The feryboat flies from bank to bank.

On oulway we go, continuirig out march,

To fight fot tevolution like our foterunners.

We youngstets follow the trail of the Lonq Match

Pointed out by Chairman Mao; we'll keep the red flag llying.
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Crossing the Totu River

Each wave tosses its snowy mane

Then taces madly on;
After bteakiflg camlr our troops march swiftly on
With increasing speed.

On out left the fathomless water,
On our right the towering peak;
Rugged and tortuous the way between,
A dangerous path, but what have we to fear?

I7hen out Red Armymen first stotmed this Luting Bddge
They'd marched eighty miles the preceding day.

Now we'rc battling imperialism and revisionism,
N7e too must seize the day, seize the hout!

Each man passes like a sl'radow

Swift as the lightning's flash;

T'he dtumming of their footstelrs resouncls

Like a sudden summer downpour.

At dusk, peaks and tiver fade;
Clouds and trees melt into the distance.

When night falls, all is pitch dark,
Then each man catries a flaming torch,
A string of red stars between mountain and river,
A fiery dragon flying thtough space.



Battling against time we go forward

Speed wins new victories.

As the bugle sounds under the morning sky,

Our red flag flies over Luting Bridge.

A Lesson on the Patty's Histoty
(oil painting) by Vrr Chien



CEirnbimE the Smow-elod Mountqin

A glJstening peak, a pillar propping up thc sky;
A dazzling blade, a sn ord piercing heaven's splendour ,

A crest of snow rearing its head in space,

A thousand feet of ice in a single precipice

Who can follor,v the path amid such snow?
Who can scale a peal< of ice as smooth as glass ?

"loynusly ctossing Minshara utrcler a thousand /z of sraow."*
\iZho is sinuing? T'he worcls re-echo in a tl'rousand va11cys.

Now our troops tre here f,or exerciscs,

Follor,r,ing the rrail of the Long March;
Iior us this mountain fastncss is a yardstick
I]y .,,vhich to appraise the length of our determinecl strides.

1&Ie drinli a bowl of steaming pepper soup,

:\rid swallow a fistful of snow,
Rernembering r,vhen our Red Armymcn scalcd these heights
\Ye too are filled with courage, our hearts afire.

It's no hardship to be a thousand feet above sea level;
At two thousand feet our legs are strong and steady;

Thtee thousand feet above sea level we have our wits about us;
At four thousand f,eet our vision is srill clear.

*Fron Tlte l-.ong Marcb, a poem written by Chaitraln Mao Tsetung in Octobet
r9)5.



Sudden sunshine, sudden rain and battering hail;
Then lightning fash and peals of thunder.

fn one day all seasons converge to test us;

Spting, summer, autumn and vr'inter we pass safely thtou.qh.

Hand in hand we ascend the windswept height,

Shoulder to shoulder we scale the sheer cliffs;

Thtough snow- we scramble, crawl ovet ice,

Our lusty singing shakes the earth.

From the summit we gaze afar,

Peaks follow peaks in endless ranks.

Onward! \7e are thc new generation of Red Armymen,
No per'lous heights can ever deter us.
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tU HS[JN'S WRITIhIGS

Waiting fior a Genius

- A lecture de/iuered to the alunni of Peking Nornal
Uniuer.ritl'.r niddle.rcltool on Janaary rZ, rg24

I am afraid my talk wjll be of no use or interest to you, for I rcally
haye no special kno.rrledge; but aftet pr-rtting this ofl so long I have
finally had to come here to say a few wotds.

It seems to me that among the many fequests shouted at rvriters
aud attists today, one of the loudest is the demand for a genius. And
this clearly proves two things: first, that thete is no genius just
now in China; secondly, that everybody is sick and tired of our
modernart. Is there really no genius? There may be, but we have
never seen one ancl neithcr has anyone else. So judging by thc
evidence of our eyes and ears .we can say thete is not 

- 
not only no

genius, but no public capable of ptoducing a genius.
Genius is not some freak of nature which grows of itself in deep

fotests or wildernesses, but something brought forth and nurturecl
by a certain type of public. Hence, without such a publt'c thete will
be no genius. Y/hen crossing the Alps, Napoleon once declared,
"I am highcr than the A$s!" Bur we must not forget how many



troops he had at his back while making this grandiose staternent.

$Tithout these troops he would simply have been captured ot driven

back by the enemy on the othet side; and then, far ftom seeming

heroic, his behaviour and boast would have appeared those of a mad-

mafl. To my mind, then, before we exPect a genius to aPpear, rr,'e

should first call fot a public capable of producing a genius' In the

same way, if we want {ine trees and lovely flowers we mtlst first have

good soil. The soil, actually, is more important than the flowers

and trees, for without it nothing can grow. Soil is essential to flow-

ers and trees, just as good troops were to Napoleon.

Yet judging by prescnt-day Pronoullcemeflts and trends, tLie de-

mand for genius goes hand in hanctr \,ith attempts to destroy it 
- 

some

would even s$'eep away the soil in which it miglit grow. Let me

give a f-ew examples:

First, tahe "restoring our national cu1ture". Althrtugh the trcw

ideas have never rnade much hcadway in China, a pach of o1.1 mcn -
young ofles too --ate already scared out of their wits and tanting

about our national culture " "China has many gr.,c-,d things," tltey

assure Lrs. "To run atier wbat is new instead of studying ard Pte-
serving the old is as bad as tenouncing our ancesttal heritage." f)f
coufse, it catties enofmolls weight to trot olrtt ouf aflcestors to make

a point; but I cannot belicve that bcfore the ctld jacket is washecl

and folded no new ofle must be rnade. As things stand at present,

each can do as he pleases: old gentlcmen who ll'aflt to restore our

national cultute are natualTy at liberty to pore ovcr dead books by

theit southern windows, while the youl1g can have thefu living studies

and modern art. As long as each follows his own bent, not much

harm will be done. But to rally others to this banner rvould mean

cutting China ofT for ever from the rest of the r,vodd. To demand

this of everyone is even more fxfltrlstic! When we talh with curio-

dealers, they naturally praise theit antiqucs, but they never berate

painters, Peasants, workets and the test for forgetting their anccstors.

The fact is they ate far more intelligent than many traditional scholars'

Then take "extolling original work". I-ooked at superficially,

this seems quite in keeping u,ith the demand fot genius; but such is

not the case, It smacks strongly of chauvinism in the realm of icleas,

g2

and thus will also cut China off from the currcnt of wodd opinion.
Although many people are alrcady tired of lieating the names of
Tolstoy, Tutgenicv and Dostoevsky, how many of their books have

been translated into Chinese? Those who look no further than our
own borders dislike such names as Petet and John and will only
accePt Chang thc Third or Li thc liourth, and so we get original wrir
ers. Actually, thc best of them have simply borrowed some techni-
cal devices ot expressions from foreign authors. However polished
theit stylc, ttre content usuatrly fails short of translations, and they
may evcn slip in sornc old icleas to suit the traditional Chinese tempera-

ment. But theit rcaders fall into this trap, theit vicws becoming
more and more con6ned, until thcy ahnost shrink back between the
old traces" When sucll a vicious circle exists between wtiters and
readers for the abolition of all that is different and the glorification
of the national culture, ho-,v can genius bc produced? Even if one
wefe to atr)pe r, he could not survive"

A public like this is dust, n.rt soil, and no lovely flowers or fine
trces will grow from it.

'Ihen, again, take destructive criticisln, 'l'here l"ras long been a

great demand for critics, and now many have appearcd. Unhappily,
quitc a number of them are carpers rathcr than critics, As soon as

a worli is sent to thcm, thcy indignantly grind their ink and Iose no
time in pcnning a most superior verdict: "Why, this is too childish.
What China needs is a geniusl" Later even those who are not critics
learn from them and taise the same clamour. In actuality, the first
cry of even a genius at birth is the same as that of an ordinary child,
it cannot possibly be a beautiful poem. And if you trample some-
thing underfoot because it is childish, it is lihely to wither and die.
I have seen several wtitcts reduced to shuddering silence by abuse,

There was doubtless no genius amoflg them, but even the run-of-
the-mill I would like to keep.

Of coutse, destructive critics have great fun galloping ovet tender
shoots. The ones to suffer are the tender shoots 

- 
ordinaty shoots

as well as shoots of genius. There is nothing disgtaceful in childish-
ness, for chiidishness and maturity in writing are like childhood and
manhood amoflg human beings, -A writer need not be ashamed of
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maliing a childish start, bccause unlcss trarnpled unclcrfoot he will
grow to rnaturity. rJ7hat is incurable is dccadence and cotruption.
I would let those who are childish - some of them may be old people

rvith childlike heatts 
- 

express themselves in a childish way, speaking

simply to please themselves; and when the words are said or even

publishecl, therc lct the business end. No attention need be paid

to any critics, whatevet banners they carry.

I dare say nine-tenths of the present company too would like to sce

a gerrius appe r. Yet as matters stand at prcsclrt, it is not only hard

to produce a gcnius but also hard to have the soil ftom which a genius

could grow. It seems to me that while genius is largely inborn,
anyone can become the soil to nurture genius. F-ot us to provide

the soil is more realistic than to demand the gcnius; for othetwisc,

even if we have hundreds of gcniuses thcy will not bc able to strike

root for lack of soil, like bean-sprouts gtown on a plate.

To be the soil we must become more broad-mincled, In other

words wc must accept new ideas and free oursclves of the old fetters,

so as to be able to accept and appreciatc 
^ny 

futute genius. !7c
llrLlst 11ot despisc humblc tasks cithet. Those who calr 'wtite should

rraturally clo so; others can ttansla[c, introduce, enjoy, read, or use

litcrature to kill timc. It rnay souncl rather odd to spcak of kiliing
timc with literature, but at lcast this is bcttet than tran-rpling it
undetfoot.

Of course the soil cannot be compared rvith genius, but even to
be the soil is difficult unless we persevere and spare no pains. Still,
where there's a will there's a way, and here v'e have a bettet chance

of success than if we wait idly for a heaven-sent genius. In this lie
the strength of the soil andits great expectations, as well as its tewatd.
Irot when a beautiful blossom gtows from the soil, all who see it
naturally take pleasure in the sight, including the soil itself. You
need not be a blossom yourself to feel a lifting of your spirit 

- 
pro-

vided, always, that soil has a spitit too,

Miscarriage and Extinction

lLecently the viciouLs epithet "rniscarriage" has becn clappecl on the
work of young writers, and many people have joined in the ballyhoo.
I am sute that tl're man who first uscd this epithet was simply talking
At r^fldom, not with any maTice aforcthought. To joitr in is excusable

The one thing I cannot understand is why we Chinese are so con-
tentcd with existing conditions, so dead against any relatively new
trends; so tolerant of the status quo, so hypercritical of anything new,

Gentlemen of superiot intellect and great vision have instructed

us: If you can't give birth to a sage, ahero or a genius, then don't
give birth; if you can't write an immortal work, don't write; if teforms

won't change the wotld overnight into a paradise, or at least into
a better place for me (!), then on no accouflt make any changes, . . .

Are such men consetvative ? No, we ate told, they are not. In
fact they are revolutionaries. They are the only ones with a program-
me of reform rvhich is fair and proper, safe and balanced, peaceful

and absolutely foolproof. Research on this is being cartied out at

this very moment in research institutes 
- 

only these tesearches atc
tlot completcd yet.
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When will they be completccl ? Tt're answer is: rff/e don't koow.

To adult eyes, a toddler's first stcp is certainly childish, dangcrous,

awkward or downright ridiculous. But however foolish a woman

maybe, she alvrays looks forward eagedy to her baby's first stcp and

would certair/y never houfld hirn to death because he walks childishly

and may get in some public figure's rvay. She would ccrtainly ncver

force him to stav in bed and carcy on tcseatcl'res, lying dnw"n, until

he has grasped how to rrfl. For shc knor,vs that, in tl.rat case, hc rnay

livc to bc a hundred lrrithout learning to walk.

This is how it has bcen sincc time itrmcmorial: so-callccl sclrolars

have tried opcnly ot undcr cover to heclge in the tising gencmtion

rvith prohibitions. In recent timcs, of course, they have been lnore

polite; but anyone who tries to break out will ptobably be interceptecl

by academics and men of lettcts who wiil invite hirn to stoP ancl take

a seat. Then will follow reasofliilg: investigation, study, cogitation,

self-cultivation . . . until finally hc dies there of old age. Othcrrrise,

he will be labclled a "trouble-maker". I, too, like the youllg PeoPle

of today, once asked the rr/ay from clead and not yet dead teachets.

All of thcrn saicl: "Don't go north, sor.rtir, east or west." Ilut not

one of them told me wl.rat dircctic.rn to take. At last I discovered

what was in thcir minds. It rvas simpiy, "Doo't go anyl'ircre a.t

all."
To sit dorvn and wait for pcacc a.ucl tluict, for progress, r,vould of

course be a finc thing if feasiblc; btLt I et-n afraicl v'e v'ould qrow old

and die before vhat rve r'verc waitins for rratcriahzed. To ncithct qive

birth nor tniscarry but wait for thc advcnt of a child prodigy x'ould

be most delightful too; but I am aftatd rve would end up with nothing.

If we think extetmination preferabie to bearing children rr,'ho ate

not outstanding, there is not}ring more to be said. But if v,e a-iv''ays

'want to hear men's footsteps, then I think miscarriage is stiltr more

hopeful than not giving birth, for it ptoves beyond a doubt that 1il/e

can give birth.

Deccmbet 20, tgzj
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lmtrsducinrg Yi-Pa* Art Society's
Exhibitios? of Amateur VYorks

Those who pride themselvcs today on thcir line discrimination spcak
of "art for humanity". But in present-day socicty thete cannot
possibly be any art of this kincl. Look, even those who spcak of
"att for humanity" have also divided men into the categories of right
and wrong, or goocl and bad, and tl-rey bark and snap at those whom
they have labr:lled wrong or bad.

So present-day art rvill always be dcspised, cold-shouldered or
persecuted by some pcople while winning sympathy, backing and
support from others.

Ihe Yi-pa Art Society cannot be an exception to this rule eithcr;
for in this old sr:ciety it is new, youthful and progressive.

Actualy in recent years there have been no real artists in China.

Those knorvn as "artists" win a name flot for their art but rather for
their qualif,cations and the titles of their works, which they deliberate-

*An att society organizcd by students of the Vest Lake Att Academy in Hang-
chow, Chckiang. Sincc it was founcled in L 929, thc cightccnth ),cat of the ltcpublic,
it r.v'as callcd Yi-pa (or cigLrtccn) Art Socrcty.



ly trralre exotic, arnbiguous, bizarc or ittrpr.rsing, tricking ancl arvit-tg

people into thinking them terri{ic. Horvcver, thc agc is proeressing

ceaselessly, and here now stand worlis by nerv, youltg and unkno'"vn

artists whose sobcr outlook and determincd cfforts havc enablcd

these vigorous ncw shoots to emcrgc from thc bramblcs and grow

steadily.

Of course, this work is very iuvcniic. But Prcciscly bccausc it is

iuvenile, hcrein lies thc hope.

r\nd this aspect is the only one I shall toucLr on hcrc.

Nhy zz, ttl3r

Keeping a Diaty ou the Long h{arch (ttacli-

tiorral Chincsc paintiLrg) hy Cltcn Yen ning

A

I

I
?

4-
!

)

iti
{'.

;i

{&

";t)

98



Chih Pien

Hereln Lies the Flope

-l\eadingLa 
H:un't essa)s ltx lLis hopesfor tfu1onnqt,

"As long as I can raise one flower, I l-rave no objection to serving as

the gra.ss that rots to forrn compost." So wrote Lu Hsun rn t9z9

in his preface for Modern Short Stories aJ the Vorld. This vivid simile

shows his love and support for the new and the young as well as his

self-sacrificing spirit, hJs eagetness to devote his life to the revolution.

This spirit pervadecl his whole glorious life.

Lu Hsun lived in 
^n 

ase when the old s,as being ousted by the new

and a fi.erce struggle was raging between Progress and retrogression

in China. He took an active pafi in the anti-imperialist and anti-

feudal movcment which started on May 4, 1919 under the influence

of the October Revolution, issuing a bold "ca1l to arms" to promote

a new literature and a new morality. He lvhole-heattedly supported

the new revolutionaty things that emerged in the course of this move-

ment, and he fought stubbornly against all manncr of reactionaty

groups and trends aimed at fostering the cult of Confucius and resus-

citating the past.



J'he cuitural rcvolution that arose out of the May .1th Movcment
rvas a thoroughgoing revolutionary movcmelrt opposing feudalism.

It shook the vety founclations of the old society and tl-rerefote aroused

the fi:enzied opposition of the feudal rcttogressivc forces. In an

attempt t() stop the sprcad of revolutionary idcas, the die-hards vicious-
ly attackcrl tlrc nern, morement, bringing various clrarges against ncw

idcas and ner,v phenornena in thc vain hopc of killing thcrn in thc cradlc.

l-u }:lsun fcarlessiy fouglrt back against those clie-hards who defendr:d

tlre old institutions and old ideas, pointing out that "though they are

clcady of tlis nroclern are, brcathing thc air of thc prcsent, tircy vr'ant

tt> enforce niouldering Confucianism and a dcad language and hcap

insults on the prescnt." Such people glorificd as the "nationai
csscr"trccr" all that scrvccl thc neecls of feudalism and impcrialism, thc

old cr-rlture tirat advocatccl Confuc-ian cloctrines and tl-re old educational

systcln ancl old morality that poisoned the youth. tr,r,r l:Isun scathingly

comparccl such a "natt'onal csscncc" with a tutlior.rr on a tlan's facc and

proposed tl'rat it should bc ruthlcssly removed,

Aftcr tl'rc L,Iay 4th Movement some comprad<-,r-bourgcois scholats

r',rith Hu Shih as thcir spol,.csman put forward thc rcactionary skrgan

of "rcstoring our national culture", aclvocatinlt rctrogrcssivc Con-

fr-Lcian cloctrincs .in a fi.rtilc atte nlpt to cl"reck the propagation of Marxisur

in (ilrir-ra and ,.o stop intcllcctuals and studcnts from joining the revolu-
tion. Thcy spohc of the need for "gcnius" in China, using this as

a specious pletext to criticize the original r,vork of young pcople. To
oppose tb-is sinister trend, supPort flew writings and encourage young
people to cxpress tl.remselves boldly, Lu l{sun, when invited by the

students of Pcliing Normal University and Pcking University to givc
a talk in the Normal University's micldle school in lanrary tc1z4,

cntitle<l i.ris taili W/aiting.for a Genias. Ftrc tore to pieces the idea of
"genius" which those bourgeois scholars and savants had presentcd

as so esoteric, pointing out, "Genius is not some freak of nature r.rrhich

grows of itself in deep forests or wildernesses, but somethirig brought
forth and nuttured by a certain type of public. Hence, without such

a pul-rlic there will be no genius." He made it clear too that the birth
of a "genius" is inseparable from social practicc, saying, "In actuality,

tlrc lirst cry of cvcn a gcnir.rs at birtlr is ttrc saurc as that of an ordinary
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cliild, it cannot possibly be a bcautiful poc*r.,' T'trus he arguecl that
tendcr shoots 

- ordin ry shoots as well as ..shoots of genius,, 
-must bc protected, to enable them to grow tlirough social ptactice,

to grow to maturity, blossom and bear fruit.
In this talk Lu IJsun cuttingly debunked various fallacies aimed at

impeding the growth of new things. He pointed out sharply that
men like Hu Shih who advocatecl the stu<1y of the past and ..trot out
ouf aflccstors to make a point", wete really intent on ..cutting China
oflfor ever from the rest of thc wodd" and stopping our society frorn
making progress, He called upon young people to lcarn rcal knowl-
cdge frorn the currcnt struggle and to create their ov/n ne.w art.

No new things can be pcrfect from the statt. They havc to develop
from a childish stage to maturity. So the die-hards who opposc
reforms and progress alr-ays raise a great Ltullabaloo criticizing flew
rvorks as puerile. Lu IIsun f.rccfully rcfutcd this, reasoni,g, .,Therc

is nothing clisgraccf,l in childishncss, for childishness and maturity
in rvritine are like chilclhoocl and manhood among humtn bcings.,,
Ir h[iscarriagc and Extinclion he anyrrly denounced the ,.back-to-thc-

pxst" bourgeois writers of his time wl.ro clapped thc vicious cpithet
"miscarriage" on thc works of you,tg writers. ..The onc thing I
cannot unclcrstand," hc rvrote, "is why wc Chinesc are so contented
rvith existing conditions, so dcad against any rclatively new trends;
so tolcrant of the status quo, so hypercritical of anything ncw.,, He
also pointed out that thosc "gc,tlemen of superior intellcct and great
vision" preached "Ifyou can't give l>irth to a sage, a hcro ot a gcnius,
then don't give birth ; if you can't u,rite an immortal work, don,t write ;

if rcforms won't change the world overnight into a paradise, ot at
lcast into a better place for me (!), then on no account rnake any
changes. . . ." They presented their programme as,,fajr and propet,
safc and balanccd, pcaceful and absolutely foolproof,,, setting them-
selves up as teachers and guides for the young. Lu lIsun indignantly
exposed them as die-hard defenders of the old system whose so-called
foolptoof programme simply forbade people to walk, forbade the
you11g to make revolution. He clisclosed that reactionaries such as

thcsc tlid flot went the nervly botn to dcvclop but in rcality hoped
for its cxtinction,
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Lu Hsun bclieved thaL rve must be ablc to see that flcw yollng things

fepfcsent the future, and we should not be overcritical because they

are flot yet perfect. In an essay on language reform writ[en in t935

he said, ..cultural reforms are as irresistiblc as the flow of a mighty

river. If the flor'v coulcl be stoppccl, it \vould bccome stagnant

.water. . . . Of course it rvould be good if it could {1ow on without

causing any damagc, but in actual fact such a thing can flevef happen,

A torrent rr,-il| never turn bach to its olcl chanr-iel, thcte must bc changes

in its coursc; ancl no situation can remain static, there mnst bc reforms.

Again, there is no such thing as pure gain r'vith nc loss; all .re can d<r

is wcigh up the gain aflcl thc loss." lly ttris he meant that wc must

see the main trcnd ancl essence of a thing, not isnotillg what is sig-

nificant ancl exaqgerating what is unimportant or letting minor defccts

alarm us. Ilorvever many shortcon-ritrgs a ncr'v thing may have, it
feprescnts the progressive trend in l'ristorical clcvelopmcnt and thcrc-

fore has inhnite vitality and a grcat futurc; rvhcrcas alt rcactiotary,

moribuncl t.hings, howcvcr "perfect", can havc no futurc and arc

doon-led to pcrish.

Lu Flsr-rn alr,vays clicl his utmo.jt to protcct thc young sht.iots of

rcvolutionary literature ancl art Of ttre lrrolctariat, as wcll as younq

'writefs and artists doing rcvolutionary u'orli' On Ircbruary 7, rc)3t

whcn Yin Fu ancl four other young rcvolutionary v,riters wefc secrctiy

firufdefed by the I{uomintane, I-u l{sun in grcat anguish wrote an

indignant pfotest against this fascist act. His essays The P\n,olutionaryt

Literature of the Clinese Proletarial and tlLc Blrtod of thc Pioneert an'd Tlte

Present Conditi,n of Art in Darke:i China alsct dcnounced thc crimes of

the l(uomintang reactionar:ies bcfore the Chinesc People and people

of the worIcl. He warncd youne pcoplc nevef to forgct the dastardly

sarragery ofthe cnemy and encoutagcd thcm to go on 6ghting' !7hcn

he wrote apteface for Yin Fu',s poems, he paicl this high tribute to the

mafiyredyourig Poet: "This book is a glimmer in the east, an arrow

whisrling through the forest, a bud at the end of winter, the frst step

in the army's advance, ^ great iranner of love fot thc pioneers, a

monumcflt of hatc for thc despoilers"" IiIc praiscd this work in par-

ticular becausc "these Poems bclons to an uttctly cliflerent world".
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One typical exanlple of Lu llsun's loving conccrfl for new art and
young artists is the help l.re gave to the new Chinese woodcut afi and

woodcut artists. Traditional Chinese woodcuts had deteriorated due

to suppression by the reactionary ruling class. In order to resuscitate

this popular att forfii, Lu Hsun did his best to encourage young
rvoodcut artists. He collected woodcut prints for thern and €Jave them

his own ptecious collection to learn from. He also helped to get their
works printe d, organized cxhibitions for them, and wtote prcfaces for
their albums to arousc public intercst. Introdacing Yi-Pa Art Society't

Exhibition of Aruateur lVorks pwblished in this issue was all example

of this. trn this short inttoduction Lu Hsun exposcd the hypocrisy

of the slogan "att for humanity" put out by tcactionary bourgeois

writers, and showed his clear stand, his unreserved support for the new,

progressive works of amateut artists. He praised the unknown younll
artists "whose sober outlook and determined efforts l-rave enabled thcse

vigorous new shoots to emcrgc from the btambles and grorv steadily".

In the end he wrote with conviction, "Of course this rvotk is very
juvenile. But preciscly because it is f uvcnile, hetein lies the hope".

Lu Hsun's passionatc support of the nerv ar-rd thc you11g stcmmecl

from the needs of the ptoletarian rcvolution. He saicl, "Thc old
society is so strongly entrenched that unlcss thc ncw movcmcnt has

grelter strength it cannot shatter it," That was why he urged, "We
must build tp 

^ 
gte t contingent of new fightcrs." It was his earflest

hope that "in future there will be endless contingents, their banners

shading the sky". Under the leadership of the Cl-rinese Communist

Party the new forces of the tevolution formed a mighty contingeflt to
wipe out the old man-eating social system and to build a flew commu-

nist wodd. This was his main basis for supporting new fcrrccs.

Forty yeats have passed since the death of this great revolutionary,
Lu Hsun. But his ardent championship of the nerv and the young has

lost none of its splendout with the passage of time, and rvill always be

u/orthy of our study and commemoration. Today, after the Cultural
Revolution, new socialist phenomena have appeared on many different

fronts in China. Some examples of these arc: the integrat'ton of young,

middle-aged and old cadres in leading groups; cadres goinu to cadre

schools to stccl thernselves thtough manual labour; and school-lcavers
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going to settle down in the countrysidc. All these flcw phenomcna

embody communist fcatutes and teflect the basie interests of the
Chinese working class and revolutionary masses; hence they are

acclairned and supported by out people. Yet Teng Llsiao-ping, the

biggest unrepentant capitalist-roader in our Party, stubbornly promot-
ed a counter-tevolutionary tevisionist line in opposition to Chairnran
N{ao's ptoletatian revolutionary line in ordct to aclieve his aim of
restoring capitalism in China" In late summer last year he fanned up
a sinistcr Right dcviationist wind to rcvcrse the corrcct verdicts passed

earlier on. He spread the ludicrous idea that "the present is not as

good as the past", attacked the Cultural Revolution, vilified ncw
socialist phenomena and faultcd or tried to suppress everythiflg 1rcw.

This Right deviationist -"vind to reverse correct verdicts is bcing
countcr-attacked today by the masses. In this situation, when we re-
rcad Lu Ilsun's cssays supporting new fotces and rccall how Lu
Hsun criticized and fought against the etroneous trends of his day,

his writings help us to undcrstand mote clcady the reactionary naturc

of 'Ieng Hsiao-ping's rcvisionist line and the threat it posecl to our
socialist revolution.

NOTES ON TITERATURE AhID ART

Hsiao Fu

&lew Dewe[opmpnts in
ehinese frero&oties

After the national dance festival, a fcstival of acrobatics was helcl in
March and Aptil in Peking. Mote than two thousand actobats from
diffe.rent provinces, municipalities, autonomous tegions and army

units gave thitty-t-wo performanccs in all, ptcsenting morc thanfour
hundrcd items rvli-ich were enthusiastically received by the worlier-
peasant-soldier audicnccs.

This festival u'as a grand revier.v of China's rcvolutionary acrobatics

since the Gteat Proletatian Cultural Revolution. It was held at an

excellent time when the literary and art front had $'on a great victoty
in the sttuggle to beat back the Right deviationist wind instigated by
Teng Hsiao-ping. Taking class strugglc as thc kcy link, Chinese

acrobats had taken tn active part in this struggle. The fcstival showed

the new flourishing of Chinese acrobatics under the guidance of Chafu-

man Mao's revolutionary line in aft after being steeled in the struggles

of the Cultural Revolution and under the impetus of the tevolution in
att and literature exemplified by the model tevolutionary theatrical

works.



Chinesc acrobatics havc a history of more than two thousand years.

Since thc Cultural Revolution, guided by Chaitnran Mao's directives

"Make the past setve the present and foteign things setve China"
and "Let a hundred flou'ets blossoml weed thtough the old to
bdrrg forth the new", our ardstcs have critically assimilated the llne

heritage of the past and introctruccd bolcl innovations as well as flew

socialist contcnt, so that this ancient art has regained its youthful

vigour. The ircms prcscnted in this festival wcre qualitatively differ-

cnt flot only from pre-Libcrz'rtion acrobatics but also from items

pcrforned beforc the Cuitural Revolution when acrobatics r'vcre undct

the domination of the revisionist line in literature and afi. The

spirited turns put on by various tr{rupcs made it clear that therc has

been a great improvement in technique and artistty, and that ntany

new talcnts and new itcms have appearcd. Tl'rus this fcstival maclc

a deep -imprcssion on pcoplc.

The Lion Dance is a popular traditional itcm with a long history"

Since thc Cultural Revolution it has been considerably improvcd. In
this dance, fout artistcs rnasqueradc as two lions wl-rile two othcrs

put thcn-r through various triclis -- somersaulting and balalcing -
to rcveal cioscly co-ordinatccl acrobatic skill. The two lions niay

pralrce aboLlt on stilts threc or four mctrcs high, or roll dorvn ft<>m'.t

high platform. 'fhc troupe frotl Flonan Ftovince madc the lions

walk on a ropc and climb uP to a platform severr metrcs high, thcir

awkrvard yet difircult movemcnts vividly showing the animals' naivety

and courage. The innovators of this traditional dance have also paid

attention to bringing out the agility and coura€le of the lion-trainets.

For instance, orie artiste in the Shenyang Troupe makes a back-somer-

sault to land on the back of a lion ancl to ride it, vividly conveying the

revolutioflary spitit of Chinese yor-lth and their daring to subdue all

oppoflents.

Other traditional items such as group acrobatics showed bold in-

novations too, mafly individual feats having been refashioned to

present beautiful and spectacular stunts. Some troupes had adapted

Eymnastic techniqucs. Thus one artiste turned a comPlete citcle ot

two consccutivc circles in thc air as hc sotncrsaultccl ovcr othcr acrobats
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Lion Dance

standing on their hands on a vaulting-horse, displaying agility and

feadcssness of a high order,

Women acrobats played afl outstanding Part in this festival. By

nrastering certain most difficult techniques they have greaiy improved
their art. Fot example, during recent years many variations of bicycle

stunts have succeeded in bringing out the spirit of out age. Trick
cycling may be a solo ot foint performance. The cyclist tiding a

single-wheelcd machine 1)ray perform juggling tticks such as kicking
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bowls up on to the top of het head, or she may balance the bicycle on
a high platform, on another bicycle, or ofl a tight-rope. The most
popular item of this kind is probably collective riding onbicyclesor
single-wheelers. A group of gids on a single-wheeler, forinstance,
put on a skilful spirited perfotmance, now fotming a single row,
flow forming a flower pattefn, now waving long silk streamefs and

joyously clancing the llerJ Silk Dance, In eollcctive gymnastics fivc,

Trick Cycling

,lt ittg

seven ot eleven gylnnasts present a vatiety of vigorous and bcautilirl
tableaux on a bicyclc. Formedy the "support" was almost invariably

1t'r7 n, and no more thafl eleven gymnasts took part, In this f,estival
'v/omerr ofteo acted as the "support", and in one item fourteen gids

on one bicycle formed the tableau of a peacock fanning jts tail - an

entirely new depatture.

The better to catry out the directive "weed thtough the oXd to bting
forth the new", out actobats have changed many old conventions,

devising new d6cor and new modes of expression. For examPle,

before the Cultural Revolution BalancingBoals on tlte Head was usually

performed on a table or chah; but in recent years our equilibrists have

balanced on other artistes' shouldets, hands or heads, while the "sup-

potts" move freely round the stage; and this has enriched tl-re perform-

ing technique. Moteovet this turn cafl flosr be put on without any

stage at all.
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Bakncing on Two Pole.r ts anothet nerv item developed from a trtdi-
tional one in which the two poles were set up in fixed positions.

Today, the poles are suppotted on other actobats' shouldets and the

equilibtists leap from pole to pole in a seties of balancing feats. As

the poles move ftom place to place, a higher degree of skill a:nc\ ac-

cutacy is tequired than in the past. Similar innovations have been made

in turns perfcrrmed with ropes and whips, as well as mimicry and

Bakncing on Cltairs
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eonjuting tticks; and these ilcms havc all provcd populat r'vith the:

masses.

To improve their att our acrobats have also made a serious study

of the expetience of the model revolutioflary theatrical works. They

have carefully rearranged the acrobatic moYements, musical accoln-

paniment, background scenery, costumes, stage properties and lighting

effects in one org,rnic whole, cnhancing the artistic impact and reflect-

ing mote successfully the spirit of out socialist period. In the past,

for example, the Diabolo Game was just a display of skill which tended

to be rather monotonous. Now the deft manipulation of the diabolo

is linked with dancing movements accompaflied by guy folk music

against a background of rcd plum-blossom in the snow, thus con-

veying the happy atmosphere of the Chinese Spring Festival. P'ol/er'

skating, Balancing on Chairt, l-ifting a Llcaul Sword and Bending a Heaul

Bow, SpringingTbrougbRings and other items have all gained in verisi-

militude as a result of careful tevision and better reflect the spitit of
our age, showing the Chinese people's hetoism and daring to scale

the heights, so that now tl.rey make a stronger artistic impact.

Many new talents havc appeated jn Chincse acrobatics, This rvas

one of the salient features of this festival in which mafly yolrng artistes

took part. Out of about two thousand participants, 3o.8 per cent
'were youngstets uncler eighteen. The Liaoning Troupe consisted

entirely of young acrobats, u.hi1e they macle up 69 pet cent of the

I(wangtung Troupe. Vigotous and energetic, these youns artistes

had mastered many difHcult feats. Tlreir perfotmaflces were brilliant
and masterly. Many of them v-ere born during the Cultural Revolu-

tion, the youngest being only seven or eight. But despite their short

periocl of apprenticeship, no mote than l.$,o or thtee years, thanks

to the guidance of Mao Tsctung Thought and good coaching by

older attistes, these youogsters had a good basic training in acrobatics,

scrmetimes even surpassing veteran artistes. They had tlrought Llp new

items too and clcvcloped neu, sl<ills, such as somersaulting ancl catching

one anothet on a ladder, striking various poscs on a swing, or foutteen

girls balancing on chairs on theit hands. All their tutns rvere frcsh

tegarding both theit cortent ancl tcchnique, theit stage ddcot and

their spirit, The emergence of a vigorous contiflsellt oI young Chi-



nese acfobats is a gfeat victory for the revolution in literatute and afi

and the revolution in education. It shows the achievement of the

Cultural Revolution. Oldet artistes in this festival had also tegained

tbeir youtl-rful vigour and made new contributions.

This fresh flowering of chinese acrobatics viviclly refutes the reac-

tionary claim that in our socialist literature and att "the present is

inferior to the past", a Right deviationist wind to reverse correct

verdicts spread by Teng Hsiao-ping, the uflfePentant capitalist-toader

rvithin the Party. It also forcefully debunks the revisionist line in

literature and afi before the Cultural Revolution.

Writing Revolutionoty Posters

112 Song of the Tachai Spi rit
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The first depicts horv the Tachaipeople have put ptoletarian politics
in command and grasped class struggle in their everyday work. On
the south side it shows thtee youngstets getting teady to put up big-
charactet posters criticizing revisionism, so portraying the resolve of
the btigade's poot and lowet-middle peasants to repudiate capitalism
and builcl socialism in a big way. T'heir far-sightedness, which has

enabled them to see through tevisi<tnism, and their cletermined fight
against capitalism, are a result of their conscientious study of Marxisn-r-
Leninism and l\{ao Tsetung Thought. On the west side, colnmune
membets listen attentively as the woman Party sectetary explaifls
Chairman Mao's directives on the theory of the dictatorship of the
ptoletariat, giving examples from Tachai's owfl struggle between the
socialist znd capitalist roads. An old, formet poor peasaflt sits in
ftont. As he fills his pipe, he intently observes the young woman
speaker, smiling contentedly at the thought of this new generation of
successors now matuting, On the north side, two gids are reading
some writings by Marx, Lenin and Chairman Mao. The one holding
the book is coflcentrating so hard that she has forgotten to drink from
the bowi of water in het left hand. This scene shows anoth er facet
of the high political consciousness of the Tachai people.

The theme of the second section is the pe asants' spitit of self-reliance
and hatd struggle. Onc tableau, "Nloving Mountains" on the rvest
side, executed in the style of revolutionary romanticism, clepicts four
people dislodging a huge rock. One is using a shoulder-pole as a

levet; the others are pushing the rock with their bare hands. They
ate straining forward, theit eyes fixed on the same point ahead, as

togethet they mahe up a mighty force. Tl-re scene vividly portrays
the heroism of the Tachai peoplc rr,'ho, defying all difficultics, have
rrraged a courageous battle against natufe.

The next tableau presents four commune members carrying stones

in the swirling snow, again showing the Tachai spitit of self-rcliance
and hard struggle. The rapid progress Tachai has made in mechaniz-
ing farming since the Cultural Revolution is illustrated by the last
two tableaux of this section: peasants blasting rocl<s and driving
bulldozets. The vigorous modelling co11\reys the grcat strides made
in agricultural production.
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The thitd sectiofl projects the comrnunist spitit of the brigade's
poor and lowet-rrriddle peasants, their love for the collective and the

state. "Conqueting Heaven" evokes the peasants' combat in :1961

against the worst flood in decades. They fought side by sjde in thc
cleluge to save the grain and animals bclonging to their brigade bcftrrc
thinking of their own belongings and houses. A micldlc-erged man is
sttuggling to shore up a stablc on thc verge <;f collapsc, displayinu
the clauntlcss spitit embodied in the r,vatchworcl, "If tirc sky fails,

tr'Jl prop it up." FIc symbolizes the hcroic 'lachai people who, atmecl

with Mao T'setung Thought, dare to conquer heaven and earth.

Another scene, "Rejoicing ovet a Bumper Harvest", catches the peas-

ants' enthusiasm and their detetmination to make a still greatet
conttibution to our country and to the cause of the people of the world,
showing another aspect of their noble comrnunist spitit.

These sculptures are unafttcted and very lifeiike. Some techniques

usecl in Chinese jade and ivory carving were usecl in addition to thc
usual methods for clay modelling. The artists have breathccl life jnto

t-his rvork to convey in a vivicl, realistic way the retolutionary spirit
of the poot ancl lotver:-miclcllc peasants oF T'achei.



Yang Chun-hsio

What the Revolution in Literature
and Art Has Taught Me

Last summer and eady autumn last year saw a reactionafy tfend
in the realm of art attacking the model tevolutionary theattical worl<s
and praising the revisionist line which hacl ptevailed for seventeen
years before the Cultural Revolution. This was all at the instigation
of Teng Hsiao-ping, the biggest unrepefltant capitalist-roaclet in the
Patty. And to boost the old rcvisionist line in art those bourgeois
elements even claimed that all tl-re perfr.rrmers in out present revolu-
tionary operas had been trained in the previous "seventeen ycars".
This is a most vicious slander of our Cultural Revolution, as well as

of each one of us who matured duting the Cultural Revolution.
Out revolution in literature and art exemplified by the rnodel rev-

olutionary theatrical worlis has not only ptoduced fine u,orhs of
art and good experience, but has also btought up a contingcnt of ar-
tists of the working class. Should these achievements bc accredited

to the ptoletatiat or to the bourgeoisie? To Chairman Mao's rev-
olutionary line in literature and art, or to the old revisionist line?
Thete must be no confusion on this fundamental issue, !7e Chinese
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stagc artists havc first-hand cxpcriencc which gives us thc greatest

right to speak on the subject.

I am a stage attist brought up by the Party. I have performed in
operas for mote than twenty yeats since f first started learning to act

at the age of eleven, and I have seen for myself the tremendous changes

in Chinese opera. T'he old revisionist line tried to make me into a

Yang Chun-hsia as Ko Hsiang ir-r A4alea Mountain
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"star", a "prima donna" serving the bourgeoisie, but the Cultural
Revolution rescued me from this dead end. Chairman l,{ao's tevolu-
tionary line pointed out for me a golden road, enabling me to make

a fresh start in revolution as well as in ^rt. Conttasting the past

with the present sets my mind in a tumult. I shall never fotget how
the Cultural Revolution educated and helped me, nor how the revi-
sionist line in art fettered and poisoned my mind.

In r954, while still a Young Pioneer wearing a red scarf, I enterecl

the Shanghai Opetatic School. At that time, under the domination
of the revisionist line in literature 

^nd 
att, the school taught us nothing

but old feudal operas praising such chatacters as emperots and kings,

feudal genetals and high olncials, feudal scholars and young ladies.

It also imbued us with the bourgeois desire fot personal far.ne and

profit, teaching us, "One whose technique is good 'uvill never lack for
food." The first scene I learned to act in this school was "The Casket

Is Given As a Pledge of Love" from the kunchu open Palace of Eternal

Yoatlt.x At that tirrre someone told me, "You're cut out fot playing
young court ladies. This is the start of your training, so if you lay

a good foundation you'll have ^ gre t future." I was cast as the

empetor's favourite, Lady Yang. In order to play this patt well
I had to imitate the gestures ofa feudal court lady every day and sing,

"flpon receiving the Imperial favour, I am transported to heaven,"

and othet similar lines which I could not possibly understand. Just
think, what a huge gap there was between a Young Pioneer of new

socialist China and a decadent palace favourite of feudal times! So

whilc I was still a naive little girl this school dominated by the revision-

ist line started poisoning me with feudal and bourgeois ideas. For
as Lenin Iong ago said, the aim of the revisionists was to train us as

useful slaves for the bourgeoisie. After several years of being in-
culcated with bourgeois ideas of working hard to win petsonal ,fame
and feudal Confucian precepts from those old operas, innocent youngs-

ters were ttansfotmed into the old type of actors with no revolution-
aty ideals. So my outlook gradually changed. Intent on excelling

*An opeta by Hung Sheng (1645-17o4) about the love of Empetot Ming-huang
oF the Tang Dynasty and his favouritc Lady Yang.

II8

in my acting and singing in those feudal opetas, I lost interest in pol-
itics, became estraflged from my comrades, and felt there was no need
to be concerned fot our coufltry's future or the revolution. That
was how the school led me on to the wroflg path of striving only
for bourgeois fame and profit.

After gtaduation I was assigned to work in the Youth Peking
Opera and Kuncbu Opera Troupe of Shanghai. The literature and
art front dominated by the revisionist line was petvaded with bour-
geois ideas which contaminated every one of us. Some of my asso-

ciates became decadent, others committed serious mistakes, And
I too, befogged by the belief that art was supreme, plumed myself on
being able to play patts tequiring a cett^ttr degree of technical skill.
However, those feudal operas which served the interests of the
bourgeoisie were only praised by bourgeois elements 

- 
the worhers,

peasaflts and soldiers never enjoyed them. Once some poot and
Iower-middle peasarrts complained after seeing one of our performan-
ces, "You call youtselves a youth troupe, yet you only put on those
old operas. !7hy don't you give us some new socialist items ?"
This criticism gave me a strong iolt. But what was the cotrect otien-
tation ? \rx/hat was the tevolutionary road ? r had no clear answer

at that time to these questions. The revisionist line which had dom-
inated the stage for the last decade and more had poisoned our minds
r,vith feudal, bourgeois and tevisionist ideas, cutting us ofl from the
masses. Ife wcre being turned into an intellectual 6lite and buried
alive rvith the moribund Peking operai we were being used as ins-
trLrmeflts to sabotage socialism and restote capitalism. The training
we received before the Cultural Revolution served only to corrupt
the minds of us young stage artists.

The year r964 witnessed the start of the great tevolution in Peking
opera. Swept up in the mighty tide of this revolution, I gradually
came to realtze that an artist had no future unless he or she setved the
worker-peasant-soldier masses in the r.vay pointed out by Chaitman
Mao. So I took my first step forward in the battle on the afi ftont,
In r97r when the Peking Opera Troupe of Peking produced the
revolutionary opera Aqalea Mowntain, the theme of which rvas that
a Peasaflt revolution could only succeed when led by the Communist
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Pzrty, I was cast as the heroine I(o Flsiaog, Party representative of
the peasant fotce. Deeply stirred by this honour, I was eager to
play the pat well; and I thought that my years of stage experience

ancl early training would stand me in good stead. ln fact, this turned
out not to be the case. Not only \r,ere those old ideas and old con-

ventions inadequate to portray this Party heroine 
- 

thev proved tJre

greatest stumbling-blocli to rny progress.

f'he first difficulty f encountcrcd rvas that my thoughts and feelings
rvere all rvrol1EJ, I was used to playilrg court ladies and young mis-
trcsscs of rich families. Now that I hacl to play a Patty representative,

nry colleagues all feared it was "out of charactet" for me, wl-rile I
mysclf line.;v I was not up to portraying a heroine lilie I{o Hsiang"

Flowevet, "chaflctet" is not something an actress is born rvith: it
can be changed. And the only r,vay for me to chaoge the character

given me by my old school was to follow Chairman hfao's instruc-
tion that our litetaty xnd art rvorlicrs must "shift their starrdl they
must gtadually move their fect o\rer to the side of the workers,

frerlsaots and soldiets, to the side of the proletariat, thtough
ttrr: process of going into thcit very rnidst and into the thick
of practical sttuggles and through the process of studying Marx-
isrn and society".

()ur leadcrship decided to sive us our first lesson in thc Cl-ringkang

I4ountains. So with rucksacks ofl our baclis my comracles and f
rvclrt to this old revolutionary brsc rvherc Chairrrrzrn Mao had livcd,
and plrrngecl into a life of strugglc with thc locai peasants. Once

souc former: poof peasaflts lecl us up the small rrrountain path along

which Chair:man Mao 
- 

then Commissioner N[ao -- had catried

grain to Huangyangchieh, a lamous strategic height. Wc sat down
therc in a circle under an oak to hear a story of how he had educated

Red Armymen. Standing on that rrery spot, Chaitman Mao hacl

pointcd to distant peaks below and urged the Red Armymen to see

the whole of China frorn the Chingkang Mountains. The road of
armed struggle which Chairman Mao opened up there ptoved to be

the road to victoty fot the rvhole country. The greatness of Chait-
man Mao's revolutionary practice gave me much food fot thought.
l,oohing back at tbe path we had travelled uncler the domination of
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the revisionist line, how paltry it seemed! It was the Party and the
Cultutal Rcvolution initiated and led by Chairman Mao that had

btought me back to the right path. f saw then that unless I remould-
ed my rvotld outlook, eradicatitg the poisonous influence of the
revisionist line, f rvould never be able to carry olrt the task given me

by the Party and would fail to live up to the Party's expectations of
the younger gencration.

llowever, the path forward $,as by rio mcafls smooth and casy.

As wc tehearscd the nev/ opera, the sharp struggle between two ideolo-
gies rvas teflected in out worl<. For example, .rhen we were rehears-

ing thc fifth scene "Firm As a Itock in }{idstream", atfirst I could
sive flo adcquate 1:ortrayal of the thoughts and feelings of the heroine.
To start with I looked very stern to show het firm revolutionary
stand, so that my comrades protested, "You're acting too stiffly, like
a bureaucrat, without enough working-class fceling." Thereupon I
'wc1tt to the othcr extremc, puttiflg on an cxcessive display of gentlencss

ancl personal emotion. Then comrades pointed out sharply, "If
you depict her in this way, her principlcd Party stand disappears com-
pleteiy."

IIow was it that I had srvung from one extremc to another ? rWhcn

I scarched for the basic reason, I discovcred it was the world outlook
and view of art clrillcd into me by -y oicl school. If onc analyses

and interprets thc thoughts and feelings of a heroinc like Ko I-Isiang

from a prejudiccd bourgeois or petty-bourgeois standpoint, one is

bound to distort her image. So I n-rade a fresh study of the articles

and pocms written by Chainnan Mao during that period, and came

1.o sce more clearly that the principled Party stand of a Comnrunist
does not coriflict with his proletatiam feeling for others 

- 
these two

atc integrated in his noble character. My Portraya.ls of "stetnness"

or "gentleness" simply showed my petty-bourgeois feeling which
was quite out of keeping with the hetoine's character and must

therefote be rejected, I began to gain a better understanding of I(o
Hsiang's mentality when I grasped the telationship between the way

she helps her comrades in this scene with Marxist reasoniflg and moves

them with het proletarian feeling. This example shows that an

actress who wants to project a correct image of a hetoine and break
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a new path in art must undergo a ptofound process of ideological
remoulding.

Artistic technique must be remoulded too. !7hen I played feudal
young ladies it was a rule that "the wrists should not project from
the sleeves, the teeth must not be revealed when smiling, the skitts
must not be ruffled when walking". It wot.rld be quite impossible
to l)ottray our workcts, peasarlts ancl soldiers with such convelrtions.

Peking opera can only take on a new vitality if u.e remould the old
zrt form and give it new content under the euidance of the proletar-
ian wodd outlook. Unless thoroughly remoulded, those old con-
ventions rvhich l had learned could only act as fetters, so that I would
not evefl knorv how to move my hands and feet. To give a good

Pottrayal of a proletarian heroine, I must blaze a new trail in afi and
not stick to the old path. f was eager to do this but at the start I
could not find a new path; so I had to study and wotk very hard.

Aqalea Mountain shor.vs many innovations in stage technique such

as the use of rhymed dialogue. The leadership encouraged us to
Tearn and draw nourishment from the labouring masses. The peas-

ants taught us how to plant rice, harvcst wheat and carry loads with
a shoulcler-polc, increasing our knowlcdge in class struggle and pro-
cluctive labour. S7hilc reheatsing, botl-r our leadership and my com-

raclcs dcviscd all sorts of ways to 1-relp me overcome one difliculty
aftcr another, enabling me to lcatn nany new things which I could

never have learned in my old school.

Fotmetly I had been rather poor in acrobatics; so now all rny

comrades helped me in this respect. To get one movement correct,

some of them would practise it with me ten or twenty times a day.

Again, rny singing voice had lacked sonority; but now v,ith the

help of others I have greatly improvcd my singing and learned to rnake

it more expressive by combining natural with falsetto singing and

varying the delivery. The role of Ko Hsiang in this opera 'was creat-

ed collectively and n^ny people sweated hard ovet evety single

singing passage in it. Each gesture, each word spoken or sung, is
the result of the intensive work and collective wisdora of out Party

leadership and thc rnasses"

1rt

All this brought it home to rne that v/ithout the tevolution in
litetature and Mt my gefleration of young attists would never have

regained out youth. Now certain people are ttying to take the

credit for our achievement, attributing it to the training we teceived

under the revisionist line. This is a blatant lie. \7hat the bourgeoisie
take the ctedit fot is in fact theit crime. Their aim was to rcstore

the o1d society. Unless u,e debunk this slander thoroughly, there

can be no floutishing of our socialist art.
When we look back at the sad lessons of the "seveflteen years"

before the Cultural Revolution and the glorious achievements of the

last tcn years, w'e literury and afi workers feel deeply moved. We

must flever turn back, never allow a repetition of those "seventeefl
years". \Vith class struggle as the key link, we must take action to
clefend the model tevolutionary operas and the fruits of tl-re Cultural
Revolurtion. A fierce struggle is still going on. N7e must heighten
our vigilance and join actively in this figl-rt to hit back against the
Right devia,tionjst wind to reverse correct verdicts. I have just
taken one step forward on the long road of revolution in literature
and art, but I am determined to forge ahead all my life following
Chairman Mao's revolutionary line.
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Theatrical Perfotmances ovcr May Day

'Io celebtate May Day 
- 

Intcrnational Labour Dny -- more than
onc hundrccl performances of theatrical items rich in contcnt and

varicd in style wete put on in Pching and Shanghai. They prcsented

morlcl revolutionary theatrical rvorks, selections from these and

adaptations of them in the form of local operas, plays, operas, sollgs

and dances as v'ell as new Peking operas, plays, pingclu, music, dances,

clLtEi (ballad-singing, story-telling and cross-talk), acrobatics and

plrppct shows.

Thc major content of the programmes performed by both pro-
fcssional and amateur artists was criticism of the capitalist-roader
TcnE lIsiao-ping and the struggle against the Right deviationist
attempt to reverse the correct verd-icts of the Cultural Revolution.
To cclebrate the great victories won in this sttuggle, the literary and

art workers had quickly created and rehearsed a number of songs,

cluEi, poetry recitals and dances for this occasion, such as : Fight
to Defend Cltairman Mao and the Partlt Central Committee, a ballad;
keuering Correct Verdictt Goes Against the lVill of the People, a datce;
Beat Back the Rigltt Deaiationist lYind, a Peking opera; Denouncing'I-eng

Llsiao-ping, a children's item; and the pingtan ballad Defend the Vic-
tories of tlLe Cultural Reuolation.

A salient f,eature of many of these performances was theit acclaim

of new socialist things and theit reflection of the struggle in China of
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the proletariat and the revolutionary masses against the capitalist-
roaders in the Party.

The restaging of the model revolutionary theatrical $/orks reflected

their nationwide popularity and the fact that our socialist literature and

art, inspited by these models, have been developing day by day. Many

of the petfotmers .were young artistes who matured aftet the Cultural
Revolution and who have brought a riew vitality to our stage.

The grand May Day performances showed once again that the

situation in our socialist literature 
^nd ^rt 

is excellent.

New Films

A numbet of new feature films, films adapted from operas and animated
films were released on May Day.

One of the colour feature films, Ox-LIornBoalder, shows how the poot
and lower-middle peasants of a production brigade, undet the Teader

ship of the Party, keep to the socialist road and wage a struggle against

the capitalist-roaders in the Paty who push the revisionist line.

Another, ,9ecret of the Absia Riuer, pofirays children of minority
nationalities in China who take an active part in class sttuggle and

tesourcefully capture 
^ 

g tTg of thieves. Braue Eagles in the Sk1, in
black and white, tells how an air force unit of the Chinese People's

Volunteers, with the help of the Korean people, smashed the air
superiority of the U.S. impetialists in their fight to resist U.S. aggres-

sion in I{otea, showing the heroism of the Chinese People's Voluntcets
and praising Chairman Mao's militaty thinking and proletarian inter-
nationalism. The short feature film Cltin-ru0, also in colour, preserits

the heroic deeds of a boy during the STar of Resistance Against

Japan.
Three colour films adapted ftom Shantung local operas are: The

New Educational Slstem Is Fine, Driuing tbe Pillar Tltree Times and llTonten

Prop Up Half tbe S@. From diflerent angles they teflect the new peo-

ple, new things and nev/ scefles in our socialist counttyside.

Golden ltrlild Geese is a scissor-cut film desctibing how a group of
Tibetan children smash the attempted sabotage of a reactionary herd-
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owner, while Trial Volage, an animated film adapted from a novel
of the same title, shows the twoline struggle in China's ship-building
industry.

Thai Cultute Mission Touts China

The Thai Culture Mission toured China in April this year, and its
perfotmances were warmly welcomed by the Chinese people.

Ttaditional Thai dancing has a long histoty and is rich in national

flavour. Dudng their tour of China, the Thai attistes brought to us

not only their ancient dances but also folk dances and athletic displays

depicting the life and work of the Thai people. From different aspects,

all their items pottrayed the wisdom and other fine qualities of the

industrious Thai people. The Thai-Chinese Friendsbip Dance whicTt

they presented ptaised the fraternal friendship between the peoples

of Thailand and China. Thtough theit tour, the Thai attistes made

a new contribution to the promotion of the friendship between our

two peoples and to the cultural exchange between our two countries.
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Two Selections of Poems Published

Selected Poemt from lfsiaocbincbuazg (Volume z) and No T1pltoon Can

Topple Us - Songs from H.riaocltinchaang were published receritly by the

Tientsin People's Publishing Flouse and the People's Literatute
Publishing FIouse. The former contains rio poclns by 94 conrnrune

members and cadtcs, ancl thc lattet r5i poems by 9o commune
membets and cadres.

These poems, all written since last yeat- mainly in the struggle
to beat back the Right deviationist wind - p^y ttibute to the deep

proletarian feeling of Hsiaochinchuang's poot and lower-middle
peasants for Marxism-Leninism and Mao Tsetung Thought, their
strong indignation against the biggest unrepentant capitalist-roader
in the Paty Teng Hsiao-ping and the tevisionist line he pushed, and

their fitm determination to defend Chairman Mao, the Party Central

Committee and Chairman Mao's revolutionary line. Conjuring up

the clear-cut hetoic images of the tevolutionaty masses wl-rose slogans

arei "No typhoon can topple us" and "Oppose revisionism", these

forceful poems reflect the militant life of the Hsiaochinchuang
commune membets u,ho have repudiated revisionism and ate building
socialism in a big way, v-armly preising the nerv socialist things which
have emetged jn tlre course of their strugElc.



Published by Ilorcign Languages Press

Peking (37), China

Pt'inlr:rl in tbe People's Requblic of China

After o Hord Night's Work (woodcut) by Tong Chi-hsicng
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