*CHINA*

Sun Yat-sen (1866-1925) Father of the Nation in the Republic of China (now restricted to the island of
Taiwan, the former Qing Fujian-Taiwan Province which, before them, was not a Chinese province at all);
Forerunner of the Revolution in the People’s Republic of China (the government of mainland China);
“unique” says W, “among 20th-century Chinese politicians for being widely revered amongst the people
from both sides of the Taiwan Strait”. A massive portrait of Sun continues to appear in Tiananmen Square
for May Day and National Day celebrations in the People’s Republic; he is even mentioned by name in the
preamble of their constitution, and his widow, Soong Ching-ling, who sided with the Communists during
the Chinese Civil War (1927-1950), served as Vice-President of the People’s Republic of China (1949-1981)
and was even made Honorary President shortly before her death (1981). At least one of the Chinese Muslim generals, Ma Bufang, made people bow to Sun’s portrait (during a Tibetan and Mongol religious ceremony for the Qinghai Lake God); and in the Đạo Cao Đài religion in Vietnam, he is venerated as a saint. In
Taiwan, his posthumous name (Father of the Nation, Mr. Sun Zhong-shan) is rendered in Chinese thus:
國父 孫中山先生
where the one-character space is a traditional homage symbol; “his likeness is still almost always found in
ceremonial locations such as in front of legislatures and classrooms of public schools, from elementary to
senior high school; and he continues to appear in new coinage and currency.” This is perhaps all the more
remarkable since the Republic ceased to be a one-party state in 1987 and so governed solely by representtatives of the Kuomintang—the political party he helped found in 1911. He remains perhaps the single most
important revolutionary theorist in the overthrow of the Manchu Empire. Had he not died (of liver cancer)
in 1925 at an early age (he was only 58), it is not too much to say that the subsequent course of world—certainly of Asiatic—history might have been considerably different from what has otherwise been the case.
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(Page 7)—187.184 My Escape From Hardship To A Free Life\fn{by Hsiu-ying (c.1900- )} “a village,” China (F)
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(9)—187.186 Sorrows Of A Factory Worker\fn{by Lu Lan (c.1900- )} near Shanghai?, China (F) 3
(12)—262.126 1. Remembering 2. For The Record 3. Excerpt from Multitudinous Stars And Spring
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(22)—19.12 The Journey\fn{by Feng Yuan-jun aka Gan Nüshi (1900-1974)} Henan Province, China (F) 4
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(43)—73.53 The Bridal Palanquin\fn{by Yan Fusun (1901- ); (W: fl.1920)} Tongxiang, Shejiang Province, China
(M) 4
(47)—195.120 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü Mêng-ch’iu (1901- )} Hsü County, anhwei Province, China
(M) 13
(60)—3.30 Hassan\fn{by Chiang Kuang-Tz’u (1901-1931)} Anwei Province, China (M) 1
(61)—81.56 The Sorrows Of Childhood\fn{by Wang Luyan (1901-1943)} Zhenhai, Zhenjiang Province, China (M)
10
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(90)—123.69 Excerpts from In A German Women’s Prison\fn{by Hu Lanqi (1901-1994)} Sichuan Province, China
(F) 4
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(95)—180.47 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chang Siao-hung (1902- )} Hong Kong, China (F) 7
(102)—195.157 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien (1902- )} Wut’aishan, Shansi Province,
China (M) 11
(113)—183.129 Amid The Sound Of Firecrackers On New Year’s Eve\fn{by Shih Ping-mei (1902-1928)} Shansi
Province, China (F) 3
(115)—81.48 A Slave Mother\fn{by Rou Shi (Jou Shih) aka Chao P’ing-fu (1902-1931)} Ninghai, Zhejiang (Chekiang)
Province, China (M) 8
(124)—98.127 Little Sister\fn{by Feng Wen-Ping aka Fei-ming (1902 [W says 1901]-1967)} Huangmei, Hupeh Province,
China (M) 4
(128)—150.60 & 191.123 1. A Sailor In Port 2. Excerpt from Recollections Of West Hunan\fn{by Shen Tsungwen [or Congwen, Miao Nationality] (1902-1988)} Feng Huwang, Hunan Province, China (M) 13
(140)—181.88 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Jane Kwong Lee (1902-1989)} Op Lee Jeo Village, Taishan
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(146)—130.31 Excerpt from Loneliness\fn{by Ping Hsin aka Xie Wan-ying (1902-1999)} Minhu, Fujian Province, China
(F) -1
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(147)—5.94 Salt\fn{by Shih Yi aka Lou Chien-nan (1903- )} Chekiang, China (M) 12
(159)—181.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Esther Wong (1903- )} China (F) 3
(163)—181.83 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wong Ah So (1903-after 1933)} Canton, Guangdong Province,
China (F) 1
(164)—19.24 Wife Of Another Man\fn{by Luo Shu aka Luo Shimi [or Shi-mu] (1903-1938)} Chengdu, Sichuan
Province, China (F) 8
(171)—123.95 The Imperial Hotel\fn{by Lu Xiaoman (1903-1965)} Shanghai, China (F) 12
(183)—19.16 & 123.125 1. Meng Xiangying Stands Up 2. The Widow Tian And Her Pumpkins: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Zhao Shuli [or Shu-li] (1903/05/06-after 1966)} Chang-zhu, Shansi Province, China (M) 9
(192)—187.180 Remembrances Of The May 4th Movement\fn{by Teng Ying-ch’ao (1903-after 1976)} Hsin-yang,
Honan Province, China (F) 4
1904
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(196)—150. 70 & 123.110 1. An Autumn Night 2. The Way Of The Beast: Two Short Stories\fn{by Sha Ting aka
Yang Ch’eng-fang (1904/05/06-after 1948)} Anhsien, Sichuan [or Szechuan] Province, China (M) 10
(207)—123.114 & 150.84 1. Rumbling In Xu Family Village 2. Rain: Two Short Stories\fn{by Ai Wu aka Tang Gaodeng (1904-after 1949)} Fanxien (Xindu) County, Szechwan [or Sichuan] Province, China (M) 14
(221)—183.116 Hsiu Hsiu\fn{by Lin Hui-yin aka Phyllis Lin (1904-1955)} Hangzhou, China (F) 5
(226)—181.84 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Law Shee Low (1904-after 1982)} China (F) 4
(231)—292.118 Excerpt from The Sun Shines Over The Sanggan River\fn{by Ding Ling (1904-1986)} Lingli,
Hunan Province, China (F) 11
(241)—255.155 Excerpt from Little Pear: The Story Of A Little Chinese Boy\fn{by Eleanor Frances Lattimore (19041986)} Shanghai, China (F) 9
(250)—19.6 & 19.40 1. Dog 2. Piglet And The Chickens: Two Short Stories\fn{by Pa [or Ba] Chin [Kin] aka Li Fei-kan
(1904-after 1995)} Chengtu [or Chenghe], Szechuan Province, China (M) 18
(260)—195.154 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chêng Tzü-hua (1904- )} Hai County, Shansi Province,
China (M) 3
1905

(263)—75.119 Quasimodo\fn{by Liu Zili (1905-1927)} Xianyang City, Shaanxi Province, China (M) 1
(264)—5.106 Living Together\fn{by Hu Yeh-P’in (1905-1931)} Fukien Province, China (M) 3
(266)—123.59 The American South\fn{by Yang Gang (1905-1957)} Jiangxi Province, China (F) 4
(270)—188.67 How I Left My Mother\fn{by An E aka Zhang Shiyuan, Ding Na (1905-1976)} Huailu, Hebei Province,
China (F) 9
(279)—41.11 Midautumn Festival\fn{by Shi Zhicun 1905-2003)} Shanghai?, China (M) 5
1906

(284)—150.76 Ah Ao\fn{by Sun Hsi-Chen (1906- )} Shaoshing, Chekiang Province, China (M) 5
(288)—41.105 The Priceless Moments Of A Spring Morn: Idle Thoughts Of An Idle Fellow\fn{by Liang Yuchun
(1906-1932)} Fujian Province, China (M) 2
(290)—192.138 Wild Lilies\fn{by Wang Shiwei (1906-1947)} “in a small town,” Yunnan Province, China (M) 3
(294)—194.132 Excerpt from From Emperor to Citizen: Autobiography\fn{by Pu Yi Aisin-Gioro (1906-1967)}
Peking, China (M) 500
(344)—19.47 & 39.23 1. Lucky 2. The Marriage Of Hsiao Erh-hai: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chao Shui-li (19061970)} Chin-ch’eng, Shansi Province, China (M) 9
(362)—39.90 1. The Cow And Her Rope 2. The Duckling Who Became “Prince in Exile” 3. The Snake And The
Hare Three Folktales\fn{by Feng Hsüeh-feng (c.1906-1976)} Chekiang Province, China (M) 1
(363)—98.119 & 150.81 1. Smile 2. Mr. Hua Wei: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chang T’ien-i [or T’ien-yi] (1906-1985)}
Nanking, Jiangsu [or Kiansu] Province, China (M) 8
(371)—187.212 & 192.1 1. A Young Nurse In Manchuria 2. Excerpt from Surviving The Storm: A
Memoir\fn{by Chen Xuezhao [or Ch’en Hsueh-chao] (1906-1991)} Chenjiadai Village, nr. Haining (Yanguan), Zhejiang
County, Chekiang Province, China (F) 12
(382)—63.124 & 187.163 1. San Francisco 2. Excerpt from Girl Rebel: The Autobiography Of Hsieh
Pingying\fn{by Hsieh Pingying [or Ping-ying (Xie Bingying)] (1906-2000)} Hsiehtushan Village, Kwangtung Province? [W
says Loudi, Hunan Province], China (F) 17
1907

(399)—5.86 Land Of Snow\fn{by Ho Ku T’ien (1907- )} Szechwan Province, China (M) 8
(407)—19.54 The Child Pedlar\fn{by Feng Keng (1907- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 3
(410)—188.76 Imprints Of Life\fn{by Chu Wenjuan aka Xiao Yu (1907- )} “near Mandarin Duck Lake,” northwest
Zhejiang Province, China (F) 9
(418)—195.100 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Liu Chien-hsien (1907- )} “in a village near Wusih”,
Kiangsu Province, China (F) 10
(428)—195.133 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wang Shou-tao (1907- )} Liuyang, Hunan Province, China
(M) 2
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(430)—195.177 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wên Tao (1907- )} Mei County, Kwangtung Province,
China (M) 3
(432)—195.173 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ta’ao Ping-san (1907- )} Yuchih County, Shansi Province,
China (M) 2
(434)—188.96 A Brief Autobiography\fn{by Peng Hui aka Lianqing (1907-1968)} Anqing, Anhui Province, China (F)
6
(439)—19.57 Careers\fn{by Chen Ying (1907-1986)} Shandong Province, China (F) 9
(451)—181.74 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Kwong King You (1907-1991)} Siu How Village, Guangdong
Province, China (F) 2
(453)—183.132 Excerpt from Wanderings\fn{by Lu Ching-Ch’ing (1907-1993)} Yunnan Province, China (F) 3
(456)—192.176 Excerpt from Chinese Revolutionary: Memoirs 1919-1949\fn{by Wang Fan-hsi (1907-2002)} Hsiashih, between Shanghai and Hangchow, Chekiang Province, China (M) 15
1908

(472)—19.72 Aboard The S.S. Darien Maru\fn{by Hsiao Chün aka Tien Chün, Liu Chün (1908- )} Liaoning Province,
China (M) 2
(474)—42.86 Excerpt from Three-Family Lane\fn{by Ou-yang Shan aka Ou-yang Yang-i (1908- )} Ying-yu, Hupeh
Province, China 10
(484)—19.74 Fragment From A Lost Diary\fn{by Shih Ming aka Yang Ping (1908- )} Hupeh Province, China (F) 6
(490)—98.124 A Country Boy Withdraws From School\fn{by Lao Hsiang aka Wang Hsiang-ch’en (1908- )} “in the
country,” China (M) 3
(493)—195.135 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ts’ai Shu-fan (1908- )} Hanyang County, Hupeh Province,
China (M) 4
(497)—195.168 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Nieh Ho-t’ing (1908- )} Fuyuan, Anhwei Province, China
(M) 2
(499)—19.68 & 41.244 Two excerpts from Great Changes In A Mountain Village\fn{by Chou Li-po [Zhou Libo]
(1908-1979)} I-yang, Hunan Province, China (M) 13
(512)—41.130 Excerpt from On Yumeng Marsh—Memories Of The Cultural Revolution: “Oracle Bones”:
Memories Of A Cadre School {by Chen Baichen (1908-1994)} Jiangsu Province, China (M) 6
(518)—81.17 Green Bamboo Hermitage\fn{by Wu Zuxiang (1908-1994)} Jingxian County, Anhui Province, China
(M) 4
(521)—192.191 Excerpt from Eight Years In The Ministry Of Foreign Affairs (January 1950-October
1958)\fn{by Wu Xiuquan (1908-1997)} Wuchang, Hubei Province, China. (M) 13
(534)—205.98 Chinese Students In Great Britain\fn{by Szeming Sze (1908-1998)} Tientsin, China (M) 5
(539)—76.65 & 77.32 1. Guest 2. Bird Talk: Two Short Stories\fn{by Hsu Yu (1908/09- )} Ts’u-his, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 27
1909

(566)—77.3 Longing For Loved Ones Deepens At Festival Time\fn{by Fang Hao (1909- )} Hanchow, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 1
(567)—42.153 & 118.203 1. Excerpt from Li Tzu-ch’eng: A Fork In The Road Requires A Decision 2. The
Half-Baked\fn{by Yao Hsueh-yin aka Yao Kuan-san (1909- )} Teng-hsien, Honan Province, China (M) 13
(578)—187.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Rose Eng (1909- )} in a village where Toishanese dialect is
spoken, probably southwest of Guangzhou, Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
(579)—195.139 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wang Chêng (1909- )} Pohsiang Village, Liuyang County,
Hunan Province, China (M) 9
(588)—195.148 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsiao K’ê (1909- )} Hsiao-k’ê-chün Village, Chiaho
County, Hunan Province, China (M) 6
(594)—269.55a 1. Morning Service 2. To The English Nun Ngawang Chodron On Her Pilgrimage To Lhasa: Two
Poems\fn{by Longlian (1909- )} Sichuan Province, China (F) -1
(595)—188.136 Excerpt from Silent Children: A Novel\fn{by Mai-mai Sze (1909-1992)} Peking, China (F) 9
1910
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(603)—171.6 The Ancestors Of Oytag\fn{by Mehmet (c.1910?- )} Oytag Village, Aldo County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(604)—171.7 Destiny Of The Mouse\fn{by Imin Mettohti (c.1910?- )} Tosalla Village, Hotan County, SinkiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(605)—171.5 Parhat Canyon\fn{by Hashim Ahun (c.1910?- )} Yarkant County, Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous
Region, China (M) 1
(605)—171.10 The Origin Of The Parrot\fn{by Kasim (c.1910?- )} Ara Osteng Village, Uch Osteng Commune,
Kucha County, Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomnous Region, China (M) 1
(606)—171.11 Bayzek\fn{by Abla Haji (c.1910?- )} Bazaar Village, Ala Khagha Commune, Kucha County,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(607)—171.12 The Bull Who Gave Birth To A Calf\fn{by Sopa Ahun (c.1910?- )} Kokchi Village, Kucha County,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(608)—171.15 Hasan And Husan\fn{by Jamal Sherip (c.1910?- )} Yaka Village, Kucha County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
(610)—171.16 Sun And Moon Were Friends\fn{by Arip Ahun (c.1910?- )} Turfan, Turfan Prefecture, SinkiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) -1
(611)—171.18 How Flies Came Into Being\fn{by Osman Ibrahim (c.1910?- )} Urumqi?, Urumqi Prefecture,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
(612)—171.20 Iparhan\fn{by Abdurishit Damulla (c.1910?- )} Sinkiang University, Urumqi, Urumqi Prefecture,
Xinjiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(613)—171.22 Pir Chengi, Holy Woman Of Songs\fn{by Abdirehim Sabit (c.1910?- )} Kashgar, Kashgar
Prefecture, Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(614)—3.112 Builders Of The Burma Road [or Along The Yunnan-Burma Road]\fn{by Pai P’ing-chieh [or Pingchei] (c.1910?- )} Tengchun, Yunnan Province, China (M) 4
(618)—187.195 Shen-shen\fn{by Hsiang ts’un (c.1910?- )} Shanghai?, China (F) 1
(620)—19.80 The Inspiration\fn{by Ch’ien Chung-shu (1910- )} Wusih, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 14
(633)—39.87 1. The Hunter Who Drew His Birds 2. The Cicada’s Song 3. The Gardner’s Dream: Three
Stories\fn{by Ai Ch’ing (1910- )} nr. Hangchow?, China (M) 3
(636)—87.58 Excerpts from Daughter Of Tibet\fn{by Richen Dolma Taring (1910- )} Lhasa?, Tibetan Autonomous
Region, China (F) 1
(637)—150.93 The Red Trousers\fn{by Pien Chih-lin (1910- )} China (M) 3
(640)—191.188 Excerpt from Traveller Without A Map\fn{by Hsiao Ch’ien [Xiao Qian] (1910- )} Peking, China (M)
21
(660)—195.87 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ts’ai Ting-li (1910- )} Chinghai, nr. Swatow, Kwangtung
Province, China (F) 8
(669)—195.114 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wu Liang-p’ing (1910- )} Fenghua, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 6
(675)—195.170 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chi P’êng-fei (1910- )} Hungchi, Shansi Province, China
(M) 3
(678)—195.174 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chu Kuang (1910- )} Canton, Kwangtung Province, China
(M) 3
(681)—192.204 Excerpt from Annals Of a Provincial Town\fn{by Kao Hun-lan (1910-1953)} Amoy, Fukien
Province, China (M) 11
1911

(692)—195.110 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Lily Wu (1911- )} Honan Province, China (F) 4
(696)—118.209 On The OxCart\fn{by Hsiao Hung [Xiao Hong] aka Zhang Naiying (1911-1942)} “town outside Harbin,”
Hulan County, Heilongkiang Province, China (F) 5
(700)—292.130 Excerpt from What Shall We Do Tomorrow: An Autobiography\fn{by Mary Hayley Bell (19112005)} Shanghai, China (F) 9
(710)—187.150 Excerpt from A Cadre School Life: Six Chapters\fn{by Yang Jiang (1911-after 2012)} Peking, China
(F) 13
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(723)—19.94 & 150.361 1. The Faraway Wind And Sand 2. The Sorrows Of The Lake Of Egrets: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Tuan-Mu Hung-Liang aka Ts’ao Ching-p’ing (1912- )} Ch’ang-t’u [or Chang-tü], Liaoning Province, China
(M) 13
(735)—75.138 Rented Wife\fn{by Zhang Baishan (1912- )} Fujian Province, China (M) 3
(737)—81.21 & 203.146 1. Shadows On Egret Lake 2. Snowy Night: Two Short Stories\fn{by Duanmu Hongliang
aka Cao Jingping (1912- )} Fengtian, Changtu County, Liaoning Privince, China (M) 10
(748)—118.214 Spring Is Just Around The Corner\fn{by Ts’ao Ming (1912- )} Kwangtung Province, China (F) 5
(754)—187.84 An Autobiographical Statement Of A Buddhist Temple Caretaker\fn{by an unnamed woman (1912)} Gwangdong Province, China (F) 4
(757)—188.102 My Autobiography\fn{by Ye Zhongyin aka Ye Zi (1912- )} Dacheng, Hebei Province (F) 11
(768)—195.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by K’ang K’ê-ching (1912- )} Lot’angwan Village, Wanan
County, Kiangsi Province, China (F) 5
(773)—195.181 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ch’en Chia-kang (1912- )} Hankow?, Hupeh Province?,
China (M) -1
(773)—81.31 Fire\fn{by Ye Zi (1912-1939)} Yiyang County, Hunan Province, China (M) 10
(783)—203.179 Black Whirlwind\fn{by Mu Shiying (1912-1940)} Ziqi County, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 7
(790)—255.146 Excerpt from The Feminist Movement In The Philippines\fn{by Tarrosa Subido aka Trinidad TarrosaSubido (1912-1994)} Shanghai, China (F) 9
(799)—123.88 Excerpt from The Portrait\fn{by Fengzi (1912-1996)} Guangxi Province, China (F) 7
(806)—255.144 An Interview With Zhao Luorui\fn{by Zhao Luori (1912-2000)} China (F) 2
1913

(808)—20.1 The Coffins\fn{by Lu Ling aka Hsü Su-hsing (1913- )} Kiangsu Province, China (M) 14
(822)—42.106 Excerpt from Wildfire And Wind Vie In An Old City\fn{by Li Ying-ju (1913- )} Hopei Province,
China (M) 8
(830)—64.117 Mother’s Breast\fn{by Pak Ke-ju (1913- )} Yong-jung, North Gando, China (M) 3
(833)—80.70 Tsui Yi\fn{by Shu Chun (1913- )} Acheng County, Kirin Province, China (M) 10
(843)—19.102 Stealing Lotuses\fn{by Yeh Tzu aka Yu He-lin (1913-1939)} Yi Yang, Hunan Province, China (M) 4
(846)—3.108 & 41.179 1. Purge By Fire 2. Excerpt from A Thousand Miles Of Lovely Land\fn{by Yang Shuo
(1913-1968)} Shantung Peninsula, China (M) 18
(864)—186.212 Excerpt from The Physicians\fn{by Hazel Ai Chun Lin (1913-1986)} Foochow, Fukien Province,
China (F) 10
(873)—187.141 Excerpt from I’ve Come A Long Way\fn{by Helena Kuo aka Kuo Chin’chiu (1913-2000)} Macao, China
(F) 9
1914

(882)—41.258 Excerpt from Morning In Shanghai\fn{by Chou Erh-fu (1914- )} Nanking, Jiangsu Province, China
(M) 11
(892)—42.14 Excerpts from Keep The Red Flags Flying\fn{by Liang Pin (1914- )} Paoting, Hopei Province,
China (M) 7
(899)—63.128b Verandah, Oh Verandah\fn{by Wang Wen-yee (1914- )} Kiangsu Province, China (F) 3
(902)—255.101 Excerpt from Daughters And Sons\fn{by Yuan Jing (1914- )} China. (F) 8
(909)—5.82 The Courier\fn{by Tung P’ing aka Ch’iu Tung-p’ing (c.1914-1941)} Kwangtung?, China (M) 4
(913)—123.73 Waves\fn{by Su Qing aka Feng Yunzhuang (1914-1982)} Shanghai?, China (F) 15
(927)—188.115 Self-Criticism And Self-Encouragement: A Short Autobiography Of A Journalist\fn{by Peng
Xuezhen aka Zi Gang (1914-1988)} Peking, China (F) 2
(929)—187.201 Why I Parted With T’ang Na\fn{by Chiang Ch’ing aka Li Yun-ho (1914-1991)} Chu-ch’eng, Shantung
Province, China (F) 4
(933)—203.160 Excerpts from Heart Scorching, Bone Burning Days: Memoirs Of The Cultural
Revolution\fn{by Wang Xiyan (1914-after 1992)} Yiwu, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 11
(945)—2.198 Why Were You Sent Out here?\fn{by John Hersey (1914-1993)} Tientsin, China (M) 4
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(948)—188.113 Can This Also Be Called An Autobiography\fn{by Zhao Qingge (1914-1999)} (F) Xinyang, Henan
Province, China (F) 2
1915

(951)—181.101 A Speech\fn{by Miss Zuo Xueli (c.1915?- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
(951)—181.102 A Speech\fn{by Man Yun (c.1915?- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
(953)—76.54 The Gold Necklace\fn{by Lin Shin-tsun aka Nan Kuo (1915- )} Hunan Province, China (M) 4
(957)—130.62 1. Adan, Haowa and Shisi: A Folktale\fn{by Ma Zhong-xian (1915- )} Xiji County, Ningxia Hui
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(958)—180.73 Excerpt from China’s Long March: 5,000 Miles Of Danger\fn{by Jean Fritz (1915- )} Hankow,
China (F) 7
(966)—181.171 Excerpt from Life And Death In Shanghai\fn{by Nien Cheng (1915- )} Shanghai, China (F) 16
(981)—41.209 On The Dusty Road\fn{by Liu Pai-yü (1915- )} Peking, China (M) 5
(986)—73.269 Excerpts from Eat A Bowl Of Tea\fn{by Louis Chu (1915-1970)} Taishan, Guangdong Province,
China (M) 5
(991)—42.30 Excerpt from The Song Of Youth\fn{by Yang Mo (1915-1995)} Peking, China (F) 6
(998)—181.70 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Jew Law Ying (1915-1998)} Dai Chek Village, Chungshan
(Zhongshan) County, Guangdong Province, China (F) 4
1916

(1002)—150.102 Election\fn{by Ch’in Chao-yang (1916- )} Huangkang County, Hupeh Province, China (M) 2
(1004)—188.85 Excerpt from A Journey Of Twenty-Seven Years\fn{by Lin Beili aka Lin Yin (1916- )} Shanghai,
China (F) 11
(1016)—42.55 Excerpt from The Builders\fn{by Liu Ch’ing aka Liu Yün-hua (1916-1978)} Wu-pao, Shensi Province,
China (M) 8
1917

(1024)—63.131 Go Home\fn{by Wang Yi-chih (1917- )} Hopei Province, China (F) 2
(1026)—80.80 Mother Wang\fn{by Lo Pin-chi (1917- )} Kirin Province, China (M) 7
(1032)—150.104 & 179.130 1. Big Dog Tsou 2. Excerpt from … And The Rain My Drink\fn{by Han Suyin (1917)} Sinyang [Xinyang], Henan Province, China (F) 15
(1047)—187.198 Mother’s Books\fn{by Ch’i-chün aka P’an Ch’i-chün (1917- )} Yung-chia, Chekiang Province, China
(F) 3
(1050)—268.136 1. The Winged Bird 2. Setting Forth 3. Mountain And Sea: Three Poems\fn{by Chen Jingrong
(1917- )} Leshan County, Sichuan Province, China (F) 2
†
1900

187.184 My Escape From Hardship To A Free Life\fn{by Hsiu-ying (c.1900- )} “a village,” China (F) 2
Over a decade ago, my parents were reasonably well off, because of the inheritance my father got from his
father. Every year we had more than enough grain to meet expenses, and in May and June, after all the surplus
grain was sold, we had at least one or two hundred dollars left over. Sometime later, when my father thought
about how much money we had and couldn’t figure out any way to put it to use, he started to spend it on having a
good time.
There was only my elder brother and I. He had already graduated from upper-level elementary school, and I
was just starting school myself, when suddenly he got a severe case of dysentery and before the week was out
closed his eyes and, without bidding farewell to his family, left us forever.
By this time my father had mastered the art of having a good time—gambling, prostitutes, and that kind of
thing—and when my brother died he stepped it up something terrible, so that we began to fall into debt. My
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parents felt very bad about my brother’s death. My mother couldn’t eat a thing; she forgot about everything else
and spent the whole day crying.
My father, however, although he felt extremely bad about my brother, didn’t forget any of the skills he had
learned, and went out to have a good time every few days.
After my brother’s death, I became more important in my parents’ eyes, and they gave me all kinds of treats.
By this time I was in second grade, and my teacher took notice of me, because my parents asked him to do his
best with me. Another year passed, and things at home began to get more complicated. My father hadn’t gotten rid
of his itch—he was actually spending more time with the prostitutes—and our family prosperity was crumbling
down. The signs of our former prosperity were all gone, and we were heavily in debt. Meanwhile, I was
exceptionally quick to learn and making good progress in my studies, and my teacher was quite fond of me.
By this time I was twelve and my father began looking around for a husband for me, and engaged me to a
young man named Chou whom I had never even met. Although I was still pretty young, I knew a thing or two, but
I was afraid of making a fool of myself so I kept my ideas about marrying this unknown man to myself and didn’t
dare say a word about it to my father. So everything was settled. In the winter of my second year of upper-level
elementary school, our family debts had piled up so much that we were put through the grinder.\fn{ A rural expression
for satisfying a debt by paying back a percentage only to creditors to cancel the total }
We had almost nothing left after clearing up our debts, and that winter it was very dry. There was no rain for a
really long time, so that everything dried up and there weren’t vegetables to eat, even in the villages. Then, one
evening one of our neighbor’s children was careless and started a fire. Our house was very close by, and this
disaster wiped us out. No use mentioning no warm clothes or food; we didn’t even have a place to live. That was
in December. The very next month my father married me off. I thought that I could help by lightening some of the
burdens on my father at least a little, so the only thing to do was to go off to the Chou family.
*
Well, when I got to the Chous I found out that my husband had been married once before. But because she
didn’t get along with her mother-in-law—1 heard that they quarreled a lot, that there was a shouting match
between the two of them at least once a day—her mother-in-law eventually forced her to leave. She had gone
straight to Ch’ang-sha and then to Yuan-ling, where she married another man.
The first year at my husband’s was all right. I did whatever my mother-in-law told me to do. I never saw my
father-in-law because my mother-in-law had kicked him out and wouldn’t let him live at home. Later he went and
got a job at the Ch’a-ling Iron Works, and the same year my husband went to Yi-yang to work.
In 1918, about the time Chang Ching-yao\n{ A militarist of the Peiyang clique} entered Hunan, my mother-in-law
went to visit her family. There were only four of us in the family, but we were scattered all over. Later, my
mother-in-law returned, and I lived with her for half a year or so. She had a really big mouth and was always
talking about something or other, or cursing someone, or muttering about this or that all the time. Gradually she
began to curse at me, and sometimes when I couldn’t take it any more and answered her back, she’d say that she
would tear out my mouth, and sometimes she beat me.
I just had to put up with it. I don’t know how many tears I cried all by myself, probably enough to fill a whole
lot of grain baskets. At home I had never done any real heavy work, and I got married right after we went broke.
At my husband’s, every morning I had to go out to the hills to gather firewood for cooking and cut fodder for the
hogs. Fortunately for me, I don’t have bound feet, so I could do it. Even when it rained my mother-in-law sent me
out to do these things.
One year she went to spend New Year’s with her daughter’s family. She locked up the grain bin and told me
not to open it, left just a few piculs of rice in the rice cupboard, and, without any further explanation, took off.
When all the rice in the cupboard was done, I opened her lock, measured out a few pecks of rice grain, and milled
it to prepare for New Year’s. When she found out after she got back from New Year’s she gave me a real beating. I
thought about killing myself, but I couldn’t bring myself to leave my father and mother so I didn’t do it.
In 1919 my father made a little money in some business dealings, enough to meet family expenses. In July I
heard my husband had gone to Ch’ang-sha from Yi-yang so after talking it over with my father he lent me enough
to go to Ch’ang-sha. On September 21 packed everything I had and, without saying goodbye to my mother-in-law,
took the boat to Chang-sha. When my husband saw me, the first thing he said was,
“What are you doing here? Did you come to make trouble, you good-for-nothing bag of bones?”
Afterward, my husband and some others worked out a way for me to learn a job, and I went to learn how to
weave foreign socks at Ma Heng Chi.
*
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When I started in the foreign sock plant, every day I sat in front of a machine. At first I messed up quite a few
needles, which cost sixty cents a piece. I worked hard, but I could only do about five dozen a day. At a hundred
cents a dozen, that came to five hundred cents, which left about three hundred after deductions for room and
board. Afterward, when we got only seventy cents a dozen, there wasn’t even that much left over. There were five
women workers there. After a whole year of very hard work, I was able to save less than twenty silver dollars.
Later, thanks to a recommendation from an influential man in a government office, I got a job as an apprentice
at a company that manufactures cotton textiles, working in the reeling section. After just two months as an
apprentice I was able to work by myself. As an apprentice, each day’s wages went to the master, but after I left the
master to work by myself, I received all my own wages.
There are about five hundred to six hundred women and about two thousand men working in the factory, all
from different counties in Hunan, except for a few from other provinces. We get Sundays off, but except for that
we have to work days and nights. There are two shifts. The day shift lasts from 6:00 in the morning to 5:40 in the
afternoon, but we can leave the factory at lunchtime, and we get about half an hour for rest breaks. On the night
shift you work from about 6:00 in the evening to 5:00 the next morning, though there is more time for rest breaks
on the night shift and everyone gets an extra eighty cents snack money. The day and night shifts rotate, so if you
work the day shift this week, you have to work the night shift next week.
There are foremen and supervisors, and you aren’t allowed to ask the foreman for time off unless you are
really sick. If you take too many days off, they let you go. Every man and woman has to wear the emblem of the
workers’ association to make it easier to get in and out of the factory. Nobody, no matter who, is permitted to
smoke on the floor.
The wages in the reeling section, the spinning section, the fly section, the cotton fluffing section, and so forth
are based on the type of work you do. Subtracting for raw materials and deducting the salaries of workers and
other employees, the factory makes about three thousand dollars for each day’s production. Workers are paid in
cash regularly twice a month, and every worker gets a dollar bonus at summer and winter vacation time. The
women all work in the reeling and picking sections, and most live at the factory. The dormitory for women
workers is especially strictly controlled, and we aren’t allowed to have anything to do with the people who live
nearby. There are eight of us in one room, all from the same local area. Most of us have some education and can
get around all right.
When I work days, I set aside some time in the evening to read. The electric light in our room is on all night
long. And when I work nights, I set aside some time in the daytime for reading, washing, and other things. Every
Sunday I spend the whole day reading. My books all come from a younger male cousin on my mother’s side. My
life at work is truly happy—compared to all the humiliations and hardships I had at home, it’s like I’m in some
kind of a fairyland.
*
How is a woman like me, who has gone through all the things I have and who has had so many things go
wrong, qualified to hope to become some kind of a human being? Nevertheless, I still want to go back to school.
I’ve decided to take the entrance exam this summer vacation and to take a review course to brush up on the
science I learned in elementary school. Maybe I’ll go to a teachers college or a vocational school; the two hundred
dollars I’ve saved up can go for tuition and expenses. I don’t have any children to hold me back, so I’m free to
move on, and later I should be able to attain economic independence.
After graduating from teacher’s college I might become a teacher or maybe study medicine. Of course this is
only a fantasy of mine, and whether or not I’ll be able to reach my goal it’s hard to say. I’m one of the most
unfortunate of women, but I have the will power and I’m going to give it a try. For many thousands of years
Chinese women weren’t even thought of as human beings. They lived in submission, under the authoritarian
family system without any freedom. Lots must have lived under conditions very similar to mine, so my own
history can’t be considered unusually pitiful.
If a woman can obtain economic independence she can be a human being. And if you want to gain economic
independence you have to have some kind of a job. If you have a productive job, then you can attain a position of
economic independence, and you don’t have to depend on a man and submit to the power of a man or the head of
a family. You can get away from mistreatment forever and have a really enjoyable life like a human being. That’s
not only happiness for women, but also the realization of humanism.
187.186 Sorrows Of A Factory Worker\fn{by Lu Lan (c.1900- )} near Shanghai?, China (F) 3
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I suppose you could call me a person who has suffered a lot. For several years now I’ve been living at my
maternal aunt’s, and I don’t know how many times I’ve talked about my troubles to her and her daughter. But for
all I’ve said over and over again, only the two of them have heard. I’m very grateful to them but, although they
constantly comfort me, I still feel I haven’t poured out everything. Sometimes I think that all the talk is of
absolutely no use, and that all I can do is to endure my suffering alone, by myself.
My maternal aunt’s husband feels sorry for me. Last year he got me a subscription to Fu-nü tsa-chih.\fn{The
Ladies Journal}
“When you’re feeling bad you can read it,” he told me.
Only after I began getting this magazine did I realize how many women suffer hardship, and that there is a way
to pour out your troubles. So, I have often thought of writing something about my troubles and sending it to Funü tsa-chih. If they published it, all the readers would know about my troubles; I would have poured out my heart,
and I also think that it might very well be of some use to others, and afterward I would be able to stop annoying
people.
One day my cousin came in with the latest issue in her hand and a big smile on her face. She opened it to page
one and said,
“It looks like you’ve got qualifications to submit a manuscript. Why not write about all the things you’ve told
us about in the evenings and send it to Fu-nü tsa-chih?”
My heart beat faster as I looked it over carefully. For several days, awake and asleep, I thought about my plan
of writing this manuscript and wondered whether or not this would be right for the essay topic being solicited. I
don’t know how many times I thought it over in my mind, but tonight I finally got enough courage to write it all
down. I know that I haven’t always kept to the subject, but I just can’t leave out things that have been on my
mind, so I want to inform the editors beforehand that not every sentence sticks to the theme.
*
At the age of eight sui, I began my education under a tutor at my maternal uncle’s house. At fourteen, I had to
put aside all the books that I had laboriously studied for six years, because my mother wanted me to learn sewing
under her. Luckily, I still know 70-80 percent of the words I learned, and I still remember the rudiments our
teacher taught me and my younger male cousin. Ever since coming to my aunt’s, every afternoon after 5:00 when
my cousin comes home from her school and I’ve come home from work, she goes over her lessons and I study
along with her.
The only subject I really like is Chinese literature. It’s been three years since my reunion with the books that I
had parted with for eight years. As for my technical skills, they are about average. From the time I got married
until my husband died, I didn’t have one day’s peace. Following my aunt’s advice, I went to the Prosperity
Hosiery Factory to learn how to knit socks, which for the first time gave me a gleam of hope. That about covers
my early life and career.
I am employed as a female worker at the Prosperity Hosiery Factory, which is at Ch’ing-chiang-p’u.\fn{Near
Shanghai} There was no pay for the first three months, which was a training period, but after that was over I
began to receive wages. At first I couldn’t knit more than a half dozen a day, but gradually the number increased
so that by the time I had been working for eight or nine months I could do a dozen a day, about the average for
workers in the factory. The rate paid for each pair of socks is three and a half cents, or forty-two cents per dozen.
If you calculate on the basis of a dozen every day, you can earn twelve dollars and sixty cents a month, which is
roughly what my monthly income amounts to. Living at my aunt’s, I don’t have any rent to pay. The only monthly
expenses I have, besides the four dollars I contribute toward food, are for clothing and various minor things for
my child and myself, about four dollars in an average month. So, if I don’t miss any days, I can save about three
dollars a month.
Since at the factory you’re paid for what you get done, and the factory allows a great deal of freedom, workers’
work time differs as much as two to three hours a day. I work seven or eight hours a day. I’ve been there for over
three years, and, except for times when I or my child have been ill, I have in the main kept to this schedule. After
a while it becomes a habit. I have only one child, and I have my maternal aunt to take care of things, so there is
little interference with my work schedule, which makes me a little better off than most of the twelve other
workers.
I haven’t learned very much, you could almost say nothing at all, since starting work. But from my training
period to the present, I feel I’ve gradually become more proficient and deft. I do believe that, as the common
saying goes, “familiarity makes for skill.”
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I am a woman who has been saved from a living death! I feel that, compared with the past, when I had no life
at all, the fact that I am alive today is a source of considerable happiness, so that I don’t have any particular
feelings or aspirations about my occupation. I’m not very strong physically, so I can’t work much more than seven
or eight hours a day. But I do hope I’ll be able to stay at this job long enough to save up four hundred to five
hundred dollars so that my child can go to school and leave me. Then I could leave my maternal aunt. They say
the wages at the Kiangnan Hosiery Factory are better than here, enough to pay for food and lodging. I would like
to move there.
*
Now that I’ve gotten this far, I can’t restrain myself from pouring out my sorrows. It’s been over three years
since I came with my child to my aunt’s. Besides her, I have no one else to rely on for help. My parents had only
me and my younger sister, but she died years ago, and I was the only one surviving. My father earned a living by
tutoring. He died a year before I married.
After the funeral, mother and I had nothing left. We depended entirely on sewing and embroidery to get by, and
it was difficult to make ends meet. My wedding expenses were entirely paid by my aunt. My marriage had been
arranged when I was very young. At the time, he was only nine years old and was said to be a very bright young
boy. He was an only child, and although his parents weren’t particularly well off, with such a small family it
looked like the future would be reasonably comfortable, so my parents settled my future when I was only seven
years old.
When he was fifteen, I began to hear unpleasant things about him, and there were more and more as time
passed. My mother and I would sit facing each other under the lamplight and cry. Sometimes we would try to
comfort each other, but we could never set our minds at ease.
By the time he was twenty, his parents realized they couldn’t handle him and got the idea that marriage was the
only way left to control him, as if women have some great ability and can manage to discipline a son the parents
haven’t been able to. They didn’t give the slightest thought to ruining an innocent person’s life. My mother
couldn’t think of anything to do, so she let the marriage take place.
From the moment I entered his house, every single thing I had heard about him took place right before my
eyes, and I also saw some things I had never heard about. But he was my husband, and I don’t want to wash dirty
laundry in public. Let me just say that in our three years of married life, I never saw him do one decent thing or
earn a single cent. All I saw was him asking his parents for more money, and people coming to collect debts at the
end of the year. Sometimes he even took clothes and jewelry from my dowry, so you can tell what kind of a
person he was.
My only instinct was to cry; I had no way to keep him under control. And not only was he nasty to me all this
time, but my father-in-law and mother-in-law would reproach me as if they had every reason in the world to
complain. When he saw that I didn’t have anything left for him to squander, and my parents-in-law saw that I
couldn’t discipline their son, they all began to feel I was an extra mouth, and that it I would be better to do
without me. Perhaps if they no longer had a good-for-nothing like myself they could find someone worth
something to them. So I was like an affliction. His parents didn’t pay any attention to his bad points, but I had to
put up with this jail-like existence because I had to eat and didn’t have parents to help—my mother had moved to
her sister’s after I got married—and to go work as a servant would just have been too humiliating.
In the spring of the third year of my marriage, my mother-in-law died, and that autumn my father-in-law died.
My husband inherited some land, a little over fifty mou. At that time there were only the two of us. If he had had a
change of heart and we had been thrifty, we would have had no difficulty getting by. But unexpectedly, just a few
days after my father-in-law’s death, his bell debts\fn{ Agreements between a debtor and his creditors whereby, when the
debtor’s parents die, the creditors, hearing the bell announcing the death, come to take the inheritance for satisfaction of the debts in
question} were all disclosed one after another. They came to more than a thousand dollars.

The creditors all came to the house—they ate, they drank, and they argued all day long. My mother asked her
sister’s husband to come to discuss things with my husband. He said that in a few days he would be able to
explain everything. But unexpectedly, a few days later I heard that he had sold all the land for something over
fifteen hundred dollars. After paying off his debts, there was only three hundred or four hundred dollars left.
My mother tried to talk to him several times. All she asked was for him to give me two hundred dollars to live
on. He not only refused to acknowledge anything but said a lot of senseless things. My mother wasn’t very well to
begin with, and after all this strain she died less than six months later at my aunt’s.
I figured there was only one road left for me to take—to follow my mother! I thought about suicide a number
of times, but I’ve always been weak-hearted, and I just didn’t have what it takes to do it. Also my maternal aunt
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kept comforting me—“As long as I’m around, you’ll have nothing to worry about”—so I stopped thinking about
suicide. However, she didn’t want to take me home to live, because she didn’t want to break up the marriage, and
I didn’t want to be dependent on others.
After my mother-in-law and father-in-law died, I had a hard time getting enough to eat, while he was a lot
looser than he had been in the past. He left early in the morning and didn’t return until night-time, often with the
smell of alcohol on his breath. Within three months everything was gone. Naturally, no one paid any attention to
him when he tried to borrow money. But he still didn’t repent. One day he would sell one thing, and the next he
would pawn something else. In addition to things in my room, whenever he found something he could exchange,
he would immediately start to negotiate with me about it.
But his dissipation had gone too far, and he grew weaker and weaker with each passing day. By the time
everything had been pawned or sold and there was nothing left, he was so sick he couldn’t get out of bed. I
worked as hard as I could for him, I pawned everything I had for him, I prepared meals and medicine for him,
hoping that once he recovered he would remember all the things I did for him and would change his ways. But
unexpectedly, after three months of untold hardship, he passed away.
From the time we married to his death was only a little over three years. I went through all kinds of misery, and
the only thing I have to comfort me is this little tot. The child was born three months after my husband died. A
month after I gave birth, my maternal aunt asked me to come live with her and, knowing that I didn’t want to be
dependent on others, encouraged me to go to the Prosperity Hosiery Factory to learn how to knit socks. She told
me that once I had learned I could contribute four dollars a month from my pay to help pay for food. I’ve been
living at her home for over three years now. She often tells me that she puts the money I give her for food into
savings for my child’s education. Though I would rather she didn’t do this, I am very grateful for her kindness.
I haven’t said all there is to say about what happened in my family, but I have poured out my troubles and told
quite a bit about my past. I hope my women readers will realize that not all men are dependable. If you have no
special aptitude so that you can earn your own living, and you should get married to an undependable man, even
if you don’t die of starvation or frustration, what kind of life is it if you’re a!ways feeling sad and bitter? If I had
learned some craft before getting married, afterward would I have had to put up with so much misery and
hardship?
When he died, leaving us completely destitute, if I hadn’t learned a skill right away, but just sat at home
depending on a little sewing and embroidery, that wouldn’t have been enough to live on, much less to take care of
raising and educating my child. It’s true that I had relatives I could count on, but to be entirely dependent on
others gives you a bad feeling.
Well, now I have described a lot about my family situation. My women readers, if you can sympathize with me
for my sufferings, you will see that having an occupation is an absolute necessity, that you can’t put off preparing
for. My women readers, if because you feel sorry for me and wake up and think of yourselves, and make up your
minds to learn an occupation, then my pouring out my sadness can be said to have been of some use to others.
Well, now I have poured out all the sorrows in my heart, and from now on there’ll be no need for me to
mention a word to anyone ever again.
262.126 1. Remembering 2. For The Record 3. Excerpt from Multitudinous Stars And Spring Waters\fn{by
Ping Hsin (1900- )} Fukien Province, China (F) 2
1
I tear off the calendar,
What day is today?
It is as though a cloud,
Black as a crow,
Swept across my eyes.
I want to be a woman of peace and a philosopher.
I forbid myself to think of him.
But I can think only of him.
I am just the kind of person I am.
I am not a woman of peace.
I am not qualified to be a philosopher.
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I only know,
If a man loves me I love him;
If he dislikes me I dislike him.
A piece of land small as a leaf
Will be my home, I can never forget him.
2
His right hand holds his slingshot,
His left a clay pellet.
He sits there, back against a pillar,
His legs straight, watching the sky
With his black eyes,
Stalking the crows that come
To steal the grapes from the arbor.
He intends to kill, but he cannot
Change his expression—filled with affection.
When I suddenly caught sight of him
From the window,
My eyes filled with tears.
3
Sprays of frost flowers form
When the North wind blows gently.
*
Void only—
Take away your veil of stars
Let me worship
The splendor of your face.
*
These fragmented verses
Are only drops of spray
On the sea of knowledge.
Yet they are bright shining
Multitudinous stars, inlaid
On the skies of the heart.
*
The orphan boat of my heart
Crosses the unsteady, undulant,
Ocean of Time.
*
The commonplace puddle
Reflects the setting sun
And becomes the Sea of Gold.
*
Oh little island,
How can you be so secure,
When countless great mountains
Have sunk in the sea?
*
The rose of Heaven—
Its red appears
In contemplative vision.
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The pine branch of Heaven—
Its green appears
In contemplative vision.
But the Word of Heaven
Is neither written nor read
In contemplative vision.
*
Bright moon—
All grief, sorrow, loneliness completed—
Fields of silver light—
Who, on the other side of the brook
Blows a surging flute?
*
A trellis of sticks
Crowned with chrysanthemums—
Right there,
You can realize all
The self-sufficient universe.
81.45 The Child At The Lakeside\fn{by Wang Tongzhao [T’ung-chao] (1900-1957)} Zhucheng, Shandong Province,
China (M) 3
I seldom cared to visit the famous lake although I lived in a city along its shore. Filled with reeds and large
craft, it seemed exceptionally narrow and cramped and noisy. Sometimes I went rowing with a few friends in the
evening, but every night it was the same bedlam. The clash of cymbals, the high-pitched squeal of fiddles, the
unpleasant singing, the men’s raucous shouts, the seductive laughter of painted women with sleekly oiled hair, the
cries of the vendors on the little peddler boats swept the placid surface of the lake like a huge wave.
And so, whenever I went to the lake, I would close my eyes and ears to my surroundings and withdraw into my
own thoughts. Occasionally, when the sunset colors were reflected on the water, I would stroll along a quiet sector
of the lakeside to enjoy the breeze. I would listen to the frogs singing in the green grass after the rain and watch
the twittering birds flit among the branches of the trees. I would feel rather stimulated. moved by a profound
consciousness of nature and excited by innumerable far-reaching thoughts.
One day at sunset, violet and purple rays illuminated the emerald trailers of the weeping willows on the dike.
In a little pond beside a temple huge lotus leaves grew higher than a man. Although the lotus flowers, pure as
carved white jade, had slowly closed their petals after noon, one or two bees, lured by their scent, still hovered,
reluctant to depart. On the dark green water, scarlet clouds shimmered golden; the rapidly lowering rays in their
midst were a remarkable variety of hues. Layer upon layer of color, interweaving and interplaying, shone with a
dazzling brilliance.
It had rained heavily for six or seven hours the night before. Today the sky was clear, and I walked alone along
the west bank of the lake, enjoying the freshly washed scene. My leather shoes left sharp prints on the mosscovered flagstones of the inclined path.
In the center of the lake people were shouting, quarreling violently. I walked slowly towards the far end of the
stone-flagged path. Rustling willow trailers and the water-pepper shrubs that had just come into flower beside the
trembling reeds danced in the west breeze at the edge of the water. This was perhaps the coolest and most
secluded spot on the entire lake. Except for the steps of an infrequent passer-by or two, the only sound was the
twittering of the little birds in the trees greeting the eventide. Frogs in the tangled grass croaked a rhythmic
accompaniment.
Although this made me feel somewhat more cheerful than usual, I had no desire to retain the rapidly fading
scene. For it reminded me of the words, “the yellow dusk of the dying sun”—a phrase I found rather depressing.
My head lowered in thought, I walked with heavy weary tread. The violet and purple sunset rays were growing
dimmer, the light of the sun having already more than half sunk in the reflecting water. Although I knew it was
getting late, I did not wish to return home. I sat down on a large white rock by the lake’s edge.
Listening to the last of the cicadas droning in the late summer night, I was conscious of an air of autumn in the
golden haze drifting on the water’s surface. I sat alone beneath the willows and watched the yellow light fading in
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the distance and observed far off the tiny glow of the first lamps of evening. The weather was no longer very hot
during the day; with evening came a certain soft coolness. At the same time, probably because of this coolness, I
was vaguely stirred by an indefinable excitement.
As I sat wrapped in idle thought, suddenly I heard a rustling behind the willows. It came so unexpectedly in the
quiet darkness, I was a bit startled. A moment later, I heard light footsteps threshing through a cove of reeds. I
leaped up, circled the willows and emerged on the other side of the cove. It was quite dark by then. I couldn’t see
clearly. On a mud bank beside the reeds I seemed to perceive a small figure.
“Who’s there?” I shouted.
But the shadow made no reply.
Ordinarily, this was a very quiet spot. At night, it was even more deserted. Now, it was growing darker and
darker, and the reeds and the willows were rustling faintly. I felt a bit afraid.
“Who’s there?” I cried again. Just as I was turning to leave, the little dark figure on the mud bank replied in a
small weak voice:
“It’s me, Little Shun … I’m here … fishing.”
He practically swallowed the last word and his voice trembled slightly. He sounded like an eleven or twelveyear-old little boy. I was very suspicious.
“How can you fish after dark?” I asked him. ‘How can you see?”
Again the small shadow did not reply.
“Where do you live?”
“In Horse Head Lane …”
There was something about that weak voice that sounded familiar. I took a step closer and asked, “Have you
always lived there?”
“No,” the little boy replied quickly. “I used to live on Peace Street.”
Suddenly I remembered. “Oh! You’re the Chens’ little boy. Isn’t your father a blacksmith?”
The child pulled in his bamboo fishing pole and ran to me, barefoot, down the mud bank. “Yes. Papa is a
blacksmith. But who are you?”
I drew nearer and peered at the child’s face. I could barely recognize him. What had happened to the darling
Little Shun of five or six! His face was blackened—either by mud or soot. He wore a short homespun blue robe
that was well up above his knees, and he reeked of mud and sweat. When he heard me call his name, he stared at
me in astonishment. He didn’t know who I was.
I remembered him when he was four or five—I was very fond of playing with children then. Whenever I
passed his door I saw him sitting on his mother’s lap beneath the big shady old elm tree. He always sang me his
song about the little rooster.
More than six years had passed, and I was often away from home. People in my family told me that Little
Shun had moved, no one knew exactly where. When I passed his house and saw someone else’s name on the door
I felt sorry, as if I had lost a constant companion!
Meeting him today again in the cool dusk by the lakeside, how could I help but be surprised? Strangest of all,
how could the rosy-cheeked Little Shun with the clean white hands have become virtually the same as the dirty
little beggar boys on the street? His father had been a respectable blacksmith, quite able to look after his child
financially.
I led Little Shun over to the rock and made him sit down beside me. I told him how I often saw him when he
was very young, and how I had played with him and made him laugh. He looked at me, bewildered. I began to
question him.
“Where is your papa now?”
“At home, you might say …” Little Shun replied hesitantly. From his expression I could see that he thought
this old friend was rather peculiar.
“Is he still working?”
“What? He goes out every day, but he never … brings home any money Working? … I don’t know.”
“What about your mother?”
“Dead,” the boy retorted briefly.
I was shocked. But of course it had to be. Little Shun’s mother had been a frail little woman. People said she
had borne seven children in thirteen years. Little Shun was the only one that remained alive. But I hadn’t thought
her time would come so quickly!
“Who else do you have at home now?”
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“I’ve got a ma, a new one …”
“Oh, is your family poorer than before? You look …”
Little Shun had always been an intelligent child. At my blunt question, he stared off into the misty distance.
Then he dropped his head. After a long time he said in a low voice:
“Sometimes we have nothing to eat. My papa is often away from home.”
“Where does he go?”
“I don’t know. He doesn’t come home till after breakfast. I hear that he works in an opium den. I don’t know
where.”
His low voice spoke very slowly. I was beginning to understand. I felt compelled to go on.
“How … how old is your new ma? Is she good to you?”
“I hear she’s only thirty. She comes from a family inside the East Gate …” An uneasy expression stole over his
face. I asked him:
“Does she beat you?”
“Her? No, she has no time.” He said this decisively. If the young woman was the sole support of a family like
his, she obviously couldn’t have much time to spare!
“And what sort of work does she do?”
“Work? She doesn’t work. But she gets very busy late every afternoon. That’s why I can’t stay home. Every
evening I come out to this cove of reeds; only here … just here …”
“What?”
Little Shun had learned to take a grown-up attitude. He wrinkled his small nose and snorted: “There are always
guests in our house! Sometimes two or three in one night. Sometimes not a single one shows up.”
I was rather shaken. But he continued: “My ma can earn money to buy us food. When they come, she chases
me out. She never lets me go back till very late. My papa knows. He doesn’t come home at night either.”
By now I knew quite well what kind of environment Little Shun came from. It was like something in a novel: a
tousle-headed child, sallow, thin, with sunken eyes, every night had to wander among the reeds, barefoot. When
he grew hungry, he could talk to his friends—the birds and the frogs, or listen to the music of the wind blowing
through the reeds.
His father was a waiter in an opium den. His mother—rather his stepmother—in order to keep alive did the
bitterest of all things—she sold her flesh.
Only the stars kept Little Shun company when he returned home in the still, deserted night. But the following
day, it was the same all over again. It was too much like a piece of fiction. I couldn’t believe it. I remembered him
so well as a clean, lovable child. How could he have come to this?
“What kind of people are they,” I asked him, “these men who come to your house every night?”
“I don’t see them very often,” said Little Shun, “and then only for a moment. Some wear gray military tunics,
with army caps cocked over one eye. Some smell of kerosene oil and wear thick silver watch chains on their
vests. A few are dressed in long scholars’ gowns. Usually we have three or four visitors a night. But sometimes
not even one comes to our door.”
“Why is that?” I felt my persistent questioning was very unkind to the child. But I couldn’t stop.
Little Shun laughed. “Don’t you know? All the houses in Horse Head Lane are open to visitors every night!”
He laughed again, as if amused that I, an educated person, should understand so little.
There didn’t seem to be anything else to ask him. I couldn’t bring myself to make this innocent child tell any
more of his tragic history. He appeared to have something on his mind; he gazed abstractedly at the stars shining
palely through the dusk. If his own mother were still alive, perhaps things would be different, I mused. The life
this poor woman who is his present mother leads is no better than hell!
Ah, the family! The family organization and the pressure of the times, the urgent need to make a living! I had
come for an idle stroll along the lakeside after the rain. But instead of finding relaxation, I ended with many
troublesome problems knotted in my breast.
Just think of it. Suffering hunger and discomfort, a child must come to a cove of reeds at dusk and remain half
the night. His mother, because the burden of supporting the whole family rests on her, must endure endlessly the
worst of all humiliations. Such a life is less than human! The poor in our present society can take only this
hopeless, dead-end road!
I was consumed with doubts. I felt agitated, unable to sit still. And the lakeside scene which had given me such
fresh, soothing impressions had long since been swallowed up by the darkness.
Knowing that Little Shun did not dare to return home yet, I didn’t have the heart to leave him to watching the
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starlight alone by the shore. I sat down beside him beneath the willows. Though I wanted to question him further,
I felt that it would be too cruel. In silence, I reflected on the fact that a child is molded by his environment—and I
trembled for Little Shun and all other children like him!
Suddenly an agitated call drifted over from the opposite bank.
“Little Shun. Where are you?”
I jumped to my feet. The child was so frightened that he dropped his fishing pole into the water and began
hurrying along a small path. I was completely bewildered; I didn’t know what had happened. Just then a middleaged man burst through the reeds, took Little Shun by the hand, and rushed off with him. I heard the man say:
“Your father was arrested by the police tonight. They raided the opium den. We couldn’t tell your mother.
Master Wu is calling on her. Who would dare to disturb him? Child, you were the only one we neighbors could
notify.”
Their shadows gradually disappeared into the night, the man’s voice faded away.
Slowly, I trudged home. Few people walked abroad in the dense night mists. There was a weight on my chest,
as if the atmospheric pressure that evening was exceptionally heavy. The stars that guided me were very pale, not
nearly so bright as usual.
81.25 Wet Nurse\fn{by Wei Jinzhi (1900-1972)} Shengxian County, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 6
Nearly all the people living in the small hotel were unemployed. A few were minor office workers—petty
clerks and such—earning just enough for a bare existence. Since there was often no money for their salaries on
payday, they were actually, so to speak, employed paupers. The remainder were either retired junior army officers,
suspen-ded primary school teachers, or discharged sales personnel. They occupied the place like a pack of wild
animals in a cage, some barefoot, some stripped to the waist, pacing up and down the narrow silent corridors with
heads lowered, never saying a word. Every so often they would glance up at the sun with one eye, and sneeze. Or
they lay on their beds, smoking, or they drank strong tea. Sometimes they bought a few coppers’ worth of grain
spirits and slowly shelled and munched peanuts as they sipped and sipped, to while the hours away.
This aimless dispirited kind of life, the germs of summer illness, was very contagious. Many guests were presentable enough when they first arrived. At least each had a hat, bedding, a trunk, a long gown. But before long
they would take the road of their predecessors. They would start by not wearing socks and their long outer gown
—only for temporary comfort, of course. Then it would become a habit. Garments like a long gown would be
worn so seldom that the owner would feel justified in telling one of the attendants to take them to the pawnshop.
Inevitably, the appearance of the newcomers would grow more and more disreputable, until they were qualified to
join the ranks of the idlers. Although it sometimes happened that one of them would find a job, at which he might
earn just enough for food, and leave the band, sooner or later society would squeeze out suitable individuals and
send them to the small hotel as replacements. In a word, the hotel arrival and departure register was perpetually
recording the arrivals and departures of precisely this type of person.
The longest resident, the most qualified, was Mr. Pengfei. He had arrived a year before, holding a child on his
lap while giving directions to a rickshaw-puller. He had put down his luggage and his bedding and remained ever
since. Not only had he seen many guests come and go; twenty or thirty attendants had been changed during the
period of his residence.
But Mr. Pengfei stayed on. At first he was very lonely. Because he couldn’t leave his three-year-old son alone,
of course he couldn’t go out to look for a job. By a happy coincidence, some of the other lodgers, having nothing
else to do, gradually formed a liking for the child. They played with him, and took him for walks and bought him
candy. In this way, the little boy learned to get along without his father and Mr. Pengfei was able to go out alone.
Thanks to a friend, Mr. Pengfei obtained a sinecure as a minor clerk—a position that only required his services
two hours per day. Although the pay was small, it was enough to sustain him. And so, he remained at the hotel.
He had very little to do. Aside from chatting idly with the other guests, he spent most of his time sitting in his
own nest—which he considered his home—like a lone bird with wet wings, washing and mending the child’s
clothes and his own. This gave him the appearance of being somewhat more settled and mature than his fellow
lodgers. He looked older, too, with his nearly bald head and wrinkled temples—at least forty, although according
to him he was only thirty-two.
“Surely you’re more than that,” skeptical guests would say.
“Let’s not talk about it. It’s because of suffering. My wife died,” Mr. Pengfei would reply tragically. He would
hug his child and kiss him fervently on the mouth, as if hoping thus to soften his memories. Tears would fall from
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his eyes, and the guests would walk away dejectedly.
Although the child had no mother, thanks to Mr. Pengfei’s idleness, he was well cared for. The little boy had
large eyes and a well-shaped nose. He wasn’t bad looking at all. He was intelligent and bright, and everyone liked
him. Whenever Mr. Pengfei went out, the idle guests would take care of the child, holding him or watching him
affectionately. It gave them a vague yet tangible satisfaction.
“Is Mr. Pengfei in? Room eighteen.”
One day a young woman’s voice was heard making this inquiry at the desk.
Not only a visitor, but a woman visitor! How unexpected! Immediately, someone informed Mr. Pengfei, who at
that moment was chewing an oil fritter sandwich and whose mouth was so full that his eyes were starting from his
head. The news seemed to shock him. The other lodgers, on hearing that a woman was calling, hid behind their
door curtains and squinted out from one side. A few stole into the empty room next to Mr. Pengfei’s and pressed
their faces close to the holes with which the wall abounded in order not to miss a single detail.
But Mr. Pengfei was not a bit cordial to his visitor. He absolutely seemed to dislike her. He was frowning and
his head was lowered as he walked ahead of her in an aimless fashion, leading her to his room. At the door, he
turned listlessly and halted. The young woman, smiling, walked past him and entered.
“Precious! Do you still remember your nai ma?”\fn{A note reads: Literally “milk mother,” i.e., wet nurse.} The woman
deftly put down the package she had been carrying, swept the child up in her arms and plumped herself down on
Mr. Pengfei’s bed. Then she opened the package and gave the little boy some candy and cakes. She crooned over
him, pampered him, quite ignoring his father. Her lavish display of affection only seemed to enrage Mr. Pengfei.
“You ungrateful hussy! How dare you sit on my bed?” he said to himself. “Get out of here!”
Either she observed his manner and paid no attention, or perhaps she really hadn’t noticed—in any event she
tucked up her left foot and reclined sideways on the bed, easing the weight of the child against her a bit as she
continued to play with him. Probably because the room was so still, she finally remembered Mr. Pengfei and,
turning her head, finally saw his confused expression.
“What are you imagining! I’ve only come to see the child.”
Once more, the woman devoted herself completely to the little boy.
At these frank words, Mr. Pengfei felt somewhat relieved. But then he grew uneasy again.
“How are you earning your living now?” he demanded. The question was plainly hypocritical. Only a few days
before, he had seen her walking down the street with a man, chatting and laughing. When the woman had
observed the sneering Mr. Pengfei she had given him a penetrating glance. Then she had laughed.
“You ask me that because you saw me on the street with a man?”
Mr. Pengfei was astounded. He had never dreamed the woman sitting opposite him could sink to such naked
boldness. What shall I say? he wondered.
“Don’t let it worry you. Though I’ve had a little schooling, it hasn’t been of any help. But I have to live. I’ve
been a nai ma, and I’ve I still have to earn a living now. Life has many sides. My coming here to see the child
today is one of them.”
The woman looked at Mr. Pengfei seriously as she spoke. Naturally, he was angry, but he controlled his feelings and sat staring at her. He couldn’t figure her out, and that rather frightened him. In the silence that followed,
he was embarrassed to hear the watchers whispering on the other side of the wall. Apparently aware of them too,
the woman stood up, holding the little boy.
“Forgive me for troubling you. I’m going now. But I’d like to come again, often, to see the child.”
“You may,” Mr. Pengfei readily agreed, much relieved, like a man who had been saved.
Again the woman warmly kissed the child. “Take good care of him!” she admonished, and departed.
The other lodgers swarmed into Mr. Pengfei’s room. Some said the woman was his abandoned wife, others
said she was his mistress. Each had reasons for his opinion. Mr. Pengfei’s face was a furious blue; his belly was
bursting with ire. Banging his hand down on the table, he almost wept aloud.
“Oh, that I should meet that devil of a woman again!” he groaned.
“You ought, however, to explain precisely who she is,” proposed a gentleman whose favorite word was ‘however.’”
“Of course I should. She was my little boy’s nai ma. ‘I’ve nursed your child.’ You all heard her say so, very
clearly!”
“Very clearly!” the guests echoed with comical promptness.
“It started two years ago. The child …” Mr. Peng-fei blew out his breath angrily. Then, stroking the little boy’s
hand which was reaching for a candy on the table, he began his story.
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“Ah, perhaps you think I’ve never known happiness. Your questions always make me feel bad. The truth is that
my past is honorable. I had a wife, a family. The two of us lived together in a cheerful little home. I was a teacher
in a middle school then. My wife looked after the house. We lived pleasantly. But later the child was born, and he
influenced us, our home, our fate, until everything was changed.
“When the young rascal was born. my wife had no milk to suckle him. Without any ado, he opened his red
toothless little mouth, wrinkled his brows, shut his: eyes and howled himself red in the face, thrashing about in
my wife’s arms, as if yelling with his whole being—I want milk! I want milk!
“My wife had always been frail. After she became pregnant, she was more colorless than ever. By the time the
baby was born, she was like a fading leaf. Of course she couldn’t cope with a squalling infant, so I proposed that
we hire a wet nurse.
“But she wouldn’t hear of it. The school where I taught was often late with my wages, and she was afraid we
wouldn’t be able to manage if we had to feed two additional mouths. What’s more she was worried that the baby
would transfer his love to the nurse. I couldn’t do anything with her. She refused to yield. All day long she held
the child, fondled him, or washed his diapers in the courtyard.
“One day out in the yard she fainted and struck her head against a step, cutting her forehead and losing a lot of
blood. She didn’t even have the strength to call for help. By the time I found her, she had been lying there a long
time. She was unable to stand, and could only look at me with dim half-closed eyes.
“‘Let me hire a wet nurse so I won’t have to worry about you,’ I begged her. Actually, we had no other choice.
So I went out and engaged that woman.
“When the nai ma took the baby to her breast, he immediately burrowed in with his little head, and as soon as
he found the nipple began to suck with all his might, murmuring contentedly. It would have done your heart good
to see him. I breathed a sigh of relief and my wife laughed. She gave him a tenderly reproachful glance when he
was handed back to her. Good, I thought. Everything’s all right now.
“‘What’s happened to your own child?’ my wife asked the nai ma some time later. She had just discovered that
woman was also the mother of a little son.
“‘Gone, madam!’ the woman replied.
“‘What about your husband?’
“‘My husband? The same as this gentleman—he’s a teacher in a school.’
“‘A teacher?’ My wife was startled. The disparity between a husband who was a school teacher and a wife who
was a wet nurse aroused her pity. What a bitter tragedy. A hush fell on the room,
“‘The way the world is today, a school teacher can’t prevent his wife from becoming a nai ma. We’re poor, we
don’t get along well together. What else could I do?’
“‘Can you read and write?’
“‘I could once, a little. But I’ve forgotten now.’
“This reply increased my wife’s sadness and heightened her sympathy for the woman. Nevertheless, we were
happy for a while. But not long after, the wails of our baby began to be heard again. Returning home from school
I would often find my wife, who still had not entirely recovered her health, walking the floor with the child in her
arms, crooning to him and trying to soothe him.
“‘Where is the nai ma?’ I finally asked.
“‘Her brother is sick. She asked for the afternoon off, and I gave it to her,’ my wife said with quiet impatience.
She was afraid I would be angry.
“‘You shouldn’t have,’ I said. ‘What did you do that for?’ I couldn’t help sounding a bit reproving—out of
sympathy for her and the baby.
“But it didn’t make any difference. My wife not only gave the nai ma that afternoon off, but many other
afternoons as well. Sometimes she would fool me, and say the woman had just gone out to buy something, that
she’d be right back. Actually, there was often no sign of her by dark, and my wife would croon to the howling
child and keep going to the back door to look out anxiously. I would be torn with pity for the crying baby and for
my poor wife, who was so distressed that even her voice dropped. But the anger seemed to be only on my side,
and my wife continued to let the woman out two or three times a week.
“Then her husband came to call!
“One day as I was returning from school, I saw a man ahead of me of medium height. He was dressed in a
soiled uniform-type suit and carried a package under his arm. At first I didn’t pay much attention to him, but he
seemed to sense that I was following, and turned his head to glance at me alertly. I saw a thin, finely-chiseled face
that was rather pale. He examined me from head to foot, then entered our back door. By the time I hurried in after
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him and looked around, he had already disappeared. The door of the room beyond the parlor was closed, but I
could hear quiet voices. Before I could speak, the person in the room seemed to know I was there, and the door
suddenly opened. The man I had seen enter was standing opposite our nai ma, who was holding the baby.
“‘This is my husband,’ the woman said without any hesitation.
“The man stepped forward and bowed courteously. He asked me to forgive his wife, saying that she was young
and thoughtless. Then turning his head slightly in her direction, he gave her a long lecture. He said:
“‘I don’t care what you do, as long as you act in good conscience. A job as a wet nurse is nothing to be
ashamed of. Since you’re accepting people’s money, you should do your best. Instead, you’re always running off.
Your employers haven’t scolded you, but don’t you realize you’re making the child suffer?’ He took the baby
from his wife’s arms and kissed it affectionately, then gazed at me with a pleasant smile.
“I sighed. His considerate words nearly moved me to tears. I was softened by his honest appearance. Automatically, I bowed to him in return. ‘Thank you very much,’ I said. ‘Please don’t let me disturb you.’ I left and went to
my own room.
“I found my wife seated alone, looking anxious. I thought: She’s afraid that I’ve found out about the man and
will raise a row. As a jest, I pretended to be angry and said: ‘You’re always fooling me and letting the nai ma out
secretly. Today, you’ve permitted her husband to come to our home. In these troubled times, we can’t allow callers
we don’t know.’
“‘How did I know he was coming? And even if I did, what could I do? You surely wouldn’t be heartless
enough to prevent a married couple from having a talk. Although they don’t get along—they’re always arguing—
after all they are husband and wife, I thought if I gave them a chance to meet occasionally, they might be able to
patch things up,’ my wife retorted rather querulously, her face stiffening.
“‘I don’t object. To tell you the truth, I’ve already seen him. He’s a very nice person. So we don’t have to
quarrel, eh?’ I said with a laugh. My wife was delighted. Her face relaxed and shone triumphantly.
“‘But I cannot approve of that woman, running all over the place. Is that away to behave?’ I demanded, again
only to tease my wife.
“‘And I can’t entirely approve of that man either,’ she replied. ‘You don’t know. He’s always getting sick. His
wife supports him. He comes here and she gives him money. He also takes her clothes out and pawns them,
bundle after bundle. He gives her the pawn tickets, and when she redeems the bundles, one by one, he comes and
pawns them again. That’s why they quarrel. With a husband like that, how can you blame her?’
“She may not be altogether wrong, I thought. But it seems to me that the man acts the way he does only
because he can’t help himself. He was fated to bad luck. I can forgive him. But that woman—she’s a bad lot, I
haven’t the slightest doubt. And time will prove it, very soon.
“One evening at dusk—it must have been about five—I heard the back door opening softly. I was sitting in the
parlor, and hadn’t turned the light on yet. I watched stealthily and saw the nai ma go out. The door was only half
closed and I could see her standing on the steps talking to a man wearing polished leather shoes. Her husband, I
supposed. But hurrying to the kitchen window and peering out, I saw that it was not her husband, but another
young man. Irritated, I at once withdrew. The woman came in and closed the door, then went upstairs. What trick
is she up to now? I wondered. She must be asking for time off, so that she can keep an assignation with her lover.
“My wife and the woman came down the stairs together.
“‘Our nai ma says that someone has just notified her that her old mother has died. She wants to go to the
funeral. She asks for only three days’ leave,’ said my wife, actually seeking my consent.
“‘I’m not so sure anything serious has happened,’ I said coldly.
“‘Whether you agree or not, that’s your affair. Anyhow, I’m going,’ the woman informed me flatly.
“‘What about two days, then? The child can’t live very long on dairy milk.’ I was furious with this lying
woman. But for the sake of the baby, I virtually begged her.
“‘All right,’ she said. It was very strange. She hurriedly took the child from my wife’s arms and kissed him
fervently, just as she did today. I felt like yelling at her: ‘You wanton hussy! You’re running wild!’ I strode over
and snatched back the baby.
“After receiving her wages from my wife, the woman quickly, almost agitatedly, took a bundle, rushed out the
back door and into a rickshaw. Probably she had an appointment with her lover that very night.
“The following morning, I heard someone rapping on the back door. Can it be that she’s satisfied her lust and
has returned home early? I wondered. Of course, she would come back with more lies. She would say that her
mother hadn’t died at all, that someone had fooled her. For the baby’s sake she had hurried home. My wife would
be all smiles.
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“Thus thinking, I opened the door. To my surprise, standing there was a police sergeant—an old friend of mine
—and eight policemen with drawn guns. It was lucky my friend was leading them, or they probably would have
broken the door down. From their fierce manner, I could see that plainly.
“‘We’ve come for that fine maid you’ve hired!’ my friend told me.
“‘But she left last night.’
“‘She left?’ Obviously very disappointed, my friend pushed his cap back on his head. He looked perplexed. I
invited him into our parlor.
“‘What is she—a kidnapper?’ China was full of them. It never occurred to me that she might be anything else.
“‘Her husband is a Communist. Someone informed on him, and we’ve nabbed him,’ said my friend. I remembered that courteous young face, I recalled everything he had said, how lovingly he had embraced our child. A
chill ran up my spine.
“‘The one who turned him in must have been his wife! If not her, then her lover,’ I said decisively.
“My friend laughed. ‘Don’t be so sure. The woman's under suspicion too.’
“‘A baggage like her? She doesn’t have enough character to be a Communist!’ I said angrily. I told him about
her disgraceful behavior.
“‘Let’s have a look around her room,’ my friend suggested. I led him in and turned on the light. Except for the
bedding, everything else was gone. A note was pinned to the quilt. It read:
Please engage another nai ma. Although I don’t get along with my husband, I’m still married to him. I’m sure to be
involved. I have no choice but to go. Goodbye.

“I was furious. It seemed to me I could detect signs of dissoluteness even in her delicate handwriting. As my
friend was leaving I said to him hotly: ‘She was the one who informed on him. I’m positive.’
“‘You ought to be more careful in the future. They’re operating under cover everywhere,’ my friend warned.
He left.
“After that things began to change. The young man was executed. My own fate wasn’t much better. First, my
wife died, and I was left with a thin little child who cried all the time. I had to feed him on dairy milk. I would sit
alone and dream of my dead wife, and of the pleasant-faced young man. They seemed to be all around me like
fragrant old scroll paintings, in lovely harmonious colors, unrolling before my eyes then rolling up again. I
dreamed often, and took to drink—I was in a terrible state.
“But that woman! Not long after her husband was killed, I saw her walking down the street with an army officer. Laughing and chatting, she was decked out like a spring butterfly. She gave me a familiar smile as she walked
past, without a trace of embarrassment. Of course she wasn’t wearing mourning. That officer is probably her
seventeenth or eighteenth lover, I thought. I cursed her under my breath.
“Then this year I again saw her on the street, this time with some richly dressed fop. I couldn’t bear to look at
her and made haste to put a good distance between us.
“Today she came to the hotel, I don’t know why. She haunts me like a ghost. Do you think I could possibly
become intimate with a woman like that?”
Mr. Pengfei gazed at his auditors. It was plain that they shared his indignation. He laughed triumphantly.
“What a snake!” they cried. “If she comes again—we’ll insult her!” said one of them.
“If we do that, however, she’ll tell the police we’re all Communists!” said the sensitive Mr. However. This put
an immediate end to the discussion.
Life in the hotel went on as usual. The lodgers continued to express their indignation about all manner of
things, while chewing on their big wheat-cakes and sipping their strong tea. Of course they also thought at times
of that depraved young woman and her outrageous conduct. They looked forward to her next visit, so that they
could insult her properly.
“Is Mr. Pengfei, room eighteen, at home?” someone asked at the desk many days later.
The lodgers at once pricked up their ears, hoping to savor a fresh bit of gossip. It was not that young woman
calling however, but two men dressed in the uniforms of the Special Security Bureau. As the men entered Mr.
Pengfei’s room, the lodgers quickly hid behind their door curtains. Not long after, Mr. Pengfei, a sorrowful
expression on his face, emerged carrying his child and left under the escort of his callers. A considerable time
later, the stunned lodgers, very pale, cautiously poked their heads out from behind their door curtains, strongly
resembling a pack of curious rabbits.
“No doubt he’s accused of the same crime as that young fellow he told us about.” This was the guess of Mr. Li,
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a clerk in the Civil Affairs Office. The lodgers, recalling the impression of the young man which Mr. Pengfei had
given them, and the friendly tone in which he had referred to him, nodded of one accord and felt suddenly uneasy.
In their mind’s eye they could visualize the executions they had witnessed before. They could practically see Mr.
Pengfei’s grisly head rolling in the dust.
“However, it’s up to each and everyone of us to think over his relation with him.” Mr. However not only could
sum up, but he could also make new proposals. In a world where any act whatsoever might be considered a crime,
said Mr. However, this would be a wise course.
Immediately, the lodgers became worried. Those who had frequently chatted with Mr. Pengfei in his room
grew rather desperate. A number took their few belongings that were of any value and exchanged them at the
pawnshop for cash, intending to live quietly elsewhere for a couple of days. Several hastened to set matches to
packets of completely innocuous letters. Some made incessant phone calls, surreptitiously seeking information
from friends.
But things did not turn out as they anticipated. Two, hours later, carrying his child, Mr. Pengfei came back safe
and sound. Life returned to the hotel, and color to the faces of the guests. His fellow lodgers swarmed into Mr.
Pengfei’s room and crowded round him.
“It was because of that woman again,” he announced despondently.
“They caught her in bed with someone and she wanted you to put up her bail?” someone surmised jestingly.
“Who would have believed it? She’s a Communist too!”
“A Communist!” cried the other guests. They at once fell silent.
“She’s been arrested. They’re going to execute her tomorrow. She asked permission to see my child and me.
That’s why I was taken to the jail. That woman is amazing. She could still smile, she could still laugh. She was
wearing the same gay clothes she had on that day. She talked with me quite calmly. I was a little dizzy. I don’t
know when she took the child from my arms. How lovingly she kissed him.”
“‘You’re not involved, friend,’ she assured me. ‘I’m a Communist, but surely Communists also have relatives,
friends, and all the other normal relationships. I made everything very clear on that score. I explained I had nursed
your child, and so I wanted to see him.’
“I was frightened, upset, my head was spinning. I was also moved. ‘What’s this all about?’ I asked.
“‘I told you. I’m a Communist!’[ She suddenly became animated, and her voice rose. ‘I’ve been working
underground for a long time. You thought I was misbehaving when I lived at your house. Actually, it was all part
of my work. Well, now I’ve been caught. You thought I was a low woman, didn’t you?’
“‘I … that is …’
“‘Never mind. It doesn’t make any difference!’
“‘Ah, you Communists!’ I sighed. ‘You're so …’ My voice trailed off.
“‘Why did I ask you to come? The reason is this: I had a son of my own, but I had to give him over to the care
of a relative in the country some time ago. I’ve never seen him since. For convenience’s sake, I took the job you
offered as a nai ma to your baby. Now everything is finished. My work … I often think of my child, but it never
pained me so much as it does today. To save the oppressed, we gave up our own little boy.’ She spoke in faltering
sentences, as tears rolled down her cheeks and fell on my child. ‘That’s why I wanted to see this one,’ she said in a
choking voice, kissing him. Infected by her mood, the baby began to cry.
“Finally, she handed him back to me and said: ‘Raise him well. What can be expected from people like you?
Let him grow big and strong. You, your kind … are finished.’
“I didn’t dare to look at her. Misery was written on her bloodless face. But her mouth still bore the suggestion
of a bitter smile. The two men who had brought me there escorted me out. It was as if I was walking with my
child through the clouds, as if I was being led to the execution grounds. I felt very dizzy.”
Plunged into gloom by Mr. Pengfei’s recital of the woman’s strange and tragic story, the lodgers silently
mulled over the words:
“Your kind … are finished.”
And they stared at the child in Mr. Pengfei’s arms, hoping to see in him something remarkable.
19.12 The Journey\fn{by Feng Yuan-jun aka Gan Nüshi (1900-1974)} Henan Province, China (F) 4
Lotus is the daughter of my neighbour Zhang Cheng. She has worked as a spinning girl at the large cotton mill
in town ever since she was fifteen. She has been there for four years now.
On summer mornings when everything lies bathed in the faint rays of the early sun, the clanging of factory
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bells wakes the inhabitants of the town and reminds the workers that it is time to start work. At that moment, if I
push open the windows and gaze out over the street, I can always be sure to see Lotus hurrying across. She carries
a small box containing a few gridle cakes or sometimes a couple of slices of salted meat to eat for lunch at the
factory. I like to watch her pass and she often gazes up at me so that over the years we have become what might
be considered good friends.
At first whenever we saw one another we would simply look, the only sign of recognition being the crossing of
our paths of vision. As the days went by we grew more familiar and were no longer so cold with each other. Now
every time we meet, we smile warmly, demonstrating a great affection.
This morning as usual I pushed wide the window and looked down to see Lotus open the flimsy wooden door
of her house and hurry across the street. When she came to my window she stopped and raised her head. Her
expression was one of dismay and hesitation, and her eyes looked up imploringly as she said in a faltering voice,
“Do you want to help me?”
She lowered her head and waited in silence for my reply. I had no idea what sort of help she needed, but I was
ready to do all I could for her. I could not bear to see her look so pitiful and without pausing to reflect I replied
hastily,
“Of course I can help you, of course! I’m ready to do anything to help you.”
“Oh, thank God!” she said with great sincerity, and a spark of happiness appeared in her eyes. The traces of a
warm smile on her cheeks intensified the impression deep inside me, a feeling both sweet and elusive, something
not easily forgotten. After a moment she spoke again,
“I’ll see you again this evening at six. I have to go to the factory now.”
“See you then,” I replied, as she turned and hurried towards the road where the factory was situated.
Lotus had gone. Even when I could see no more sign of her, I still continued to lean out of the window as if in
a daze. With the image of her pitiful expression before me I could not suppress those strange, subtle emotions
which gave rise to a feeling of indignation; there were so many people in the world deserving of one’s pity but
this was the first time I had encountered anyone for whom I felt so profoundly sorry as I did for Lotus. Now she
was asking me for help and I was in a much more favourable position than she. This was a good opportunity given
to me by God, a rare and valuable opportunity. How could I best take advantage of it?
I made up my mind to help her. I would have to be prepared for I wanted her to have whatever help she
needed. If she wanted to borrow money I would give her all I had. If it was a large sum she needed then I would
not be able to give it to her straight away, but I would arrange with my mother to give her all my next month’s
allowance. This would almost certainly cover her needs. It really is a great misfortune to be without money in this
world, but to be able to help another in time of need is an invaluable quality to have, for it is the expression of the
the human capacity for mutual help. I was filled with a sense of self-esteem and was determined not to be a selfish
creature. These thoughts turned over in my mind and heightened the noble benevolence I felt. What a shame
Lotus could not appear right now! I did not want her to have to beg, I would simply hand over to her every penny
I had and thus lessen her load of suffering and misery!
My mind did not rest from the moment Lotus left me. I could not dismiss the grand feeling of doing good and
it was constantly apparent in all my actions. My voice sounded graver than usual and even walking felt different.
It was as if today I belonged to that same class of people from ancient times, like Qiu Ranke and Hong Fu, hero
figures never to be surpassed in this world.\fn{ A note reads: Qiu Ranke and Hong Fu: two characters from a short story written
in the Tang Dynasty, (618-907), called The Biography of Qiu Ranke. At the end of the Sui Dynasty (581-618 AD), Hong Fu was the
concubine of a nobleman, Yang Suo. A certain general in the army of the man who was to become the founder of a new dynasty (Li Shimin,
later known as Tang Emperor Tai Long) came to visit Yang Su, and while there Hong Fu saw him and fell in love with him for his obvious
bravery. After the general Li Ling left, Hong Fu secretly escaped from her master to follow Li. On the road they bumped into the hairy
rogue Qiu Ranke. Hong Fu realised that this fellow was quite outstanding in word and deed, and the two of them made a sister-brother
vow. They went on to help Li Ling found the new dynasty.}

The day passed particularly slowly. Normally it would not take long before the sun’s rays fell on the tops of the
cotton mill's chimneys, but today I must have looked out of the window at least ten times to find that the shadows
had not yet stretched that far … still another inch to go!
“Ah! That’s the sun now, shining on the chimney tops. Lotus will be on her way!”
I was so delighted that I spoke these words out loud as I leant out of the window.
In the distance I saw a crowd of workers stream out of the factory. Some went south towards the main road and
some east towards the square. In no time at all they had gone their separate ways but I still had not seen Lotus
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emerge. I watched anxiously and after a while saw the huge iron gates of the factory creak open again and Lotus
hurry across towards our hutong.\fn{A note reads: A lane. In traditional China few family compounds had gates opening onto main
thoroughfares. Instead, cities and towns were threaded with winding lanes, or hutong.} Beads of sweat covered her face and
dripped down like raindrops. Her cheeks were bright red as if covered in rouge and the veins stood out faintly on
her forehead—signs of the foul atmosphere and exhausting, oppressive conditions inside that factory .
Lotus entered slowly and a faint smile appeared on her face when our eyes met. She went on into my study
and, without waiting for her to say a word I hurried into my bedroom to fetch the packet of money I had prepared.
Then I presented it to her saying happily,
“Here, take this. If you need any more I’ll find some way to help you.”
At first Lotus simply stared at me as if in complete incomprehension. Then she sighed and said with a cold
smile,
“There must be other things on earth besides money that people really need.”
I did not understand, nor had I expected this reaction. Why was Lotus behaving in this extraordinary way? At
the same time I instinctively felt guilty. I had not realized what it was she wanted and so had rashly offered her
money. Money is humiliating, you could even call it evil, and by handing it to her I had aggravated her misery.
This was something to be extremely ashamed of and I dared not even raise my eyes. Tears of worry and shame
welled up from deep within me.
For a long time neither of us said a word for we were both upset. Finally Lotus wiped the tears from her eyes
and spoke,
“I want to tell you a story. In fact it’s the story of my last four years, and it has a lot to do with my plea for
help.”
I nodded for her to go on and this is the story that she related to me:
“Four years ago I was a lively innocent child. Of course I am no longer like that. But in those days when I was
at school and preparing to go to college, it never occurred to me that one day I would be in this miserable state.”
Lotus sighed deeply and began to weep again. My tears fell in sympathy when I saw her sad and haggard
expression. It was some time before she continued:
“Time has passed almost as quickly as a flash of lightning, and that bitterly cold winter is now long gone. That
was when I only had half a year of school to go before I graduated. But my father suffers from a chronic illness
and that spring he had a relapse and was unable to work in the shop. The family fell into financial difficulties and
I had no choice but to forget the graduation diploma I was so near to getting and return home to take care of my
father. Naturally I was upset, but what use was that? My parents and brothers and sisters were all kind and a great
consolation to me. Then after only a few days my uncle pulled some strings to get me a job in the big cotton mill.
My wages were ten dollars a month and so I had to stay with my parents and go out to work. Fortunately however,
my father almost completely recovered from his illness and this took quite a load off my mind.
“If you walk down the street near the factory you soon hear the rattling and rumbling of machinery. It’s a cruel
hateful sound, enough to put anyone in a bad mood. There’s also the thick black smoke and the filthy stench of oil
that make your head spin. The first time I walked through those factory gates I could hardly bear the dinginess
that closed in around me. But everything was so new and strange, and the machinery so immense that it set my
mind working. I would examine all the machines, how they were made, what they did—one might venture to
remark that I was fascinated by it all!
“After a few days I was put in with a team of spinners. Whenever I had the chance I would study the spindles
and the way they worked—I wanted to use my mind, to understand and learn. In those days you could still say I
had a lively mind. Sometimes I would even catch a glimpse of my own dimpled cheeks smiling back at me in the
shiny copper surface of the machine.
“That year spring came as usual. The peach trees let fall their covering of fresh pink blossom, and bore small
green peaches with furry skins. The ground was spread with dead flowers from the elm trees and their thick
foliage grew into a natural canopy to shade people from the scorching sun. Swallows, cuckoos and orioles flew
off to other places; there were all the signs of a brand new summer which normally perk up the spirit and delight
everyone—except those who are inside the factory and miss it all.
“At a set time every morning I go to the factory. The only thing that brings me any comfort or hope is when I
see you, leaning out of the window and greeting me with a smile. This is the happiest moment in the day for me.
Besides that one moment, I spend the rest of the day with the constant rattling and rumbling of machinery filling
my ears and my mind; the pace and the pitch don’t change for one second and the spindles move back and forth in
a never-ending fixed pattern. I get so fed up with the job that sometimes when I watch the workers at the factory
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forge, I’m filled with a strong desire to take that iron hammer in my own hands, lift it high and bring it down a
few times so that the golden sparks fly out all the more fiercely and turn the blackness of the factory into glorious
light.
“On one occasion I was watching Liu Liang standing by the furnace wielding the iron hammer so that sparks
flew in all directions. I watched mesmerized, completely forgetting to work the spindle. Suddenly I heard a harsh
voice shout ‘Oi!’ I jumped with fright and looked up to see the stiff, ashen face of the supervisor.
“‘Get on with what you’re supposed to be doing,’ he told me savagely. ‘You shouldn’t be thinking of anything
but your job. The factory pays you money to use your hands and feet, not your brain—just like the machines. You
must work for the greatest profit. That’s what you’re here for! That’s what you're here for!’
“At the time I did not really understand what these words meant. But from then on I dared not think of
anything else. Gradually it became a habit. I thought of nothing but profit and wages. When I left the factory my
ears would still ring with the rattling of the spindles and the rumbling of the machines, my mind empty of
everything save for the image of the incessant movement of the spindles round and round and the thought of
working harder.
“Three or four years went by in this way. Even I began to think of myself as a fairly good machine, little
different from the spindles themselves. My work was simply an automatic action of the hand, a systematic
movement—nothing more than that. I am now totally familiar with every action.
“One day in late summer—the tenth of August in fact—we had a day’s holiday to mark the anniversary of the
founding of the factory. I was feeling low, so I arranged to get out of town and go into the countryside with one of
my work-mates. As soon as we had left the town we were suddenly aware of the quiet all around. The boundless
sky was a deep, deep blue with just a few wisps of cloud. A light breeze rustled the leaves of the Chinese parasol
trees and this clear crisp sound harmonized with the murmuring of river water running over stones. We walked to
the water’s edge and stood in silence. The reflections of our two forms in the water startled myriads of fish which
swam deep down to the bottom of the stream.
“We found a smooth white rock where we sat and quietly watched the trees as they swayed in unison, reflected
shimmering in the water below. A crow flew past, swift as a dart. The peace and serene beauty of the place filled
our souls. Thoughts drifted through my mind, light as gossamer, and many memories long ago drowned out by the
din of factory machines floated back one by one, as if awoken from a dream.
“All of a sudden a sharp autumnal breeze began to blow, bringing with it the faint scent of dying lotus flowers.
A memory of something that had taken place five years before welled up from deep down in my mind. The scene
was as vivid as those you see on the movie screen: a place in the countryside, a cool wind blowing which makes
the clouds race past like rushing water. The sun’s slanting rays fall onto a winding lotus pond and the droplets of
water on the lotus leaves sparkle in the light. A group of lively schoolgirls are singing as they skirt the pond. That
merry outing was the happiest event in my life. The scent of the lotus was the same as five years before, but I had
become very different to what I was then!
“I thought of my dear old school friends and I thought of the lotus petals and the hibiscus flowers we used to
have on display at school. I really don’t know how to describe my feelings so you’ll understand!”
As Lotus said this a lump grew in her throat and her eyes brimmed with bitter tears. She gazed up into the blue
sky as if pleading to God to save her. But this was surely just a vain hope. A growing apprehension in my mind
compelled me to ask:
“How then do you want me to help you, Lotus?”
Having absorbed the question Lotus went on with her story:
“My workmate and I did not speak for we were both too lost in our own thoughts. Then she suddenly turned to
me and said, ‘I think that ever since I started at the factory I stopped being me. Can you really sell your soul?’
“What sort of sorrow can produce a question like that? Bitter grief welled up inside me and my mind was in
turmoil. I was unable to reply. For a long time all I could do was ask myself over and over again, ‘Can you really
sell your own soul?’ I could think of nothing but those words.
“This distressing question left us silent, staring blankly into the stream as it flowed by, never to return.
Suddenly four or five sprightly ducks darted out from a clump of reeds and began to swim around freely in the
water, catching and eating the fat river insects. We felt a surge of hateful jealousy towards them in their freedom
—even ducks were better off than workers who had lost their souls! It was almost as if those annoying ducks
understood our frustration for they quacked at us complacently, ‘Ha! Ha!’
“We could stand it no longer and hurried away from there, back to the smoky, grimy town.
“The following day work began at the factory as usual. I went in early and sat down at the spindles. My hands
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moved up and down without pause, but my eyes and thoughts were fixed on the factory workers themselves. I
watched the actions of their hands and feet constantly moving from left to right. The spot where they stood did not
change in the slightest; they were so practiced in the work that it had all become a natural movement. When the
factory bell rings in the morning the workers start up, like a machine when the brake is lifted. They work right
through until the bell rings to stop and then, like a machine when the brake is put on again, they are still.
Greenish-yellow shadows show in their dark faces and their eyes are lifeless. They derive no pleasure from their
achievements after a day’s work, and it is only on the days when the wages are handed out that a tragic smile
appears on their faces.
“I gradually became aware of how right my workmate’s words had been: the workers in the factory were not
merely selling their labour power; they had no chance to think or make decisions. What they were selling was the
right to their own minds and personalities. Surely that is selling one’s soul!
“But I never quite dare to believe that this is so. A soul is valuable, in fact it is priceless. How can it be bought
with limited wages? Or do the workers part with it willingly? ‘Can you sell your soul?’ Who can in all sincerity
and fairness give a satisfactory answer to that question?”
As Lotus came to the end of her tale she lowered her head and fumbled with the front of her jacket, but I could
see the deep sorrow in her face. In a state of utter confusion I was unable to think of anything to say. After a while
Lotus spoke again.
“I asked for your help. What I need is for you to answer that question for me, can you really sell your own
soul?”
I dared not even reply. Why do so many things in this world not turn out as they ought. I regretted my
impetuosity.
Now everything seemed out of control. My jacket was damp with the tears of my distress, but I was still lost
for words. Lotus saw my dilemma and let out a sigh:
“Money can relieve a pauper,” she said. “But the agony of someone who has lost their very being is a hundred
times worse than poverty! People know how to help others with money but they cannot help them buy back
something even more important than money—their own souls!”
She fell silent. There was nothing I could say to her. My feelings of remorse and shame had combined to
produce a voice of reproach clamouring inside me:
“Help her then! Make use of your noble intentions and answer her question. Can you sell your soul?”
19.35 & 150.51 1. The Lucky One 2. Little Liu\fn{by Ling Shu-hua aka Mrs. Cheng T’ung-po (1900/03/04-1996; W says
1900-1990 but also that “some sources cite ‘b.1904’”; I found the 1903 source:H) } Canton, Kwangtung Province, China (F) 13
1
In the daily talk about good fortune and lucky people, everyone who knew Old Mistress Zhang said without
hesitation:
“Madame Zhang is Number One!”
It was true, the Matriarch was most fortunate. She was still united with her husband that year she turned sixty
nine. Each of her four sons were married and the eldest had a son already turned nineteen, who had married the
year before. Old Mistress Zhang’s granddaughter-in-law was seven or eight month’s pregnant and would give
birth at the year’s end. The newly born infant would be her great-grandson—her youngest son had also married
the year before and his firstborn had been a son. In fact, the Matriarch already had eight grandsons, and although
it was hardly surprising that she should have another, this was her youngest’s first, and a son, so naturally it was a
more joyous occasion than usual. On his one month anniversary a tea party had been held, and she too had gladly
joined in the fun.
Her three daughters were also married, and each of them probably had at least three children. Actually, the Old
Mistress could not clearly remember the number of grandsons produced by her daughters. None of them lived in
their old home town. Whenever a daughter gave birth to her first son, she would pester her mother to prepare gifts
to be sent by messenger. But when the second child was born, the daughter’s husband would write a letter to
announce the fact, and that was the end of it.
It was the Master of the house who read these letters, for the Old Mistress was illiterate. If he remembered to
tell her, well and good, and if he forgot, that too was of no particular consequence.
One other point should be made to amply prove that no one could surpass the Old Mistress on the scale of
fortune. And what is that? Never in her life, from childhood until now, had she ever needed to worry about daily
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necessities. No wonder there were so few lines upon her face. For a woman nearing seventy, her skin was still
remarkably smooth. Only when she examined something closely were several fine wrinkles noticeable upon her
brow. Ever since she had learned the art of makeup and dress, those whose costumes and jewelery were no match
for hers had been green with jealousy.
The Matriarch often said:
“What is the worth of a man’s wealth today?”
Compared with what she had seen in earlier times it was a mean and shabby thing. Nowadays when one
invited guests, out would come the silver service to show off one’s affluence. These people had not seen the
perfection of settings that distinguished banquets in the old days. She remembered that when her grandfather had
invited guests they would only use the set of Qian Long\fn{ A note reads: Qian Long: the reigning title of the Emperor Gao
Zong of the Qing Dynasty, who reigned from 1736 to 1795 .} multi~colored porcelain bowls worth over two thousand silver
yuan.\fn{A note reads: The monetary unit of China, equal to 10 jiao or 100 fen; usually translated as “dollar.”}
Silver chopsticks were disagreeably heavy to hold: chopsticks had to be made of ivory. Moreover, their ivory
chopsticks had been intricately carved. One set was engraved with the Eight Immortals of the Winecup,\fn{ A note
reads: Refers to the eight well-known poets of the Tang Dynasty Li Bo, He Zhizhang, Li Shizhi, Wang Jin, Cui Zongzhi, Su Jin, Zhang Xu
and Jiao Sui.} each pair depicting a different character in a different scene, such as He Zhizhan\fn{ A note reads: A poet
of the Tang Dynasty.} on horseback crazy with drink, or Li Taibai\fn{ A note reads: More often known as Li Bo, was also a Tang
poet of great fame. He drowned one evening as he attempted to embrace the reflection of the moon in the waters of the a lake in 762 A.D .}

inebriated in a boat. They really were most elegant and original. The Old Mistress was regularly struck with the
feeling that the opulence in modern times lacked any sense of taste. What peeved her most at banquets was the
use of a white cotton table cloth; not only was it quite unsightly, it also happened to be the color of mourning. She
particularly detested modern weddings in which the bride wore an ordinary patterned skirt and a thin piece of
powder coloured gauze draped over her head. Anyone could get a full look at her face! And the groom in his shiny
black clothes and black hat looked more like a mourner in funeral get up. If propitious events were conducted in
this way then it was no wonder that China’s destiny was in decline and might even die out altogether! She had
seen the rich folk in times of peace! She said that were she to live for only one day she absolutely would not want
to see her sons and grandsons behave in such a cheap and shoddy manner.
The Old Mistress had married into the Zhang household, also a very affluent family. Although the Master had
not been interested in scholarly pursuits as a young man, and could not gain official rank through the right and
proper channels of the examination system, his father-in-law knew how to pull strings. By the time he was thirty,
his father-in-law had paid a sum of money for him to fill a vacant post in the office of the Ministry of the Interior.
In those days when the Matriarch had gone out to pay a New Year call or attend celebrations, she had worn a
gown embroidered with two arched cranes, an embroidered skirt and a string of court pearls, an outfit worn by
those in attendance to the Imperial House. With her slow swaying walk she looked every bit the “Lady of Title.”
When the Master had married two concubines while in the Capital awaiting assignment, she had not argued
with him nor showed anger over this. She would say that it was improper for a man to be without two or three
wives and that only people of low birth quarreled out of jealousy. Consequently, her parents-in-law had said she
was most righteous and her husband respected her.
The Matriarch’s own mother-in-law had wanted to be alive to see her grandson’s wife, so the Matriarch’s
eldest son had married at sixteen years of age. When he was seventeen his wife had a son (this son was her eldest
grandson). The Matriarch was already a mother-in-law at thirty-eight, and at thirty-nine—not quite forty—she had
become a grandmother. Those who heard of this at the time clicked their tongues in admiration. Her two sistersin-law took notice of her youth and how she took her place beside her husband in the correct gown becoming to a
lady of title. They saw how she received formal calls from her sons and their wives, and when in the following
year they observed her as she emerged in full regalia to receive guests attending the banquet in honor of her
grandson’s first month anniversary, the two of them could barely hold back the tears.
Perhaps there is nothing extraordinarily lucky about being a mother-in-law and a grandmother. What people
admired most however, was the Matriarch’s own personal wealth in private savings, and the filial obedience
shown her by her sons, daughters-in-law, grandsons and granddaughters-in-law. A dark cloud had only to appear
in the sky for everyone to argue over who would fetch more clothes for the Matriarch. Second Daughter-in-law
and Fourth Daughter-in-law would often implore the Old Mistress to taste the special delicacies they had prepared
for her. If she fell prey to a touch of indigestion after eating, they would spend the rest of the day blaming
themselves for being so presumptuous. First and Third Daughters-in-law who were not so clever with words
would adopt various approaches to please the Old Mistress. For instance, First Daughter-in-law once made a
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promise to the Temple of the Goddess of Sight that she would hand out three thousand scrolls of Buddhist
Scriptures in exchange for the preservation of the Matriarch’s eyesight. Third Daughter-in-law would eat only
vegetarian dishes on the first and fifteenth of each month to bless her mother-in-law with long life. Such filial
daughters-in-law as these were hard to come by, but the Old Mistress had a pair of them.
It was natural that the Matriarch showed equal affection for all her sons. She never treated anyone of them with
more partiality than another. The day before her birthday, didn’t she give each of her sons’ wives a pearl hairpin in
the shape of a flower? Although the style of each was varied, the size and number of pearls were about the same.
Who could not but marvel at this woman’s prudence, her attention to such details? It is no easy thing to find
several different kinds of floral hairpins with the same number of pearls in each. Her grandsons may have been
many, but the Old Mistress loved them all equally well. Whenever she bought any sweets or cakes she would
always divide them up evenly between the children. Da Bao\fn{ A note reads: Da Bao is the Matriarch’s eldest grandson, the
name literally means “great treasure.”} got his share right up until the year he was married, and it was only when he
became a father that he was too embarrassed to go on taking his share.
Impartial treatment was not reserved particularly for the grandchildren. The Old Mistress was also equally
kindhearted to the two old concubines. When the Old Master favored Third Wife, the Matriarch would treat
Second Wife the same as always. Later, when Third Wife was out of favor, the Matriarch did not change her
attitude towards her. If the Old Mistress went out, she would buy material for them both, and although the patterns
on the bolts of foreign silk might be different, the price was always the same. Hence, in the more than twenty
years since they had entered his gates, the two concubines had never grumbled to the Master about his First Wife.
Of course, the Old Master respected this talented, virtuous and steady wife of his so that in the last twenty
years, the management of the Zhang family income—its spending, moveable property and real estate—was
pressed into the hands of the Matriarch. Over the last few years Eldest Daughter-in-law and Second Daughter-inlaw had taken it in turns to manage domestic affairs for the Old Mistress. However, they still dared do nothing
without first consulting her. Sometimes when they came for advice, the Matriarch would pretend to be cross and
say:
“You’re forever coming to bother me. Is it because you think I hate relaxing or something? Is it really worth
your while to come rushing in to ask me about such trivial things? Those in the know would say you were being
conscientious and those who don’t know would most likely say that I’m such a fierce old lady my daughters-inlaw are too scared to act under their own initiative.”
Eldest Daughter-in-law would promptly smile supportively at this and reply:
“Ma, you’re usually very sympathetic towards us, except for those times when we request help. Who would
dare come and disturb you just for the sake of it? It’s just that we wish we had your clever mind so that we might
know what to do when something crops up.”
Second Daughter-in-law who felt that Eldest Daughter-in-law was not quite accommodating enough, would
insist on whining in the voice of a beggar:
“Mistress, have pity! Have pity on such wretched simpletons as ourselves!”
At the sound of this pitiful supplication, the Matriarch would rap out full instructions in an amused, yet
reproaching tone of voice. The sons were the same as their wives in their reluctance to act without first seeking
the Matriarch’s advice. As men who went out into society to do business, if at any time they were confronted by a
knotty problem, they would inform their mother before they went ahead. Last year, if the Master had not listened
to her final words of advice, would he not have lost over ten thousand yuan?
Last year, the Manager of the Iron Industry Bank, Seventh Master Huang, had taken over control of a large
cotton mill. Everyone knew that this cotton mill had made big profits of up to thirty percent in recent years, and
that the shareholders were jumping with joy. The Master had already consented to permit Seventh Master Huang
to buy one hundred and fifty shares in his name at one hundred yuan per share, when he came home to ask his
mother’s advice. When the Matriarch heard it was Seventh Master Huang handling the business, she urged him
not to go into the partnership. She said:
“Seventh Master Huang is too off-handed in his relations with people. He left his First Wife behind in far-off
Shanghai and hid out in the Capital for a whole year, playing around with his concubine. How can a man with that
kind of attitude manage such a large company as this one?”
At first the Master did not really believe her judgement to be correct, for he was of the opinion that individual
moral behaviour and business could not be discussed in the same breath. After the first year in operation, results at
the cotton mill were promising, and it was said there was hope for a thirty five percent interest. The Master began
to tell people that he regretted not pooling his capital. By the end of the year however, there was only one month’s
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profit to be had, for the mill accountants had collaborated to abscond with the funds, and had disappeared. The
losses exceeded the basic assets by seventy five percent and the factory could no longer continue operating. When
the shareholders met together they all said despondently that Seventh Master Huang should never have allowed
his concubine’s uncle and brother to work as accountant and treasurer. On hearing this, Master Zhang never again
doubted his mother’s power of judgement. His three younger brothers often heard him recount this story, so
naturally they too admired their mother.
On the third day after her birthday, the Matriarch was sitting alone in the central room puffing at her water pipe
with relish. Her thoughts floated gently like the evening breeze at the end of April which lightly brushes across a
mu of cornflowers and spreads their sweet fragrance before alighting softly on yet another field. This was often
the reason for the benign smile upon her face. Her ivory coloured hair gleamed silver as it caught the last rays of
the setting sun.
“Everything went quite well the day before yesterday,” she thought as she gazed at the glass box containing the
three silver gods of luck. Looking at the God of Longevity, she suddenly recalled her family saying that she bore a
resemblance to the statue of this god which had once stood in the hall, and they called her “Longlife Star.” She
had detested people who had remarked that her forehead was strangely high, so much so that she had wanted to
weep with anger. Later her grandmother had told her that this was a good omen, and when she gave that God of
Longevity to her, she had been appeased.
The day before yesterday those who had visited to wish her a happy birthday had all called her “Longevity
Star,” and instead of being upset by it, she had even smiled in acknowledgement.
The Old Mistress put down the water pipe and slowly stretched out a hand to touch the bald head of the
porcelain God of Longevity which stood on the teatable.
“It just occurred to me that my mother-in-law has been dead these thirty odd years,” she thought. “Did she ever
get to see her great grandson? No, she passed away in the second year of my eldest son’s marriage … if she had
lived a few more years, my grandsons would have been her great-grandsons. And my great-grandson? He would
be her …”
Struck by the absurdity of this line of thought, she abruptly turned to something else and called out:
“Liu Ma! Go out front and see Second Daughter-in-law. Tell her that on no account is she to tidy up in the hall.
In her pregnant state she must not get ill from exhaustion.”
Liu Ma emerged from the small anteroom. Opening wide her mouth to reveal a row of yellow teeth, she
grinned and said:
“Is the Mistress telling me to go see Second Daughter-in-law? Just now I was walking past the Western
Compound and I saw her coaxing your young grandsons to eat their medicine.”
She moved over to the teatable and poured out a bowl of tea.
“Would you like a sip of freshly brewed tea? Your Second Daughter brought it for you. Daughters never stop
loving their Mama. Last night just before she left she pulled me into a room and repeatedly pressed upon me that I
must attend to the Old Mistress well: ‘Don’t let the Mistress get up too early in the morning and see she doesn't
retire too late at night,’ she said. She told me to always be at the ready for you, for your temper is too good.
You’re often too afraid to order us about, and insist on doing everything yourself. Really! Like last month when
you decided to look at the almanac on the wall. You didn’t call us to fetch it for you and you very nearly took a
fall.”
The Matriarch sat there, benign as ever. When Liu Ma had finished she instructed:
“Go and tell the cook that the children of Second and Third Daughters-in-law are in their room recovering
from measles. Instruct him that he must not cook any food containing fish or shrimps, and if they eat capon as
well, it will bring on an attack of the disease.”
Liu Ma was on the point of leaving when the Old Mistress called out:
“Come back here, Liu Ma. I’ll go with you to see the young grandsons. I hear they’ve been making a fuss
every day, wanting to see their grandma, and they haven’t been able to leave the room. I’ve really missed them the
last couple of days.”
The Old Mistress took hold of Liu Ma’s hand, and they walked out together. In order to make it obvious that
she was treating the Matriarch with the greatest of care, Liu Ma virtually divided the length of one footstep into
three. As they walked out of the porch the Old Mistress suddenly remembered the three small boxes of cookies
she had bought the day before yesterday to give to the children, so she sent Liu Ma back to fetch them.
She strolled slowly towards a row of water tanks, thinking to look in at the goldfish while she waited for Liu
Ma. She heard what seemed to be her eldest son conversing with his wife in the Eastern Flower Room:
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“Why haven’t I seen that Qian Long multi-glazed porcelain Buddha around?”
“I haven’t seen any porcelain Buddha … is it in a box?” she asked.
“Yes, haven’t you seen it? The one Fifth Master Wang gave us, the most valuable thing in this room.”
“In a box … oh yes, I saw it just this morning, on this table. Wang Sheng, have you seen a box containing a
porcelain Buddha?”
“Yes, I’ve seen it,” Wang Sheng replied. “Second Daughter-in-law took it away this morning. I heard that it
was the Old Mistress who asked her to take it.”
“She asks her to take the porcelain Buddha, the thing I liked most in this room!” The Master’s voice was
gloomy.
“Wang Sheng, who told you the Old Mistress asked her to come and get it?”
“I saw her coming from the Matriarch’s room myself.” Wang Sheng answered.
“Hmm, she’s a clever one, picks and chooses only the best!”
“Master, keep your voice down! Hah, haven’t I often said that your family doesn't get along so well together?
Now do you see? Yesterday I overheard someone say that when Da Bao got married the Old Mistress brought out
two pearl flowers and a pair of bangles to honour the occasion. Everyone else was jealous and gossiped about it.
They said the Old Mistress was biased and that her sons and their wives never got such fine things for their
jewelery boxes. There’s a lot of gossip going around …”
“Why be worried about that sort of gossip? Isn’t it proper that the Old Mistress give Da Bao a few things?
What I’ve been noticing is how smart Second Daughter-in-law is, scheming up ways to sway the Mistress. All the
best things have been handed over to her keeping. And Fourth Daughter-in-law is even trickier, hanging around
the Old Mistress all day. In not much more than a year it’s got to the point where the Mistress simply can’t do
without her. Soon she’ll have cheated her out of all her things. She’s itching to put the Mistress on a high pedestal,
and you’re afraid of gossip!”
“Don't blame it all on me! You’ve just never understood the importance of waiting upon her. Just look at
Fourth Master and Third Master! I forgot to tell you something. I heard it this morning. You know how Fourth
Master has been taking the account books and withdrawing the money in the last few months? Well, the Old
Mistress said that since Fourth Daughter-in-law can write and count, she’ll hand over the share slips and the
account books to her! Hah! With everything passing through her hands …”
“Who told you?” It was her eldest son asking the question.
“I heard.”
The look on the Matriarch’s face grew steadily colder, and when she saw Liu Ma walking towards her, goods
in hand, she quickly and silently left the goldfish tanks and stepped into the middle of the courtyard. In a low
voice she called to Liu Ma:
“First we'll go into the Western Court to look at the chrysanthemums and then we’ll go over to Second
Daughter-in-law’s apartments.”
“You’re very lively today! The last few days I’ve been saying what a pity it is you haven’t been to look at the
chrysanthemum flowers,” Liu Ma said with a smile.
Holding onto Liu Ma, the Matriarch stepped into the Western Compound by way of the back gate. She faintly
heard Fourth Master say with a laugh to Fourth Daughter-in-law:
“You say you’ve got a crush on that diamond hatpin of hers? You’ll never get it, even if you do try to seduce
her.”
“I hear she's already promised to give it to …” Her voice tapered off at the end, and then:
“She also has a string of jade green and emerald court pearls. Have you seen them?”
The Old Mistress had drawn near the window as their conversation progressed, and glancing at Liu Ma she
coughed loudly. The voices within were suddenly silent.
Her face had not lost its look of passive benevolence, but her gait was not as steady as it had been on the stroll
over. Liu Ma, feeling the strain of the old woman’s weight as she supported her, smiled and said:
“This courtyard rarely sees the sun, so the ground is covered with lichen. Take it carefully and slowly,
Mistress.”
2
I was then in the second year of middle school. All my classmates were girls of fourteen or fifteen. The
weather had turned warm. After lunch, we would all hang out I the schoolyard by threes or fives, walking around
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arm in arm and kidding with earth other; or we would sit on the steps, chit-chatting over our needlework. Since
our afternoon classes didn’t require any preparation, nobody was dumb enough to pass up a chance for some fun.
After all, who would want to get the reputation of being a grind?
“Hey, Phoenix, come over here!” I heard Little Liu calling out to me as I walked across the schoolyard.
“What’s … up?” I mimicked her offbeat Hupei accent. She and five other girls were all squeezed together on a
bench.
“I’ve got a great story!” Flashing from her smooth, round, water-chestnut of a face, her big black eyes slid over
me an instant, her rosy cheeks full of mischievous laughter.
“Hah! Great story, I’m sure. Probably just your naughty gossip again!” though I scoffed with my tongue, my
legs were already carrying me toward the bench.
“Well, Smarty, so what brings you here after all?” Little Liu knew she had scored a small triumph, but just the
same, in feigned annoyance, she puckered up her little mouth into a wrinkled knot. Sparks flew from her big
round eyes, but all I could see were the long lashes, framing those bright adorable eyes.
I suddenly grabbed her lips. “A dumpling!” I cried, “Who wants to eat a nice tender dumpling?” All the
schoolgirls shrieked with laughter. Then Liu stuck out her foot and tripped me. I lost my balance and, my arms
flailing, fell square on top of her.
To get even, I quickly took advantage of my position and nestled down with my cheek in the soft crook of her
arm. I turned my face toward her chest, flung my arms around her, and began to whimper “Ma, ma-mee …” like a
suckling baby.
Little Chou, famous for her naughty antics, didn’t miss this perfect chance to pull a pun on Little Liu. “ha-ha,
Little Cow,”\fn{A note reads: The surname Liu and the word niu, “cow,” already close enough in Mandarin Chinese for a pun, become
identical in the Hupei dialect, in which the initial ı is merged into the initial n.} she chanted loudly, “shameless cow, suckling a
baby, ha-ha,” That immediately drew another round of shrieking laughter.
“Get off me, you scab, get off!” Little Liu’s face was flaming as she shoved me with all her might.
Not one to be shoved off, I stood up. “OK, OK, I’m off.” I put on a smile. “So now tell me what this great
story was that got you all so excited just now.” To keep her from running off, I sat right down by her and draped
my arm over her shoulder.
“I forgot!” she said spitefully.
“Now now, my good little cow, you really do have to tell me …” I shook her shoulder. Whenever we
Southerners got into a silly mood, we would let our tongues slip, changing Liu to niu—“cow.”
“Come on, finish what you were telling us, or we’ll die of suspense. So what happened to that pitiful ‘duck’?”
Little Chou squinted her eyes, nudging Little Liu with a smile.
“What duck, what duck?” I demanded, giving Little Liu a inch. “Hurry up, you’ve got to tell us.”
“You mean to tell me you don’t know about ducks?” Little Liu feigned a sober air. “When we get to biology
class, why, Master Kowtow is going to quiz you about it.” Master “Kowtow” had gotten this nickname bestowed
on him from the inept way he pronounced the word “tadpole”—ketou. He slurred it, from “ketou” to
“K’out’ou”—“Kowtow.”
“Come on, don’t keep us hanging like this.” I gave her a fiercer pinch.
“Oh, what a blockhead you are. Such a big fat duck right in front of your eyes and you don’t even see it.” Little
Liu giggled with a hand over her mouth. Then in a flat voice as if she were reciting a lesson, she began. “Consider
the shape of a duck: a duck is puffed out in front and protrudes in back. A duck walks with clumsy flapping feet
and points its toes inward, waddling from side to side …”
Before Little Liu could finish, the laughter of the schoolgirls drowned out her mock lecture. Everyone was
shaking and gasping, wild-eyed with mirth.
“OK, you guys, don’t be so mean. She’s pathetic enough without you all making such fun of her.” Li Huisheng, who had had her share of merriment, admonished us in a serious tone when the swirl of laughter finally
subsided.
“Now seriously, who is this ‘duck’ that you’re all gabbing about?” I demanded in a low voice.
“That new one,” Little Liu murmured back. “Look over there. Look good and hard and see if you don’t think
‘Duck’ or ‘Waddles’ isn’t the perfect nickname for her.”
My eyes followed to where Liu had gestured, and there, waddling along under the walkway, was the new
student, the one who was auditing classes, named Chu. She waddled along with her chest puffed out and her fat
rear end protruding, her obviously just-unbound feet stuffed into a dumpy pair of shoes that looked like boats—
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and pointing in ;like pigeon toes. Her body was so lumpy and squat … Sure enough, I had never in my life seen
anyone that fit the nickname “Waddles” more perfectly.
“She is a sad sight, and nobody wants to talk with her.” I began to feel sorry for her.
“You think that’s sad? Little Liu replied, “then get this—she has only just now gotten down off the bridal sedan
chair … Get that! Here she is, coming to classes with her ears still ringing from the sound of wedding gongs and
cymbals … do you think any lessons could sink into such a sad befuddled head as that?”
“You mean she’s really just married?” I asked in amazement.
“Sure she’s married. You’ve seen the padded jackets she wears, bright red one day, bright green the next—all
the colors of a sweet young newlywed,” Little Liu was snickering. “And not only is she just married, she’s even
half a …” She stopped short.
“Half a what? Half a what? You’re awful, Liu! You’re teasing us …”
“What’s this business with ‘half’ and ‘whole.’ Go on, tell us.” Even big Wu who is taciturn by nature, was
getting impatient.
“Now don’t tell me you’re a bunch of three-year-old babies. You mean you don’t know about the birds and the
bees?” Little Liu was still wearing her sober face.
“Ah ha!” cried little Chou, who was always the sharpest. “This ‘half’ .. oh, clever, Little Liu, clever! You don’t
mean …” Then she leaned over and buzz-buzzed into Little Liu’s ear, while Liu just kept nodding slightly.
“Ha, ha!” Now Hui-sheng cried out that she understood too. But she pinned Little Liu down with a sharp look.
“But how do you know?” Hui-sheng demanded. “You better not be making it all up!”
“Do I ever lie to you?” Little Liu retorted. “I might as well tell you the whole thing. This morning as I was
getting off my rickshaw, I heard this rickshaw puller cursing like the devil. ‘Damn rickshaw seat’s got this filthy
puke all over it. A woman having her morning sickness out in public, that’s got to be news!” I took one quick look
that cursing rickshaw puller turned out to belong to
Waddles!”
“Disgusting!” Little Chou spat on the pavement in contempt. The rest of us all stared at Little Liu in silence.
Finally, Hui-sheng said, “If you ask me, things are getting out of hand at this school—letting married women
come to a girls’ school! You’d think they’d have more discrimination.”
“Isn’t that the truth! They are getting more and more slipshod. Granted, they are quite generous; full tuition for
adults, free for accompanying ‘children.’” Little Liu snickered.
“You are really mean!” Hui-sheng said, but she continued, “My cousin was telling me that other people have
started making fun of our school, calling it the ‘Institute for Cultivating Good Wives and Wise Mothers.’”
“Last year there were that Ms. Pai and that Ms. Ch’ü—if that wasn’t enough to set mouths yapping … In one
case, the old master of the house personally escorting his wife right into the schoolyard! And in the other, a young
master coming every day to fetch his mother from the classroom! And do they think we’re blind? It’s only the
principal who’s pretending to be deaf to these scandalous goings-on. Why, he’s ignoring the whole thing as if it
didn’t exist!” Little Liu ranted on.
“I think we’d better go have a good talk with the principal.” Little Chou too was getting indignant.
“But do you think he’ll listen? No! You heard him the last graduation. He’s no ‘modern man’—you heard him.
giving us that stuff about being good wives and wise mothers.” Little Liu was quick to remember.
“We’ve been acting like a bunch of simpletons; in all the other schools the students are …” Hui-sheng was a
couple of years older than the rest of us, she knew a thing or two about goings-on in the outside world.
“You’re right, we really have been simpletons!” two or three voices echoed.
“Yeah, aren’t we good girls?” Little Liu snickered sardonically, “walking the straight and narrow. We just
swallow up the ‘three obediences and four virtues.’ That will sure turn us out to be ‘vigorous wives and wise
mothers!’”
Everyone fell silent, feeling both ashamed and indignant. Then, suddenly, Little Chou leapt up. “Sure we can
talk to him,” she said bitterly. “We can talk and talk until we’re blue in the face, but will it change anything? No.
that old man is so slick; he’ll never listen to us.”
“But are we just going to sit back and let him go on doing whatever he wants?” Little Chou’s eyes were
blazing now.
“You guys e a bunch of real blockheads, that’s all I can say. So you don’t want wives and mothers coming to
our school? You think that’s a problem. That’s no problem at all.” All eyes were riveted on Little Liu now. “But
going to the principal won’t do it. No, what we’ve got to do is pull a ‘Build the walls and clear the fields.’ Yes,
that’ll be a million times more effective than going to the principal.”
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Now this was an expression everybody understood. It had been on the history exam just last term. Question
One: “What were Russia’s tactics when under the severe threat of Napoleon’s invading forces?”\fn{ Napoleon I
invaded Russia in 1812.} Answer: “Build the walls—that is, fortify defenses; and clear the fields—or, leave nothing
for the invading army to eat or sleep in. ravage the countryside.” It was a dull enough principle to have to
memorize, but when Little Liu turned it to the matter at hand, whew! We were all bedazzled by her cleverness.
“Right!” cried Little Chou exuberantly. “We’ll fortify the walls! We’ll clear the fields! Little Cow, you will be
the vanguard.”
“Now cool down! I didn’t say we had to go to war!” Little Liu had already assumed her leader’s role. “But
actually, we will need a general, somebody to give the orders and get things organized. You all listen and do what
I say.”
Of course everyone right away yelled out jubilantly, “Liu, Liu! Let Little Liu be the General.”
“Well, sisters,” Little Liu smiled with a slight wrinkle of pride on her brow, “let’s not stir up a hurricane about
it. After all, we’ve got to stick together to make this thing work, don’t we?”
Well, we were all teenage kids and loved to stir things up. Even when nothing was going on we loved to make
big hullabaloos out of everything—so you can imagine the uproar and excitement when we really had something
to shout about. Then the whole bunch of us huddled around hashing out the various tactics, and, following the
General’s command, went forth to mobilize other students. The sooner we got to it the better, so it was decided
that the strategy of “fortify the walls and clear the fields” be carried out during sewing class that very afternoon.
Our timing couldn’t have been better even if we had planned it in advance. Just as the whole thing was more or
less organized, the bell rang for afternoon classes to begin. Of course science class, which came first, was
interminable—nobody was in any mood to listen to the teacher. We were all passing notes, giving each other sly
winks, making faces. As if this weren’t enough, those on the outskirts of the action were throwing spit balls into
the center. It was lucky for us the teacher was a “good guy”—he was the kind that if you didn’t know the answer,
he wouldn’t make you stand there turning red and wishing you could melt into the floor; no, he’d answer for you,
quick. He was nice. No matter how bad we were, he’d just turn his head and pretend not to see.
The fifty minutes were endless and we were prancing with impatience. The bell rang; we all grinned like
monkeys. As soon as the teacher stepped off the platform, we lunged ahead in a mad stampede to the sewing class
upstairs.
The sewing teacher was a great lady too. She had been a widow since she was fairly young, and was very
straight-backed and proper, so we called her “Li Kungts’ai”—the Imperial Tailor Li.\fn{ A note reads: Li Kungts’ai is a
character in The Dream of the Red Chamber [18 th century novel by Ts’ao Hsüeh-ch’in], who, widowed at a young age, dedicated herself to
the upbringing of her fatherless son. The name sheds light on her upbringing, for while still a young girl, she was deliberately encouraged
to develop her interest in the “feminine” occupations of needlework and tailoring rather than in intellectual activities . } Since it wasn’t

really a derogatory name, calling her by it soon became a most natural habit with us. In fact, sometimes we’d even
use it in sewing class, and I know she must have heard it, but she never got mad.
It had always been customary for us to cut up in sewing class. But today—wow, the floorboards were louder
than ever; even the window panes shook. The noise must have gotten to the third-year kids downstairs, the more
take-charge ones ran out into the yard and yelled up at us, “Hey! You got wild horses up there or something?”
We didn’t give them a second glance; not even the promise of a juicy argument could pull us away from the
schemes we were hatching that day. But Little Liu was not about to miss a chance to match her wit. She dashed to
the window and flung out a clever retort. “Horses? Yes, heavenly horses. We’ve got the horses of Heaven on three
run up here and look how all the gods are paying court!”
The Imperial Tailor Li was usually late for class, and so we usually got to have at least five or ten minutes of
uproar and chaos. But today. We had our plan all set, and way before the usual time to pipe down, we were in our
places ready for the action to begin. And of course, “Waddles” was sitting there, waiting with the rest of us.
We were all still chattering like a flock of birds, when up jumped Little Liu. “I’ve got some news for you
guys,” she said in this loud voice. “Got some news! Shut up and listen … Just now I was going to the storeroom
to get some paste. I ran into this old lady hugging this bag of clothes to he chest; she asked where she culd find
young Mistress Chu. Well, I cocked my head a second or two, then I said, ‘Chu? You mean like a pig?\fn{ A note
reads: The Chinese word for “pig” is chu, homophonous with the surname Chu, though they are written with different characters. The
homophony is exploited here for a pun.} No, you must have the wrong place. This is a school. We don’t have any

Mistress Pig or Mistress Dog around here.’ I told her to go try other residences, but she wouldn’t budge. She just
hugged her little bag of clothes, pleading for me to go ask of Mistress Chu was around. I said, ‘Do ou think we’d
hide your young mistress in a closet or something?’ Then this old woman got this really pathetic expression on her
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face. She said ‘It’s the second master in our family, he’s so afraid his new wife will catch a cold coming home, so
he rushed me over with these clothes.. If I can’t deliver them, I’m going to catch such a scolding when I get
home.’”
Little Chou broke in. “You all hear that? Come on, own up. Who is it that has such a romantic hei-ch’i panteng?\fn{A note reads: A clever play on the English word “husband.” The four syllables in Chinese are pronounced like
“heycheebahndeng,” a transliteration of the word “husband,” and they mean “a black painted bench,” something stiff and dull .} Who is
it? Don’t be embarrassed. Just step forward and collect your clothes.”
“Wait a minute,” Little Liu interrupted, “I haven’t finished my story yet. I was there talking to this old lady; I
thought maybe I could have a little fun with her. So I started to bring her upstairs. And would you believe it? She
just looked at those stairs and her legs started to shake, and she asked me in a quavery voice, ‘Couldn’t you please
inquire for me, miss?’ So I was forced to inform her, ‘Ma’am, the truth is, we don’t have any mistresses or
daughters-in-law coming to school. Here. No, we are all unmarried girls here, and if I were you, I’d be careful
about saying things like that. You had better advise your love-befuddled young master he should dote on his
mistress in the privacy of his own home. The young ladies at this school are all very pure and innocent and easily
embarrassed. If they heard you asking around for a Mistress it would embarrass them all to tears!’”
“So did the old woman finally leave?” Little Chou asked, laughing.
“You’re so concerned about her; maybe it was you she came looking for,” Little Liu threw it back to her.
“Bah! You punk!” Little Chou jumped up in protest, everybody broke out laughing.
“And did the old woman say anything else?” Little Liu had assigned me a couple of lines to say, so I said them,
but I said them in a really stupid awkward way. I could see Little Liu giving me the reproving eye, but luckily for
me, she just went on with the charade.
“Well, since this old lady was sitting there looking so pathetic and hopeless and stubborn, I asked her what her
young mistress looked like, so I could go look for her.” Little Liu flashed a mischievous smile around the room.
“So she said, ‘My young mistress? Well, she’s not tall and she’s not short … she’s got a duck egg-shaped face that
augurs good fortune .. and a pair of dumpling-like bound feet that are neither fat nor thin .. and a pair of long
slender delicate hands …”
“Oh, stuff it, Liu!” Hui-sheng shouted out amidst everyone’s laughter. “That doesn’t sound like the way an old
lady would talk. I say you’re making it all up.”
“Don’t interrupt. What else did the old woman say?” Big Wu had been assigned a couple of lines too, and she
recited them as flatly and awkwardly as I had.
“I’m not going to tell anymore! You think I’m lying?” Little Liu really sounded furious—but it was all part of
the act. “Some of you want to hear what happened, and some of you think I made it all up. It’s none of our
business anyway. Why would any Mistress Pig or Mistress Dog go putting aside her domestic responsibilities to
come attend this chaotic school? It’s crazy and absurd.” Finished, and smug, she sat down.
“Hmph! Even if they wanted to come here, they’d have to get our consent first,” Little Chou shouted.
“Well think about it.” Hui-sheng was wasn’t half bad at making speeches, took the floor. “At home they’ve got
housework, fathers- and mothers-in-law to serve, those with children at their wit’s end coddling them and trying
to keep them happy; those without, trying to coddle their husbands and keep them happy. Don’t you think they’re
busy enough as it is? Why should they try and pretend that they can come to school and study too? Come exam
time, they’ll be out of their minds with everything they’ll have to do. Their whole act will fall apart. The jig will
be up.”
That was a good speech but it was too serious, we were all sitting there trying to think of something funny to
say when Little Liu cut in. “Did you hear what she said? It’s so funny … husbands being the same as children …
needing to be coddled too …” Everybody broke out in gales of laughter again.
“I don’t know what’s gotten into you today, young ladies!” Little Chou turned and sat on her desk. She swept a
righteous look around the room and admonished. “Maidens! Unmarried girls! Talking about husbands in every
other sentence … you ought to be ashamed! This is a school for maidens! Such shameless talk!”
At this, some of us felt the joke was cutting just a little too close to the bone. Our laughter somewhat subdued,
we turned around to sneak a look at “Waddles.” She had her head lowered, pretending to be occupied with her
sewing. You could see her fat round cheeks were flushed.
Just then, the Imperial Tailor Li stepped into the room bag in hand. Little Liu gave a hurried cough, everybody
put on a grin and stood up.
“Teeeaa-cherrr,” Little Liu drawled out in the singsong voice we always used with good-natured teachers.
“Yes, what is it?”
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“We would like to make something for a baby. Do ou think you could give us some ideas for the next time?”
Even before Little Liu finished, the room chuckled.
“How big a baby?” Mrs. Li asked.
“Oh, about a month old,” Little Chou was laughing so hard she almost couldn’t get that line out.
“How come everyone has to make one?” the Imperial Tailor asked. As usual, she was strolling up and down
the aisles, bending over now and then to examine a student’s work.
“Teacher doesn’t know we’ll all soon be aunties?” Little Liu said in a coy and delicate voice.
“Don’t go stretching the relations too far,” Hui-sheng snickered. “You haven’t even seen the brother-in-law’s
face to know whether it’s long or round, and here you are calling yourself ‘auntie’!” Everyone broke up again.
“Of course our brother-in-law’s face is long. Everybody knows that!” Even before Little Liu finished, peals of
laughter rose.
“So what if it’s long, what’s the difference? And what’s so ‘of course’ about it anyway?” somebody cut in.
“Well think, pea-brain. If our brother-in-law is so romantic and doting that he worries about his darling wife
getting cold long before the weather has even turned, his face can’t possibly be round.” We were all about to let
loose another gust of laughter, but three serious look on Little Liu’s face promised better things to come, so we
held ourselves in.
“But actually, we’re all just stumbling around in the dark, wouldn’t you say? I mean, we haven’t even gotten a
close enough peek at our own sister’s face, to see if its’ round, or if it’s flat, and here we’re debating about our
brother-in-law’s face? Now I call that silly So who is this sister that we’re making these gifts for?”
We all put down our sewing and started looking around the room, our heads revolving this way and that, hardly
able to suppress our giggles.
Little Liu added with a snicker, “We’ve got to know who it’s all for, don’t you think?”
I went along with the others and feigned confusion. But naturally, as we were just kids, we were terrible at
hiding what really caught our attention—all eyes made a beeline to Waddle’s face. It burned redder than ever. Her
hands, fumbling in her needlework, were visibly shaking. Pretending to be oblivious to what was going on, she
stared down at her work, not daring even to sneak a peek at us. The corner of her mouth twitched, as if she tried to
laugh along with us, but clearly she was trembling and having difficulty breathing.
The Imperial tailor had to leave the room to take something downstairs. Little Chou took the chance and
immediately jumped up yelling:
“No need to look around girls! It’s got to be the one whose face is the reddest!”
In unison, all eyes turned to steal sly glances at the young wife. Her hands were shaking worse than ever, her
head so low her face was nearly hidden in her sewing.
“Little Chou, you’re being illogical,” Little Liu put on a sober tone. “How can you use a red face as the
decisive factor? There is the saying, ‘Face is blushing, happiness gushing.’ How can you be sure that a blushing
face alone is the sure mark of a young wife?”
“What do young ladies have to do with ‘happiness gushing’ anyway? Isn’t it all just ‘paying respects to
Heaven and earth’?\fn{A note reads: In the ceremonial portion of a traditional Chinese wedding, the bride and groom kowtow to
Heaven and Earth.} They’re just doing what they have to: ‘having honorable sons one after the other,’ right? So
you’re being even more illogical.”
By this time, this witty exchange had pretty much loosened us up, and everyone was laughing complacently.
We had long abandoned what little reserve we had, and began staring unabashedly at the young bride, not
worrying anymore if we were embarrassing her or ourselves.
Then suddenly she raised her head, threw the needlework she had in her hands on the floor, and in an agitated
voice cried: “What are you all staring at!” Big round beads of tears rolled down her cheeks, and her face was
flaming red. She ran out of the classroom and clattered\fn{ Her shoes were wooden.} down the stairs.
We were stunned, the laughter froze in our mouths, and there was a moment of silence. Then, Little Liu broke
it with a snicker. “Little Chou, she’s gone to tell the principal on you.”
“Aah, so what,” Little Chou said defiantly. “You think I’m afraid of being told on? Anyway, don’t get excited
Little Liu. If there’s a catastrophe we’ll all bear it together.”
“So who’s scared? This is exactly what our strategy of ‘building the walls and clearing the fields’ is supposed
to accomplish, isn’t it? Isn’t this what we planned for? I mean, if we were afraid, we shouldn’t have started
anything in the first place,” Little Liu said cockily.
“You’ve got to be awfully stupid to be afraid of old Waddles,” Hui-sheng laughed. “Ha, a married woman and
all, and she thinks she’s got the face to go reporting to the principal!”
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We all began to get over being stunned. Just as we were feeling pretty smug about our success, someone
suddenly shouted, “It worked! ‘Building the walls and clearing the fields’ was a great success!”
“Hooray for General Little Liu!” Little Chou cheered, putting her arm around Little Liu’s shoulder.
“Hooray for General Little Liu, hooray for Little Cow!” the room resounded with jubilant schoolgirl voices.
And as we cheered, we gazed on Little Liu, our leader, our idol. She looked so beautiful, her chubby doll
cheeks, flushed bright and adorable, her two little dimples, her two big round eyes flashing sparks—“Hooray for
general Little Liu!”
*
It was twelve or thirteen years later, and I was living in Wuch-ang at the time. One day, after lunch, my
husband rushed off to class as usual, leaving me with the endless boring routine of keeping house. Out of the blue
came a knock at the door. It was the postman with a letter. It was from Big Wu—since we had attended the same
college after graduating from high school, we had stayed more or less in touch.
The last paragraph of her letter read,
What you were saying in your last letter—that you feel vacant and listless—I had expected as much. But I think I
just might have some good news for you. Just now I was having dinner with some friends, and I got to talking with this
woman. To my amazement, I discovered she was Little Liu’s sister-in-law. And would you believe, she told me that
Little Liu is living in Wuch-ang, on Big Well Front Street, No. 4—the Chin residence—only one street away! She’s
practically next door to you. You two can get together and have heart-to-heart talks day and night! There’s so much life
in her, I just know she’ll pull you right out of your doldrums. How I envy the two of you.

That piece of good news couldn’t have been more timely. I was really going crazy with boredom lately. The
only time I ever got to escape the house was when I taught English, two hours a week; and that was so easy I
could switch off my mind and still teach it perfectly. And the rest of the week? I just sat at home. Wuch’ang is not
a very pleasant place, with high walls around the houses and shallow courtyards. Being new to the city, I found it
really hard to take. If you sat quietly and raised your head to look around, all that you could see were dim high
walls pressing in on you from all directions. I remember waking from a dream one afternoon, jerking myself out
of sleep. I looked around me in panic, desperately trying to remember what crime I had committed that I should
be locked up in this dungeon.
Nothing amused me in the town. I had no refined enthusiasm for sights like the Yellow crane Pagoda, nor had I
a taste for window-shopping at the foreign stores across the river. And as for going into town—the streets there
are so impossibly narrow that every time a car passes you have to fling yourself quickly into the nearest store, or
be crushed. And then you look up at the clerks and they’re laughing right in your face because you have no
business in their store. And as the sparks fly out of their hookahs, if you don’t watch out, you might end up with
little burn holes in your clothes as souvenirs of your excursion to town.
Well it wasn’t five minutes from the time I received the letter until I was walking out the door, on my way to
see Little Liu. As I thought about my own weariness and boredom, I remembered all the more Little Liu’s sharp
vivacious manner. I thought of a thousand things that we would talk about. I envisioned her nimble birdlike
gestures, and those sassy quips that came to her so quickly. It was the perfect sunshine I needed to melt away my
dreary mood.
At Front Street I scanned the long row of walls, all so high it hurt your neck to look up at them. I counted the
doors; No. 1, no. 1, … finally No. 4, the Chin residence. Impatiently, I knocked.
And I knocked and knocked. No one seemed to be answering. Only when my knuckles had begun to sting did I
finally hear the dala-dala sound of slippers approaching the door. I quickly called out my name. It was probably
my woman’s voice that gave me the edge, and the door opened.
The maid standing in the doorway yawned with a kind of insolent weariness as she inquired who I was. Any
other day I probably would have been annoyed, but I was in a buoyant and generous mood and didn’t think
anything of it. I even answered her with a smile.
“Oh, so you’re here to see the missus. Please come into the parlor.”
I followed her four or five steps into the parlor, and thee I saw a little boy about three or four years old, and a
little girl who looked just like him. the two of them were fighting over a dish of peanuts on the coffee table. The
boy greedily popped whole peanuts into this mouth—skin and all. He ate so hurriedly that when he spat out the
skin, along came bits of half-chewed peanuts. There were filthy little piles of chewed-up peanut skins all over the
gray tile floor. The kids stared at me with big black eyes. They bore a shadowy resemblance to the Little Liu in
my memory. Could these be her children?
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“The missus will be here in a moment. Please have a cup of tea.” The maid handed me a cup. I took a sip. It
tasted like medicine. I put it down again.
The maid went to a doorway on the right and pushed aside a light green printed drape. You could make out
greasy handprints all over it. behind the curtain the missus and the maid said a few indistinct words. Suddenly,
“waa—waa—” came the racket of a baby crying. Then followed the sound of a baby being patted. The drape
lifted, and out came a woman of about thirty with a thin face and a yellow complexion. She wore a gray printed
linen Chinese gown; the collar shone with grease and the flaps at the slits were pulled all out of shape. This had to
be Little Liu, but my memory did not allow me to believe it.
“Sorry to keep you waiting.” The smile on the woman’s face was shallow, awkward.
“We haven’t seen each other for a long time.” I couldn’t think of any other way to keep the conversation going.
My smile was strained too.
My God, can this woman really be Little Liu? Her cheeks weren’t rosy and shining like apples anymore—now
they were yellow and waxy. Her eyes were no longer clear and sparkling with life, but were muddy and lackluster.
And her laughter? … Her trim figure? … As these thoughts raced through my mind, I just stared at the person in
front of me, stupefied.
“When did you come to Wuch’ang?” she asked me listlessly. My stare didn’t even raise a blush in her.
“It’s been over six months.” I felt unbearably stiff. I caught up some phlegm in my throat and thought to spit I
into the spittoon. It was a nervous gesture, anything to erase the awkwardness between us. But when I turned
toward the spittoon, a rancid odor rose up out of it, nauseating and overcoming me. I quickly turned away.
“It was only today that I found out you were in Wuch’ang. Big Wu, who was in our class, told me in a letter.”
At first, I though I’d tell her how I rushed over as soon as I received the news, but when I looked up again at this
woman who bore no resemblance to the one I had envisioned. I faltered in embarrassment.
“Big Wu?” Her brow knitted in puzzlement. “Which Big Wu?”
“You know Big Wu. Wu Yü-ch’ing. She met your husband’s sister in Shanghai, and that was how she found
out you were living in Wuch’ang.”
“Oh … She’s our Fourth Sister.” As she spoke, she kept glancing over at the two children eating peanuts.
“How long has it been … eleven years, isn’t it? Even your kids are so big now …”
“Oh you mean him?” she said, pointing to the boy. “He’s not even the biggest, there are two girls older than
he.”
“When did you get married? And why didn’t you even tell us?” I asked, smiling.
“Let’s see, I was seventeen …” She counted out the years on her hand. “Big Pao is seven this year … that’s
right … I had her the year after I got married.”
“How many little ones are there now?”
“Four girls and one boy.”
“I heard Little Chou is married too. Do you know where she is?”
“Little Chou? Oh, she died a long while back. It was a tragic death. I heard she carried a freak baby; it couldn’t
be born. They operated; she couldn’t bear the pain and she died on the table. A couple of my relatives were there
—they saw it with their own eyes.”
Perhaps because it had been too long since we were together last, and the thing was already past anyway,
neither of us felt particularly grieved. We were silent for a moment, and nothing more.
“Have you been in touch with Hui-sheng?” Her mind was recalling the past now.
“We wrote a few times the first year. I heard she got married. But I haven’t heard as word for the past cou0ple
of years.” I unconsciously sighed.
We were silent again. On the way over, I had a million things in my miund to talk over weith her. But they had
all vanished. Now I couldn’t think of a thing to say to her.
The awkward spell was broken by the little boy, who pulled up his gown and yelled, “Mama, poopoo.”
“Sun Ma,” Little Liu called out to the maid, “Come help the young master go poopoo.”
The maid rushed into the room. She pulled forward the spittoon—into which someone had just spat—and sat
the child on top of it.
“now, sit still; I’ll get some tissue.” As Sun Ma left the room, Little Liu called after her, “… and bring two
plates of sweets too.”
The child sat on the spittoon and groaned. Instantly the odor filled the room.
Absent-mindedly I glanced over at the child sitting on the spittoon—the face shaped like a water chestnut, the
delicate mouth, and the bright black eyes, these features were endearing in themselves. If only his nose didn’t
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look like a piece of stepped-on dough, and his cheeks were a bit rosier, he would have been a perfect miniature of
Little Liu.
“He looks like you. I imagine he’s a smart little thing, isn’t he?” I said.
“Ai! He’s horribly obstreperous. Everyone in the family spoils him.”
I smiled indulgently. “Well, I’d bet he knows just how to find everybody’s soft spot. That’s how he gets so
spoiled.”
“The two before him were both girls, so naturally everyone fusses over him a bit too much.”
“The other older sisters are in school?”
“They’ve gone out with Grandma. Since we’ve come to Wuch’ang, we haven’t had time to look for a school
for them yet.” As she spoke, her brow tightened for an instant.
Sun Ma came into the room, two plates in one hand, and some tissue paper in the other. As soon as the little
boy saw the candy, he started yelling that he wanted some.
“You can’t have any until you finish going poopoo, precious,” the mother admonished gently. “Don’t yell or
our guest will laugh at you.”
“I WANT IT!” he yelled, his little mouth stretched wide open.
“I’ll give you some after you get up. If you eat and go poopoo at the same time people will laugh at you. Now
precious, be a good little boy,” the mother kept coaxing him in a gentle voice.
“I want to go poopoo and eat at the same time!” The child raged, he was so irate that his face was flushed red.
His mother didn’t get angry, nor did she say anything.
“Give ME! I hate you, mama, I hate you!” He screamed again.
His mother still said nothing, but placidly, without a trace of anger on her face, got up to coax the child and
wipe his behind.
“I want this!” The child jumped over in front of the coffee table and reached out toward the dish. But his
mother rushed over and pushed the dish out of his reach, saying in a mild voice, “Our guest hasn’t had any yet.
I’ll give you some. Just be patient and don’t grab.”
“I want a lot! Give it to me! If you don’t, I’ll hit you!”
She gave him two handfuls. The child kept ranting, at the same time stuffing candy into his mouth. He ate so
fast his breathing became labored, and snot began running down over his lips. He swiped it on the back of his
hand and smeared it on his mother’s dress.
“Now why did you wipe it on my dress?” his mother asked softly, as she helped him wipe his face.
“You’re hurting my nose!” He twisted away from her and ran out the door, slamming it with all his might. A
crash sounded outside. In the inner room, the baby began to wail. The mother hurried in to look after her, and
emerged with the baby over her shoulder, humming and patting it softly.
“Maybe it’s time for some milk?” I suggested, seeing that the baby kept on wailing. The mother nodded and
called to Sun ma to bring a bottle.
“You’re not nursing her?” I asked.
“No,” she replied, wearily, “I don’t have any milk. The last four all grew up on cow’s milk.”
“How’s your health? Have you seen a doctor?” I asked, looking at her sallow complexion and thin cheeks.
“No, no, I’m not sick, just weak … I had a miscarriage at the end of last year, and this July I had her …” The
baby’s wailing drowned out the end of her sentence. She called out anxiously, “Sun Ma, hurry with the bottle.
Baby can’t wait anymore!”
“The bottle was broken by the young master,” Sun Ma replied from outside.
The mother looked sadly at the boy and sighed. “What’s to be done, I just can’t seem to manage him at all …”
She patted the wailing baby and called out, “Sun Ma, hurry up with the milk—never mind the bottle.”
The baby nestled in her mother’s bosom, sobbing as if aggrieved, refusing the milk offered her on a little
spoon. The mother patiently slipped the milk into her mouth, drop by drop.
The little boy, meanwhile, took this chance to run to the coffee table. He pulled the whole plate of walnut
candy to the edge of the table and began wolfing it by the handful.
“Careful you don’t make yourself choke,” I said, unable to stand seeing a child behave like that. “Eat slowly—
we don’t want any, you can have it all.”
Just then, the next youngest child, a little girl about two years old, toddled in from playing outside and
complained to her mother that she was hungry. Little Liu told her to wait a bit, so she sat down on the doorsill,
now and then stealing pathetic, yearning little glances at the coffee table. I went over and got her a small handful.
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She smiled with delight and was just about to put the first piece in her mouth, when her brother dashed over and
snatched it away from her. Unable to defend herself, she opened her little mouth and began to wail helplessly.
“What a bad boy!” The mother couldn’t hold back anymore. “Why did you have to grab your sister’s too? Now
give it back to her—I’ll buy you some more tomorrow.”
“No! I don’t care if she cries.” He stared belligerently at the little girl. “Go ahead and cry; I’ll tell Dad to hit
you.”
Little Liu smiled apologetically at me. “He knows his daddy dotes on him—he bullies all his sisters.”
“Is there anyone at home he’s afraid of?” I asked, smiling.
“he’s not afraid of anybody. His daddy never disciplines the children. And me, my health hasn’t been too good
—well one day but in bed the next. I just haven’t had the energy to discipline them.” Even as she said this, she
seemed short of breath.
“They’re still young. When they get older they’ll be better.” I said the only thing I could.
“The child is a little rough, but he’s a smart little thing, much smarter than the others. When he’s in a good
mood, he can charm anyone he wants. It’s just that his health isn’t too good, and it makes him irritable.” As she
spoke, her tired eyes cast a tender, loving look at the boy.
That’s just what a ;mother would say, after all—so I thought to myself.
With some effort, the maid finally coaxed the little girl out to play. The baby too finally quieted. The mother
brought her back into the inner room.
The boy came over, grabbed hold of my writs and smiled boldly at me, his head tilted. I smiled back and made
some small talk, humoring him as he tugged at my hand and began leading me around the room. Then a clutter of
photographs on the desk caught my eye. As I stopped to look, the boy pointed to a young opera actress in
costume. “This is Pi Yun-hsia, see?” Then he pointed to another, one that looked like a movie star, very
fashionable. “This is Yang Ai-hua! Daddy says she’s some sort of star.” As he spoke, he noisily sucked back the
snot in his nose.
“And what about this one—who’s this?” I pointed to one of a girl in some exotic outfit.
He shook his head, then said, “That day daddy went to the movies. Yang Ai-hua came out and sang.”
“Did you go see it?”
“Daddy wouldn’t take us. Big sister started crying and mommy hit her.” As he talked, he lifted his outer gown
to wipe the snot that had begun to drip again, revealing an even dirtier padded jacket underneath.
I was just about to examine the other photos of female beauties, when he pulled away from me and ran toward
the door, calling loudly, “Daddy’s home, Daddy bought some bananas.”
I looked up to see a man of about thirty with a wan, yellow face and a skinny build walk in the door. The boy,
catching sight of the bag he carried, immediately grabbed at his legs and clung there, reaching out for the bag.
Little Liu came out of the inner room and introduced me. “This is Ms. Lin, an old classmate of mine.”
The man smiled slightly, nodded, then scrutinized me for an instant through his glasses. The expression on his
face repelled me. It reminded me of the looks the store clerks gave me when I would dodge into their shops to get
away from the cars. I understood that look—it was a look men reserved only for women. Though it makes one
feel humiliated, I knew they didn’t mean any personal harm by it.
“This isn’t bananas!” The child was making a pest of himself, clinging to his father, pushing the bag roughly
away from him.
“Don’t get my gown dirty! Look how filthy your hands are.” His father pushed the boy over to his mother.
“Give him something to eat.” He said curtly. He turned and left the room.
“He just finished off a while dish of candy. How can he still be hungry?” The mother tried to restrain the boy,
as he jumped up and down yelling that he wanted bananas, nothing but bananas.
But seeing that no bananas were about to materialize, he dashed to the long table in the middle of the room and
knocked the goldfish bowl onto the floor. The bowl shattered, water splattered everywhere, and the little goldfish
flipflopped on the floor.
The mother was transfixed for a moment at the sight. Then she said with a sigh. “You’ve broken you sisters’
favorite goldfish bowl. There’s going to be quite a scene when they get home.”
I already had my purse in my hand. “I’m afraid I have to go. If you ever have time, come see me; I’m on Back
Street, No. 10 …”
“Stay awhile, it’s still early.” She stood up slowly. “I’ll come visit when the children are better.”
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I walked toward the front door. mother and son followed behind me, and when I reached the door said
goodbye, the child piped out, “Goodbye, Auntie!” The word “Auntie” rang out crisp and delicate. I must have
heard a voice like that somewhere before. I searched my foggy mind as I walked homeward.
183.140 My Neighbor\fn{by Bing Xin (1900-1999)} Fuzhou, Fujian Province, China (F) 3
Mrs. M was my colleague’s daughter. She also was my student and now is my neighbor.
The fIrst time I saw her was at her father’s house—it was the year I assumed my university teaching post and I
was paying courtesy visits to senior members of the department. Her father proudly introduced her, saying,
“Mr. X, this is my oldest daughter. This year she is fifteen. She’s very bright and studies hard. She especially
likes foreign literature. Perhaps you would be kind enough to give her some advice.”
At that time, Mrs. M was still just a girl, thin and small with a pale complexion and two short, thick braids
hanging behind her head. She was extremely shy when she spoke but really quite sweet when she smiled. She
frequently used a finger to poke her glasses back into place.
I chatted with her briefly and was amazed at what she already had read in English literature: for example, most
of Hardy’s novels, and she could recite from memory several major English nineteenth-century narrative poems.
Her father happily fetched a small notebook and gave it to me to read. On the front was a title, Dew Drops. Inside
were more than two hundred poems in the style of Bing Xin’s Starry Sky. I briefly flipped through them. I
remember one or two poems that I felt were particularly bright and fresh, just like little pearls of dew on a spring
morning. After I had praised them, her father said with a smile,
“She’s even written a novel—go get your novel and show it to Mr. X!”
“Papa’s always the same! I haven’t finished it yet!” she said blushing before lifting the curtain and dashing off.
She didn’t come back.
“You see, she is spoiled, not well-behaved in the least!” her father said smiling at me. “She’s the smartest of
my children. Unfortunately, her health isn’t good.”
*
A year later, she had become my student. Because the first-year university class was so large, I had few
opportunities to deal with her directly, but from her compositions I could see she had a brilliant future in creative
writing. Her well-conceived ideas and exquisite descriptions were beyond the capabilities of any of her
classmates.
Later, however, because I was the faculty adviser for student publications, and she was an important member
of the staff, we often had opportunities to talk. For the next few years her progress was swift, her articles often
appearing in literary journals off campus. Her skill and her ideas matured and the literary world gradually became
aware of her brilliance.
After graduating, she married Mr. M, also a writer. They moved to Nanjing and for seven or eight years I had
no news of her.
A year before the end of the war against Japan, I went to Kunming. Friends found a place for me to live. They
said there was a certain Professor M who could rent a room on the second floor of his house. The location was
good, too, very close to the university. When we went to take a look, I discovered that Mrs. M was none other
than my former colleague’s daughter! I was delighted to see her, although the room was small and the light poor.
It came from one tall window with a view of the verdant western mountains. The M farnily also consisted of Mr.
M's elderly mother and four children, their ages close together with the youngest not yet two. Mrs. M was paler
than ever; her frail body appeared to have aged-she looked well past thirty.
Having decided to take the room, I moved a few simple bags and a box of books upstairs. That evening, I went
to see Mr. M. He, too, was thinner, also rather more irascible. Nothing seemed to please him. He was with the
three oldest children, eating supper beneath the gloomy light of a coal-oil lamp. Granny was in the kitchen busy
with something or other. Mrs. M was holding the youngest child, going back and forth between the two rooms to
help with the meal. No one said anything. Reluctantly, I sat at the table for a while before going back upstairs.
Less than half a month passed before I decided to move: This household was far from peaceful and the somber
atmosphere was actually frightening. Those children! I don’t know if they weren’t getting enough food or there
were other reasons, but they cried constantly. Granny chattered away, often complaining to me that Mrs. M was
incapable of doing anything. Only when Mr. M came home in the evening was the crying and whining
momentarily brought under control; but it wasn’t long before the first floor was throbbing again with his angry,
worried and complaining voice scolding the children, cursing his wife and detesting the whole world. Their
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bedroom was right under mine. The floor boards were broken and nothing could block out the sounds from below.
I was alone and have always been a very quiet person, but the voices downstairs continued all night, accusing,
weeping. Sometimes I would hear Mr. M suddenly break something and shout angrily. Then the children would
begin crying and I’d be awake half the night.
*
Early on the morning I was thinking of moving, I went downstairs and discovered complete quiet—there was
no one about. I called and saw Mrs. M reach out from the kitchen. She brushed a stray hair from her face and
asked,
“What do you want Mr. X? They’ve all gone out.” I knew “they” referred to Granny and Mr. M, so I asked,
“Children, too?” She said,
“They also went out. The breakfast wasn’t made properly and we’re out of pickles again. They said they’d go
out and get something.” Her lips twitched briefly into a pitiful smile and she said,
“I really am a useless person. Even when I was small I never studied these things. My mother always said, ‘A
few mao for making a suit of clothes, one or two kuai for a pair of shoes, girls really don’t need to go to school to
do this kind of work. But education is important and can help to earn money. When I was that age I wanted to
study but never had a chance to go to school.’
“My father let me do as I pleased. I simply didn’t go into the kitchen—as you’ve seen, when I light the fire to
make dinner, I just end up with a kitchen full of smoke.”
As she spoke, she used the back of her blackened hand to rub her eyes. In the entire time I’d been there, she
hadn’t spoken so much. I saw her eyes were red and swollen, and her voice was husky. I knew she had been
crying again, so I said,
“Since the others have gone out, you don’t have to light the fire. Wash you hands. I have some snacks upstairs
and a can of milk powder, we can make some milk with water from the thermos bottle. You wait here while I fetch
it.”
I didn't wait for her answer before going upstairs. Holding back her tears, she stood beside the stairs and
watched me dully as I went.
Mrs. M stirred her milk and ate the snacks silently with her head lowered. After an eternity, I said,
“Kunming certainly is nice; the sky is as blue as the ocean. You remember Mrs. Browning’s poem—”
I had barely got the words out when we heard the long miserable bleating of a horn. Then it sounded as if there
were horns all around us and we heard people running outside. Mrs. M immediately stood up and said in a
trembling voice,
“That’s the air raid alarm! Where are the children?” I also jumped up and said,
“Don’t be afraid, they must be nearby. Wait while I go and find them.”
Just as we reached the door to look out, Granny arrived leading the four children, crawling and stumbling. Mr.
M had said there was a manuscript at his office at the university. He’d gone to rescue it but had sent his children,
young and old, back home! While I helped Mrs. M carry the two youngest, she frantically said,
“Mr. X, we should hide, shouldn’t we?”
“Good idea,” I said. “The children will be less frightened.”
Quickly, we packed some things, gathered up the children and went outside. Granny suddenly emerged
carrying a large bundle wrapped in blue cloth. Flustered and stumbling, she said,
“Don’t go! Wait for me!”
At that moment, the deafening roar of aircraft rumbled over us. I lifted my head to look. White light glimmered
in the azure sky. Nine silver airplanes deployed in neat rows flew over relentlessly. A machine-gun fired, then
heaven and earth seemed to erupt with noise, rattling doors and windows. The little children burst out crying.
Granny stood paralyzed by the door. We all squeezed into the doorway. Mrs. M was deathly pale, clutching her
children. In a low voice she said,
“Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid, Mr. X is here.” I turned to the old lady and said,
“Don’t be nervous, the planes are gone already.”
Just then there was the sound of voices as people poured out of every house, their words anxious and confused.
Mrs. M stood up, smoothed her clothes and pushed the children through the door. We stood listening for a
moment; there wasn't a sound in the sky. I said,
“Let’s go inside and rest, the enemy planes have gone.”
Mrs. M nodded and I helped her hustle the children inside before I went upstairs. As soon as I sat down, I
heard Mr. M return. Once inside he shouted,
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“This is just great! Now no place is safe—they’ve chased us all the way to Kunming! I was just picking up my
briefcase to leave my office and there was an explosion, damn thing!”
*
From that day on, there was an alarm almost every day. Mr. M always went out before the alarm and wouldn’t
return until after the all-clear had sounded, complaining that dinner hadn’t been prepared. Mrs. M wouldn’t say
anything—her eyes would swell, she’d lower her head and leave the room. Some mornings, when she was in the
kitchen and I was coming downstairs to wash, she would ask softly with a bitter smile,
“Mr. X, you won’t go out today?” I usually said,
“I won’t go out when I don’t have classes. Feel free to call on me.”
Granny wouldn’t go out into the countryside because she was afraid it wasn’t safe. She always hid in an air
raid shelter beside the city wall. Mrs. M and I then would take the children out of the city. We selected a trenchlike place beneath some large trees that was protected on three sides by earthen walls. The children, used to the air
raid warnings, now began building a little house of mud bricks and sticks. They continued their work every day,
although the smallest often fell asleep in his mother’s arms. Sometimes I brought along a book to read. At noon, if
the alert had not been lifted, we would stay outdoors and eat some dried snacks to ease our hunger.
We chatted to fend off boredom. From bits and pieces of Mrs. M’s conversation, I could guess at her many
grievances. She never complained about anyone, even her less than likable children. She rarely raised family
matters but I could tell from her clothes and diet that the family was destitute. Watching her wither day by day, I
wanted to help her a little. I asked if she wanted to do some teaching or write some articles to earn a bit of money.
Granny could take care of the house and they also could hire a maid; everything would be fine. She’d never liked
housework, so why not do what she was good at?
Sitting cross-legged, Mrs. M held her children, swaying gently as she listened. A long time passed before she
answered.
“Mr. X, thank you for your concern. I’ve already thought about these things. When we first moved here, I
taught for a while. The school was happier with my teaching than with my husband’s.” She laughed softly; it was
the first time I had seen her laugh. She paused for a moment before continuing.
“Later, I don’t know why, he opposed my going out to teach, and his mother said the children were too much
for her. So I returned to the household. Then several friends and colleagues came and asked me to write some
articles. Mr. X, you know that ever since I was a girl I’ve enjoyed writing. As soon as I picked up the pen, my
heart … my heart was on fire. Everything before my eyes would go blurry. When I was writing, I could escape
from reality.” She lowered her head to the children playing with the buttons on the front of her dress and sighed
faintly.
“But reality still is reality. The children cried, guests arrived, old Mrs. M rambled on and the maid asked about
this and that—all that broke my train of thought. I haven’t been able to pick up my pen for ages. Besides, writing
requires a certain inner peace, if not actual happiness. But look at me now. It’s so, so difficult to talk about peace
of mind, not to mention happiness.
“I wrote a couple of articles. Then my husband discovered it wasn’t worth the effort. It seemed like wages
were increasing 100 times faster than whatever I could earn from writing. And the price of clothes and shoes was
increasing even faster. To depend on my writing to pay for the children’s clothes was just a dream—a 5,000character story couldn’t even buy a small pair of shoes. There was no encouragement, no hope. Writing just broke
my heart.
“When family members started pointing their fingers at me, I had to dismiss our servant. Actually, she’d
wanted to leave earlier. Our family doesn’t have much money but has a lot of children and ill-tempered adults.
Nothing could make her stay, not like me. For me, there’s no escape.
“Making a fire, cleaning rice, washing vegetables, sewing shoes, darning socks—my heart is like a withered
tree, empty, numb. During the war against Japan, who has had an easy life? Those who’ve had easy lives aren’t
real people! I don’t seek comfort. Just because I never learned how to keep house, doesn’t mean I can’t do it—I’m
not afraid to do it. There is happiness in physical work. I just want to have a little inner comfort, warmth …
“I never said anything to anyone. I am bitter enough. In these difficult years, why tell my story to other people
and make their lives even more miserable? I especially avoided telling my parents. Letters came from my father in
the north. They always said, ‘The rich beauty of the southern landscape must have widened the subject matter for
your poetry. Why not send some short poems so Papa can have a look?’
“Recently, someone, I don’t know who, told my parents about the real situation here. My mother wrote a very
worried letter. It said, ‘I didn’t know you were living that way down there. Should Mother come and help you a
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bit? If I could have foreseen this, I never would have let you read and write; it just ruins your health and you can’t
do your housework.’ She blames herself. When I read that, it was like a knife in the heart. My personal suffering
isn’t important, but I’ve also disappointed my father and broken my mother’s heart. Mr. X, this really is like Cai
Zhonglang in The Lute,when he says, ‘Education disappoints me and I disappoint my parents.’”
She couldn’t bear to continue—she pushed her children to one side, covered her face with the front of her
blouse and cried uncontrollably. The children probably were used to seeing their mother cry. They stood and
watched blankly for a moment but gradually resumed playing.
As for me, I didn’t know how to encourage her. I thought of her hiding in her dreary household all day. Here in
the open country I let her display her grief, show her feelings. Slowly, I stepped away.
I really didn’t want to live with the M family any longer. School was out for the summer. One day the air raid
shelter was flattened, crushing many people. Fortunately, old Mrs. M wasn’t hurt but I urged them to move to the
countryside. I also moved far away to live in a temple in another town—and there I met another woman!
1901

73.53 The Bridal Palanquin\fn{by Yan Fusun (1901- )} Tongxiang, Shejiang Province, China (M) 4
A bridal palanquin is covered with multicolored silk and is resplendent with sparkling red lanterns and flower
patterns in different hues. It is an extremely eye-catching conveyance, with its mixture of color and light. As it
rides along on the shoulders of its bearers, the painted bells on its corners jingle continuously. With the pipes and
drums of the band leading the way, it floods the ears with joyous sounds, making young girls clap their little
hands and giggle with delight. Which one among them would not wish in her heart of hearts to grow up quickly
and choose a husband, so that she could have the good fortune to sit regally inside a fancy contraption like that,
with attendants and guards shouting everyone out of the way as it makes its way across town? How nice it would
be for the lucky young lady riding on her way to win the admiration of the bystanders. Alas for these lovable,
romantic, naïve maidens who do not understand the sorrows of life. Ever optimistic, they consider the ride to be
the same as the one the kitchen god takes on New Year’s Eve: Once the happy day arrives, the palanquin will fly
them straight to heaven. Never does it dawn on them that as long as there is heaven, there also has to be hell. The
shape of a palanquin is oblong. Sideways, it is identical to a coffin. For those among them who will be giving up a
lifetime of happiness once they get to their husbands, entering the palanquin will be like entering a coffin—to be
buried in the yellow earth where they will never be resurrected. The bustling attendants who escort them from
their parents’ homes can thus be considered members of a funeral procession, and the music, of pipes and drums
will then be heard as the mournful notes of a dirge.
Take the daughter of the Yu family, which owned a business renting out palanquins. She was only seventeen,
but was wise enough to have decided long ago that the conveyances were ill-starred. Sometimes, when one came
back from a rental, she would scrutinize the insides and invariably find traces of bitter weeping. On each such discovery, she would not be able to restrain her feelings and would shed her own tears in sympathy. Or else she
would then sob alone in her room.
“Most of the women in the world are doomed to lead unhappy lives,” she would sigh. “How very pitiful they
are. My father ought not to use such a cursed means to help carry out their fate, to transport people’s daughters to
the depths of hell where they receive the sentence of a slow death from the devil himself. Within the last several
years, he’s done that to quite a few. How really inhumane he’s been!”
The sounds of her weeping reached her neighbors, who collectively thought that Yu Huiyun over at the shop
must have gone mad. Alas, Huiyun’s sensitive and fragile heart, long soaked with her bitter tears, could not but
betray its grief. She was after all a bright, educated girl. How could you simply say that she was crazy? Ten years
before, her father did take leave of his senses for a while. At the time Huiyun was a girl of just seven, but he
would not wait. He asked someone to make a match for her with Lan Puren, the eight-year-old boy from the Lan
Shun Xing Butcher Shop on Long Street. Lan Puren was then a winsome and lively lad who had caught her
father’s eye. What pleased him most about the entire transaction, moreover, was the betrothal gift of two hundred
dollars from the boy’s family, which, ever since, had satisfied him as an appropriate price for the sale of a
daughter. He managed, however, to spend all of the money in less than three days. His initial eagerness to match
his daughter with someone can therefore be explained by this immediate gain, which he squandered in the blink of
an eye. Right then, he even asked himself with some regret why he had never had a few more daughters. Then he
blamed his wife for being useless. Alas, Huiyun was not at all insane. It was her father’s behavior at the time that
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can be called insane to a disturbing degree.
As editor of the paper The People’s Will Luo Jueping had published many of his own writings over the preceding two years. Among writers and aficionados of fiction, he was making a bit of a name for himself. Readers
were fighting to read anything he wrote as soon as it appeared. In terms of age, he was a promising young man of
no more than eighteen. His forte was crafting sad stories, weaving a sense of lingering grief into all of his
writings, which were deeply moving. His love stories in Star Weekly showed his skill in conveying emotion with
every sentence. His pen could reveal love or hate, or a woman’s touching innermost feelings. His readers were
invariably moved to tears. At the end of the year, for a special issue on love, the magazine advertised for external
submissions and received a draft manuscript from someone signing the name Huiyun. The style was graceful, the
expression subtle. It described with great effect and detail the pain of a girl forced to marry against her will. Only
later did he learn that Huiyun was the daughter in the Yu family shop, which rented out bridal palanquins. By then
he was becoming thoroughly impressed. After that he saw an exquisite photograph of her in a catalogue of women
writers, and, touched by her ethereal appearance, became even more attracted. Before long, he was exchanging
letters with her.
On Huiyun’s part, she considered Luo Jueping to be among the very best of fiction writers of the day. She
usually shed tears over his love stories, which were always tinged with sadness. What was so unusual about his
writing was that each and every sentence seemed to stir her to the depths of her being. For a long time now, she
had taken him to be the only person who understood her. Whatever anguish she felt but could not quite express, he
was able to express deftly in his writing. Each time she received a letter from him, she alternately fretted and
rejoiced, as if she had just gotten hold of a great treasure. Her father, however, retained strict control of her; she
was not usually allowed to venture out. So even though she and Jueping had now known each other for a year and
a half, their relationship was maintained only through correspondence. They never once met in person.
On one occasion, Jueping opened a letter from Huiyun to find tear stains all over the pages. Each one of her
words, so full of anguish and pain, pointed to her frustration with life and her wish to leave it. Upon reading the
leder, Jueping was taken aback. He had considered Huiyun to be a happy young girl; he had only to look at her
high-spirited face in the catalogue photograph to recognize her joie de vivre. What in the world made her go down
the path of such melancholy? Hard as he tried he could find no immediate answer to the question. After that, he
exerted much effort before learning Huiyun’s painful story.
Her intended, Lan Puren, turned out to be a lazy, pleasure-seeking sort. Having recently taken up with indolent
companions, his character had slowly deteriorated. Time and again, he had absconded with money from his
father’s business, spending it on lavish parties or in brothels. His father had been thrifty and hard-working all his
life, managing through much effort to set up his grocery business. He had also purchased a house and some land
in his home village. When the thefts were discovered, the old man shook with anger at the thought of having such
a son as a reward for his own scrupulously honest life. That very night, he spat up a mouthful of phlegm and died,
thus taking immediate leave of his unfilial offspring.
Lan Puren was of course overjoyed to jump just like that from the position of heir to that of boss. Aside from
other advantages, he could now do whatever he wanted with his inheritance without anyone saying anything about
it. During the funeral, his mother and the workers in the shop who had benefited from the old man’s kindnesses
were weeping and wailing around the coffin. Though he carried himself with the cool confidence of someone who
had just come into money, Lan Puren nevertheless shed a crocodile tear or two in front of the assemblage. But as
he looked upon his father’s pale, ashen face, he.could not help laughing to himself.
“While you were alive,” he thought, “you would never willingly give me a red cent. But now you’re gone with
nary a whimper. The money you’ve struggled all your life to accumulate can never be in the coffin with you.
Every bit of it is now mine, to do with as I please, and you won’t be able to do a thing about it. As tightfisted as
you were in life, what did it bring you?”
At this point, Puren examined his father’s face once more. He seemed to see the old man’s dull, round eyes pop
open slightly, as if he were responding with a sigh.
After the funeral, he was on the verge of liquidating the estate so that he could indulge himself and play the big
shot with his friends. But his philandering in recent years had been extremely taxing on his health. It so happened
that the spring weather caused boils to break out all over his body. At first, he merely felt some aching in his
joints. Before long, however, the abscesses all burst. Then he also broke his nose. Dripping blood and pus, he
emitted an unbearable stench, to such an extent that everyone treated him as if he were a pariah and wanted to
stay far away. Because no one else was willing to risk contamination to care for him, his mother had to stay by her
son day and night. She sent for a doctor and filled prescriptions, busying herself each day from dawn to dusk, not
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sparing any effort on his behalf. In her mind, what her son had done in the past had been an aberration. Once he
got well, he would change. It would not be difficult for him to start life anew.
One evening, on her way to Rainbow Temple to fill a prescription, she stopped for a reading with the wellknown fortune-teller Squinty Wu. She wanted to know what was in store for her son, what could be done to bring
about a miracle cure. Wu was eager to please his new client. He gave her some of his mumbo-jumbo, telling her
that the stars of good fortune were shining on her son in the current year. If she could quickly get him married, she
would fend off the evil spirits and his illness would then go away by itself. Naturally, she was excited to hear this
kind of talk. She immediately contacted the original gobetween to inform the Yu family of her decision. She
selected the fourteenth of the second lunar month, a propitious day, for the wedding, and expected to welcome her
new daughter-in-law into her home at that time.
Jueping’s reaction upon learning this news was nothing short of bizarre. Ever since he had begun corresponding with Huiyun, he had been as enthusiastic as she was, never missing a single day. After that time, however, he
ceased all communication with her. Even more strangely, he went as far as to resign his editorship of both The
People’s Will and Star Weekly. No one knew where he was hiding himself. When Jueping’s letters stopped,
Huiyun was at first puzzled. Then, after she learned of his two resignations, she felt that something inexplicable
was happening and wondered what it could be. Some told her he’d died. Others said he went abroad. From then
on, though, Huiyun could no longer read those lingeringly melancholic stories that touched her to the very core.
She had lost someone who really understood how she felt. It was like losing a chunk of her soul. For days on end,
she was unable to stop weeping.
On the fourteenth day of the second month, Huiyun’s father picked out a most elaborately decorated palanquin.
He told people that it had been used in the weddings of many girls from prominent and wealthy families, all of
whom prospered in their husbands’ homes and all of whom enjoyed happiness without end. Everyone agreed that
the good fortune was the legacy of the palanquin, that Huiyun was indeed blessed to be able to ride in it that day.
A couple of weeks earlier, when her future in-laws set the date for the wedding, Huiyun had started a chain of
thought. Her prospects of finding happiness throughout life had long ago been settled by her father, in no more
time than it took for a smile to cross his face. It was as if she were a criminal, someone already condemned to
suffer the death penalty. She was awaiting the autumn executions, passing the bitter days left to her in a prison
cell. The announcement of the wedding date was tantamount to an announcement that autumn was here, that she
could no longer avoid the beheading. That she had borne her pain in silence and without rebelling was all for the
sake of keeping her father’s word. Now that the time had come for her to face her fate, what was there left for her
to say?
On the day of her wedding, her father brought out all the wreaths and decorative brocade he had not rented out,
and covered every nook and cranny of the shop with clusters and layers of silks and flowers. In the colorful glow
of the bridal lanterns, the place took on a sparkle that dazzled the eyes of the onlookers. The lanterns were of
varying shapes, each with a cleverly auspicious appellation: “Prosperity, Posterity;” “Hoary-Headed Harmony;”
“Twin-Star Togetherness;” “Mandarin-Duck Mischief.” The large variety added to the excitement of anticipation.
The crowd of well-wishers knew only that Huiyun’s father had been flourishing these last few years. His present business had expanded tenfold since its early beginnings, and the frequency of his contacts with relatives and
friends had likewise increased. Today visitors were corning to him in an unending stream; his house was packed
with wedding guests. They well knew that the groom was infected with a life-threatening disease, that receiving a
bride into his house was intended to boost his spirits. Nonetheless, their congratulatory notes uniformly included
flattering comments. They all said that Miss Huiyunwas a lucky girl indeed. As Mr. Lan had now passed away,
she could help to manage the family’s finances after the marriage. Puren might have some unknown ailment, but,
as long as there was money in the family, they considered her blessed. A bit of illness never hurt anybody.
“That Yu girl surely has good karma,” the group of old women, there to catch the excitement, were saying.
“How fortuitous for her to be born into a shop with bridal palanquins. Without too much ado, everything’s already
there for her to have as fancy a wedding as she pleases. How grand! The display of even a middle-class wedding
would be less elaborate. What’s more, the palanquin she’ll be riding in will be one that exactly suits her fancy. It’s
commonly said that if the ride pleases a girl on her wedding day, everything else will also suit her fancy. Her new
husband’s family, moreover, runs a butcher shop. Whatever else might happen, she needn’t worry about having
good, fresh meat on the dinner table. The girl’s set for life, marrying into a situation like that.”
By this time, Huiyun had long since put on her red gown for the ceremony. She was sitting stiffly by herself,
waiting for the propitious hour to get into the palanquin. As human voices mingled with the music blaring around
her, her mind began to drift. It was as if she were entering a state of semiconsiousness, or her cowed soul, after all
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that battering, were leaving her body. She recalled the love her mother lavished on her in childhood. Too bad she
had died so early. Her father had coveted the bride-price and was willing to go against reason in deciding his
daughter's lifelong fate. Today she would go to her place of execution. There was no escape. If her dead mother
somehow learned of this, she would surely be shedding heartbroken tears in the nether regions.
This last thought seemed to trigger her own tears, which rolled down drop after drop. She then considered the
dreadful days shy would be living through once she entered that family. How could she bear it? The surge of grief
quite overwhelmed her. Greatly shaken, she fainted away.
Many rushed over to help, and then slowly she was revived. Lowering her head, she gave a sudden start at the
sight of her own bright-red costume; for a moment, she thought it was soaked with fresh blood. At the same time,
the different voices offering congratulations grew louder, pouring into her ears along with the music. Her heart
seemed to be pierced with a shiny dagger that then slowly hacked her insides to pieces. Each time someone said
something about her happy covenant, her inner self vibrated like a plucked zither.
“Covenant.” The word reminded her of “convent,” a place a woman entered to become a nun—to leave her
family and her worldly ambitions, content to be cut off for the rest of her days from those who loved her. Her
father was going to expel her from her home, to a place where she would not see the light of day as long as she
lived. In getting married like that, what would be the difference between herself and someone who chose to enter
a nunnery? Then she had another thought. She was not about to “enter” anything. Rather, she was about to be
“interred:” her soul condemned to suffer hell’s most painful tortures. But what sin had she committed? Why was a
woman like her fated to make a home for herself in the bowels of hell? Thoroughly distracted, she allowed her
imagination to wander in most bizarre directions, quite beyond her control.
In no time, she heard the music start up once more, followed by the rapid beating of gongs.
“Hurry! Come see the bride get into the palanquin!” some children shouted.
Strange as it seemed, Huiyun was somehow able to put aside her pain. Her eyes were dry throughout the
sacrifices to her ancestors. Her father stole a moment to whisper in her ear:
“A daughter is always brought up for someone else. Don’t you take things too hard. When you get to your new
home, take good care of your husband. I am hoping that the union will bring you both luck, that he will quickly
get over his illness. Fortunately his shop has been bringing in some money these last few years and you will not
need to be concerned about material necessities. Your father’s foresight a decade ago has not turned out badly at
all, has it?”
Huiyun was completely dry-eyed as she forced a smile and thanked him for his good intentions. By now she
had become very calm, as if she had reached some kind of decision that cleared the gloom before her eyes. She
betrayed no trace of sadness and appeared to be a different person altogether. On hearing her thanks, her father
broke into a smile.
“You’re an educated and reasonable person,” he said. “I knew that sooner or later, you’d understand everything
in your heart.”
At the propitious hour, Huiyun showed neither shyness nor hesitation. She strode to the palanquin in large
steps and got right into it. The bearers took it up and sped away. All those who gathered to watch along the route
voiced their admiration.
At their arrival, the Lan family was preoccupied with the groom, whose illness had taken a turn for the worse.
He had lapsed into a coma. The paper “palanquin horses” had long been in place in the rear courtyard. But on this
day the house was relatively empty and quiet, with no sounds of celebration. Only two female attendants came to
the door to greet the bridal palanquin. When they lifted the curtain, they received a horrible shock. The lovely girl
inside, dressed and made up to be gorgeous as a flower, had somehow slit her own throat with a paper cutter; she
had been dead for some time.
The newspapers reported the extraordinary happening the following day; the story brought repeated sighs from
its readers. Most remarkably, Luo Jueping, who had long been missing, soon resurfaced in the pages of Star
Weekly, his name again set in bold type.
Jueping had admired Huiyunin his heart. He only gave up his own hopes of a future with her after learning of
her distressing situation. From the unrelieved melancholy in her writing, he could see that she woukl soon come
to a tragic end. Concluding with regret that it was beyond his power to remove her curse, he had made up his
mind to leave Shanghai, to make a clean break by ceasing all communication with her. Not long afterward, he saw
in a Shanghai paper the sad news he’d been expecting. It was then that he rejoined the Star Society, to summon all
his skills to craft a love story he titled The Person in the Palanquin. In it, he described Huiyun’s sorrows with
penetrating insight. When he got to the tragic parts, he was actually shedding a tear for every word he set down.
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Never could he bear to read the whole story through to the end. His motive for setting everything down was to
give vent to Huiyun’s resentment toward life. Written with his heart’s blood, the masterly story was his way of
repaying his dead soulmate.
But Jueping was himself a man of great sensitivity, one who marched to the beat of his own drummer. He had
an extremely delicate constitution, owing to his over-concentration on books and on matters intellectual since
childhood. From the time he learned of Huiyun’s tragic demise, he would become greatly traumatized each time
he reconsidered his own long piece about her. Soon after, his mind began to lose touch with reality. He would
laugh or cry without apparent cause. Gradually he lost control of himself, behaving as if he was suffering a
nervous breakdown.
In the winter of that same year, Jueping’s mother, who was advanced in years and eager to see grandchildren,
arranged for him to get married. By then, Jueping’s illness was worsening by the day. He had lost all sense of
perception and was unable to carry on normal functions without help. Like a puppet, he was dependent on others
to pull the strings. On his wedding day, in his new ceremonial robe, he approached everyone with a vacant grin.
When he saw that the nuptial scroll in the bridal chamber contained the line Blessings and Wisdom Mutually
Adorn, he ripped it to bits, insisting that a bit of soul lurked within the word “wisdom”—hui, as in Huiyun.
Then, when the bridal palanquin arrived, the sight set off the old tenderness in his brain. In an instant, he cried
out and vomited forth a half-basin of blood and then lost consciousness. When he came to, he was lying on a
perfumed bed in a bridal chamber, wondering whether he’d been dreaming. Somehow or other, his energy level
suddenly increased several fold. He rushed headlong downstairs in spite of the efforts of many who tried to
restrain him. He ran to the receiving room, where he saw a deep patch of red on the floorboards of the palanquinno doubt the last remnant of Huiyun’s bloody suicide. Then he looked around the outsides. A burst of color
flashed before his eyes. All that crimson appeared to him to be Huiyun’s blood. As he struggled with the grief in
his heart, everything turned dark. Once again, he fainted away.
His mother was beside herself. She quickly sent for a doctor to give him an emergency injection, but by the
time the man arrived, Hui-yun’s limbs were turning cold. When she was told that nothing could be done for her
son, she began to wail. Wagging her finger, she railed at the bridal palanquin, spitting out hatred with every word:
“My son’s death is all your doing! You are nothing but a damnable curse!”
195.120 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü Mêng-ch’iu (1901- )} Hsü County, anhwei Province, China (M) 13
My family belonged to the old aristocracy of scholars and landholders. My grandfather was a landlord but had
no education. My father was a scholar and the oldest son. I was born in Hsü hsien, Anhwei Province, in 1901, the
third of four sons. I had two sisters.
From the point of view of the old Chinese morality, my father was a good man. He was kind to all and no one
had a bad word to say about him. Because of his natural generosity, when the property was divided he gave it all
to his younger brothers. My grandfather had three hundred mu of land, and father gave each of his three brothers
one hundred mu, saying he had been well educated and could earn his living as a teacher. After teaching a while,
he became a merchant. However, he was so honest and goodhearted that his business failed, and by the time I was
ten years old my family had become poor. My uncles and relatives were now comparatively rich. They treated my
father’s family as despised poor relations.
*
I received no education in early childhood, but my oldest brother was educated and was active in the 1911
Revolution. In the summer of 1911 I entered a school taught by my brother, but after I had been there three
months the Revolution broke out and the school stopped. Then in 1912 my native village established a school and
I was able to attend it. In 1913 this school was closed and my studies were again interrupted. In 1914 I began at a
private school taught by one of my uncles. There were thirty students, all relatives, and my younger brother also
went there. Every day we walked the two li and had lunch in school. The fee for us both was twenty dollars a year.
No charity was considered—our rich relatives demanded payment. We studied the old Classics. My parents
determined to send me to school with the object that I should go into business. However, I progressed so fast that
Father changed his mind and hoped that I would be a teacher.
After three years of schooling, however, I found my ideas beginning to change. My oldest brother worked
outside and sent newspapers home, and in that way we learned of what was going on. My uncle treated me well,
but I thought he was a hypocrite and false because if I had not paid on time, I would have had to stop studying.
This uncle was very rich but he never helped my family. Both my third and fourth uncles were rich, but my
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second uncle had died early and his family had become poor, so we had good relations with them, but not with the
other two. Thus early I saw how property makes friends only in its own class. I felt myself one of the poor and
was sympathetic with them, and I decided that being a teacher was of little use, for only the rich could afford to
hire me and I would not be able to help the poor.
In 1919 my two brothers and my third uncle’s son started a school and invited me to teach there. For a year I
worked very hard but I was not satisfied, and decided to quit. I received no salary—only food and a place to sleep.
The pupils paid four dollars a year, two dollars a term, and the school was intended to help poor students.
However, the other three teachers had bad habits and were often absent from class, so that I had to teach most of
the lessons. These teachers were romantic and drank wine and played mah-jongg and “bamboo court,” but my
own habits were regular, quiet, and serious.
There were two other reasons why I wanted to leave. The important one was that I wanted to learn the new
knowledge, and on the outside now were schools supported by the government free for poor students. The other
reason was that in 1920 my family ordered me to marry a girl who was old-fashioned and ignorant and I was
determined not to have that kind of wife. In the spring of 1920 I borrowed twenty dollars from my younger
brother and went to Peking, where my oldest brother lived. However, I found I could not go to school: money was
required—even though tuition was free—and I had none. After three months my oldest brother gave me money to
return home. I was miserable at home, particularly because in Peking I had seen many new things and found that
material conditions in the cities were much better than in the interior.
I now heard of a school in Hsienchün, Anhwei, for training in the culture of silkworms. I entered there and
studied hard, though the natural science they taught was not much good. I became the student leader, as my
manner was apparently such as to command a following, though I did not know this before. I disliked the
principal and the teachers, so I opposed them and led an uprising. Several teachers were driven away, but the staff
controlled the boarding fees of the students, so we failed and the oppression of the school authorities was heavier
than before. The co-operation of the student body was not strong, and ten students were dismissed, myself being
one of them.
The reason for the strike was this: the school had about one hundred forty students supported free by the
government as apprentices—some rich, some poor—but the majority had some relation with government officials
or they could not have secured the post. The school authorities and teachers had been appointed by the Northern
militarists and their knowledge and character were bad. We students hoped to drive them away and to get
progressive and technically trained teachers in their places.
The government ordered that the student leaders be arrested because they had beaten the chief of police, and
that the hsienchang\fn{The administrative head of the county} and the chief of police be reprimanded because they had
tried but failed to stop the uprising.
We ten students escaped to Wuhu, a big commercial port of Anhwei. There we went to learn English and
mathematics in a Christian missionary church, paying two dollars a month. The missionary wanted us to join the
church but we did not want to enter any religion.
At the end of the year, at New Year, my family sent a letter telling me to return. I complied, yet I had nothing
to do at home. Until the summer of 1921 I had hoped to enter a normal school but my scholastic background was
not up to standard, especially in natural science, and I had no diploma. I therefore was obliged to join a
commercial school in Chen Yang Kuan, in Anhwei, hoping not to do commercial work but to learn English and
mathematics. Here also I was student leader. We did not like the incompetent and dishonest principal and had a
strike to try to drive him away, but some of the students betrayed to the principal, so at the end we failed, and
three other students and I were dismissed. This principal kept for himself the government money provided for the
school, which was why the students hated him. It is only the students who can check up on such corruption, and
we felt it our duty to expose it.
I returned home for another time, but in 1922 I ventured away again, this time joining with some old
schoolmates to enter an agricultural school in Wuhu, where tuition was free. I enjoyed this student body—many
of these four hundred students were poor so I organized twenty students in a troop which had much influence over
the students and was very forceful. We did not join the Student Union but nevertheless we led all the student
activities. We began a struggle against the corrupt school authorities and opposed the highest class because they
worked with the authorities. The character of this administration was bad, as it was in most of the schools at that
time.
*
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We organized a reading society of the twenty students in order to study social problems together and to draw
up a plan for the reconstruction of the village life of China. We wanted to experiment in the Hsin Ch’eng\fn{ New
Village} Movement, and our ideas were of Utopian socialism like Fourierism or Owenism. We bought all kinds of
socialist books. I have forgotten most of them, but one was The Study of Ancient Communism in Chinese Society,
published by the Commercial Press. It was not correct but we read it with interest.
We raised two hundred dollars and bought a small, uncultivated hill in Anhwei at the end of the year, and one
person went there to live. This was in the winter of 1922. At this time, I did not live in the dormitory. A
schoolmate and I rented a house outside for privacy and we began reading the new Communist magazines Hsiang
Tao, New Youth, and the Leader. By 1923 my ideas had changed because of these new magazines and I wanted to
organize a “Society of Marxism,” but some of the members of the reading society opposed it because they still
wanted to build the new society according to the Utopian “New Village” idea. We were all boys, no girls. Until
this time I had had no correct idea of revolution. May Fourth had no influence on me or on my brother.
I now had a deeper consciousness and began to choose good books to read. Finally in the spring of 1923 we
had an uprising in the school and our group fought physically with another group. About ten students were
dismissed, including myself, for I was the leader.
During the summer vacation we heard the news that Shanghai University would be founded by the
progressives, including Yu Yu-jen as president, Teng Chung-hsia as dean, and Ch’ü Ch’iu-po, Ts’ai Ho-shen, and
a social scientist, Shih Tseng-t’ung. All except the president were Communists. My schoolmates and I eagerly
went to Shanghai. When we arrived, we rented two rooms where we eight poor students lived together and cooked
our meals. In a short time, I joined the C.Y.\fn{ Communist Youth; Chinese commonly used English initials to abbreviate
ordinary terms like “Communist Party”, “Communist Youth,” etc. } and one month later the C.P. A branch was organized in
Shanghai University and I worked in if. This was in 1923.
At this time the Kuomintang was beginning to reorganize in Shanghai. Many leaders came, such as Liao
Chung-k’ai, Hu Han-min and Tai Chi-t’ao. We students joined the Kuomintang, as it was becoming progressive
under the new organization, and worked openly. In the winter, Whampoa Military Academy invited good students
in Shanghai to join, but I missed this opportunity. A letter came from my family saying that my father was
dangerously ill, and I had to return home. Seven of my friends went to Whampoa: Wang I-ch’ang, now with the
Kuomintang Fifty-third Army; Ts’ao Yuan, killed in Wuchang in 1926 during the war; P’eng Kan-ch’en, who
worked in the Kiangsi soviets and was killed in 1934; and others. All remained Communists except Wang Ich’ang.
After remaining at home briefly, I planned to enter Paoting Military Academy, and went to see my oldest
brother in Chang-chiak’ou—he was an official there in the Salt Gabelle—hoping to be introduced to the school.
Again I was disappointed, as the school stopped receiving students because it was divided into two groups in
internal politics. The militarists had two factions—the “Chih Hsi,” led by Wu P’ei-fu and Ts’ao K'un; and the
“Wan Hsi,” or Anhwei clique, led by Tuan Ch’i-jui.
I now had to return home again, and I persuaded by brother and many friehds to help me establish a school, for
which I borrowed fifty dollars. But it was difficult to secure money and the district authorities opposed the idea of
the school. They had control of public funds for education, and if a new school were started the authorities would
not be able to get government money for the old schools. I had planned a free school, where students bought only
their books. This school lasted barely a year, as money was impossible to get.
During this year I organized a C.Y. of ten persons and also a Kuomintang of eighty persons.
*
In 1925 I again left home for Shanghai where many of my schoolmates were attending Shanghai University. I
stayed two months and was then appointed by the Party to go to Anking, capital of Anhwei, where I began to
organize the two Parties. The May Thirtieth Incident now occurred. In Anking I organized a C.Y. of twenty
students, many of whom were later sacrificed. One named Wu and one named Yang were executed by the
Kuomintang in 1928. Another, Li Chi-shen, now working in the Kuomintang. betrayed.
In July I left Anking for Shanghai and worked in the headquarters of the labor association one month. Then in
August I went to Canton, planning to enter Whampoa.
*
Arriving at Canton, however, I was disappointed that the Party would not permit me to enter Whampoa and,
instead, ordered me to do political work in the 1 st Division of the First Army,. the only army directly under.
Chiang Kai-shek. Ho Ying-ch’in commanded the 1st Division. I was chief of the political department of the 1 st
Division, in charge of propaganda. At that time we students imagined Chiang was progressive, for he had not
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shown his colors. I was in the Eastern Expedition fighting Ch’en Ch’iung-ming. At the end of 1925 I was
transferred to the 14th Division under Fung I-p’ei—later killed at Meihsien in Kwangtung.
Then\fn{In 1926} the March Twentieth Incident occurred. Chiang Kai-shek arrested all the Communists he
could get hold of in Canton—I don’t know how many, but probably three or four hundred at least. I was arrested
but was released in a few days.
This was the beginning of the split that finally was breached in 1927. As an excuse for the March Twentieth
Incident, Chiang Kai-shek told a lie, saying,
“Some military man is intending to start an uprising planned by the Communists.”
This was not true. Chiang Kai-shek hoped by these arrests to decrease the rising power of the Communists by
teaching them a lesson.
The Kuomintang and the Communist Party had united on a common program, and we joined the Kuomintang
to influence it in a more progressive direction. There was always friction between the political elements, however.
In 1925 a Rightist Kuomintang group organized a “Society for the Doctrines of Sun Yat-sen” for the purpose of
struggling against the Communists. Many of these later became real Fascists. One was Hu Tsung-nan from
Hunan, now head of the Fascists under Chiang Kai-shek. Another was Feng T’i, a Whampoa cadet, now military
attache in Germany. Still another who became a Fascist was Ch’en Kuang-ch’ing, who held a high post under Ho
Ying-ch’in in Peking and was chief of the political department in Sian, where he was arrested during the Sian
Incident of December 12, 1936. However, he was patriotic and later had some sympathy for Chang Hsüeh-liang
and Yang Hu-ch’eng.
The Sun Yat-senists quarreled constantly with the Communists and Leftists, and invented any kind of lie
against them to decrease their progressive influence over the rank and file. It was the Sun Yat-senists who
influenced Chiang Kai-shek to act on March 20. Chiang became the leader of the group at this time, along with
Tai Chi-t’ao and others. Originally, Liao Chung-k’ai, the leader of the Kuomintang Left Wing after Sun Yat-sen’s
death, had made himself head of this group with the object of decreasing the quarrel between the Right and Left.
Then Liao was murdered by the Rightists to destroy his power and influence.
I continued to work in the 14 th Division in Mei hsien, where I was the only Communist, but I could not work
well—someone knew my Party connection—and I wanted to ask leave to go to Canton. There were two other
Communists, one working in the 3 rd Division and the other in the First Army. We three talked with Ho Ying-ch’in
but he refused to give us leave to go to Canton, and his troops marched off to Jukien. Ultimately, however, Ho
Ying-ch’in gave permission to me and to the member in the 3 rd Division, and we left for Canton. I stayed a short
time, went to Shanghai with about ten others and from there went on to Wuhan.
In Wuhan I was ordered to work in the 12 th Division political department as secretary to Chang Fa-k’uei, who
was at that time very progressive. This was the best army of the Kuomintang, the “Old Ironsides,” and here the
general political work was very good. The fighting power was high, the organization was strict, and the officers
were good.
In the winter of 1926, the army marched to fight in Kiangsi against Sun Ch’uan-fang, returning to Wuchang
after defeating him. In the spring of 1927, we fought in Honan against Chang Hsüeh-liang.\fn{ These men were local
warlords who commanded troops independent of Government or Communist troops who—in the traditional Chinese way—took advantage
of the anarchy of the times to set up virtually independent provincial or multi-provincial authorities. For a time—particularly between the
immediate fall of the Manchu Dynasty and about 1925—these glorified bandits were the only organized authority capable of preventing the
complete breakdown of law and order over hundreds of thousands of square miles of mainland China:H } Ho Lung was with us then,

a commander under Chang Fa-k’uei. We captured Kaifeng, stayed several days, and then returned to Wuhan.
By this time the political situation had already changed. Chiang Kai-shek had gone to Nanking and revolted
against the Wuhan government, and there were two rival governments and an interparty struggle.
At Wuchang I was sick and had to go to the hospital. Chang Fa-k’uei’s Fourth Army went on to Nanchang
without me, and on August 1, 1927, the Nanchang Uprising occurred among our troops. I missed participating in
this as I was still in in the hospital. The Ironsides Army had four divisions, the 10 th, the 12th, the 24th, and the 25th,
almost equally good. Yeh T’ing was commander of the 24 th and joined the uprising. Ho Lung’s troops were
excellent because of much political work among them done by Communists. He was not then with Chang Fak’uei.
*
In April, Communists and Leftists were killed in Canton. As soon as I was well enough to travel, the party sent
me to the U.S.S.R. to study. I set out in September 1927. I went first to the Eastern University, which in 1928 was
changed to the “Labor University of Chinese Communism.” Eastern University had three hundred students of
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eighty different nationalities, including Japanese, Turks, Persians, Mongols, and some from Sinkiang. The largest
contingent was eighty Chinese. We could not talk to each other until after we learned Russian as a common
language. The curriculum was chiefly an intensive study of Marxism and Leninism, and the students were much
interested in these subjects. There was also a branch of Eastern University that taught military work. Two hundred
Chinese students were enrolled there.
Labor University was only for Chinese Communist Party members, and we had four hundred students, many
being workers as well as students. Before 1927 this had been called Sun Yat-sen University and half the students
were Kuomintang and half Communists. When the split occurred in 1927, the Kuomintang members were sent
back to China, leaving only Communists, and the name was changed. At this time, Chiang Ching-kuo, the son of
Chiang Kai-shek, was still there, also Feng Yü-hsiang’s son, and Shao Li-tze’s son, who later betrayed the Party
and finally went to Italy where he died. I knew Chiang Ching-kuo. He was a Communist Party member and wrote
a manifesto against his father.
*
I stayed in the U.S.S.R. until August 1930. Then I returned to China, secretly and in disguise, across the
dangerous borderline. I was leader of a group of five other returning students, three girls and two boys, but we
tried to pretend not to know one another while traveling. We left the train and started to walk along a lane before
reaching the border but the guards discovered us and took us to the station.
At the border was a small railway station where few strangers ever came and police surveillance was strict,
everyone being suspected of coming from the U.S.S.R. As Chang Hsüeh-liang’s police were certain we came
from there and we had no baggage, we admitted it but denied we were students. We said we were merchants
returning because business was not good, and I claimed one girl as my sister-in-law and another as a friend’s wife.
Just then I heard a worker at the station speaking my native Anhwei dialect and I made friends with him. The
police decided to believe our story and we were not held.
Police boarded the train with us, however, and talked with me, giving me tea and asking many questions about
Russia. I read the newspapers on the train and studied the map of Harbin to know about what was happening so 1
could pretend to be a native of Liaoning. 1 also talked with a student and a teacher pn the train, but 1 was afraid
they were spies. However, on my arrival at Harbin, nobody followed me when 1 took a ricksha.
I had pretended to be stopping in Harbin but instead I changed trains to Dairen and there I had to register at a
hotel under police requirement. I said I lived in Harbin and was taking the girls to Shanghai to school.
I was too nervous to be very collected. Next morning as I slept in bed, with one of my friends sitting up
dressed on the bed to get some sleep, a stranger entered my room. He asked:
“How many are sleeping in this room?”
“Two,” I answered. Then I was awake enough to see that the stranger was not a traveler looking for a spare
bed, as he was very clean and wore foreign clothes. I therefore changed my story because I did not want him to
think that I was an acquaintance of my companion.
“Actually there is only one person for this room, myself,” I informed the stranger. He then demanded to know
why I changed from saying that two had rented the room.
“Because I wanted to occupy the whole bed as I am very tired and need sleep,” I answered. “This man on the
foot of the bed is a stranger to me. I have two girls with me but I don’t know this person.”
“What is your business?” he next asked.
“I teach in my brother’s home in Harbin and the two girls with me are his daughters whom 1 am taking to
school in Shanghai,” I answered, giving him a street address in Harbin that we had decided upon.
“What subject?” he wanted to know.
“Chinese,” I answered.
“What is your brother’s profession?”
“He is opening uncultivated land in Manchuria,” I replied.
When we left to go to the steamer, this stranger came along too. I had no luggage but a little box which was in
fact empty except for a cup, a handkerchief, and a newspaper. On the steamer, I put this box with some other
baggage on deck, and the stranger asked:
“Where is your luggage?”
“There!” I said, pointing to the whole pile.
I now discovered that he was a Japanese spy, speaking perfect Chinese. When the boat left, he went away. At
this time in Manchuria, Chang Hsüeh-liang was on the whole very liberal, though many Communists doing local
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work had been arrested. Some were arrested and imprisoned a short while, but if they left Manchuria it did not
matter.
*
Arriving safely in Shanghai, I stayed a month; then the Party ordered me to go to Kiangsi to work. I went to
Hong Kong and from there to Swatow in Kwangtung. Nearby was a small soviet district with an armed force. We
took a little steamer from Swatow, then a bus, and then we walked—always at night. It took three days to reach
the district, and, as our credentials were known, the partisans received us. We had scarcely arrived when, before
dawn, the enemy came to capture our party by surprise; we ran away and hid in a rock cave.
They failed to trace us and went away, and we returned. Next morning they came again, and again we escaped.
Then the armed partisans arrived and fought them.
The enemy was in a good position to command our site on an opposite mountain. I decided to escape by going
around behind the mountain, though this was dangerous, too, and two girls and another boy agreed on this plan.
One of the girls was Ch’en Hui-ch’ing, the wife of Teng Fa, and the boy was later killed in Kiangsi. We four
found safety, but our two other comrades who had refused to go to the rear were shot by the enemy.
I stayed in this place only a few days, then left with one comrade and a few partisans to guard us. We walked at
night, hiding by day. When we arrived five li from P’u-ning, a village under our influence but not a soviet district,
the peasants reported that the enemy was sending thirty soldiers to collect agricultural products, and that they
planned to defend themselves with ten guns and also wanted to capture the enemy’s thirty guns. During the
fighting, the enemy was defeated but they ran away with their guns so the peasants did not capture them.
Now another enemy squad of twenty was sent out. This time the peasants retreated. We had to escape to a
mountain and the soldiers followed and fired on us. We climbed three mountains one after another under pursuit
and I became very much exhausted because I had heart trouble. I had had this since I was young as a result of
tuberculosis, but in the army my tuberculosis was cured. At night the enemy stopped following and I took a rest.
There were now several hundred persons with us. All of them went back to their village when the enemy stopped
pursuing them, but many of their cattle had been taken by the soldiers.
This same night, however, I had to go on with my friend. We were disguised as merchants and were on our
way to the Tungkiang soviet first, then to Fukien and on to Kiangsi. For five days we had no sleep except briefly
in an orchard or on a mountain.
On the Fukien-Kwangtung border, we entered a bandit district. The bandits were very kind to us. I slept in the
room with the leader, and he became friendly and liked me. He taught me the secret passwords to give if I should
be captured by bandits in this district. A week later we arrived at the Fukien soviet district where Teng Fa was the
leader.
Intervening between the Fukien and Kiangsi soviet regions was an enemy district which was very dangerous.
Ten Party workers wanted to go to Kiangsi, however, so the Fukien soviet sent eighty Red soldiers with us as a
guard. Hsü Te-li and Tso Chuan were with me.
We had two fights in crossing the enemy territory and the journey took three days. We walked a hundred li the
first day and also the second day, and one hundred forty li the third day. The third day was extremely dangerous.
We were delayed by a deep river where there was no boat, and the min tuan\fn{Hired militia kept by local landlords to
keep law and order—but particularly resented by small farmers, agricultural workers and local reformers for their role in suppressing
peasant uprisings} were firing at us from all directions. Just then a peasant came up and saw the Red Army uniforms

so he asked where we were going.
“To the soviet district in Kiangsi,” he was informed. He then smiled and said,
“That is very far off.” He guided us to a lower part of the river where it was shallower and through the
mountains by a long roundabout way, but we escaped in safety.
On the fourth day we arrived at the border and visited Chu Te and Mao Tse-tung at Hsiao P’u. I had left
Shanghai in October 1930. It was now January 1931 when I met Mao and Chu.
*
I was now put to work. At this time the Military Committee was being organized for the Red Army and I was
made secretary. In 1931 we had three blockades against us by the Kuomintang but all were broken. Then at the
end of the year we began to organize the headquarters of the political department and I was chief of propaganda in
this department and also chief secretary of the Military Committee. At the end of 1933, I changed my work and
taught political science at the Red University.

52

In February 1934 I again changed to be political commissar of the Red Military Academy. Then in July 1934,
in preparation for the Long March, I was changed to the political department of the First Army Corps,
commanded by Lin Piao, with Nieh Jung-chen as political commissar. This was the vanguard of the Long March.
*
Preparations for making the Long March were kept secret except from the highest authorities. The first public
indication of the idea was in an article by Lo Fu in the newspaper Red China on October 1, telling of the
emergency.
Only one week was given for mobilizing to leave, though from one hundred twenty to one .hundred thirty
thousand started on the Long March. Personnel were withdrawn from the front and gathered in the rear, and all
were given guns. Meetings were held and food supplies organized.
The people knew the Red Army was mobilizing to move somewhere but they did not know where. They were
never afraid of the defeat of the Red Army. They considered it invincible. However, the soviet areas were
completely blockaded by the enemy and surrounded by blockhouses, so it appeared a plan to destroy the enemy’s
rear and release the blockade—for no salt, even, was available. Many Kiangsi soldiers took money from their
families to buy salt and tobacco and other things from districts outside the blockade. During the mobilization
week, the spirit was good, not passive, and nobody deserted secretly. The original plan was, to break through the
blockade by surprise and go to west Hunan to join with Ho Lung’s Second Front Army. We left Juikin, Kiangsi,
on October 15, 1934, nearly the whole Red Army moving out of Kiangsi.
The “Night March” lasted over a week. We marched secretly and only at night because of air bombing and
reconnaissance and also because we were afraid news of our maneuver would get to the enemy.
The second week, our troops began to fight the Kwangtung Army\fn{ A provincial armed force} and scattered it
easily. We now marched four hours and rested four hours, alternately, both day and night. The “Fast March” lasted
three days and we did ten li an hour, resting only for meals. This left the enemy behind. After this we rested two
days, upon arriving at the Hunan-Kiangsi border in November.
For a week we marched along the Wu Ling Mountains on the Hunan-Kwangtung border, climbing at night.
This was very dangerous, with fighting every day. Hunan troops attacked on one side and Kwangtung troops on
the other.
Upon reaching south Hunan the Red Army occupied six cities. The Hunan armies were scattered and could not
gather, so it was easy for us to take the cities. Then the Hunan armies concentrated and Chiang Kai-shek sent
several divisions to pursue us. Kwangsi troops also attacked us—Pai Ch’ung-his’s from Kweilin. Surrounded on
all sides, we had to abandon the plan of meeting the Second Front Army and decided to break through the
Kwangsi and Hunan lines at Taochu, Hunan, with Chiang Kai-shek’s troops pursuing relentlessly. Our position
was highly dangerous and we again marched night and day to escape, the road ahead being constantly cut off by
the enemy. For five days our troops battled all the time to break through.
At the Hsiangchiang River, we crossed by a pontoon floating bridge but the bridge was destroyed by the
enemy and one division, the 34 th, was left behind and turned back to south Hunan. During this time, many groups
of the Red Army were cut off from the main force, but all were able to join up later on except the 34 th Division.
The 34th became partisans in south Hunan.
Our fast march again left the enemy behind and we arrived in Kweichow, in the mountains where there are
many Miao tribesmen.\fn{The Miao are one of the National Minorities who, together with the Han, form the population of the
People’s Republic of China:H} When we appeared, they all ran away and we used their houses to cook food in, leaving
Kuomintang money and propaganda letters for them when we evacuated. They were won over by this and came
back to their homes. Never once did the Miaos fight the Red Army either in Kwangsi or Kweichow. They hated Li
Tsung-jen bitterly and when we told them we were fighting Li, they agreed to let us pass freely. On the Kwangsi
border a small group of Miaos sent a delegate to the Red Army for good will and wanted to join, but none joined
at any time. The Red Army sent them guns and a red banner, which they used independently.
The Kwangsi political authorities played a trick at this time. On the Kwangsi-Kwei-chow border they hired
rascals to pretend to be poor people and Red partisans, and paid them to set fire to houses secretly and then blame
the Red Army, for the purpose of rousing the people against us. Meantime all the local people of the district had
been forced to leave, so scarcely any remained in their villages. At first the Red Army was amazed and saw no
reason for the burning of houses on the way, then they arrested some men discovered in an empty house and the
men confessed. The Red Army never burned any houses on the Long March.
Leaving the Kwangsi-Kweichow border, we went to central Kweichow and fought the troops of Wang Chialieh, chairman of Kweichow Province. These were easily demolished, as their fighting power was low.
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Chiang Kai-shek’s troops were following along behind from Hunan to Kweichow, and the Red Army’s slogan
was, “On to Capture Kweiyang”—the capital of Kweichow. But we used this only as a trick to divert his troops,
and when we switched off and marched northwest, Chiang’s troops continued on directly west and occupied
Kweiyang.
Then we passed the Wukiang River and captured small towns like T’ungchih, Chenyi, and Meit’an. The Red
Army stayed in Chenyi a week. Local students there organized the “Friends of the Red Army,” and the people
organized a “revolutionary committee.”
We now—January 1935—intended to cross the Yangtze River into Szechuan to join the Fourth Front Army
under Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien,” but the enemy had done so much defense work on the other side and the river was so
wide and dangerous to cross that we returned to Kweichow and another plan was changed. If we had met Ho
Lung as originally intended, I don’t know whether we would have stayed in Hunan then or gone on to the
Northwest.
When we marched out of Kweichow pre- viously, General Wang Chia-lieh’s army had occupied Chenyi and
T’ungchih, and Wang himself was in Chenyi. The Red Army now destroyed eight of Wang’s regiments and
occupied Chenyi. A few of his men joined our army, but most of them smoked opium and we did not want them.
The very next morning after we occupied Chenyi, Chiang Kai-shek’s army attacked fiercely with three
divisions under Wu Ch’i-wei, a clever commander who is now head of the Fourth Kuomintang Army. We drove
them back and destroyed one of the divisions.
Chiang Kai-shek’s Kuomintang armies followed all along the Long March, under first one commander and
then another, including Wan Yao-huang, Wu Ch’i-wei, and Hsüeh Yüeh—now chairman of Kweichow—who was
Chiang’s highest-ranking general then. It was difficult for these pursuers, however—partly because they were so
much afraid of the Red Army and partly, also, because we constantly changed our direction and tactics to confuse
them and to waste their energy in roundabout ways. They never knew from one day to another where we were
going, nor did they ever guess our final destination in the northwest.
Chiang Kaishek believed he could annihilate us now because we were isolated from our base in the soviets,
and he tried every way to destroy us. His officers never did manipulate the direction of the March to their own
purposes and could not have done so had they tried. They merely took advantage of being present in a province to
occupy part of it, as they did at Kweiyang. Chiang Kai-shek naturally wanted to take the city, but it fell into his
lap. His main idea was to annihilate the Red Army, and he simply chased us through one province after another,
taking what advantage he could of the provincial warlords. We weakened the power of these warlords as we
passed, both by propaganda and actual fighting. Every effort was made to cut us off and bottle us up.
For the Central government troops the Long March was more difficult than for the Red Army because the
people hated them and gave them no help, and their morale was not good. In Kweichow we confiscated the
property of the landlords and distributed the goods to the people, whom we also organized. Here four thousand
new volunteers joined us. The educational level in Kweichow is low and the people are superstitious. They said
the Red Army troops had three wonderful magic instruments—one to put on their legs so they could walk very
fast, another for hearing sounds from far distances, and a third for crossing rivers without boats. They believed the
Red Army always won victories; in fact, our own soldiers convinced them of this, because it is true that we have
strong rules never to fight unless victory is certain, and always to maneuver out of a bad position.
The second time we returned to Kwei-chow, Chiang Kai-shek guessed that we would go east to join Ho Lung,
so he concentrated his armies there and in north Szechuan on the banks of the Yangtze. We now carried out a fast
surprise maneuver and marched to Yünnan, but made a preliminary feint southward pretending to attack Kweiyang. Chiang was so alarmed at this trick that he himself flew by plane to defend Kwei-yang. On this maneuver
toward Kweiyang, the Red troops marched so fast that Chiang’s soldiers could not follow.
We came within fifty li of Kweiyang. The city looked to be in a precarious position. Chiang was in a quandary.
If he left, his troops would be demoralized. If he stayed, his life was in danger. He decided to go to a temple on
top of a hill, where he prepared an airfield so he could fly off whenever we took the city. We passed around and
marched north.
Chiang Kai-shek now believed that we would march on Kwangsi. The Kwangsi militarists were alarmed,
thinking we would go to a small soviet district in west Kwangsi to reorganize our forces and supplies. When we
went northwest to Yünnan, they were all much surprised.
The strategists of all these maneuvers on the Red Military Council were chiefly Mao Tse-tung, Chu Te, Chou
En-lai, Wang Chia-hsiang, and Liu Po-ch’eng. At the beginning of the Long March, Li Teh, the German,\fn{ This
was not his real name; but it was said that he had been an officer of high rank in the German Army of World War I; and in 1934 he did enter
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the Kiangsi soviet, made the Long March, and leftYenan for Europe about 1938 }

was in charge, but so many mistakes were
made that Mao Tse-tung himself took charge after Chenyi.
*
I kept a diary during the Long March, and one day a straggler from the Third Army Corps told me this story,
which I wrote down. His name was Wang, and he was a native of Kiangsi, but I don’t know his first name.
In January 1935, when we reached the border of Szechuan and Kweichow and were having a difficult time,
being completely surrounded by enemies, this man Wang was left behind. He walked half a day before meeting
four other stragglers. They discussed how to find the army, he taking leadership of the group. At sundown they
found two houses. The five of them were hungry. The other four wanted to cook food in one of the houses, but the
leader said,
“No, the min tuan will come.”
They were insistent, however, and before they had finished cooking there appeared about fifteen min tuan who
seized their five rifles, but Wang also had a pistol which they did not see.
The five were ordered outside and expected to be shot immediately. One min tuan officer stood near the door.
As the captives passed out, Wang shot him with the pistol and all five of them ran away fast. Many of the min
tutan set out after Wang and shot at him, but they missed and he killed several of his pursuers. When he arrived in
some very tall grass and woods, he was too tired to go on, and so hid himself. The min tuan surrounded him and
searched, but they were foolish and shouted in the woods, so when he heard their voices in one direction he would
run in another and they could not find him. In the evening they went away. He built a fire in the grass and went
on.
Soon he found a lamplit house and thought that maybe the owner would be kind. He knocked, but there was no
answer. Then he knocked a long time, for he knew someone was there, refusing to open the door. He spoke
through the door, saying he was a traveler and meant no harm. The owner finally opened the door and demanded
to know who he was and what he wanted. Wang had taken off his Red Army uniform, and he answered:
“I am a native of Chenyi. I was captured by the Red Army and forced to do transportation for them. Now I
have escaped and I am going home.”
But the man knew it was not the Chenyi dialect that he spoke, so the soldier had to do much explaining before
he could prove that he knew Chenyi. He had been there a little while on the march and was able to convince the
man. It was the time of the old-year festival, and the family gave him good food. The husband, wife, mother, and
son lived in the house. The old mother was very kind but she did not believe he was a Chenyi man. Before long
she said to him:
“I hope you will tell the truth and not a lie. We are poor people and the Red Army helps the poor. If you tell the
truth perhaps we can help you to find the Red Army again. I have only one son, so I cannot want to do you any
harm. I, myself, like the Red Army.”
Next day the son of the family went with him to find the Red Army, pretending to be a relative. When they
arrived where the Red Army had been, however, it had marched on. Many min tuan were near here and were
angry because their leader had been killed. The leader’s son, who had succeeded him, swore revenge. The min
tuan now discovered the stranger and wanted to kill him on suspicion of being a Red soldier. But the common
people took a hand and said there was a question whether or not he was a Red, and there was no proof. Another
good old woman said to the min tuan leader:
“You have no proof he is a Red Army man, and even if he is, your father was not killed by him. So release
him!”
Because this old woman was so insistent, Wang was only beaten and released.
He now had to part with the son of the kind family and go his own way alone. On the mountain he met two
bandits. He still had the pistol and twenty dollars. He gave them the twenty dollars but they also wanted his
clothes.
“No,” he insisted. “It is too cold. I want to keep my clothes.”
Then one bandit indicated that he would kill him with a knife, but Wang shot him with the pistol and the other
bandit escaped.
Next day Wang arrived at a small town and found five other stragglers there. The four originally with him had
been recaptured by the min tuan. Since there were no enemy forces here, he organized the group to propagandize
the town, and told about the Red Army and its principles. The people gave them food and help. They stayed only
two days. Then he led the group to try to find the Red Army.
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Arriving at one village, they saw a young man crying because another man was trying to drive him out of the
house into the snow and cold outside. They could tell from his dialect that he was a Kiangsi man, and he said:
“I have only this thin clothing and I will surely die if you drive me out.” They knew he was a Kiangsi Red
soldier, and he admitted it and told them:
“I was with the Red Army before and deserted secretly and sold my gun for twenty dollars. I met some robbers
who took my twenty dollars and nearly all my clothes. Now I am sick. I have stayed in this house only one day,
and the owner is driving me away to die.” They asked if he intended to return to the Red Army or what else he
would do, and he answered:
“I’m afraid to go back because I sold my gun and that is a crime.”
“No matter,” the others said. “Come back with us and we can guarantee for you.”
They all went away together, after paying the man in the house some money. A few days later this group
arrived at Red Army quarters and the leader received much praise for his courage and ingenuity. Wang is now
working in the Fifteenth Army Corps under Hsü Hai-tung..
*
In Yünnan, since the provincial military forces were weak and the army was divided into many parts,
Kunming,\fn{Yünnanfu} the capital, was not garrisoned. The Red Army marched so rapidly that it came within
sixty li of the city before the defense was aware, causing great consternation.
When the Red Army was in Yünnan, Governor Lung Yün and Chiang Kai-shek discovered our plan to cross
the Yangtze on the Yünnan side. On the Szechuan side, north, Liu Wen-hui’s troops were on guard, very
unreliable and weak, and also there were weak troops on the south side. Lung Yün was, therefore, alarmed and
ordered all the boats on the upper river to be burned so that the Red Army could not pass.
The Red Army was divided into three parts: the left wing was the First Army Corps, led by Lin Piao; the right
wing was the Third Army Corps, led by P’eng Te-huai; and the middle column was led by the Military Council
with Mao Tse-tung as chairman. One brigade of Red Academy cadets was in the middle.
The left and right moved slower than the middle, which was smaller and also had the best brigade—the Red
Academy cadets, led by Liu Po-ch’eng. Halfway to the Yangtze River, a messenger from the hsien magistrate was
captured carrying an order to burn all boats. He was treated well and was won over, and agreed to lead the middle
column to the river bank. Only one boat was left there by now, and this could carry only ten persons at a time. It
took thirty to forty minutes for the boat to cross over and back. On the north side of the river was a small tax
office with twenty guards. When the first Red soldiers crossed over it was night, and the people in the building
were smoking opium and playing mah-jongg. The soldiers knocked, and the tax collectors asked who they were.
They answered that they were Kuomintang troops and were invited in for tea and cigarettes—they had taken the
red star off their caps. Later on, the guards were disarmed, but they were not alarmed, because they had already
made friends. No harm was done to them.
The Yangtze here is two li wide. It took eight days and nights for the troops to cross, even though later on four
other boats were discovered. The middle column crossed first, led by Liu Po-ch’eng’s Red cadets, and the left and
right wings came later. Lo Ping- hui’s 9th Division had been cut off. They had to cross at another place.
We had originally tried to cross the Yangtze in January, and now it was just after May 1, our Labor Day. We
had no time for a celebration. We just sang songs and shouted slogans along the way and made a few speeches.
Sometimes we celebrated holidays on the Long March if conditions were not too dangerous. We always sang on
the way, and many new songs were made up on the March. I made up the “Tsunyi Song,” about the capture of that
town, and P’eng Chia-lun wrote one about the “River of Golden Sand,” Another song was about the endless
maneuvers in Kweichow to break through the encirclement. We crossed the great rivers in May—the Yangtze, the
“River of Golden Sand,” and the Tatu Ho.
Chiang Kai-shek’s troops were in Kunming and could not follow our fast march quickly enough to prevent the
crossing. They reached the bank of the Yangtze just as the last of our troops were about to cross, and were
defeated. Lung Yün’s troops also pursued us and were defeated. The Red Army burned the boats so the enemy
could not cross—they turned back to Yünnan and Kweichow and Szechuan, where they again took up the pursuit.
We next met Chiang Kai-shek’s troops under Hsüeh Yüeh near Chengtu.
Near the River of Golden Sand is the mountainous country of “Independent Lololand.”\fn{ This was an area of
some 11,000 square miles lying in the great bend of the Yangtze River and occupied by an aboriginal people, whom the Han call the Lolo,
though their name for themselves is the I-Chia. They fiercely tried to maintain their independence, and would kill or enslave any Chinese
that came their way} The Red Army sent friendly letters to treat with the Lolos and told them of our definite policy to

give self-determination to the tribes of China and to preserve them. Ultimately, our negotiations were successful.
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In the future the Lolos will all support our Party and policy, but for a while it seemed touch and go before we
could establish good relations with them.
We crossed the River of Golden Sand on May 15, 1935. The Red Army was marching northward between this
river and the Tatu River in a very dangerous position. The distance between the two great rivers is about six
hundred li. Behind, the River of Golden Sand was held by the Central Government army. Ahead, the Tatu was
defended by Szechuan provincial troops. East and west were high and wild mountains with many wild and
unfriendly tribesmen, the I-Min, or Lolos. We could march only at night because of the airplanes in the sky. The
road was narrow between the high mountains.
We marched several nights. Then, at a distance of two hundred li from the Tatu River, we could not continue
because of an ambush of many I-Min. We turned aside, and on May 22 reached Miening Hsien, a boundary town
of the Lolo district. Here many Lolos were imprisoned by the military lords of Szechuan, either for nonpayment
of taxes or because of invading the hsien. The penalty was death. The Red Army set free these two hundred
prisoners, among whom were some who could speak Chinese. They were grateful to us and wanted to help guide
us through the Lolo district. Except for their help in diplomatic relations with the tribes, we would have had
serious trouble. The prisoners went ahead to negotiate as we marched through. But in this district were many
tribal feuds and two distinct classes, the society being based on slavery. One group would be friendly to us, but
their enemies unfriendly. Each group was controlled by a lord owning many slaves.
The Lolos have a primitively simple life and live in houses made of wood, sleeping on the ground with no bed.
Their clothing is a woolen blanket and full trousers, and they wear no hats. Agricultural production is very
backward, though they have cattle and horses and many sheep. Their livelihood comes from hunting and
capturing animals. The slaves captured from near-by Chinese districts were forced to do all the manual work.
Only a few Chinese had ever crossed these areas before—traveling merchants only—and they had to give big
“squeeze” to the tribal chiefs.
When the Red Army arrived at Mien Ning, the hsien magistrate, the militarists, and the merchants—seven
hundred altogether, with their wives—had all run away to the Lolo districts. All were captured by the Lolos, and
the magistrate was killed. They feared us more than their enemies, the Lolos. Many of the rich landlords were
released, but the Lolos took off all their clothes except their trousers—even their shoes. We met them in this
condition on the way.
The Red Army then marched from Mien Ning and reached the town of Ta Ch’ao on the border between the
Chinese and the Lolo district. The people of the town had run away, and the Lolos had heard the news and were
planning to come down to capture them and take all their goods. The people begged the Red Army to defend them
against the Lolos. We had no alternative, and we defeated the Lolos.
Next morning the Red Army began to march from Ta Ch’ao and climbed the mountain. Here was the heart of
the Lolo district, all hidden in the wilderness. One squad of vanguards went ahead and one company of engineers,
who build bridges and trenches, went behind them. The Lolos captured this company and blocked the way. The
squad was cut off from the main body. We then hardly knew what to do, and had no way to negotiate. However,
he found one Lolo chief and sent him good wines and money, and Liu Po-ch’eng tried to negotiate peacefully with
him. The chief wanted to do this in the tribal way and to pledge blood brotherhood, so he ordered his servant to
bring a live chicken and poured out the blood on a board. Then he and Liu Po-ch’eng each drank of it as a pledge,
as they bowed to the sky to propitiate the tribal gods. The Red Army sent red banners and many guns and horses
to the Lolos, and ultimately they led us through the district. The Lolos use old-style methods of ambush warfare
but they have guns and move with amazing speed.
These Lolos were first-class confiscators, and we were not too much amused to find someone who could do
this much better than ourselves. The whole body of troops was mobilized to hand over gifts to the Lolos to buy
our way through, but the tribesmen were never satisfied and took more and more. They looked in the pockets of
our soldiers and even pulled off their clothing very rudely. In fact they took away everything portable that the Red
Army had to spare. But we had no way to save our lives but to grin and forbear. At all costs, we wanted to be
friendly with them, and we had to be extremely careful. They had many taboos, and we had to learn what these
were and observe them. We never entered their houses. One of their taboos was that nobody should ever move the
iron vessels in which they cook.
It took only two days to cross Lololand, but we did not breathe easily until we were out of there. Thousands
and thousands of Lolos were mobilized along the way.
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As we passed the Lolo region, we came upon many Szechuan provincial soldiers. When they saw our soldiers
they shouted:
“What army are you?” The 1st Division of the First Army Corps, leading the way, replied:
“We are the Central Army.” When they got near, they disarmed the Szechuan soldiers and found a good deal of
rice provided for their troops. We took part of it and gave part to the local people.
This place was near the Tatu River. The people said that four hundred Szechuan soldiers were defending the
river and that the commander of the Szechuan army had ordered the people of the whole area twenty li wide on
each side of the Tatu River to remove all food and burn the houses. The plan was not fully completed, however,
when we came up. Close to the river was a small village named Anshunch’ang. Our army planned to cross here.
This was where, in the T’aip'ing Rebellion, the T’aip'ing general, Shih Ta-k’ai, was captured and deprived of
power. The Szechuan commander stayed here, but most of his soldiers were on the opposite bank. He had planned
to return across by boat.
Before dawn, the Red Army came by surprise and surrounded and disarmed this small unit of soldiers and
captured their boat, but the commander escaped. The water here is terrifyingly swift and roars so that it can be
heard from a distance. You cannot hear a word if you speak on the bank. The Red Army had only the one boat,
which required sixteen boatmen—and the boatmen had to be natives, since nobody else could navigate the
treacherous river. After a time, we found sixteen local men and they took seventeen of our soldiers over in the
boat.
Meantime we had concentrated our best machine gunners to cover the other side of the river, about one
hundred meters across, which was defended by enemy troops. There was a stone cliff on the opposite side and it
was difficult to land the boat, though our men were covering the landing with a constant barrage. The seventeen
men had one hundred hand grenades which they threw into the enemy trenches. Thus they broke the defense, and
the front line gave way a little. Our men now occupied the defense work and drove about two hundred of the
enemy farther away. Only one of the seventeen was killed and one wounded. These men had all volunteered when
the soldiers were told:
“This is a critical time. If we cannot pass, we will be disorganized.”
The 1st Division crossed over by this one boat and another which we discovered on the other side. Since it took
two days for the one division to cross, the main Red Army went around to another place.
The main body of troops marched along the bank of the Tatu River to reach the Luting Ch’iao bridge,
surrounded by the enemy and fighting constantly for three days before they got there. They climbed a mountain to
reach the bridge, which is over a high gorge. When they arrived, they found that the bridge consisted of twelve
swaying iron chains, where wooden boards had been stretched across, but all the boards had been taken off by the
enemy.
It was very dangerous and required great physical strength and stability to cross by these chains, but it had to
be done and quickly because the 1st Division was alone on the other side of the river and might be annihilated by
the enemy at any moment. On one side of the river was a small street and houses and on the other, close to the
bank, was a town where the enemy had good defense trenches.
Twenty volunteers were asked for and more responded. The opposite side was covered with machine-gun fire,
and under enemy fire the twenty men crossed over on the chains, carrying only pistols and big swords. Not one
was killed on the chains, but the enemy set fire to the houses on the other side to prevent the men from landing
because of the flames and intense heat. Nevertheless, all twenty went into the burning buildings and got the
boards, which they put on the chains so the army could cross. The enemy had been driven away by the machinegunning and the volunteers’ pistols. Only three of the twenty were killed.
The division which crossed first at Luting Ch’iao was commanded by Liu Chin-kwei; the political commissar
was Huang Ssu. Liu Po-ch’eng also crossed leading this division. He now commands the Fourth Front Army.
After crossing the Tatu, our two divided forces met on the other side of the river and marched to
Yaan\fn{Formerly Yachow} a few hundred li from Chengtu. The Red Army marched east and pretended to want to
occupy Chengtu, but changed its direction northward because of having news that it could meet the Fourth Front
Red Army under Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien. We always had radio connections with all units and also telephones. Every
division had a radio, and used telephones the whole time. Our “veteran wires” from the Long March can be seen
here in Yenan, still in good use.
*
Marching north, the Red Army captured two cities, T'iench’üa and Lushan, then continued on to the snowcovered mountains several thousand feet high, the Chia Chin Shan or Hsüeh Shan. There was no fighting here,
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and no houses and no people. The weather underwent rapid changes dangerous to health. After a fair morning,
there might be snow in the evening. As it was summer, our people had no heavy clothes at all and were
unprepared.
Before we climbed the mountain, many people told us of the danger of the thin atmosphere up where it was
difficult to breathe. They also advised that when too tired, never sit down but stand, or you may never rise again.
And they said not to drink the snow water or it might induce death, it was so cold. We found much of this to be
true, and many Red soldiers died in crossing the Snowy Mountains.
In Mokung hsien we met the Fourth Front Army, then marched north to the land of the Fan Min, who are
Tibetans. Here the tribes gave us much trouble, firing on our men from ambush and escaping quickly. They
carried away all food, making the problem of supply acute. Tibetan leaders also betrayed us to the Szechuan
militarists. At first the Red Army wrote letters and left them in the houses, asking for food and leaving money to
pay for it. Then we discovered that the money was being stolen by passers-by. Finally, some Tibetans changed
their hostility and we organized a revolutionary cojmittee among them and exchanged tea for food. We had
confiscated the tea from rich Tibetan landlords.
The worst problem was food. You cannot eat much wheat or it harms your stomach. I knew two men who died
from eating green wheat. In the beginning, some food remained in the houses even though the people all ran away,
but it was only wheat and beans. We had to take green wheat from the fields and cook it, which was very
unpleasant.
*
After marching through Maoerhkai near Sungp’an\fn{ A city near the border of Szechuan and Tibet in the region of the Hisfan (Sifan) and Mantzu tribes} where General Hu Tsung-nan was stationed, we prepared to go to Kansu but did not
know the direction as we had no map. We had to find Tibetan guides among the mountain people. As they did not
speak Chinese, we also had to find interpreters on the border of the Tibetan district. Some of these were
sympathetic and wanted to join the Red Army.
We now prepared to cross the dreaded Grasslands.
As the Tibetans told us that no food would be available, each person carried twenty chin,\fn{1 chin = c.1.33
pounds} enough for fifteen days. All we had to take, however, was green wheat, though it was different from that
we had previously had.
The swampy Grasslands were deep quicksand, soft mud and grass, and deep pools. Many soldiers fell in and
were drowned—also many horses. It was here that we had our greatest losses of the Long March. There were no
rocks or trees. The hills were dripping wet. Scarcely any dry spots existed where one could sleep. The weather
was also very unpleasant, rain every night making sleep impossible. The grass was too wet to burn, to cook food,
or to dry clothing. Each person had carried wood for a fire, but after two days, all this was used up and no fires
could be made. Nobody lives in the Ts’ao Ti—no human being could.
The Red Army command estimated that it would take fifteen days to cross the Grasslands, but on the sixth day
a new road was discovered, leading down to a village and some houses. Here we found food and were very happy.
The route was changed to the eastward to Paichow, where we encountered Hu Tsung-nan’s army and fought his
49th Division, destroying two regiments. His soldiers marched a little way into the Grasslands but gave it up.
The Fourth Front Red Army marched into the western part of the Grasslands, but in the middle there was so
much water that they could not pass and had to go back and around northward. Later the Fourth Front Army went
south to Sikang and we went on north.
We now marched to the Szechuan-Kansu border, in September, and at Latzük’ou we fought a Kansu army
commanded by Lu Ta-ch’ang. Here we marched along a river with high cliffs on either side, and on both banks
were fortresses defended by the enemy. These cliffs were straight up and impossible to climb in some places.
Then our method was to throw up a rope with a stone at the end and fix it around a tree, each man clambering up
this way. One of our companies climbed up in this way and defeated the enemy at the top. In Kansu there were not
many Kuomintang elements, so the fighting there was only small frays. When Hu Tsung-nan was defeated in the
Sungp’an by the Red Army, Chiang Kai-shek ordered him to follow us, but Hu refused and said:
“I have now only half my army left. If I follow, the whole body will be destroyed, so I will not do it.”
The first time the Red Army ever had any cavalry was when we captured a hundred horses in a fight with the
6th Cavalry Division of the Central government and destroyed one regiment.. This was at Huat’ing in Kansu, near
P’ingliang. After this fight, the Red Army marched on to north Shensi, pursued by three cavalry elements—those
of Ma Hung-k’uei, Ma Hung-p’ing, and Chiang Kai-shek. Because of the speed of the cavalry, many Red troops
in the rear were cut off and captured.
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*
After five days, we arrived at Wuch’ichen on the north Shensi border, where we stayed. Here we saw the Red
Flag and knew we were not far from the soviet region which Liü Tzu-tan had organized in north Shensi long
before. The men said:
“Now we are at home again after this Long March.” The soldiers also said:
“We can’t go empty-handed to our comrades. We must take some horses to them.” So they fought the cavalry
and captured dozens of horses, forcing the rest of the cavalry to retreat.
We had left Kiangsi on October 15, 1934. We arrived at Wuch’ichen on October 20, 1935, just a year later.
The march now continued on to Paoan in north Shensi, and part of the troops went south to Kanchuan. There
the soldiers continued southward to meet Hsü Hai-tung’s army coming up from Oyüwan. The Government
personnel went north to Waiyapao and passed Yungp’ing on the way. Here, on September 18, Hsü Hai-tung had
arrived, and photographs were taken to celebrate.
After joining Hsü Hai-tung, the Red Armies now began fighting the Tungpei troops of Chang Hsüeh-liang.
Chang's 1st Division was destroyed and much equipment was captured, such as food, clothes, stockings, shoes,
guns, and bullets. This victory made all the troops happy and all north Shensi was excited. A regimental
commander, Kao Fu-yüan, was captured, and negotiations for a united front began about November 11 or 12,
1935.
In June 1936 we changed the soviet capital from Waiyapao to Paoan and in January 1937 to Yenan. The reason
we changed the capital was that Wang Yi-cheh of Chang Hsüeh-liang’s army was secretly discussing stopping the
civil war and knew that in two months Nanking would order his troops to make an advance. The Nanking officer
on the Tungpei general staff ordered an attack on Waiyapao, so we were advised to move to Paoan. The Tungpei
troops then held Yenan but gave us this town later. The Red Army had surrounded Yenan from the winter of 1935
to the spring of 1936. Chang Hsüeh-liang was then in Nanking.
Our last fight with Tungpei troops was when Kao was captured, the division commander being killed. Before
this, Hsü Hai-tung had also fought Tungpei troops in Kanchuan.
*
We lost nearly all of our official documents in the Grasslands and in crossing rivers. Many carriers were
drowned, being hampered by the dispatch cases. We also burned many documents that could not be conveniently
carried. Now we have scarcely any historical records.
We brought sewing machines from Kiangsi; every regiment had one or two; and many of these precious
machines arrived safely in north Shensi. We also started out from Kiangsi with a printing plant and the arsenal
machinery, but most of these pieces were lost or destroyed. Each group had its own transport corps. About five or
six thousand persons were required to carry the machinery of the Military Committee and the Central government.
*
I had changed from the First Army Corps to become chief of propaganda of the Third Army Corps when we
arrived in Kansu, in September 1935. This had originally been P’eng Te-huai’s command, but at this time P’eng
Hsüeh-feng was the commander:
Then, when we had arrived in north Shensi and just begun to fight, I lost both my legs because of cold weather
—after they had carried me six thousand miles! I always wanted to do military work, but I have always done
political work, and now I always will. I am at present chief of the Rear Political Department.
3.30 Hassan\fn{by Chiang Kuang-Tz’u (1901-1931)} Anwei Province, China (M) 1
When Hassan went down to the cell block like any other prisoner, his collar in the grasp of a White
Russian\fn{By which is not meant a citizen of Beylorus, but a supporter of the Tsarist regime during the time of the Russian Revolution
(1918-1922).} policeman and under the supervision of a British inspector, he began to see a glimmer of light about
many things he had never quite understood before.
It had all happened only a few days earlier when Hassan caught a student distributing handbills on the street
and a worker shouting slogans. He had no idea why these people insisted on coming out into the streets in groups
and creating disturbances. He had only just come from his own country far away.\fn{ A note reads: Sikhs were brought
from India in considerable numbers to serve, along with Englishmen, White Russians, and Chinese, in the police force of the Britishdominated International Settlement of Shanghai.} The Chinese language was strange to him, and he understood nothing of

what they said or the meaning of the characters on the little green and red papers that fluttered to the sidewalk.
Hassan was a policeman, and it was his duty to keep the peace on the str~ets. This kind of thing was entirely out
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of order, and it was his business to stop it.
The first time he collared two of them and brought them down to the Central Police Station, just as he had been
brought there today. They were “Bolsheviks,” these troublemakers, more to be hated, he was told, than thieves or
kidnappers. Hassan did not know what a “Bolshevik” was, and it never occurred to him to ask. He simply
followed the instructions issued by the British officers. They said these Bolsheviks were evil criminals, and it was
wholly natural and in the order of things, therefore, for Hassan to arrest them.
“Ts’ao niang ko pi!”\fn{A note reads: An obscenity for which ‘Rape your mother!’ is a mile equivalent .} Pigs!” he said as he
walked down the street with his prisoners. He swore at them but in fact he was turning this “Bolshevik” business
over in his mind and he became conscious of a desire to ask his prisoners just what they were doing and why. But
his knowledge of Chinese was still restricted to these two Shanghai epithets which all newly arrived Sikhs learn,
almost as the first article of the police regulations. Hassan looked speculatively at his two prisoners. A number of
questions slowly took form in his brain, but he did not know how to express them.
“Ts’ao niang ko pi?” he repeated in a mildly querying tone, as if he thought these words might somehow express
his perplexity. There was nothing in his voice to suggest that he even suspected their meaning. But these were his
prisoners. Hassan gripped his service revolver and brandished it at them every few minutes. But in his brown face,
half-hidden beneath a thick beard, there was no hatred.
“Tsou-kou! Wang kuo nu!”\fn{A note reads: Tsou-kou means “running dog,” equivalent to lacdkey or slavish follower. Wang
kuo nu means “slave without a country.”} The student’s lip curled.
“Ts’ao niang ko Pi!” replied Hassan, shaking his head.
He brought his prisoners into the station and turned them over to the sergeant, quite pleased with the look of
approval which was bestowed upon him.
Today was again some kind of memorial day, it seemed. Students and workmen were again causing trouble,
and before he left on his beat Hassan was instructed to keep a sharp lookout for them. Sure enough, when he got
over to his post there were red and green papers fluttering about again and groups were gathered on the corners.
Damn these Bolsheviks! Couldn’t they keep quiet? Hassan sailed in and grabbed a student who was distributing
leaflets in the crowd.
“Ts’ao niang ko pi!” he shouted. Pigs! Hassan had not added to his Chinese vocabulary. But to his surprise this
time the student turned to him with a bitter smile and spoke in English. Hassan had heard this language in his own
country, and the officers down at the station also spoke it.
“We’re all oppressed people, my friend,” said the student. “All we want is to see our people free. Why do you
stand against us? Have you forgotten your own country? We ought to get together …”
These ideas filtered slowly into Hassan’s brain. His own country. Freedom. He’d heard about this before. The
light in the student’s eyes affected him so much and the sudden impact of a new revelation struck him so sharply
that he loosened his grip on the boy’s collar. He cursed softly in Hindustani and turned away. Something was
stirring in his own mind. Free our people. India. Englishmen. The face of the British inspector was before him, his
mouth moving convulsively.
“You-son-of-a-bitch! Why did you let that student go?”
A White Russian policeman grabbed Hassan’s arm.
“But he wasn’t doing anything,” said Hassan bewildered.
“You fifthy dog! Not doing anything? Are you a damned Bolshevik too?”
Hassan stood dumbfounded.
“I saw you talking to him and then you released him,” went on the inspector. “What did you talk about? What
the hell do you think you’re here for anyway?”
“He … he said he wanted to free his people,” said Hassan. “There’s nothing wrong in that, is there?”
“So! Here you, take this bastard!” The British officer spoke to the Russian and thumbed at Hassan.
And now Hassan, who had never heard of Bolsheviks before—who had certainly never imagined that he could
be called one—was thrown into jail like any other prisoner.
“Take this bastard!”
The order still sounded dully in his brain. He thought about things for a long time, and soon he began to think
that maybe he did know what a Bolshevik was, after all.
81.56 The Sorrows Of Childhood\fn{by Wang Luyan (1901-1943)} Zhenhai, Zhenjiang Province, China (M) 10
How fearful this is, the speed with which time is flying!
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Like a shooting star early in the morning, like a flash of lightning on a summer night, it has slipped past in a
twinkling, unwittingly bearing away with it the dearest page in my life.
I feel the same infinite dread as when the sun has set behind the hills and little by little night spreads its veil of
darkness. I know the same boundless horror as when a raging wind sweeps up wild clouds and a waterspout draws
up the whirling waves. My heart is filled with the same indescribable terror and despair as when wailing,
disconsolate ghosts flit among stark corpses.
Who says youth is life’s most precious, golden age? Not in my eyes, not to my knowledge. I have seen nothing
but darkness and loneliness, I have known nothing but distress and sorrow. I would willingly make over this age
to whomsoever says this, whomsoever desires it.
Ah, how willingly I would return to the dear years of my childhood, return to those insubstantial years of
dreams!
Grant me great strength, God, so that if it may not be granted me to return to that age, at least my memory may
take wing and fly to that most desolate nook, and for a short space I may steep myself in that sorrowful dream.
This is my wish, for even the sorrows of childhood are more dreamlike and sweeter than the joys of youth. I forget the exact date, but fancy I was eleven or twelve at the time.
It was just after the Lunar New Year, when gongs sounded all over the village where I was born, while processions of dragon and horse lanterns came and went.
This is the season of good cheer, when country folk who have toiled the whole year through set down their
weary load for a while to wash away fatigue in merriment. Shops are closed, card-players gather in groups in the
temple and on the bridge. At this time the most tight-fisted wander around eating handfuls of melon seeds, while
even the gravest and most respectable citizens go out with banners on their backs or beat copper gongs in the
lantern processions. All is song and laughter, not one face is clouded. The children rush helter-skelter as if just
released from a cage. They light firecrackers or take possession of street corners where they squat in circles, trace
a square on the ground with some sharp stone and play shovelboard.
Mother was very strict with me. To her mind no decent child would play games like shovelboard with coins.
She seldom allowed me to join the other children’s games, and kept her money under lock and key. If I found a
few coins in the corner of some drawer and slipped out to join other youngsters at shovelboard, she would find me
almost at once and drive me home. A scolding would follow, sometimes a spanking as well, and I would go
hungry to bed.
But over the Lunar New Year Mother let me have my fling. No hunting in drawers for odd coins now—under
my pillow was her liberal gift of New Year money. And we could play shovelboard under her very eye, if we kept
off the main street.
Shovelboard is a fascinating game and needs no elaborate equipment. Two children have only to meet for one
to say:
“Take you on!”
“Who’s afraid of you?” retorts the other. They choose a stone slab neither too slippery nor too rough, find a
flint to scratch a square intersected from opposite corners, and start. One by one, other children join them, putting
down their coins and crowding round the board.
Though I was so seldom able to play and never acquired a really lethal shove, I was pretty good at dislodging
tactics. In other words, instead of flipping my coin forward, I dropped it behind my opponent. And although this
did not always succeed in pushing the other fellow off the board or across a line, my own coin generally stayed
inside the square, whereas when I shoved it it shot dangerously out of bounds.
My companions were mostly boys of my own age, who played a fairly steady game. Younger children stayed
away from our group, and we turned away most older boys or those who played roughly.
The first few days after the Lunar New Year we played all over the village. The ancestral temples, streets,
bridge and paving stones under the eaves were covered with shovelboard squares. Excited as a wild colt, I forgot
to go home for meals.
But one day just as the fun was at its height, a young bully came along.
He was older than the rest of us, fourteen or fifteen. His name was Sheng-fu and he was an orphan who made a
living by helping the boatmen. Able to do as he pleased with his earnings, he spent his spare time in the gambling
booth or playing shovelboard with his own gang. He didn’t much like using small cash, thinking it no fun to play
for such insignificant stakes. But still he was a terror at the game. By gripping his coin tightly sidewise and
hurling it down, he often knocked out coins lying snugly on the board which no one else could dislodge. He was
quick as lightning too, and before a smash often flicked the coin he was aiming at, so that without anyone seeing
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what had happened a coin which had been steady started to wobble. With his way of playing, none of us dared
take him on.
Probably because he had quarreled with one of us the day before, Sheng-fu strode over and plonked down a
copper in our square. In general newcomers are allowed to join in with a copper even though the others are
playing for smaller stakes. But as this bully played such a rough game and was obviously out to make trouble we
waved him away.
Sheng-fu became angry. He planted a foot in our square and cried: .
“Does this stone belong to you?:
We raised our eyebrows. But nobody wanted to quarrel just after the Lunar New Year. Besides we were a little
afraid of Sheng-fu. We pocketed our money and moved off.
“Come and play by our house,” suggested one boy. We went straight there and drew another square. That
house faced the river and was next to ours. The boy’s family had had a rice shop in one room on the ground floor,
but after losing money on it the previous year when New Year came round they decided to close down. Now the
door of what had been the shop was half open. The outer room was used as a sitting-room, while some of the old
shop equipment was stacked inside. As this building belonged to our friend’s family, of course so did the stone
paving under the eaves. But just as we were going to resume our game, Sheng-fu came up again and put another
copper on the board.
“I’ll join you,” he growled.
“This belongs to my family!” protested our friend.
“Can it answer you? Can your family slab talk?”
We stood up, clenching our fists indignantly. Anger blazed up in our hearts. We treated Sheng-fu to a flood of
abuse.
He contracted his shaggy black brows like a furious tiger, glared at us with bloodshot eyes and charged with
raised fists. But before he could hit the boy whose house this was, someone caught him by the ear, and a man’s
voice challenged him:
“Can’t you pick someone your own size to fight?”
Taken agreeably by surprise, we cheered. It was Acheng, a favorite with us all.
“Give him a good box on the ears, Acheng! The great bully!”
Sheng-fu was taken aback. He was obviously afraid. Acheng was much the taller of the two and considerably
stronger. He was a man of twenty. He could carry heavy loads and walk great distances. The year before this he
had hulled grain in the now closed rice shop. We were sure he would give Sheng-fu a good thrashing.
But that was not Acheng’s way. He let go of Sheng-fu’s ear.
“What’s all this?” he asked.
We told him the whole story.
He laughed and turned to Sheng-fu.
“Come on!” He took some coppers from his pocket. “How many coppers do you have?”
This attitude enraged Sheng-fu again. He promptly put a copper in the square.
“You can’t beat me at shovelboard!”
Acheng smiled as he put down a copper too.
We gathered round to watch, worried for Acheng’s sake. We had never seen him play shovelboard and were
afraid Sheng-fu would beat him.
Indeed Sheng-fu was in such a rage that he played like a man possessed. He won half a dozen of Acheng’s
coppers in a row. As soon as Acheng put down a copper, it was knocked off the board. And he had no chance to
get his own back.
Still he only smiled, watching his opponent win. Presently Sheng-fu’s copper landed out of bounds. Then
Acheng, from steady fingers, flipped down a copper with no effort at all. His coin and Sheng-fu’s rolled off the
board together.
“That’s the way to throw,” he said with a smile. “You need a steady hand.” One after another he shoved the
coppers out.
“Shall I knock it over here?” he asked, and proceeded to knock Sheng-fu’s copper where he wanted.
“Knock it over there!”
Sheng-fu’s copper rolled over there.
“Put it where you like—I’ll shove it over this line!”
And sure enough Sheng-fu’s copper rolled over the line.
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Shengfu was staggered. Each time Acheng’s coin knocked his out, it rolled off the board behind it. This went
on and on—Sheng-fu hadn’t got a look-in. The rest of us watched raptly.
“Smashing tactics aren’t fair. People aren’t impressed unless you play steadily.” With this, Acheng knocked a
few more coppers off.
“You have a go now! I’ve won five of yours.” He stopped and put a copper on the board.
But Sheng-fu had lost his nerve. He missed Acheng’s copper and his own rolled off the board.
We kept a close watch on Sheng-fu’s pocket. As the minutes went by it grew noticeably lighter.
“How much more do you want to lose?” Acheng asked with a grin. “Keep a little to buy sauce and vinegar!”
Shengfu was completely demoralized. He picked up his copper and stood up.
“You’re older than I am,” he mumbled, as if in excuse.
“And you’re older than the boys, you bully—more shame to you. I haven’t boxed your ears because it’s New
Year. Take your coppers. I don’t want money from a poor worm like you.”
With a laugh, Acheng threw the coppers on the ground and went into the rice shop.
We set up a roar of laughter, pleased beyond words. His face crimson, Sheng-fu hesitated for a moment before
picking up the coppers and slouching off.
We stuck out our tongues as we watched him round the corner. Then we burst into the rice shop after Acheng.
Acheng had fetched his two-stringed fiddle from the inner room, and now sat on a bench to tune it. Though he
did rough work, he was quick with his head and hands and a first-rate fiddler. After work he liked to sit and fiddle
by the river, singing a tune while the villagers crowded round to listen in silence. As I loved the sound of the
fiddle, I was often one of his audience.
Music was rather rare in my native place. The grownups were such a serious lot that to hum tunes was considered frivolous. As for fiddling, that was left to scamps. Almost the only music we heard each year was the
discordant tunes the blind fortune-teller played on his three-string fiddle when he visited the village, the small
gong and bamboo drum of the blind news-retailer who came round on summer nights, and perhaps a dulcimer
ballad in the ancestral temple after the harvest. During the lantern festival soon after New Year there were plenty
of fiddles, and there were quite a few different instruments in the drum-stand during the processions in the second
and third months. But as most of the musicians had no regular jobs or worked at humble trades, self-respecting
citizens looked down on them. Still, such is the power of music that as soon as the country folk heard the first
strains, men and women, old and young, they flocked to listen though they had no wish to play themselves.
Acheng was known in our village for his playing. That was why the grown-ups liked him. We children often
begged him to play, and during the first month of the Lunar New Year he generally roamed the countryside with
his fiddle, wherever the dragon and horse lanterns went, But these last few days, for one reason or another, he had
stayed at home.
Perhaps routing Sheng-fu had put him in a good mood for he had brought out his fiddle again.
This fiddle was simply and even crudely made. Instead of snake skin on the end of the body, it had thin wood
which seemed on the verge of cracking. The neck, the pegs and the body were painted a light red. It can hardly
have cost much to start with, and now that it was old there were streaks of grease on the varnish, while in some
places the color had worn away. White pine resin had scattered all over the top of the body, the wood and the
lower end of the neck. The bow was fearfully bent, and the last of its horse-hairs seemed about to fall out. It had
no beauty in my eyes. I asked Acheng several times to let me play it, but could only draw the ugliest screeches
from it.
The curious thing was that in Acheng’s hands this fiddle had the sweetest, most golden tone. Sometimes the
music seemed to laugh and leap, at other times to weep. I would watch round-eyed, quite carried away by the
music he produced.
“Which of you will sing?” he asked with a smile that day when he had played one tune. “Let’s pick a song
everyone knows—The Railings by the West Lake.”
We all flushed, and protested: “Don’t know it.”
“I don’t believe it. Everyone knows The Railings by the West Lake. Well, I’ll sing it first—there’s nothing to be
shy about!”
“Yes! You sing! You sing!” we shouted.
“Will you sing after me?”
“You can pick anyone you like.”
Acheng tuned his fiddle again, and started to sing to his own accompaniment:
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Cold the railings by the West Lake;
When first the maiden sighed:
Now you are leaving home, dear,
Be careful on the road.
Don’t pluck the flowers
That blossom by the way.

Acheng sang in a falsetto as clear and pure as a woman’s voice, in perfect tune with the fiddle. We listened in
absolute silence.
When the song was over he played an interlude, and then stopped to ask with a grin:
“Now it’s your turn—who’s going to sing?”
Faces turned red again. Everyone wanted to slip away. Some boys edged up to the door.
“I can’t! I can’t!”
“Let’s hear Xiqin!”
He jumped up and seized my hand.
My heart started thumping and my whole body burned. Unable to speak, I tried to wriggle out of his grasp,
shaking my head.
“No, no.”
“Yes! Xiqin can sing! Xiqin can sing!” The other boys jumped and shouted.
“Don’t be afraid. We’ll shut the door. Nobody else will hear.”
Acheng let go of my hand and closed the door.
I was completely hemmed in. The boys had crowded round, shouting. I had to sing. But how could I? Though I
knew the first verse of The Railings of the West Lake, I had only sung it to myself when there was no one about, or
in my sister’s presence at the most. I had never sung in public.
“Go on! Sing! The door’s shut!” Acheng urged me.
“I can’t … I don’t know how.”
“Go on, sing, Xiqin! Don’t be shy!” The boys raised another shout.
As they would not let me off, I flushed and said: “Well, you mustn’t laugh.”
“He’s agreed! Listen quietly,” Acheng told the others. “I’ll play it through once, and then you come in. Just
keep in tune with the fiddle.”
He began to play. As I listened to his playing, the rhythm of my heartbeats changed and my whole body
seemed to be swaying.
Light and lilting to begin with, the music grew grave and sad. It quavered and wailed, as if sobbing: “When
first the maiden sighed
“Cold the railings by the West Lake …”
After his opening bars I started singing, while his fiddle played on without a second’s hesitation, in perfect
tune with my voice.
“ …”
“Bravo! Well sung!” shouted the boys.
When I finished the part I knew, the fiddle stopped. I did not know what I had sung or how. All I knew was that
my heart was beating wildly. I must have been in a trance.
“You’re a first-rate singer!” Acheng sounded delighted. “The best grown-up singer couldn’t do better! That’s
the first time I’ve heard you, Xiqin!”
The rhythm of my heartbeats suddenly changed again, as an almost unbearable happiness flooded over me. I
sat down quietly. I felt as if my head were burning, my soul soaring off on a mad, headlong flight.
*
From that day on my soul flew in search of music.
It became a necessity to me. I snatched at music as Acheng had snatched at my hand.
That is how I came to love Acheng more than anyone else in the world. Sometimes Mother said to me:
“Go and see if Uncle Asi, Grandfather Lianpin or Brother Acheng has time tomorrow or the day after to hull
rice for us.”
I always went first to Acheng. If anyone else came to hull the rice, I lazed in bed till it was late and grumbled
about helping, however much Mother scolded. But when Acheng was coming I got up first thing to open the
storeroom and carry out all the lighter tackle. Then I helped Mother get breakfast while waiting, and if it was still
early I ran to the bridge to watch for him.
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He was always very pleasant, with a smile for everyone. But I fancied he had a special, warm smile for me as
if we were brothers. I wished I could be with him always. While he hulled rice I took a bamboo and sat opposite
him to keep the hens away. When he sieved, I picked out the unhusked grains.
There are ten verses to The Railings of the West Lake, and while hulling he taught me the other nine. When he
was free, he often brought his fiddle to our house and would play while I sang. He told me that fiddles with snake
skin at one end of the body were called pihu or skin-fiddles, while his with a piece of thin wood was a banhu or
wood-fiddle. He preferred wood-fiddles, as their sound was clearer and crisper. Fiddles were better than pipes or
flutes because you could transpose easily from one scale to another and you could accompany yourself. So though
he could pipe and flute, he had just bought a fiddle.
It was he, too, who told me that the outer string was called the minor string, and the middle one the second.
Some players used only the second and the major string, but the result was disappointing, because the thicker the
string the less crisp the sound. He also taught me how to hold a fiddle, and which notes were produced by
different fingers. He told me all there was to know about fiddling. Then I longed more passionately than ever to
have a fiddle of my own.
But this was too much to hope for. Mother would never hear of such a thing. The main reason was that singing
and fiddling were low-class amusements. My father was a respectable citizen, manager of a foreign firm, who
made a great deal of money. One year he would buy land, the next a house. He and my mother commanded
tremendous respect in the village. And as I was their only son, they had high hopes for me. They wanted me to
become a compradore, build western-style houses, buy land, and be generally respected—in fact they hoped to
make me a cut above my fellows. It would never do if word got round that a manager's son or a compradore
played the fiddle.
“Do you mean to make a living by fiddling?” Mother demanded, whenever I showed the least sign of wanting
to buy a fiddle.
It was true. You could not make a living by fiddling, or even if you could I did not want to. How humiliating it
must be to play to give pleasure to your hearers and then get your food that way—like a beggar!
But I loved fiddles. My ears delighted in their strains, my fingers itched to touch their strings, and I longed to
produce that music with my own hands. This longing goaded me on—come what might—to possess one.
At last I hit on a way.
It was the summer of that same year when our house was being remodeled. Carpenters and masons were
working every day in our courtyard, which was stacked with planks, bricks and tiles.
While the carpenters were at a meal, I found a long thin piece of wood. I determined to use this for the neck of
my fiddle by chopping it to the right size with a carpenter’s axe. But these axes were so heavy that I found them
unwieldy, and I worked for a long time without success. Afraid I would be forbidden the use of such a heavy tool,
I handled it only when no one was about, putting it down and hiding the wood before the carpenters’ return. This
went on for several days, until one of them discovered me. When he asked what I was making I would not tell
him, for fear he would laugh at me or tell my mother.
“It’s just something I need,” I muttered.
He asked what shape I wanted. I told him flat and square. He smiled and puzzled over this, but could not guess
my secret. Seeing how hard I found it to use the axe, however, and afraid I might cut my hand, the good man
chopped the wood for me.
“Is this the right size?”
“A bit smaller.”
“How about this?”
“A bit flatter.”
“All right now? I’ll plane it for you.”
No sooner said than done.
When the wood had become a long, smooth, flat neck, I put it away. The bottom part of the neck had to be
rounded, but for safety’s sake I kept this job for myself and carried it out in secret. As the plane was much lighter
than the axe, I found this quite easy. Next with a plane and a file I made two round pegs for the strings, larger at
one end than the other. Then in a pile of old tins, I found one that had held condensed milk. I cut off the thick
base, leaving the thinner end, and made two holes with scissors in the back for the base of the neck.
Still a difficult problem remained. How was I to make two holes for the pegs in the head? I tried with a chisel,
but it was too big and threatened to crack the neck. After thinking hard, I remembered the marks of scorching
round the holes in the head of Acheng’s fiddle. But could you burn holes without burning the whole neck?
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I decided a hot drill must have been used. So in the oven I heated the flat-iron used at home for dressmaking,
and tried using its tip. It simply scotched the wood slightly. I had to think again.
I recalled the bellows-furnace with which Uncle Dingfa the coppersmith heated a drill till it was red-hot. When
he drove this in, the metal would sputter and smoke. That would be the way to make holes in the neck of my
fiddle. I scouted round his house several times to see if he was using his furnace or not, and a few days later he lit
it. Then, taking my fiddle neck and a long, thick nail, I asked him to let me use the furnace when he bad finished.
Uncle Dingfa agreed at once. Of all the grown-ups he treated me the best. He always did what I asked. If I wanted
to make a fish hook out of a needle, he would lend me small pliers and a file. When Mother wanted something
from Daqietou, about three li away, he usually told me not to go but ran the errand for me. Working in one and the
same room as a coppersmith and the proprietor of a small store which sold wine, paraffin and cigarettes, he was
very busy; yet he found time to act as carter for one family or run errands for another, and refused all offers of
tips. Mother did not like to impose on his good nature too often, but he frequently came to ask if there was
anything she wanted done. No one could have been more honest and obliging.
So that day as usual when he saw that I was going to find it hard to bore holes with my nail, busy as he was he
produced a slightly larger awl, heated it red-hot in his furnace, rubbed a little resin on my fiddle and in no time at
all had bored two holes for me.
Strings cost next to nothing. I bought two in a small shop in Daqietou.
From our pile of firewood I picked out a slender bamboo which I stripped of its leaves. Then I cut a length of
pure hemp from a skein in my mother’s work-basket, and made a bow of these.
The resin had been a present from Uncle Dingfa.
At last my fiddle was finished.
In raptures, I tried it where Mother could not hear me.
But not a sound could I get from it; try as I would, the bow simply slipped noiselessly over the strings. This
was a terrible blow. I could not think where the trouble lay. I puzzled hard to find out just what difference there
was between my fiddle and others; but all I could see was that where I used hemp they had horsehair. At first I did
not believe that this made any difference, because unspun hemp looks so like horsehair. But assuming that the
fault lay with the bow, I decided to buy another in Daqietou.
Here three difficulties occurred to me. First, all the bows in the shops were attached to fiddles, so I might not
be able to buy one separately. Secondly, if everything depended on the bow, it must be expensive. Thirdly, if I was
seen taking such a long bow home from Daqietou, all the people I met on the road were sure to laugh.
But my first two fears were unfounded. The shopkeeper agreed to let me buy a bow alone, and it was extremely cheap, less than ten cents.
There was a solution for the third problem too. I wore a long cotton gown to town, put the bow under my gown
and slipped my right hand inside to hold it as if my hand were in my pocket. So I hurried home. Whenever I met
anyone I knew, I turned red and brushed quickly past; for though hidden, the bow could easily be detected.
That day I had a genuine fiddle. It had the most resonant tone. My mother and sister came running out in
surprise.
“Wherever did you get that?”
There was nothing reproachful in Mother’s tone, in fact she was smiling in pleased surprise.
I made a clean breast of everything, and told her I would like to ask Acheng to teach me to play. She consented on condition that this remained a hobby and I did not play outside, for to play in public would mean a loss of
face. This was my opinion too.
That evening I invited Acheng over. He was equally amazed, declaring he had never seen anyone so clever. He
tried my fiddle and found it most resonant, but the antithesis of his with its sobbing note—due, no doubt, to the
milk tin.
It was this sobbing I liked particularly. I found it so appealing. It sounded like a man with a hoarse voice
sobbing and complaining. Acheng agreed that this tone was extremely rare, as most fiddles could only produce a
shrill, womanish note—even the lowest note of the major string of a skin-fiddle was not much like a man’s voice.
And the sobbing effect was even more unusual. On other fiddles you could produce it only by making a tremolo
with your left fingers, but then it was less natural.
“This fiddle has one fault, though,” remarked Acheng. “It can’t play anything gay the way it’s made.”
I did not mind this at all, quite the reverse. Let others play cheerful music—I would play sad.
Very soon Acheng had taught me several tunes. He could not write a musical score, only read it. He often came
to our house and read off the score as he fiddled, while I wrote it down. Once I had the notation I did not need him
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by me all the time, but could gradually learn the tunes myself.
In the spring of the next year I transferred from our village school to the primary school in town. At our weekly singing class I jotted down quite a few song tunes, which I took home and played on my fiddle. As I was a
boarder, I longed to take my fiddle to school, but was afraid of a lecture from our teacher. So I simply fiddled
when I went home on Sundays, and practiced the organ at school.
Acheng was then working in a rice shop at Daqietou and did not go home too often. Neither did I, so we
seldom met. When we did, he would bring his fiddle to our house and we would play together. If he had left his
fiddle at the rice shop, one of us would play while the other sang.
Acheng’s family had a boat, and as a boy he had helped his father with it. He had an elder and a younger
brother, but because he was the most capable of the three he was the one sent out to work in the rice shop. And he
was still an excellent swimmer, though seldom on the river now.
One summer afternoon, while sitting on the bridge chatting with some friends, he happened to make a bet with
one of them. He said he could swim across the river with a rice bin on his back. No one believed him, for a rice
bin was so big and heavy that it took a strong peasant just to carry one down the street. It might be possible to
push or pull the floating bin across; but with that on his shoulders a man would be unable to move, the weight
would push him under. Still Acheng insisted he could do this, and bet a water-melon on it.
A rice bin is square, larger above than below, like a huge peck measure. As a child I had crept inside to play
with my friends, for four or five children could hide in one of them. Now Acheng hoisted one of these on his
back, chose the widest part of the river, and started to swim across. I stood on the bank watching, in a cold sweat
for fear his head would go under. For then not only would he lose the melon but have to swallow some water.
I need not have worried—he swam across that river as if he were walking in the water. You could just see one
arm moving, as he carried the bin over on his back; but his head was above water all the time. The crowd on the
bank clapped and cheered.
Encouraged by this applause, Acheng swam back empty-handed with his whole chest out of the water as if
standing erect—at moments even his stomach was visible. This made all the spectators cheer still more wildly.
None of us youngsters had ever seen swimming like this, nor had many of the old folk for that matter. Acheng
climbed ashore amid shouts of applause and after changing his clothes in a boat by the wharf came back grinning
to the bridge, where a huge melon was cut and waiting. Seeing me there, he promptly handed me a slice.
“When we’ve finished this melon, let’s go to your house,” he suggested cheerfully.
His eyes were shining with happiness, his face was beaming. And I was too happy for words. I admired him
more than anyone else in the world.
That afternoon, staying with us for nearly two hours, he drew quite a new music from my fiddle—blissfully
happy music reflecting his mood.
But that was the last happy summer Acheng enjoyed. From the next spring to the next summer he went through
a bad time indoors. The blow fell one afternoon in the third month, when the fields were filled with golden rape
flowers.
He was too happy. For the next day his family was going to hold his second or final betrothal ceremony, and in
the tenth month he would marry. The whole household was busy preparing betrothal gifts, and he was on the
move from morning till night. He was striding home followed at some distance by his elder brother, who was
carrying a basket of gifts. They were more than half way there—passing a pavilion and skirting a row of houses
would bring them in sight of home—when Acheng saw a dog.
It was lying in the middle of the path, and did not move away when he came up. Acheng stepped round the
dog, but something about it annoyed him. He turned back, glanced at it and gave it a kick.
“Get out of the way, can’t you?”
The dog leapt up with blazing eyes, and quick as thought, without so much as a bark, bit Acheng in the leg.
Then it slunk off as if nothing had happened into the rape field.
Acheng fell to the ground with a cry. The dog had bitten through his trousers and blood was streaming from his
leg. In his haste that day he had forged ahead. By the time his brother came up, he was too dizzy to stand. His
brother carried him home, where he lay in a fever for several days, while his family was plunged from happiness
into despair. When rape blossoms turn golden, snakes creep out of their holes; and if a dog eats a poisonous snake
its eyes turn bloodshot and it becomes rabid. Its bite causes death within a hundred and twenty days. In all the
centuries since the time of Shen Nong,\fn{ A note reads: A legendary Chinese ruler, reputed to have invented the first agricultural
implements and to have taught his subjects husbandry and the use of medicinal herbs .} no herb has been found to cure
hydrophobia.
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Why had this happened on that day of all days? Everyone brooded in despair. It was a most sinister omen. No
one thought for a moment that Acheng could recover.
Still, in an attempt at self-deception, his father searched frantically for a herb doctor, who prepared a potion
and put a poultice on the wound. This physician stipulated that Acheng should stay in an absolutely quiet room
with the windows tightly closed. His one chance was to shut himself up for a hundred and twenty days, first away
from contact with women, secondly away from tobacco, wine and meat, and thirdly away from noise.
Before long, though, Acheng recovered. His wound healed and stopped aching, and all his energy returned.
Not believing the physician or his family, he refused to lie low for a hundred and twenty days. He insisted on
going out. But there were so many in the house to advise and soothe him that he always calmed down again after
making a scene.
As I was at school at the time, I did not hear the news from Mother till my return home. I wanted to visit him,
but Mother would not hear of it, on the grounds that this would disturb him and make him worse. What Mother
told me appalled me. She said there was no hope for anyone bitten by a mad dog, for the poison which seeped in
through the wound grew into a small dog in the victim’s stomach. Though the wound might heal, dog’s fur would
grow on it, and in a hundred and twenty days—unless the man recovered—his eyes would turn flecked and red
like a mad dog’s, he would not recognize anyone, and would start to bark and bite. And whoever was bitten would
die like a mad dog. She forbade me to see him and indeed I dared not, though I missed him intensely and asked
after him each Saturday when I got home. His calamity plunged me into dreadful despair. I had no hope that he
could be saved. Not once in all those weeks did I touch my fiddle. As Mother knew how I felt, she kept asking for
news of Acheng, which she told me as soon as I reached home.
When I went back for the summer holidays she said it looked as if Acheng would be all right. The incubation
period for rabies was sometimes a hundred days; now that time had passed, yet he seemed as healthy and cheerful
as ever. He slipped out sometimes to the street, and on the one occasion when she had met him he had asked the
date of my holidays. Still, Mother would not let me visit him. She had heard that Acheng had several girl friends,
and if he should carry on a love affair his life was still in danger, for the hundred and twenty days were not yet up.
One evening, at last, I met him. He seemed unchanged, perhaps just a trifle thinner. But he looked as strong as
ever, and his ruddy face was merely a shade paler—no doubt owing to his long confinement. He was walking
along the bank with a fishing rod, looking for the bubbles which betrayed the presence of a carp. Forgetting that
he had ever been ill, I rushed joyfully up to him.
He had obviously missed me, for his eyes lit up and he put away his rod to go straight home with me. At the
sound of his voice, Mother made a cup of tea and asked with much concern about his health. He replied that there
was nothing wrong with him, no one need worry. He didn’t think a mad dog’s bite was all that dangerous. He
stretched out his right leg and removed the poultice to show us that there was no blood or pus and the wound had
healed completely. In fact he thought the poultice unnecessary, and applied it only because the others insisted; but
he blamed his family for making such a mountain out of a mole-hill. What harm could one little bite do to a
strapping great fellow like him? His manner was absolutely natural. In his pleasure at being with me again he
made light of his danger.
When I brought out my fiddle and handed it to him, he looked at it and said:
“It’s thick with dust. You can’t have played for some time.”
I nodded. Then Mother told him how much I had missed him and longed to see him, explaining that I had
stayed away for fear of disturbing him.
Acheng replied warmly that he had missed me too, but his family would never let him out. He had not fiddled
either for a long time, because playing and singing alone were not much fun. Then he started playing with evident
enjoyment, and I watched wide-eyed, very touched. I soon discovered that his style had changed. It was one of
our usual tunes, but it sounded heart-rending as he played it that day, and the sobbing notes were unusually deep
and protracted. My heart felt curiously heavy, in spite of my joy at seeing him again and sitting beside him as he
fiddled.
My happiness was shot through with a strange, sad foreboding. Hard as I listened I could not concentrate, for
in fancy I saw a fearful picture: a mad dog with red eyes slunk up to Acheng and bit him on the ankle. Acheng fell
down and his bright blood stained the ground. When he stood up his eyes too were red and staring. He bared his
sharp fangs and chased after anyone near him, snapping at stones and bushes till his jaws were streaming with
blood. Then from his stomach he threw up some small mad dogs, which leapt up and down and ran after
everyone. At last he collapsed and died in a welter of blood, to the sound of weeping and wailing …
“Xiqin!”
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Mother’s voice recalled me to my senses.
“Why are you sitting there in a brown study? Aren’t you glad to have Brother Acheng back? Why don’t you
sing while he plays?”
My cheeks burned. How could I sing?
This was the last time that Acheng and I were able to see each other. His lot was cast: he was fated to leave me,
to leave the whole world of men. And soon, very soon, only three afternoons later.
No one could account for the curious change in the weather, which suddenly turned as chill as my heart. A high
wind sprang up and clouds covered the sky, somber and menacing as my mood. When I saw a few people talking
fearfully in low voices on the street, I knew that something untoward had happened. I went over and found they
were discussing Acheng.
“ … Nearly broke the rope, he did … Turned the whole room upside-down … Ground his teeth and snapped at
his father and brother … swore his father had been his enemy in his last life … He half battered down the door
when he tried to burst out, but after a fight they managed to tie him up. He bit a teacup to pieces, spat out mouthfuls of blood … Just a hundred and twenty days, of course nothing could save him …”
As if soused in. icy water I shuddered in terror. I ran in confusion through the streets till I found myself staggering across the field outside Acheng’s house.
A woman was crying in one room. All else was still. I saw no movement inside or outside the house, over
which a bitter, desolate wind was howling. My eye, fell on a patch of bloodstained ashes in the paddy field at my
feet. I jumped up fearfully, and pelted home. My heart was hammering, my head was burning. As soon as I fell on
my bed I lost consciousness.
Acheng, living, was the man I loved most in the world. Dead, he was the ghost I feared most. I had known
quite a number of our neighbors die, but had never been so terrified before. That night the wind carried over bitter
sobs, and the desolate tattoo of nails driven into a coffin.
I had lost Acheng, lost everything …
*
Why should fate inflict such a deep wound upon my tender heart? I have no means of knowing. It has meted
out joys to me, sorrows as well. And these sorrows are fathomless, boundless.
Now all has slipped away with the flight of time, leaving only these sorrows still in the depths of my heart.
Whenever music reaches my ears, grief floods my heart, reminding me of Acheng.
Acheng’s fate was too cruel, and I cannot bring myself to tell what indignities he suffered after his death …
As for me, from that time on happiness has shunned me. Two years after he died I left my old home, and since
then I have been drifting about outside. When I went home a couple of years ago, my mother brought out the
fiddle I had made and told me:
“Look! The fiddle you made as a boy has been kept safely for you.”
But I could have no further traffic with that fiddle. Fled and gone were my earlier enchanting dreams of music.
Even this was out of the question: To fiddle for a living and, as my mother had said, spend my life in this despicable way.
Lately, happiness has fled me further and further. My fiddle and my old home, rebuilt when I made the fiddle,
have both been turned to ashes. This seems to augur a yet more fearful future.
Perhaps for others youth is a golden age. In my case, at least, there is nothing to warrant such a statement. I
have known too many days of hardship and distress, have never seen a glimmer of happiness. To live on in this
way is too painful …
I would rather …
186.111 Excerpt from Dalai Lama, My Son: A Mother’s Story\fn{by Diki Tsering aka Sonam Tsomo (1901-1980)}
Churkha, Tsongkha District, Amdo Province, Tibetan Autonomious Region, China (F) 20
I have had a strange, almost unreal life, now that I try to recollect my history. You must forgive me if my
memory lapses occasionally. It is all so very long ago, and my childhood has never been a conversation piece until
today! I don’t know how to be interesting. It’s amusing that you ask me the date of my birth. If I had ever asked
my grandmother such a question, I would have been severely rebuked for showing such disrespect. How times
have changed!
Honestly, I do not know the exact date of my birth. What relevance did dates have to us? We were born without
much fanfare, matured into adolescence, were married, had children ourselves, and then were overtaken by death.
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We lived the entire cycle simply, in the belief that people are ordinary and that existence is natural.
I was born approximately in the first month of the Iron Ox year (1901). I was named Sonam Tsomo. My birth
name belongs to another life. Most people know me as Diki Tsering, but I was not born Diki Tsering. Ever since I
went to live in Lhasa, I tried to become Diki Tsering, with all the social forms and graces that go with that name.
Because of the responsibilities I owed toward my new position in life, I gradually eased out of being Sonam
Tsomo, the simple girl with her simple life and the ordinary ambition of being a good housewife and mother. I feel
very tender toward the young girl that I have forced myself to forget.
It was both faith and fate that propelled me into my unbelievable life as the mother of the Dalai Lama. When it
happened, it seemed as if I had lost all my courage and confidence, and I became afraid, like a little child, at the
formidable task that lay before me. But once I began to tell myself that I was Diki Tsering, the name that was
given to me on my wedding day and means “ocean of luck,” a kind of rebirth kindled all the forces of
determination within me. I was no longer afraid, and I willingly challenged fate, determined not to be submerged
by the tide.
Today I am a tiresome old woman, my body feverish with rheumatism. But however debilitated you become
physically, the spirit of youth is constant and alive. It never deserts you, even in the face of the greatest suffering.
My only companions now are memory and reverie. My mind goes back more and more to my childhood, my
parents and grandparents, my birthplace. I see so clearly the meadows, the stream, the hills, the farm where I grew
up, and I feel so strongly the cycle of returning home on this last lap of my journey.
Traditions are so easily broken and forgotten. Today, when I see young people, I often think they are reacting
against their traditions in order to overemphasize their modernity. I am proud to be, despite my resilience and
ability to change, a very traditional woman. Does this make me archaic and anachronistic? I don’t think so. I have
always been proud and strong-willed. I have fought many battles and have emerged stronger after each victory.
My traditions, my roots as a Tibetan, have fortified me. Traditions cannot be denied or forgotten. They are the
creators of your spirit and your pride and the backbone of your sensibilities. They make you what you are and
define what you want to be.
*
A few days before my birth, my grandfather paid a visit to a local lama. He was insistent that his forthcoming
grandchild was going to be a girl.
“I feel it in my bones,” he declared. “She is going to be someone. Please help me find a name for a very special
girl who is going to be a very special woman.” A few prayers and many hours of astrological consultation later the
name Sonam Tsomo was decided on, Sonam meaning “fertility,” Tsomo for the great goddess of longevity.
In our traditional peasant society, religion was our sole justification for existence. It brought serenity, peace of
mind, and contentment of heart. Religion—I call it faith—was part of every aspect of our daily lives. The priest,
representing God on earth, was invited to participate in all the major events in the cycle of life: birth, marriage,
travel, illness, death, and afterlife.
My earliest memories are of a land that nature had made a plentiful paradise. It was a wealth of forests, lakes,
hills, mountains, and fertile soil. This is how I remember the village of Churkha, in the district of Tsongkha,
where I was born. Churkha was under the jurisdiction of Kumbum monastery. Tsongkha was the birthplace of
Tsong-khapa, founder of the Gelugpa sect of Buddhism in the fourteenth century. I was the second child born to
my parents, but the eldest girl. Perhaps my birth was considered a misfortune to my parents, for it heralded a long
chain of girls in my family.
I have never forgotten the freedom of my young days in Amdo (one of the two eastern provinces of TIbet). I
grew up with seven sisters and three brothers, surrounded by great affection and friendship. My parents were
humble but prosperous peasants, and my horizons and my awareness began and ended with the lives of my
forefathers, tillers of the soil. That soil was the means by which we earned our survival and existence. When fate
changed my life so swiftly and abruptly, I was but a peasant girl.
My early years were spent within a large, extended family. My father had six brothers, and they all lived in our
household with their wives and children. This custom was peculiar to our area in Amdo. Sons brought their wives
to their families of birth, but daughters left their homes upon marriage and joined their husbands’ families.
Sometimes, when parents had only daughters, they “acquired” a bridegroom to enter their family to continue the
family name, but that was not typical.
The houses in Amdo were different from those of central TIbet. They were square, with one or two stories. Our
home was double-storied, and we also had a single-story house where the servants lived. The houses were made
of thala, which is two wooden walls filled with pounded sand.
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Village houses were surrounded by a stone wall and built around an inner courtyard. An extended family often
lived in a cluster of such houses. Every house had a large storeroom for tsampa (roasted barley flour, the staple
food of TIbet), flour, butter, dry meat, and oil. The stables were separate, and here we kept the sheep, cows and
horses, dris (female yaks), donkeys, pigs, and dzomos. (A dzomo is the offspring of a yak and a cow. The male is
called a dzo.)
In our area we had the fiercest-looking mastiffs that I have ever seen, even in Lhasa. They were used as guard
dogs. It is known that these dogs were often exchanged for horses. They often had to walk great distances when
they were traded, and they would develop sore paws. We would wrap the sore paws with yak fur as padding.
My father was called Tashi Dhondup, and my mother was Doma Yangzom. My grandparents also lived with
us. In Amdo all older women in the family were called amala, or mother. To distinguish between the various
mothers, we used terms like tama and gama, elder mother and younger mother, in accordance with their seniority.
It was customary, as a mark of filial devotion, that those of the older generation who had grown children did not
work. It was thought that the old folks had done their labor during their youth.
From the moment of my birth I was loved by my grandparents, not because I was the eldest—I already had an
elder brother—but because some premonition told them that I was to be a special child and an even more special
adult. They lavished such tenderness and affection upon me that I felt cherished. The enjoyment of life that
resulted has never left me. To them I owe eternal gratitude for enriching my childhood and for hiding from me,
however temporarily, the fact that a woman’s life can be hard, cruel, and full of trials and tribulations.
My grandparents formed the nexus of my entire world. I slept with them, ate with them, was cajoled and petted
by them. They seemed to fill up my entire little self. This was possible because of the unrestrained and informal
relations between grandparents and their grandchildren, which lacked rigid rules of conduct.
My grandfather was a strong, imperious, slightly arrogant man. At that time in Amdo it was the grandfather
who was lord, and he ruled with an iron fist. This tempestuous man cradled me in his arms the instant I was born
and declared loudly,
“She is my Sonam Tsomo.”
With this sweeping statement, I became his charge. Even if they were nettled by this dominance, this
exploitation of authority, my parents could do nothing but obey.
It often seemed strange to see my parents defer to my grandparents on every matter of consequence yet give in
to every caprice and whim of mine. It was only much later that I came to understand the respect underlying our
kinship ties and how it marked every aspect of our behavior.
Grandparents were regarded by all members of the family with awe and respect. Yet the relationship between
grandparent and grandchild was marked by casual intimacy. Parent-child relationships were restrained, distant,
and very formal. My own parents’ relationship with my grandparents was like this.
I noticed, often with secret glee, how awestruck my parents were by my grandparents. For instance, if my
grandfather was sitting on the kang (a heated platform used for sitting and sleeping), my father was socially
forbidden to sit beside him. Out of deference for his elder, he had to either stand or sit on the floor. But I could
crawl up on the kang beside my grandfather and feel the security of his arms around me. I would deliberately
provoke my father in this way, to show that in the presence of my grandfather I was the little mistress of all and
could do as I pleased.
When my grandfather was having tea, his favorite drink, convention forbade my father to drink tea unless my
grandfather ordered him with
“Tashi Dhondup, sit down and have a cup of tea.”
Even then my father would never draw up a chair but had to be content to squat on the floor. Chairs were only
for equals meeting each other eye to eye.
Every evening after sunset, when the family got together for a meal, I would edge close to my grandfather, a
secret sign between the two of us that we were going to have a marvelous time after the meal. I would listen
spellbound as he told countless legends and stories. My favorite was the one in which he overpowered all
opposition in the final selection of my name. My grandfather was the main influence in my life in those early
years. He knew how to enjoy himself and taste fully every experience of life.
Even when I was still quite little, the fact that I was a girl weighed heavily on my heart. From very early in life
we were aware of the different roles and aspirations of males and females and the preference families had for
sons. The birth of a girl was sometimes looked upon as a curse. I heard a story about a poor family who drowned
a female child immediately after her birth. Daughters were viewed as an economic liability in our farming society.
As a child a daughter consumed without contributing to the production of food. Then as a teenager she had to be
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provided with a dowry, whereupon she left her family to marry and join her husband’s family.
Sons, on the other hand, increased production by their labor. They remained with their families, and their
offspring increased the family wealth even more. Many a time I asked my grandfather whether he would have
preferred a boy. I would not have been able to bear the disappointment had he affirmed my fears. Instead he’d
tweak my ears and say,
“Would I have said you were a girl even before you were born?”
Then I was transported into the great joy. It meant a great deal to me to be wanted for myself and not for the
practicality of my sex.
Those early years were so full of every kind of pleasure that I have never forgotten them. I had the freedom to
laugh as if I had heard the funniest joke in the world, to see the beauty of the trees and the flowers, to feel the
contentment of the horses and cows, and to dream every dream that my little mind could call up.
*
The separation from my grandparents came unexpectedly.
In 1905 my grandfather bought a farm in Guyahu (also called Tanantwan), about seventy-five kilometers from
Tsongkha. This was originally a Muslim area, and after the Muslims waged war with the Chinese, they were
expelled. It was then that my grandfather bought this property. Upon his return to Tsongkha he informed his sons
of his purchase and asked if one of them would like to go and live in this new place. My father’s two brothers
were reluctant to go on the grounds that they did not want to live in a Muslim area. My parents therefore offered
to go.
I do not remember my family’s moving because I was only five. As far as I can recall, it pleased me to move to
my new home because it was a novel experience and I would be seeing a new place. Although I was fond of the
place of my birth, I felt not a twinge of regret. It was still a time when I could play and not have any
responsibility.
Guyahu was a lovely place, not much different from Churkha. The distance between the two was not very far;
we could travel between the two places in three to five hours on horseback. Transportation in those days was
solely on horseback and on carts drawn by dris, dzo, or horses. We moved to Guyahu with eight or nine servants,
one goat herd and a few people to tend the animals, taking with us only clothes, food, and basic necessities.
It was heartbreaking for me to be separated from my grandparents, but my grandfather came to visit us
frequently. He loved horses and took every opportunity to ride out to visit friends and relatives. On parting he
would tell my mother,
“Doma Yangzom, don’t let the children go out, but let them remain in the terrace or in the garden, or else the
wolves will eat them.”
Wolves were known to carry away children. Anyway, since we were girls, we were rarely let out of the house
except to the terrace. My parents were very strict with us.
Relationships among brothers and sisters were tender and warm, with brothers often assuming the role of
“little father.” The bond between brother and sister was particularly tender, with an underlying current of sadness,
because the sister would soon get married and leave home. It was also a brother’s duty to give his sister a lively
and emancipated childhood, so she could carry her dreams with her into adulthood.
I had three brothers. The eldest remained at home with his wife and children. One brother died when he was
ten years old. When my third brother was born, my parents went to the lama and asked for his advice about
whether their son should be a monk or a layman. The lama advised my parents to send him to the monastery. If he
were kept at home, they were told, he would not have a very long life.
People have great faith in the lama, so it was decided that my younger brother would go to the monastery at
Kumbum.
I was deeply attached to this brother. Because I was aware that he would soon leave us to become a monk, I
gave him more affection and love than I gave the others. In fact, when I saw any one of my other brothers or
sisters quarreling with him, I immediately rushed to his defense and began a fight on his behalf. When he did
leave home, my parents and I went frequently to see him, and often he came back for visits.
In most Tibetan families one son was sent to the monastery, unless the family was small with few sons. In that
case the boys were required to work on the farm. Boys were generally sent to the monastery by poor families
because maintaining a boy economically and eventually supporting his family entailed burdensome expenses. In
Tsongkha it was unheard of to send girls to become nuns, nor was there any nunnery nearby. In Lhasa, many girls
were sent to the nunnery, some for economic reasons, as parents found the burden of securing marriages for them
too demanding.
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*
After we moved, my carefree childhood came to an end, and my life entered a new phase. There was now no
time for play. I became the charge of my mother, who began to teach me about the world of women and train me
in household duties in preparation for marriage. In Amdo at that time many of the household responsibilities fell
on the shoulders of daughters, even when they were quite young by Western standards, six or seven years old. I
had to learn to make noodles, brew tea, and bake bread for the entire family. At age seven I could scarcely reach
the top of the cooking table, so I had to stand on a chair to prepare the dough.
At the back of our house was a courtyard-cum-garden with a high, thick wall. When my parents went to the
farm, I was put there with instructions to prepare the lunch. They would leave, bolting the door of the house from
the outside. We were trained from a young age to dust and sweep our rooms. If we didn’t clean thoroughly, my
mother would say sarcastically,
“Why are you cleaning up like a cat washing his face?”
When I was not cooking or cleaning, my mother taught me to cut out clothes and do embroidery. It was
considered disgraceful for women in Amdo not to be able to embroider our native dresses and boots. By the time I
was twelve, I was making my own trousers and blouses and those of my brothers and sisters.
My mother was extremely good at stitching. Upon the marriages of all her eight daughters, my mother stitched
their trousseaus without any assistance. No one employed a tailor. No matter how many family members there
were or how many clothes, boots, and hats were to be sewn, it was all done within the family.
This was the education for girls in 1907. At the time it was unheard of for girls to go to school, to learn to read
and write. Boys had to till the land and work on the farm from a young age. If the family was well off, and there
were many sons, the sons would be sent to school. The school was rather far from the place where we lived in
Tsongkha, so my brothers were not sent to school. The schools taught students TIbetan, Amdo, Chinese, and the
Tsongkha dialects. My father had had a basic education for four years and knew how to read and write.
Our only other training was in prayer. In the evenings, when we lived with my grandparents, my grandfather
would summon us for daily prayer sessions. Even when we moved, our prayer sessions continued. We would
gather together and recite the rosary for an hour or two. My grandmother prayed every morning at the family altar,
after lighting butter lamps and making offerings to the gods. Then she walked in the courtyard, saying prayers on
her rosary. If we were working in the fields and saw a lama, we immediately prostrated ourselves on the ground
three times. As peasants we did not have much understanding of religion, but we had great faith.
*
Our farm was in a beautiful place of level land with plentiful trees and lakes, hills, and mountains. The land
was very fertile, and any crops grown would have a good yield. We fertilized with manure. We cut the grass and
mixed it thoroughly with earth, turning it for a few days. We burned it until it had a reddish tint; then ground it
and mixed it with coarse cow and goat manure. This manure, when dried, was also used as fuel for the kang.
The kang was a raised platform that filled the entire room, and all of us slept on it. Family members even had
their meals together on it. The structure was made of clay brick and was hollow. We filled it with dry grass or sand
and dried manure or wood, then lit the fire. On the surface of the kang we placed a carpet, and over that our
bedclothes. We kept adding wood and dried manure to the kang fire, keeping it burning throughout the day. It was
so cold that despite the kang, we still had to cover up with heavy furs. Without the kang, I think we all would have
frozen to death.
In the summer months the weather was very warm and pleasant, with temperatures between eighty and ninety
degrees Fahrenheit. But in the winter months, from the tenth month onward, the weather was very cold indeed. It
was so cold that if we left any tea in our cups overnight, the next morning the tea would have frozen, and the cups
would have cracked. It was so cold that I have heard of people walking for short distances and their feet falling off
as a result of frostbite. As much as ten feet of snow fell sometimes, coming up almost to the second floor of our
house. After a snowfall it took us about two days to clear the snow.
Since nothing could grow in winter, we stored our potatoes, radishes, and other vegetables below the ground.
We dug a cellar about ten feet deep and twenty feet wide, with steps leading down, where we stacked all our
essential commodities. The lid to this cellar had to be sealed firmly, or everything would have frozen.
The farm was large, so it was impossible for us to do all the work. We had to hire outside labor, which could be
classified into two groups. The nyohog were employed on a monthly basis, and the yuleg worked for us on a
yearly basis. From the second month to the fourth or fifth month there was a lot of work on the farm. In the fourth
month the cutting of hay began in order to store fodder for the winter. In the seventh month, we sowed tema, or
peas. We had many farmhands until the tenth or eleventh month, after which the yearly workers sowed barley. We
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grew wheat, barley, peas, and mustard. In fact, we grew almost everything that could be cultivated there. All this
was more than enough for home consumption, and we sold the surplus.
My father used to have his breakfast and then pick vegetables from the garden and distribute them among his
neighbors by throwing them over the fence surrounding our garden, especially to those who had no vegetable
gardens of their own. Neighbors were very close to one another. Whenever we had free time, we went up to the
roof terrace and conversed with our neighbors. My father often invited his friends and relatives over for meals and
wine-drinking sessions, and he did not let them leave until a few days had passed. He was very fond of drinking.
After the age of fifty my father did no work; my elder brother supervised the farm, and my father occasionally
toured it. My mother catered to the household needs. Even to the age of seventy, she was still very active and did
her embroidery. Her eyesight was very good.
We had no watches to tell the time. We were guided by the sun and the sky. At midday we placed a stick in the
earth, and if the shadow fell upright, we knew it was mid-day. If the shadow was a little inclined, it was past
midday. By nightfall the shadow was almost level with the ground. At night we looked to the stars as a guide.
I had many friends to play with as a child, mostly neighbors. Toys for children did not exist, so little girls
gathered together and played at household duties. We cut up pieces of material and sewed them. We found scraps
of paper and drew whatever was in sight, such as flowers and houses. I also loved to build little castles in the
sand.
When I was about twelve or thirteen, my father showed me where he hid his money. After the servants and my
brothers had gone to the fields, my father took me to the stables, where he unearthed his money, which he kept in
large earthenware vases. I assisted in the unearthing and the replenishment of the vases, which we then sealed and
put back, covering them with mud. I loved this secrecy.
*
Class distinctions were marked in Amdo at that time. Those in the servant class, for instance, remained in the
kitchen, and there was no social intermingling with them, even in the household. Those on the lowest rung of the
social ladder were robbers and thieves. Next came the butchers and those who came into contact with leather and
furs. When we had to employ butchers, hospitality dictated that we should give them a cup of tea. But after they
left, we washed their cups in ash, a ritual that was supposed to sterilize the cups. In Lhasa craftsmen of silver and
gold were also considered inferior and were not even permitted to enter the house. But the most socially inferior
people, so low they were not even on the ladder, were the corpse bearers, those who took the dead to their final
destination.
Lamas (spiritual masters) were in a class by themselves. They were given great respect and placed foremost in
the ranks of society. As peasant folk we were deeply religious, although not in an intellectual way. Lama robes
implied for us the robes of Je Rinpoche, which was our name for Tsongkhapa, the great upholder of the Buddhist
faith, who came from Tsongkha. (Rinpoche is an honorific title for lamas who are reincarnations of great teachers;
it means “precious one.”) Even the poorest of clerics was honored by hospitality in our homes. Such was not the
case in Lhasa, but in Amdo, if we met a lama on the road, we immediately invited him to our house and
entertained him with the best food and the best tea, served on the best crockery.
The wealthy families had large farms and servants, but economic wealth was fairly evenly distributed, and real
poverty was nonexistent. We did not have any miser, or bonded laborers, but servants were hired. In our village
there were about a hundred families, each cultivating a piece of land that it owned. We did have to pay a certain
amount of taxation to the Chinese government, whose local governor was known as Ma Pu-fang.\fn{ Amdo is on the
frontier with China, and its borders have long been in dispute. Although it was populated mainly by TIbetans, the Chinese claimed it,
calling it Chinghai. Since the eighteenth century its kings and warlords have often been supported by the Chinese government. During Diki
Tsering’s early life the area was ruled by Ma Pu-fang, a Chinese Muslim warlord who was supported by the Chinese Nationalists }

Most of the people were farmers, but we also had our merchant class. These were a mobile people who carried
boxes of wares with them and came to the villages to sell matches, soap, thread, wool, and other basic necessities.
Generally money was not used, but things were bought with barley, wheat, and other such items of exchange.
There were also many little shops in town selling basic necessities like tea and cloth. When we bought things,
we paid with barley or other farm products. There were restaurants and roadside inns as well. I remember the
delicious aromas coming from these restaurants filling the air.
*
Kitchens were the pride of every housewife. They were very large, with walls constructed of stone. The
cooking surface was a long stone, sometimes as long as eight to ten feet, with five to eight cooking holes in it.
Through a large hole in the side the stove was filled with dried goat manure as fuel, and the fuel was lit through
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this hole. Every evening three large containers of fuel were put in. The next morning we baked one of our
traditional breads, called kunguntze.
Bread was an important part of our diet. We also made timomo, or steamed dumplings, in six bamboo steamers,
piled one on top of the other. Another type of bread, called kansho, was baked in the oven. We put dry white sand
in the stove, then put wood over the sand. Once the sand and wood became red, we placed the dough in the fire.
Bread baked in this fashion was delicious and never, ever got burned; it always came out golden brown. Another
type of bread, called kuki, was baked in an earthenware vessel, left over the fire for about two hours. This bread
was reddish, because of the addition of turmeric powder, and contained molasses and walnuts.
Our days were not easy. Housewives did all the cooking for family members as well as for the employees. All
female members of the household helped. In the morning we gave the servants timomo and tsampa with tea.
Sometimes we gave them porridge with milk and salt. In Tsongkha we had something called yenmi, a crispy
bread, dry-baked in sand, ash, and manure or wood. We had to make more than a hundred of these on days that we
ate this bread.
Lunch was taken to the workers in the field. Sixty layers of timomo, about fifteen hundred to two thousand
dumplings, would be steamed. In the evening we gave the workers noodles and soup, cooked in a huge pot that
could hold about three hundred bowls. We never used cooking pans or utensils of aluminum or tin; if we did so,
we were called beggars. We used pots made of iron or clay.
In our native place we had many types of tsampa, made from barley, oats, and peas. When the weather was
very cold, tsampa was our main staple. Sometimes we gave the servants a type of tsampa cooked in oil. They
appreciated it that way because they did not become hungry so soon after eating. They burned a lot of energy
working in the fields.
Typical Amdo dishes, called ranfan and chowtan, were made exclusively from barley. The barley had to be
cooked in a little water and stirred vigorously until it became a thick paste. Nowhere else in TIbet was this dish
eaten.
Meat was eaten only twice a week. We would make a stew with thirty to forty pounds of meat. At the New
Year we hired a butcher to come and kill the pigs. It was considered a sin to do it ourselves. Sometimes yaks and
sheep were also butchered. We dried the meat by hanging it in a special room upstairs.
As a child I found it very exciting when the women of the household prepared our native noodles, thukpa, for
which Amdo is famous. In summer we ate cold noodles, and in winter we ate noodles cooked in soup. The
highlight of the preparations for me was to go into the courtyard behind the house to grind garlic and chilies for
the noodles. No one could hear the noise I made there, so I went undetected long past my bedtime. My
grandfather would scold me affectionately, saying,
“Look at you, you are smelling of garlic. What will the others say?”
*
There are numerous dialects in Amdo. Because we came from Tsongkha, we spoke the Tsongkha dialect, but
my parents were also acquainted with the Amdo dialect. There is a great deal of difference between the two. In
Tsongkha, since there were many Chinese, the younger generations conversed in Chinese and often forgot their
native Amdo. In Guyahu the older people used Amdo; the younger people spoke Chinese. There was no overlap
between Chinese and our Amdo dialect. Though we could understand a stray word or two, their language sounded
like a person speaking incorrect TIbetan.
After the Muslims left our area, the population was mostly Amdos and Chinese, with some tribal people,
nomads who tended yaks and made cheese and butter. I still remember the differences between us, particularly in
styles of dress. We Amdos would wear our traditional hari (a vase-shaped headdress studded with jewels,
reaching to the waist). The Chinese wore something called baochidue, a woolen cloth covering the back of their
heads. They tied up their hair in the dzachiba style, a pointed knot at the nape of the neck, decorated with
horsehair. This was further decorated with silver and gold ornaments, depending on wealth and social class. They
also wore the jalung and the tungduntze, which were similar to the hari, made of cloth, and attached to the braids
of their hair.
I have heard it said that Amdo borrowed many of its customs from China, particularly in styles of dress, but I
don’t think this is true. The Chinese wore long robes, belted and with buttons, but the Amdo women wore the
traditional TIbetan dress, or chuba, which I still wear today in India. In winter our dresses were lined with fur and
heavily padded with cotton. On the lower edge was a border of various colors—white, red, yellow, and green—
and below this was a border of otter’s fur. In our native place women never wore the traditional aprons, or
pangdens, worn by the ladies of Lhasa.

76

Jewelry was compulsory for adult women. We had to wear rings on all ten fingers. Our ears were pierced with
two holes in each ear, one above the other. The lower hole was for an earring, about five inches in length, while
the upper hole was for a smaller adornment. But the most important jewelry was the hari. After I was married, I
used to wear a lenpai hari, which had everything included in it, and also a tangyo, which was a belt attached to
the hari. In addition to this, we wore the jalong-two flaps of cloth, used to tie the hair, that extended from the
waist to the floor and were decorated with silver, turquoise, and coral.
We also wore a rawang, a kind of cloak with two narrow flaps on either side and a broad flap in the center. All
these items of dress were for married women only.
On rising in the morning, we immediately put on the bari. Without it we were not allowed to enter our shrine
room for prayer. A woman was not permitted to remove her bari in the presence of any elder, not even her fatherin-law or mother-in-law. In fact, a married woman was not permitted to wear any hat in the presence of her
inlaws, not even a handkerchief on her head, no matter how strong the sun, because it would indicate disrespect.
Even when women were working in the fields, they were not allowed to cover their heads. If young people were
in the fields with no elders present, then they could place handkerchiefs on their heads. These handkerchiefs were
made from denim, folded into quarters, and the braids of hair were tied around them.
Both men and women kept long, braided hair. When they were working, it was practical to wind the braid
around the head. But the instant any elders came by, the braids were whipped off and allowed to hang down their
backs, as a mark of respect.
Women’s hair was braided into about seventy tiny plaits. After a hair wash it took us the entire day to decorate
and to do our hair into braids. On either side of the head we made about fifty braids, and at the back of the head
about twenty broader ones. We washed our hair every week, and the braids were done until the next head bath. If
we had a lot of work, the braids were not redone for a month.
The boots we wore were different from the normal sombas worn by other TIbetan women. Our boots were
called yobai. They were elaborately embroidered and tied up at the knee. The sole of the boot was made from
hemp covered with cloth, about two inches thick. We made the soles ourselves. The upper portion of the boots
could be made from brocade, silk, or other material, over which we did embroidery. Because we were peasants,
we went about barefoot in the summer. In fact, if we wore shoes then, we were called “grandmothers” by the
elderly in the village.
When I was young, my clothes were about the same as for the adults, except for the bari. Little girls had five
braids in their hair—two small braids at the side and three at the back of the head. The belts of our dresses were
placed a little above the waist.
*
The largest festival of the year was Tibetan New Year, or Losar. Elaborate preparations were undertaken for
Losar, beginning after the eighth day of the twelfth month. For twenty days we made noodles, pastries, rolls,
kabse, and timomo. We allowed these foods to freeze naturally and stacked them up in the storehouse until they
were required.
Bread was now baked for the first, second, and third months. It was then stacked in rows and allowed to freeze.
The evening before we wanted to eat the bread we placed it in a container and heated it a little. If we forgot, there
would be no bread to eat the next day because it would be hard as a rock.
On the eve of New Year we cooked a pig’s head and boiled some mutton and pork. (We did not eat chicken or
fish.) Then we invited all our friends and relatives to have dinner, consisting of noodles and meat. No one slept on
New Year’s eve. We drank wine and amused ourselves all night. I used to be so happy on this day, as were all the
other children, so excited that it was Losar. I would repeatedly inquire, “Has the sun risen? Has the sun risen?,”
for that was the sign for the festivities to begin.
We went out in our newest and finest clothes, and on our horses we put the most elaborate bridles and saddles.
We set off firecrackers and guns, singing and shouting, “Lhagyallo!”, a festive cry that means “Victory to the
gods.” We visited all our friends and presented gifts, which consisted mainly of bread and pastries. As children we
had to prostrate ourselves on Losar, touching our heads and bodies to the ground three times in the presence of our
parents, grandparents, and all the other elders. Then we presented our gifts of bread and greeted one another with
rashi deleg, (“Good fortune”). If lamas were nearby, we all went for blessings.
On the second day of Losar we went on a day’s pilgrimage to visit sacred places of worship. Until the fifteenth
day everyone had a good time. Men played mah-jongg and dice, the young people sang and danced, and the
children played games, including sham-liu, or swinging. After the fifteenth day of the first month the elderly and
those who didn’t work continued the fun, while the young people and the servants resumed work. After the second

77

day of Losar in Lhasa the entire city remained orderly and calm because of Monlam, or the Great Prayer Festival,
which begins at that time. In Amdo we did not have such a custom.
The next festival arrived on the second day of the second month. This was the day we brought our horses to the
horse fair. Horses were bought and sold here, and there were horse races. This festival was exclusive to Tsongkha
and did not occur in other parts of TIbet.
There was a festival on the eighth day of the fourth month, when a lot of strange things happened. Oracles
would go into a trance and give predictions. Couples who were barren would say certain prayers and as part of a
ritual they fetched water in a bucket thirty to fifty times, saying repeatedly that they wanted a child.
The fifth day of the fifth month was wine-drinking day.
On the sixth day of the sixth month everyone went for a picnic to an area with mineral springs that we
considered very good for the health. The springs there were good for the stomach, the eyes, the hair, and the feet.
There were 108 of these springs up on a hill. The girls and women went in one party, while the men and boys
went in another. They even brought different food. Once both parties arrived at the springs, the food was
exchanged, and songs were sung to each other. These songs could only be sung in the hills on this day and not in
the home. A whole day was spent in this way, under multicolored umbrellas. How happy we were in those days,
with not a care or worry.
On the fifteenth day of the eighth month, pastries known as yubin, or moon cakes, were exchanged among
friends and relatives. Between six and seven in the evening we placed the cakes decoratively on trays, together
with an assortment of fruits and placed them under the moon, as offerings. Then we lit butter lamps to the gods
and prostrated ourselves three times to the moon. Afterward we could eat the fruits and cake. Some of us children
would slip quietly past the trays and, when no one was looking, load our pockets with the delicacies.
During the Mongol supremacy in China the rulers were greatly disliked by the people, and secret organizations
were formed. One year, on the eve of the moon festival, an uprising took place against the Mongols. Letters and
messages had been placed within certain cakes, and the uprising was organized in this way.
The twenty-ninth day of the ninth month was tanners’ day, the fur and leather sellers’ day. There is a god
associated with this festival, and offerings were made to him so that the weather would change and become cold
and people would come and buy furs.
In the tenth month was a day to invite monks to come and say prayers in your house and offer butter lamps. In
the evening we went to the nearby monastery and took oil to light the butter lamps. Since the monks were saying
prayers in each of the homes in the neighborhood, families took turns preparing food for them. In the evening all
the children took their bowls and went to the place where the prayers were being conducted. There they would
find a large pot filled with noodles. It was compulsory for each child to help himself to one bowl. From another
pot all the grown-ups had to partake of their share. This festival continued for eight days.
On the ninth day of the eleventh month we had to save the life of a horse and a sheep from the butcher and say
prayers for three days. Then we sent the animals to the monks. Bread was baked and sent to the monks at
Kumbum, and they said prayers for us.
*
When I was young, I loved to listen to stories, as all children do. We would gather around my grandfather and
listen to folktales. Even grown-ups attended my grandfather'’s storytelling sessions. There was such an intimate
atmosphere. The women did their sewing and knitting, and we children were so excited. I inherited the knack for
storytelling from my grandfather, and after my marriage I often conducted storytelling sessions for my children
and my neighbors’ children.
As village folk we believed in ghosts and superstition. Most of us had encountered ghosts firsthand. There was
a ghost called a kyirong that could emerge in a variety of forms: as a boy, a girl, or a furry cat. I encountered this
ghost numerous times, and it caused me great suffering and fear on four occasions.
Once, when I was gravely ill, the kyirong appeared to me in the form of a little girl. She brought me a large
bowl of Chinese tea and struck me lightly on the head. I had been lying in bed, and the moment she struck me I
woke up, because of the loud sound, though I felt no pain. She then invited me to drink the Chinese tea, which I
refused. When I tried to rise from the bed, I noticed that the bowl contained blood. With that she slipped to the
door, laughing all the while, and disappeared.
In Tsongkha there was a household that maintained a kyirong on a permanent basis. This was a well-to-do
family, but no families would give their daughters in marriage to this family because of this ghost. No matter how
beautiful or intelligent their daughters were, they never had suitors, because people were afraid of them. The head
of this family finally made a whip from the wool of a sheep and brandished it about in his house, saying,
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“If you are black or white, show yourself immediately. It is all on account of you that my children have no
husbands or wives.”
This caused the kyirong great panic, and he was unable to remain in that household. Only after this did those
children contract marriages. I have heard that this same ghost waylaid people on the roadside and told them that
they had no idea what it was like to be without freedom. He said he was filled with nostalgia for his home.
The kyirong made its mark in Lhasa too. We had bought a good steed from the household where this kyirong
lived, and brought it with us to Lhasa. Certain acquaintances met the kyirong, who told them that he had come
along with the horse to Lhasa. At that time I had a dream in which a man entered our stabies, and when he left, he
was riding on our horse, which was ill at the time.
When I told my husband this dream, he said that the horse would definitely die. By nightfall the horse was
dead.
The kyirong was really a nasty character. If he did not like you, he would turn your house upside down and
take all your furniture and cooking utensils out into the garden. In the kitchen he would upset everything in sight.
Huge sacks full of peas and flour would be upturned, and havoc would ensue. This ghost could hear and
understand whatever we said to him. He answered in giggles and laughter. He stole anything to eat, but he never
stole money.
On one occasion my daughter and I were having tea, and I told her to fetch me the leftover roast mutton. When
she went to the larder, the mutton had disappeared; the kyirong had taken it. Sometimes when we made
dumplings, the top layers of the steamer would be full, but the lower layers would be empty.
In my native place the kyirong was maintained in a neighbor’s household. He begged the owner of the house to
keep him, and in return he would bring the owner whatever he desired. Once a Muslim cobbler came to stay there
for ten days to make shoes and boots. The cobbler noticed that there was a room that was always locked. Nobody
went in or came out of this room, but from inside, a roaring sound could be heard, as if a person were sound
asleep and snoring. The cobbler immediately knew that the kyirong was installed in this room. One day his master
went out to the fields, and the cobbler unbolted the door of the room to have a look. To his horror there was a cat
the size of a tiger with long white whiskers, sleeping in a prone position, just like a human being.
I once had a maidservant whose aunt, after many years of marriage, gave birth to a son. One night she
discovered her baby dead; his neck had been twisted. Later the kyirong told people that he killed the baby because
of his jealousy of the parents’ affection for the child.
The deaths of four of my children were due to this ghost. After the birth of my son Norbu\fn{ Her second child,
born in 1922} I had two sons who both died. Ten days after the birth of one son, he fell ill with a severe eye
infection. His eyes swelled up, and he could not open them even for his feeding. At night, when I was resting
beside him, I heard heavy footsteps echoing on the ceiling. The footsteps descended to the window, and then the
door unlatched itself, and the kyirong came and stood beside me. Out of fear I quickly lit a few oil lamps. I took
my newborn infant and placed him on my lap, thinking that the ghost would not be able to harm the child if I had
him in my grasp. The lamps gradually flickered lower and lower, until I was left in the dark and could no longer
see anything. I lost all sense of reality and time. After a while I heard the sound of a child crying in the distance.
Opening my eyes, I realized to my horror that my child was ten feet away, on the floor, crying. The lamps were
once more lit, and I was still sitting upright. I was not aware of how my child had got to the floor.
For about fourteen days after that, my son was severely ill, his eyes swollen out of proportion. He cried
constantly, and nothing I could do comforted him. In the mornings I noticed bloody scratch marks in and around
his eyes, and there were bloodstains on his cheeks. Three weeks later his crying ceased, but he seemed lifeless.
When he could finally open his eyes, to my horror his eyes had turned from brown to blue. He had become blind.
Sometime later this ghost came to us again, this time in the form of an old man. After his visit my son’s eyes
became swollen again. My eldest daughter’s eyes were also affected and swollen. She then grew a growth in her
eye, which remained with her until her death. This time my son’s illness was fatal. He was just over a year old
when he died.
Soon after that I gave birth to another boy. This boy was the joy of our hearts. He was bright and lively, but for
some reason the neighborhood children were afraid of him. If they wanted to play around our house, they would
first inquire whether this son was around. If he was there, they would run away and hide. He was very active,
always around my skirts, begging for sweets. Unfortunately the kyirong struck this little son of ours. He suddenly
developed diarrhea, for unknown reasons. He was sick for one night and died immediately. He was eighteen
months of age.
On the night he died my husband’s aunt dreamed that a stranger visited us, and on his departure he was
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carrying away our little boy on his back. She understood immediately that some unfortunate incident had taken
place. The kyirong was the most frightening experience of my life.
*
During childhood, despite the fact that I had a lot of chores and work, I was extremely happy. But after I got
married, at the age of sixteen, I had a most difficult time. Still, I’m a Buddhist by upbringing, and it is our belief
that in order to live a full and self-contained life, it is imperative to suffer. Thus you can grow and develop not
merely into an adult but into a being that is fully human. It was this basic creed that saved us women, especially,
from despair and hopelessness. This faith saved me from the death of my spirit during the first few hard years of
my marriage. Without this strength I would have succumbed to a bereft existence.
As girls we were taught that our only future and hope were marriage and a life of hard work. We led a rigorous
life, which was bare in the extreme, with no entertainment or amusements. On some occasions there were folk
dramas, but even here we had to be chaperoned by our parents. We were never permitted out alone. Even at
roadside inns we were not allowed to touch the food, because all the cooks were Chinese and my father was under
the impression that the meat was the flesh of donkeys. Once we passed the age of puberty, if there were guests in
the house, we had to stay in our rooms, doing our work. We were never permitted to mingle with the guests, even
out of curiosity. It was considered bad manners to look at visitors.
Marriages were always arranged. In Amdo terminology we referred to this as longchang, or “begging for a
bride.” A spokesman was sent to ask the grandfather’s consent; parental approval was not so important. Then we
had to ask the ngagpa, a priest, and also our astrologer whether it was auspicious for such a marriage to take
place. If he decided that it was, after doing a thudam, or divination, and referring to the horoscopes of the two
parties concerned, then the marriage would be agreed upon. The astrologer was a lama, and his words were
always taken seriously. When I was young, I had many suitors, but whenever my family went to the ngagpa, he
always rejected the marriage, saying that it was not suitable. Marriages were contracted between two bodies of kin
as a kind of alliance and were settled when we were very young, about eight or ten years of age. Marriages could
even be decided when children were one or two years of age, or between two women friends, even when the
children were still in the mothers’ wombs, on the condition that one mother had a girl and the other a boy. When a
girl reached the age of fifteen or sixteen, the man would ask for her in marriage, saying that someone was needed
to look after his home.
In considering a betrothal, great stress was placed on economic position as well as on other factors, like the
personal character of the family, particularly the girl’s mother. It was thought that if the mother was good, then the
daughter would be good. In Amdo the people were all hardworking and placed great importance on honesty. In
inquiring about a family, one would ask,
“Are the bones clean?”
Families generally aspired to marry into families of higher rank than their own. But if a poor family had an
intelligent son, he was considered a favorable match. Relatives were never permitted to contract marriages with
each other, no matter how distant the relationship.
My husband’s parents did a thudam for him at a monastery when he was quite young. The lama’s verdict was
that it was propitious for him to become a monk; otherwise he would die young. (How strange that this verdict
coincided with his actual life, for he did die relatively young!) My husband’s parents went against the wishes of
the thudam and persuaded their son to take a bride, to which he consented because there was no assistant at home
to help his aged parents.
I was recommended to my husband’s family through a neighbor who was acquainted with them. They
approached my grandparents, who did a thudam. The reply was favorable, saying that at the outset the marriage
would be difficult but later it would be very favorable. My grandmother was pleased with the offer of marriage.
She said that among all her many grandchildren she knew me well, and she would like me to marry into Taktser
Rinpocpe’s family since it was well known as a good family. She had seen two of the daughters at Kumbum
during a festival, and they both seemed very intelligent and well brought up.
In this way it was decided that I was to be married to Taktser Rinpoche’s nephew. When the proposal first
came, I was thirteen. The go-between who brought the proposal was an old man, who came with ceremonial
scarves and gifts for us—hair ribbons, material for dresses, and brocade for belt ornaments—as was the custom.
He also brought each of us a mug of chang, barley beer. This little ceremony indicated mutual consent by both
sides to the forthcoming marriage.
My reaction to all this was a firm no.
I told my parents that I did not want to get married, that I wanted to stay at home and look after my
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grandmother. When I was quite young, an astrologer had told my grandfather that I should never be sent away
from the family, because I was such a good girl. If my grandfather sent me away in marriage, then ill luck would
befall the family. But my parents rejected the views of the astrologer, on the grounds that they had sons and their
wives to be maintained at home and that it was economically impossible to keep a daughter and her husband in
the house too. My grandparents and parents informed me that they had consented to my marriage and that I would
be leaving home, just as my younger sister had done before me. I tried to insist that I did not want to get married,
but to no avail. My grandmother joked that if I remained at home, I would soon “fly over their heads,” meaning I
would take over the household. Today a girl would go against her parents’ wishes if she did not want to marry the
man chosen for her, but in my day we girls were too naïve.
In preparation for my marriage, clothes and shoes had to be made, as well as earrings and rings, as part of my
trousseau. A girl’s wedding in those days was not a simple matter. Thirty-five pairs of shoes had to be made, and
thirty-two sets of clothing. For three years my mother hand-stitched my clothes, shoes, and other necessities to
take away with me, besides attending to all the other household chores. I had great admiration for my mother’s
handiwork; she was an exceptional seamstress and embroiderer. From the headdress to even the soles of my boots,
my mother did everything by herself. As she completed each item, she folded it neatly and placed it in a trunk.
She would not let anyone else touch the clothes she had made. It was considered extremely bad luck if a pregnant
woman touched any of the bride’s trousseau. If this happened, purification rituals had to be done.
When I was fourteen, my future husband’s father came to us and asked that I be given in marriage
immediately, for they were now old and would like someone at home to look after them and would like to see
their son settled down. Their two daughters had brought their husbands into their household because there was a
shortage of sons in the family. But these sons-in-law never stayed home and were even hostile toward the parents.
The daughters therefore were very unhappy, and this affected the performance of their household duties. But my
parents told them that I was still too young and did not know anything about housework and that I could be
married when I was sixteen.
Marriage plans had to be finalized through a go-between, a party to the groom’s family. Upon his arrival at the
bride’s house, his hat was snatched away and a pail of water was thrown over him. On his hat a radish, fried
bread, and two sheep’s tails were stitched with thick colored thread. All the women lay in wait for him at the door,
their long sleeves filled with tsampa. While singing and dancing, they threw the tsampa in his face. They
sometimes rubbed ash and oil all over his clothes and face. This pretense at antagonism signified the family’s
sadness and reluctance to part with their daughter.
There had to be a few months’ interval between the betrothal and marriage. The interval between my
engagement and marriage was two months. Preparations for the marriage took place during this period by the
relatives of my mother and father. During this festive time, a variety of foods were made, wine was drunk, and all
our neigh- bors, friends, and acquaintances were invited to partake of the preparations, accompanied by songs.
I was married in the eleventh month of 1917. This date was fixed by the astrologer after reading our
horoscopes. We had a lot of prayers said as a plea to the gods that no harm should befall the bride and her party
during the wedding journey.
Just before the marriage my in-laws presented me with about twenty items of clothing—dresses, shoes, and
baris. It was customary for the bride to wear the bridegroom’s family's clothes when she left her natal home. My
in-laws also sent the horse for me to ride on. If the groom’s family was well-to-do, they made certain prescribed
gifts. The father-in-law would give a good horse, and the mother-in-law would give a dzomo (a female dzo) to the
bride’s mother, so she would have milk to drink. Elaborate brocade was placed over the dzomo, and ceremonial
scarves over the horse.
On the evening before the wedding my hair was washed and made up by a girl whose birth horoscope was in
harmony with mine. I was born in the Iron Ox Year, so the girl who washed and did my hair had to be born in the
Dog, Bird, or Ox year. At this time all the women kin knotted my hair with black thread and refused to let my bari
be tied, weeping all the while in a show of grief. I was not permitted to come into contact with pregnant women or
widows.
The guests arrived early the next morning and were entertained all day with parties. The next day I departed
for the groom’s house. The hour of departure had to be worked out by the astrologer. I left at six in the morning.
Four or five women arrived to escort me, and they had to be able to sing. I dressed for my journey and waited for
the women on the kang. When they arrived, I stood up, and the women sang to me,
“You must dress well, wear your belt properly, or else in the future, no matter how hard you try, you will never
be able to wear your belt properly. If your dress is crooked, then your dress will always be crooked.” All the
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women, including myself, wept throughout the singing.
The escorts then told me to say farewell to my family and our personal deity. All these commands were done in
song. I went to the altar room, where I prostrated myself three times. Then I did the same thing in the kitchen. I
went to the courtyard, where prayer flags flew from a long pole. I went around this pole three times, after which I
mounted a horse. I was given a red woolen shawl with which to cover myself, so that no one could see my face
and hands. I was not permitted to look around me and sat crouched low on the horse. Then, with two women on
either side of me singing, we set off for the bridegroom’s house.
My father and my brother also accompanied me to the groom’s home. My mother and other family members
had to remain at home. When I was leaving, my father repeated in a sort of wail, “Sonam Tsomo, yang wa chi,”
which means “Sonam Tsomo, come home.” My mother meanwhile took all the clothes that I had worn on the
previous day and burned them in the stove. She wailed into the stove, calling my name in anguish. Both these
customs indicate sorrow at the parting with their daughter.
All the guests on horseback and in their finery witnessed my departure. I took with me clothes, hats, and boots
for the bridegroom, clothes for his mother, and shoes and gifts for his father. If the groom had important relatives,
each of them also received clothes. Distant relatives got scarves. If there were many gifts to present, then many
people came along to assist the bride. Twenty or thirty people might be included in the bridal party or, if the
family was rich, fifty or sixty. Everyone sang songs along the way.
Midway to the groom’s house, a journey of six hours, the women singers returned home, and I was
accompanied the rest of the way by two older women. When the party was about to arrive at the groom’s
residence, the groom’s party came to receive us. They raced their horses and playfully pulled off each other’s hats.
Then they offered my party tea, a well-brewed soup, and steamed bread. But I got something different: sweet rice,
steamed with dates.
When I was about to arrive at the groom's house, an old man, known as janggu (“a man to lead”), was sent to
meet us. Some distance from the groom’s house my party dismounted and walked beside me, holding the bridle of
my horse and singing songs. At the doorway monks were saying prayers, and the astrologer determined where I
should dismount: north, south, east, or west. The astrologer washed my female companions in milk. In the
meantime I had covered my face with the backs of my hands. I was not permitted to let anyone see me, nor was I
permitted to look at anyone. On my forehead I wore a three-inch brocade sash, decorated with silver, to which
tassels were attached to block my view.
When my party arrived, the groom’s party came out and offered ceremonial dialogue in poetic form. A
ceremonial scarf was handed to the groom, and he rode his horse up to the entrance of the house. He then brought
out a dress for me, a ceremonial scarf, and a butter offering. The janggu in the meantime maintained a constant
flow of ritual dialogue. The groom then gave the dress to the old man and tried to enter the house on horseback.
After several such tries everyone appealed to him, and he finally got off his mount.
A sack of firewood, tsampa, three containers of barley, and a mug decorated with motifs of the sun and moon
were placed at the door. The girls waiting at the entrance and the astrologer were reciting prayers. My party
dismounted and entered the house through the kitchen, where we washed our faces. I could not see, so my two
female escorts led me by the hand to a huge pot of tea, made with milk, tea leaves, and salt. Four cups were laid
out in the four directions. I now had to stir the tea in three gestures. I filled and emptied a wooden tea jug three
times, after which I filled the four cups to the brim. This was the opening ceremony.
The bridal party was then led into the main house, where we were asked to sit down. Men and women, old
folks, and children filled the rooms, and the singing began. The bridal party and the residents sang to each other in
question-and-answer form, such as:
“We have come from afar and are drinking tea. What is the taste of water?”
In the evening a dinner was held. Once again songs played a pivotal role. My party sang to the cook in the
kitchen:
“You are not nice, the food is tasteless, the radishes and the meat are raw.” The rejoinder from the groom’s
female household was:
“Don’t you feel ashamed of yourselves, your stomachs are so big. You are a human being if you drink one cup
of tea. But if you drink two or three cups of tea, you are a cow.”
The songs were a form of satire, scolding each other.
After this my trousseau was taken out of the trunk so a general inspection could take place, to display my
mother’s competence in embroidery and sewing. My possessions were then handed over to my in-laws, and
everyone left the groom’s house. No one was permitted to remain, not even me. I spent the night with my two
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women escorts at a neighbor’s house. There the main meal was sweet rice with milk. I still had not met my
husband-to-be.
The next day at about ten in the morning I was taken back to the groom’s house, where a ceremony was
performed. It was now time for me to formally don my hari,\fn{The vase-shaped headdress, studded with jewels, reaching to
the waist} and I did this outside the house. Though I had worn a hari to the groom’s house, I was not permitted to
fasten it properly but had to wear it loose on both sides. After I was married, it was secured firmly around my
waist. The hari consisted of three main pieces, two at the sides and one down the back. The groom’s family sent
me the two side flaps, and my mother provided the central flap. The flaps had wool attached to them to hold them
together. This wool was now cut with a pair of scissors. The person who cut the wool had to have a horoscope that
accorded with mine. This person was presented with a ceremonial scarf and a cup of wine and was formally
requested to snip the hari with a pair of scissors. This ceremony symbolized that I was now a married woman. I
was now given my new name, Diki Tsering, by my mother-in-law’s brother, Taktser Rinpoche.
It was customary for the groom to remain hidden and locked up somewhere during this stage of the
proceedings. People would go and call for him but would not be able to find him. I was kept waiting while
everyone searched for him. When they finally found him, they begged him to come from his hiding place,
pleading that I was very tired, since I had come from so far. My husband finally came forth and was presented
with a ceremonial scarf. Only when my husband came out of his room was my hari finally secured. Only now did
we set eyes on each other.
The next day my entire family and I returned to our home. Before we left, my husband’s family gave my party
various parts of a sheep as presents, as well as festive bread. I met my mother-in-law for the first time on this day.
She tenderly inspected me and spoke a few affectionate words, trying to comfort me. She gave me gifts of
jewelry. I was to stay at my parents’ home for a period of ten days to a month, according to the horoscope, after
which my father would bring me back to my husband’s house.
When I returned to my husband’s house, a man and a woman received me at the door, together with an
untainted person—widows, widowers, pregnant or barren women were not permitted to receive a bride—and a
fertility rite was performed. I was presented with a bowl of milk, which I turned clockwise three times, after
which I entered the house. I then poured chang for male members of the household, my father-in-law and my
husband’s elder brother; my husband’s grandparents had died long before. I was then taken to my room, escorted
by all of my husband’s women kin.
I was not given any work for the first few days of my married life. I began household work only after five
days. I did not even share a room with my husband at first but stayed with the womenfolk. We began sharing a
room after about three weeks. My husband was seventeen at the time of our marriage.
Once a daughter was married and given her share of the family property, she was no longer the responsibility
of the natal home but now owed allegiance to her in-laws and husband. Most families, for practical reasons, were
reluctant to part with their daughters-in-laws even for short periods of time. Though a daughter could return to her
parents’ home for visits lasting two to three months, her husband’s family had to find a temporary replacement for
her, generally a servant, to do her work until her return. This happened with me because my husband’s family was
small, and we had no extra help.
Daughters-in-law almost always had a very difficult life and were treated like servants or chattel. Some
mothers-in-law drove their daughters-in-law like slaves, neither feeding nor clothing them properly, as a result of
which many women, driven by desperation, committed suicide. Except for wives of officials, all women were
expected to do hard labor and to work in cooperation with the servants. If the husband was dissatisfied with the
marriage, he could end it at will. But no matter how ill treated the daughter-in-law was, she could not utter a word
of complaint, nor could she leave. It was her fate. If the daughter-in-law was very badly treated, her own family
was permitted to take the case to court, but in those days laws generally favored the in-laws. The position of the
daughter-in-law improved after a few years of marriage, when she had attained a little more authority.
If a woman proved barren, her husband could contract a second marriage. A small marriage ceremony would
take place, not as lavish as the first marriage. If the second wife also proved barren after a few years of marriage,
then another wife would be taken, and so on until one of the wives bore children. Even if a husband had many
wives, they all remained in the same household. The first wife had the most power and highest status despite the
fact that she was barren. It was compulsory for the other wives to show her great respect. Adoption was frequent,
provided there were no natural children and the husband did not want to remarry.
If a husband died, even when the wife was still young, she was not permitted to remarry until the three-year
mourning period was over. It was a cruel custom, but a widow was always compelled to remarry regardless of her
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wishes. She was never allowed to remain a widow. Her relatives would conduct secret negotiations with interested
parties and pay money in order that a man would marry her. The widow was bartered with no regard for her
feelings because she was considered a liability. I remember one unfortunate woman who was gagged and bound
and removed forcibly in order that she remarry. Many widows jumped from cliffs and hanged themselves because
of this custom.
Divorce did exist in Amdo at that time. A formal and mutual agreement was drawn up and the husband was the
main signatory. He had to say that he was henceforth separating from his wife and that she was free to remarry
and lead her own life. If such a signed agreement did not exist, the divorce could not take place. Adultery was not
tolerated in our area, as it was in other parts of Tibet. If any such instances took place, the woman would be killed
by her own family. Such was the penalty.
*
After I was married, I went to live in Taktser, about twenty-five kilometers from Churkha. This area was
famous for producing many girl children and very few boys. For this reason the former Taktser Rinpoche built a
charten, or stupa,\fn{A monument containing relics of the Buddha or other lamas, symbolizing the mind of the Buddha } to assist
women in giving birth to boys. It was said that after he built this stupa, more boys were born. Prior to this, girls
never left their homes in marriage, but males were brought into the family to join the labor force.
Taktser was up on a rocky, steep hill, full of forests, so agriculture was difficult. There was no irrigation; for
water we depended entirely upon the rains. My new house was one story. We lived in the inner courtyard, where
we also had our flagpole for prayer flags. Animals were not permitted to come into this area. There was also an
outer courtyard, where we had the stables and quarters for the servants.
My new home was about a nine-hour horse ride from my parents’ home. I would see them about once a year,
when my father came to get me. Most women in our area visited their parents after the sowing period, in the
fourth month, when there was less work to be done. When I went home, my mother made all my clothes for the
whole year. In Tsongkha it was customary for the young women to be fashionable and to wear the newest and
brightest of clothes. My mother also made clothes for my in-laws and my husband, as gifts to ease the relationship
between the families, which invariably was strained.
At the outset of my marriage most of the housework was done by my husband’s sister. This sister had brought
her husband into her family, but he was reluctant to stay with them, so they left for his family’s home one month
after my marriage. Thus I was left to do all the housework.
My mother-in-law had not married out; her husband had been brought into her family. She was not able to bear
children for many years after her marriage, so in desperation she went on pilgrimages, making prayers for the
birth of a son. She prayed to the goddess of fertility that if her wish should be granted, she would supply the
goddess with a set of clothing. On one occasion she went to a cave where she was supposed to walk along in the
dark until she could reach or touch some object. It was said that if your hand came across a snake, you would
never conceive. Her hand came across a baby’s shoe. Nine months later she conceived a son. After the birth of the
child she personally made a shoe, the mate to the one she had found, and made an elaborate set of clothing for the
goddess and sent it to the monastery. She was forty-nine years old when she had her first son.
My mother-in-law never did a stroke of work. She was bossy and domineering and not afraid of anyone. She
was led by her emotions and fancies, and she liked to eat, dress, and live well. She was extremely clean; if there
was even one strand of grass in the house, she would pick it up and throw it away. She was also hot-tempered and
was sometimes physically violent. I, being the daughter-in-law, had to take it all. Her sharp tongue made me the
brunt of many miseries. If she was having her meal on the kang, I could not remain in the same room but had to
eat in the kitchen. Even then I always had to eat standing up.
Yet she was also warmhearted and generous, and she shared everything fairly and equally. At times I was
touched by her consideration. Because I worked in the fields, the ends of my sleeves invariably got torn. My
mother-in-law would attempt to stitch them for me, even though she could not sew well at all. I always had to
redo them because she often made them worse than before.
My father-in-law was quite active on the farm and made two trips to the fields with the farm hands each day.
He was a good and kind man. When I cut wheat and rolled it into sheaves, I could never tie them up, so he would
assist me. He did not know how to scold a person. The most he ever said was “How incompetent,” muttered under
his breath. Whenever I broke any crockery, I dared not tell my mother-in-law, and I would bury the broken pieces.
I would go to my father-in-law and tell him my tale of woe, weeping copiously. I still remember his words:
“Why didn’t you hold the cup properly, If your mother-in-law asks you about this cup, tell her you didn’t know
about it. I’ll say that I broke it instead.”
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The husband-wife relationship in those days was not one of equality. The woman was always subservient to
the man, even though she was supreme in domestic matters. My husband was an upright and honest man,
straightforward, but powerful and domineering, with a hot temper. He was fond of gambling and having a good
time, and he loved riding swift horses. Like his mother, he did no work. He was never at home for very long and
did not even know what we had sown in the fields.
One of my husband’s brothers was the financial manager of the Kumbum monastery. He was a good person
and treated me well. He told me that if my husband should ever beat me, I was to bring my daughter and come to
stay with him at Kumbum. In fact, he used to scold my husband for not helping me at home, for always going off
to have a good time. Both of my husband’s sisters were very good to me too. Whenever they came to visit, they
always assisted me in my work, even if it was only for a few minutes.
When my mother-in-law was alive, she was the supreme authority, but after her death I took sole responsibility
for looking after and supervising the servants, working in the fields, controlling the budget, and buying and
selling our agricultural produce.
I got up at one o’clock in the morning to fetch water for the servants and the farmhands. I went early in the
morning because it was less crowded at that hour, but still we had to queue up. We had to bring the water up from
the well very slowly in order not to disturb the sediment at the bottom. If someone stirred the mud, the other
women would fuss and provoke a fight. Sometimes I had to go to the well ten times in one day, but generally five
or six times were enough. In winter my hands would freeze, so I would rub sheep’s fat on them.
My in-laws got up at about seven in the morning. I then had to make them tea, and my mother-in-law scolded
me if I didn’t get it fast enough. I had to sweep the floors of the house, light the stove, and brew salted tea for the
servants. The servants insisted upon salted tea, which they believed would prevent stomach troubles. We all had
breakfast at about half past eight, and then the workers left for the fields. After this I fed and milked the animals.
Once every five or six days I had to clean out the kangs with a rake and refill them with manure and straw.
I supplied the farmhands with their midday meals, carrying the food on my back to the fields. After giving
them their lunch at about noon, I joined in the work. As we worked, we asked those who could sing well to sing
for us. We were very fond of singing. As the sun set at about five or six in the evening, the workers would sing
while they slowly returned home.
But after work I rushed home frantically, for fear of receiving a scolding from my mother-in-law. I had to hurry
to make dinner for the family and the servants. My mother- in-law would not even light the fire. If I did not
prepare the dinner fast enough, she would beat me. After the death of my mother-in-law I did not work in the
fields very much because I had to look after my home and the children.
For the first few years after my marriage I often had to make do with three or four hours of sleep at night.
When we went to the mill to grind flour, it took eight to ten days, during which we did not sleep at all. We
threshed the flour from one o’clock in the morning to just before sunrise, then began our day’s work. I often felt
unbearably tired. Sometimes, when I went to collect manure for the kang, I would sit by the roadside and steal a
few moments of sleep. Occasionally, under severe strain, I went to a quiet place and shed a few pitiful tears, but I
had my pride and never wept in public. During those years of hardship I never told anyone, not even my husband,
that I was suffering.
*
Soon after I was married, my father-in-law died, at the age of sixty-three. I think that it must have been cancer,
although in those days we did not even know the disease. He was not able to eat anything or even retain honey for
a month. He had become terribly emaciated and weak, and we knew death was close. We had already hired the
corpse bearers.
On the night that he died, my father-in-law told me that though I had suffered a great deal from the sharp
temper of my mother-in-law, my ordeal would hold me in good stead during the later years of my life. He told me
not to take it to heart and to be a good wife. I was weeping all the while. He tried to comfort me as best he could,
telling me not to worry about him. Then he asked for a cup of tea and honey. As I lifted his head to give him a sip,
he stopped breathing.
Everyone was called into the room and wept at his bedside. It was considered bad form to weep too much or to
show an excess of emotion. So, trying to control ourselves, we prayed. All the neighbors came to the house to pay
their last respects and to offer condolences and assistance to the family. After a death, twelve loaves of bread were
presented to the family by visitors; twelve was the number of death. All the women in the house stopped work
until the period of mourning was over, which was three weeks at that time. All the work was done by servants and
hired hands.
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All the family members gathered in the house during the three weeks of mourning, doing nothing but praying.
Monks came and said prayers for three days. These prayers were said so the soul of the deceased would have a
beneficial transmigration and to prevent his spirit from remaining in the house.
The astrologer determined how long the body was kept in the house; it could be up to three days. My fatherin-law was kept in the house for two days. We kept watch over the body day and night, saying our rosaries and
prostrating ourselves as many times as we could. We believe that at death the deceased becomes like a god, and so
we treat him like one.
Astrologers also determined the best method for disposal of the corpse: by fire, by burial in the earth, by
casting into the water, or by being fed to the birds. Feeding to the birds was supposed to be the best method, since
it was the cleanest. But in Tsongkha most bodies were buried. The corpse was arranged with legs crossed in the
lotus position, and the hands were folded as in prayer. Measurements were taken, and a wooden box was made to
encase the body. The face was covered with a ceremonial scarf. The body was wrapped in white cloth, often some
kind of silk. My father-in-law was wrapped in a white silk TIbetan dress. Sweet-smelling flowers and pine
branches were laid with the body. Nothing else was put in the coffin.
Each family had its own burial ground within the confines of its compound, and it was to this place that my
father-in-law was taken. All the neighbors came and said their last farewells. The astrologer also said which
people could touch the dead body and the coffin. Male relatives had to shoulder the coffin, and they were not
permitted to place it on the ground or even to stop, for it was believed that the deceased’s soul would then remain
at that spot and not take an appropriate rebirth.
The women relatives were not allowed to accompany the bier but had to remain at home. My mother-in-law
was very sad and wept continuously. All her children came home to comfort her. For three weeks we could not
visit anyone, and we could not ride horses. All the deceased’s belongings were given away; nothing could be
retained by his family.
Women were not permitted to decorate their hair with the normal colorful ribbons, nor were they permitted to
wash their hair until a week after a death. Instead our hair was roughly tied with a piece of white wool. Only old
clothes could be worn, and all jewelry had to be removed.
At the death of a father-in-law the brocade on the bari had to be removed from the left shoulder, at the death of
a mother-in-law, from the right shoulder; at the death of one’s parents, from the central piece down the back. It
was worn this way as long as the mourning period lasted. When a husband died, brocade from both side flaps had
to be removed for a period of three years.
Men in mourning were not permitted to wear new clothes, and if it was their parents who had died, they were
not permitted to wear their customary hats. Like the women, they had to wear white woolen threads on their
braids. After three weeks these threads were discarded by both men and women and burned, and colorful ribbons
could now adorn the hair.
Two years after my father-in-law died, my mother-in-law died. I was twenty; she was fifty-eight. She was sick,
but I think she died from heartbreak at the death of her brother, Taktser Rinpoche, who had recently passed away.
When children died, the rites were simple. Lamas came to say prayers, and the astrologer made his
calculations. I had three sons who died. One was buried, and the others were taken to a high hill and left there for
the birds of prey or the wild animals. I used to tell the corpse bearers to bring back my children’s clothes because
they came into this world without clothes and I wanted them to leave it the same way.
We believed that if one wept too much when someone died, the dead would not find their final destination. It
was said that parents’ tears would be like hail on a dead child’s face. So I always controlled myself when my
children died, no matter how intense my suffering, and I told my husband not to cry, for this reason.
*
I had my first child, a daughter, when I was nineteen. With each of my children I had a very easy labor because
as a peasant woman I led an active life. Throughout each pregnancy I had to work as usual, even on the day of the
birth. I ate special foods so that I would not get sick, and I never had morning sickness.
All women in those days were their own midwives. There was no such thing as going to the hospital or even
having someone assist in childbirth. Only with my first child did a maidservant assist me, and that was after the
birth. She heard the whimpers of the child and came to cut and tie the umbilical cord. With all my other children I
did everything myself. I had all my children in the stables, not in the house.
There was a great deal of reticence about the subject of childbirth in those days. Women never told anyone
they were going to give birth. People knew that a child had been born only by its crying. There was no special
birth ceremony as such, but neighbors came and offered me congratulations, making little gifts of baby clothes
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and blankets and bread. They also gave me sweet steamed rice with dates. One month after each birth my family
held a dinner in honor of the child. My daughter was given her name, Tsering Dolma, by a lama who used to say
prayers in our house. Every month we invited lamas to say prayers.
My mother-in-law gave me one week’s rest after the birth of my first child. After the births of my other
children she was dead, and there was no one in the house to do the work, so I could rest for only a day or two. I’d
take my babies on my back to work.
My mother-in-law was furious that I had given birth to a girl, not a boy, and her wrath fell on my husband. He
tried to comfort her by saying that it was fate, that one could not will the sex of a child, but she was still very
disappointed. Her brother, Taktser Rinpoche, had passed away, and she had hoped for a grandson so that he might
be his new incarnation.
*
After the death of Taktser Rinpoche, representatives from the monastery of Kumbum went to call on His
Holiness the thirteenth Dalai Lama, in order to find the next incarnation, or tulku, of the abbot of Kumbum. When
they arrived in Lhasa, they asked His Holiness to do a thudam, but His Holiness advised them that there was no
incarnation as yet and to come again the following year.
The next year the party returned to Lhasa. My brother-in-law Ngawang Changchup went along as the financial
manager of Kumbum. His Holiness told them that the incarnation had been born and that it was within the vicinity
of Kumbum, toward the east, where there are black dogs and horses. One of my neighbors had given birth to a
boy, and it was this boy that was the new incarnation. But His Holiness warned the party not to make
proclamations or to finalize anything, but to return to Lhasa the following year.
My brother-in-law wept at this news, since they had already made the journey twice, and now they would have
to return once more. He told His Holiness that the trip was very difficult for them because they had to come so far.
But His Holiness insisted that the time was not ripe for the new incarnation to be installed. He told them to stop
weeping, that they could send a representative instead of traveling such a distance themselves. He said they would
be rewarded by a worthy lama. My brother-in-law thought it strange that His Holiness would not make a final
decision despite the fact that the new incarnation had been born.
Before their departure from Lhasa the party went around to places of worship, taking with them butter
offerings. At one of these places my brother-in-law noticed that the front of his brocade robe had been ruined with
melted butter. No one had spilled the butter, so it was puzzling how it came to be on his robe. But he forbade the
servants to remove the stains, saying this was a very good omen.
As he was nearing Tsongkha, monks from Kumbum came to receive him, and he asked them about the new
incarnation. They told him that this child had died. Now he began to see the wisdom of His Holiness. He then
inquired whether my child had been born and was overjoyed to learn that I had given birth to a boy. He was now
certain that my son would be the future incarnation of Taktser Rinpoche. I was twenty-one when I gave birth to
Norbu, in the year of the Dog. A lama from Kumbum named him Tashi Tsering, but later he was given the monk’s
name Thubten Norbu.
The following year representatives from Kumbum went to Lhasa to see His Holiness once again. His Holiness
gave the envoys a sealed letter and delegated them to deliver the message to me that my son Tashi Tsering (later
known as Thubten Jigme Norbu) had been selected to be the next Taktser Rinpoche. There had been sixteen
candidates for the position, all born in the year of the Dog. These children came from families that I was
acquainted with; some were relatives, others friends. All the families of the candidates were invited to our house
for the formal verdict. The letter was then opened, and the results were announced.
Both my husband and I were overjoyed. We thought immediately of my mother-in-law, who had so ardently
wished that a son of ours be reborn as the Taktser Rinpoche. Now her wishes had been fulfilled. Even though we
were the parents, we placed our son on a throne and presented him with ceremonial scarves. We had already
decided to send him into the monastery, but now, instead of becoming an ordinary monk, he was elevated to the
rank of a Rinpoche. Fate was indeed kind to us, and we wept many tears of joy. He was one year old at the time.
I was in Tsongkha expecting my son Lobsang Samten when my father died. I was later told that he was
poisoned by some of his enemies while on a picnic. I could not go back home for the funeral because I was far
with child, and there was a possibility that I might give birth while on the road. Five days after my father’s death
my son was born.\fn{Diki Tsering gave birth to four children before the Dalai Lama was born in 1935: Tsering Dolma in 1919,
Thubten Jigme Norbu in 1922, GyaIo Thondup in 1928, and Lobsang Samten in 1933. Two more children were to come: Jetsun Perna in
1940 and Tendzin Choegyal in 1946. These were the seven children, of the sixteen born to her, who survived past infancy }
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Almost three years after the birth of Lobsang Samten, I gave birth to Lhamo Dhondup, who was to become the
fourteenth Dalai Lama. My husband was bedridden with illness for two months prior to Lhamo Dhondup’s birth.
If he tried to stand up, he felt giddy and lost consciousness. He told me that each time this happened, he saw the
faces of his parents. He could not sleep at night, and this was very difficult because he kept me awake and I had to
work during the day. I thought he was playing a cruel trick on me, but now I know this was not so. It was just one
of a series of strange happenings in the three years that preceded the birth.
During that time our horses seemed to go mad, one by one. When we brought them water, they raced for it and
then began rolling about in it. They could neither eat nor drink. Their necks stiffened, and finally they could not
even walk. All thirteen of them died. It was such a disgrace to the family and a great loss, for horses were money.
After this there was a famine for three years. We had not a drop of rain, only hail, which destroyed all the
crops. Everyone was at the point of starvation. Families began to migrate, until only thirteen households were left
out of forty-five. My family survived solely because the monastery of Kumbum supported us and supplied us with
food. We lived on lentils, rice, and peas that came from their stores.
Lhamo Dhondup was born early in the morning, before sunrise. To my surprise, my husband had gotten out of
bed and it seemed as if he had never been sick. I told him that I had a boy, and he replied that this surely was no
ordinary boy and that we would make him a monk. Chushi Rinpoche from Kumbum had passed away, and we
hoped that this newborn infant would be his reincarnation.
We had no more deaths or other strange incidents or misfortunes after his birth. The rains came, and prosperity
returned, after years of destitution.
Lhamo Dhondup was different from my other children right from the start. He was a somber child who liked to
stay indoors by himself. He was always packing his clothes and his little belongings. When I asked what he was
doing, he would reply that he was packing to go to Lhasa and would take all of us with him. When we went to
visit friends or relatives, he never drank tea from any cup but mine. He never let anyone except me touch his
blankets and he never placed them anywhere but next to mine. If he came across a quarrelsome person, he would
pick up a stick and try to beat him. If ever one of our guests lit up a cigarette, he would flare into a rage. Our
friends told us that for some unaccountable reason they were afraid of him, tender in years as he was. This was all
when he was over a year old and could hardly talk.
One day he told us that he had come from heaven.
I had a strange foreboding then, for a month before his birth I had had a dream in which two green snow lions
and a brilliant blue dragon appeared, flying about in the air. They smiled at me and greeted me in the traditional
TIbetan style: two hands raised to the forehead. Later I was told that the dragon was His Holiness, and the two
snow lions were the Nechung oracle (the state oracle of TIbet), showing His Holiness the path to rebirth. After my
dream I knew that my child would be some high lama, but never in my wildest dreams did I think that he would
be the Dalai Lama.
When Lhamo Dhondup was a little more than two years old, the search party for the fourteenth Dalai Lama
visited our home in Taktser. The party included Lobsang Tsewang, a tsedun (government official), Khetsang
Rinpoche from Sera monastery (who was later tortured and killed by the Chinese), and others. The first time they
visited us was in the eleventh or twelfth month, and it was snowing heavily. There was about four feet of snow on
the ground, and we were in the process of clearing it when they arrived. We did not recognize any of them and
realized that they must be from Lhasa, but they did not tell us their mission.
They could speak the Tsongkha dialect fluently, for they had been in Tsongkha for three years searching for the
Dalai Lama. They had been told that they would find His Holiness in the early morning in a place that was all
white. The party stopped at our door and said they were on their way to Sanho but had mistaken the road. They
asked me to let them have some rooms for the night. I gave them tea, some of my homemade bread, and dried
meat. Early the next morning they insisted on paying me for my hospitality and for the food for their animals.
They said good-bye very warmly. After they left, we knew that this was the search party for His Holiness, but it
never entered our minds that there was a purpose in their visit to our home.
Three weeks later the party returned to our home. This time they said they were going to Tsongkha, and. could
we please show them the road. My husband guided them to it himself, and they left. After two weeks they came
back a third time. This time Khetsang Rinpoche was carrying two staffs as he entered our verandah, where Lhamo
Dhondup was playing. Rinpoche put both staffs in a corner. Our son went to the staffs, laid one aside, and picked
up the other. He struck Rinpoche lightly on the back with it, said the staff was his and why had Khetsang
Rinpoche taken it. The party members exchanged meaningful looks, but I could not understand a word of the
Lhasa dialect they spoke.
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I was in the kitchen later, drinking tea on the kang, when Khetsang Rinpoche joined me there. It was easy to
converse with him because he could speak both Tsongkha and Chinese fluently. As we sat there, Lhamo Dhondup
stuck his hand beneath Rinpoche’s heavy fur robes and seemed to tug at one of the two brocade vests he was
wearing. I scolded my son, telling him to stop pulling at our guest. He drew a rosary from under Rinpoche’s vest
and insisted it was his. Khetsang Rinpoche spoke gently to him, saying that he would give him a new one, that the
one he was wearing was old. But Lhamo Dhondup was already putting on the rosary. I later learned that this
rosary had been given to Khetsang Rinpoche by the thirteenth Dalai Lama.
That evening we were summoned by the party. They were seated on the kang in their room. In front of them
were a bowl of candy, two rosaries, and two damarus (ritual hand drums). They offered our son the candy bowl,
from which he selected one piece and gave it to me. He then went and sat with them. From a very young age
Lhamo Dhondup always sat eye to eye with everyone, never at anyone’s feet, and people told me that I was
spoiling him.
He then selected a rosary from the table and a damaru, both of which, it turned out, had belonged to the
thirteenth Dalai Lama.
Our guests offered my husband and me a cup of tea and ceremonial scarves. They insisted that I take some
money as their way of thanking me for my hospitality. When I refused, they told me to keep it as a sign of
auspiciousness. They said they were looking for the fourteenth Dalai Lama, who they were certain had been born
somewhere in Tsongkha. There were sixteen candidates, they said. In truth they had already decided upon my son.
Lhamo Dhondup spent three hours with them that evening. They later told me that they had spoken to him in
the Lhasa dialect and that he had replied without difficulty, although he had never heard that dialect before.
Later Khetsang Rinpoche drew me aside and, addressing me as Mother, said that I might have to leave my
home and go to Lhasa. I answered that I did not want to go, that I could not leave my home with no one to look
after it. He replied that I should not say that because I would have to go when the time came. He said not to worry
about my home, that if I left, I would live very comfortably and not have any difficulty. He was going to
Tsongkha to see the local governor, Ma Pu-fang, to tell him that the Dalai Lama had been born in Tsongkha and
that they were planning to take him to Lhasa.
Early the next morning, as they prepared to leave, Lhamo Dhondup clutched on to Khetsang Rinpoche and
wept, begging to go along. Rinpoche comforted him, saying he would come back to get him in a few days. Then
he bowed low and touched his forehead to my son’s.
After they met with Ma Pu-fang, they returned once more. This time they said there were three candidates for
the Dalai Lama. These three boys had to go to Lhasa, and one would be chosen under the image of Je Rinpoche.
Their names would be put in a bowl, they said, and with a pair of gold chopsticks the name would be selected. In
fact, they had already decided upon my son. I said again that I could not go, whereupon Khetsang Rinpoche spoke
frankly to me, saying that I definitely had to leave for Lhasa. He confirmed that my son was the fourteenth Dalai
Lama but told me to keep it to myself.
Four days later four envoys from Ma Pu-fang arrived at our home, took photographs of our house and family,
and told us that we were to leave for Tsongkha the next day, on the orders of Ma Pu-fang. I was in the eighth
month of my pregnancy and said that I was unable to go. But they told me it was compulsory and important. They
said that the families of all sixteen candidates had been summoned.
It took eight hours on horseback to get to Tsongkha. I felt acute discomfort on the journey and had to rest every
hour or so. Once in Tsongkha, we were put up in a hotel. My husband and his uncle took my son to Ma Pu-fang’s
residence. There all the children were told to sit in a semicircle in chairs. The other children cried and refused to
let go of their parents' hands, but my son, with great dignity for his young age, went directly to the only vacant
seat and settled himself. When the children were offered candy, many of them grabbed handfuls, but my son took
one piece, which he immediately gave to my husband's uncle. Ma Pu-fang then asked Lhamo Dhondup whether
he knew who he was speaking with. Without hesitation my son replied that the man was Ma Pu-fang.
Ma Pu-fang said that if there was a Dalai Lama, then it was this boy, the brother of Taktser Rinpoche. He said
this boy was different, with his big eyes and his intelligent conversation and actions, that he was dignified far
beyond his years. He dismissed the other families and told my husband and me that we were to remain in
Tsongkha for a few days. For twenty days Ma Pu-fang looked after us and our steeds. On the fourteenth day I
gave pirth to a baby, who died soon afterward. Each day Ma Pu-fang sent food for us and for the animals, as well
as money for daily expenses. He told us to regard him as a friend. He said that we were not ordinary people and
were not his prisoners but that we would be going to Lhasa. We were so happy at the news, but our tears were
both of joy and of sorrow. I was sad to leave my native land and all that I had known for thirty-five years. With a
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mixture of apprehension and anticipation I left Tsongkha, for an uncertain future.
I later heard that Ma Pu-fang demanded of the TIbetan government an exorbitant ransom in exchange for the
departure of my son. The government complied with his blackmail, only to be met with another ransom demand
for more money. This money was borrowed from Muslim traders, who were going on a pilgrimage to Mecca via
Lhasa, and who were to accompany us on our journey there. I also heard that Ma Pu-fang was not satisfied with
this second ransom and demanded that a hostage of the government be left behind, to be released on news of the
safe arrival of His Holiness. The search party therefore left behind Lobsang Tsewang. Later this man escaped
from the custody of Ma Pu-fang and returned safely to Lhasa.
Khetsang Rinpoche informed me of all this. My husband and I told Rinpoche that they had made a serious
error in telling Ma Pu-fang the truth. They should have told him that we were going on a pilgrimage, and then
none of this unpleasantness would have arisen. Rinpoche acknowledged his mistake, but he said it was wiser to
have spoken the truth, in case they had been stopped on the journey.
I had known Ma Pu-fang since childhood because he was acquainted with my father’s two brothers. He had
inherited the governorship from his father. China was in upheaval at this time. Civil war between the Kuomintang
and the Communists was raging. When the Communists gained control of China, Tsongkha fell to that faction. I
heard that Ma Pu-fang escaped to Arabia, where he took up a teaching post.
Finally Ma Pu-fang informed us that we were to leave for Kumbum, where preparations for our journey to
Lhasa were being made. He gave us a gift of four swift steeds and a tent and said that if we were in trouble, we
must inform him. I had just given birth, and social protocol outside traditional village life demanded that a woman
not leave the house until a month after a birth. But my brother-in-law from Kumbum told me that this was a
special case, and allowances would be made for me, so it would not be a breach of the moral code.
Six days after the birth of my child (the daughter who died soon thereafter) we left for a stay of three weeks at
Kumbum. There I spent my days making clothes for everyone for the journey. Others at the monastery were also
busy making preparations.
My husband and I then returned to Taktser one final time, to settle affairs on the farm. Once I got there, I had
to prepare grass and fodder for our pack animals and horses. Since most of the route to Lhasa was barren,
uninhabited terrain, I had to make ample provisions for the animals. I also packed a lot of Tsongkha tea, chang,
vinegar, dates, persimmons, and new clothes for my family. Since the Kumbum monastery was like a home for us,
we gave the monks custody of all the important articles from our home. We invited them to say prayers for our
oncoming journey, and we invited all our neighbors and relatives for meals, to bid them good-bye. We were soon
to leave forever.
Our relatives wept that they might never see us again. We Amdo folk are very emotional and sentimental, and
sorrow, except to protect the loved ones at the time of death, is shown by tears. Our relatives journeyed with us
for several days, and then they returned to their homes. I wept so much that I was blinded most of the day of our
departure. We could not even bid each other farewell, so choked were our voices.
After this we returned to Kumbum. One day two monks came to me and said they had heard some unfortunate
news: that Lhamo Qhondup was not the real Dalai Lhama, but that it was a boy from Lopon. They said this in
order to tease my son. When they left, to my surprise, I found my son in tears, sighing miserably. When I asked
him what was the matter, he said that what the two monks had said was untrue, that he was the real Dalai Lama. I
tried to comfort him, saying that the monks had been playing a trick on him. After a great deal of assurances he
felt better.
I asked him why he was so attracted to Lhasa, and he said that he would have good clothes to wear and would
never have to wear torn clothes. He always disliked wearing tattered clothes, and he disliked dirt. If there was
even a spot of dust on his shoes, he refused to wear them. Sometimes he deliberately aggravated a tear by tearing
it further. I would admonish him, saying I did not have the money to make new clothes for him. He would reply
that when he grew up, he would give me a lot of money. …
123.69 Excerpts from In A German Women’s Prison\fn{by Hu Lanqi (1901-1994)} Sichuan Province, China (F) 4
… People usually think of Sunday as the happiest time of the week, but I spent my Sunday waiting in anxiety,
anger, and depression, pacing back and forth in my small prison cell. Though I no longer felt the anxiety and
fatigue of the previous day when I got up that morning, I still hated the iron barrel of a prison wall that sunlight
could not even penetrate.
It was a hot June day, but my hands and feet were stiff with cold and my nose was running. And I could not
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exercise to work up a sweat because the place was too narrow and there was nothing to do. If things went on like
this, I knew I would get sick. No matter what, it was not worth getting sick on top of being imprisoned. Therefore,
I had to consider my health. With that in mind, I would wash my face and brush my teeth with the water from the
bucket as soon as I got up every morning. After that I would made good use of the tiny space to do some
exercises. As long as I exercised, I would sweat a little bit.
After I drank my coffee, the woman guard opened the door so I could get some water to wash the floor.
Ordinarily I liked washing the floor, but on this day I found it tedious. In a few minutes my mood was quite
different from when I got up, so I did not work very hard. I did not feel like touching the bucket in front of me,
nor did I make much of an effort as I dragged the mop across the floor. I mopped the same spot over and over
again. In a word, I was overcome with boredom and did not put the kind of effort into my work that I usually did.
But thinking about it again, I really had nothing to feel depressed about, and people would not have been able to
find any disappointment or sadness in my words. Still, I felt rather unhappy on this day!
The gloomy morning passed, and after lunch the woman guard came to open the cell door as usual for our
break in the yard. Out in the open, I felt relaxed at once and gave a deep sigh. Many of the women inmates looked
at me with a smile when I joined their marching ranks. On their faces I could not detect any trace of anxiety. It
had seemed that they were already my old friends upon our first encounter, and it was hard to tell which of them
were close friends and which were strangers. Their eyes were filled with sympathy and warmth.
Mrs. Heinrich took out a paper packet from her pocket and quickly passed it to a lady behind her, murmuring
something, which I could not hear because she was too far away and her whisper sounded like buzzing bees. Her
eyes were fixed on the packet until it finally reached my hand, at which point a happy blush appeared on her face.
The lady who handed me the packet started to talk to me in a low and steady voice,
“Comrade, you’ve got to eat! Don’t let the potatoes upset your stomach!”
I was dumbfounded, and only when I saw her passionate eyes looking at me did I grasp her words, which were
so gentle, yet so powerful! The voice expressed the deep feeling of a loving mother toward her children. Hearing
her words and seeing what the women had done, I was too moved to say anything, and tears kept rolling down my
cheeks like pearls from a loosened necklace, pouring out all the sadness that had accumulated over the past few
days. As it had never been easy to contain my sadness, I broke into sobs. The more they kindly comforted and
coaxed me, the more sorrowfully I wept, until I was almost out of breath.
When the woman guard went to unlock the side gate, the young girl in a gray skirt, about seventeen or eighteen
years old, tiptoed over to me like a waitress in a restaurant and put her hand on my shoulder. She said,
“Be courageous! Don’t cry! You must get through this!”
In spite of her encouragement, her own eyes were also moist. I did not explain anything to her but grasped her
hands with tears flowing from my eyes like a bottomless spring.
My tears were not from cowardliness, nor from sadness, because I would never beg for their sympathy! I was
bitterly crying because I was moved by their brave act and my tears were an expression of my gratitude. I did not
think I was a coward.
The outdoor break, just like any other before, came to an end with the guards’ pushing and pulling us back to
the cells. In my cell, I opened the packet and inside saw a big piece of chocolate. I had already guessed that it was
something to eat when Mrs. Heinrich passed it to me.
What’s the value of a piece of chocolate? But if you knew that it was something given to me by a person who
was also in prison and had no more freedom than myself, then what would you think? The women in this prison
were all considered political prisoners by the German fascists, who had charted for women a road like this:
“Go to church!”
“Go to the kitchen!”
“Look after the children!” Or else,
“Go to prison!”
The German working people were already in a wretched situation, and those sent to jail definitely suffered
more in even worse conditions. It was not easy for female prisoners to get hold of even a little food. Considering
their lack of money and the prison conditions, food was extremely rare and precious. Yet they gave up their
chocolate that was so valuable and hard to come by and let me have it, urging me,
“You’ve got to eat! Don’t let the potatoes upset your stomach!”
Such words made me think: I was not the only one living on potatoes, for everyone here ate the same meals as
I did. But why weren’t they afraid of ruining their own health? Why did they worry about me? Why hadn’t they
saved the treat for themselves instead of giving it to me? Now I knew why. Although the chocolate was not worth
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a penny, it actually represented a friendship more valuable than anything in the world!
Such friendship, such compassion, only existed in prison, only among revolutionaries and the oppressed. It
could not be found among members of the leisure class, who hardly had any compassion at all. They would snatch
a lifesaving crust of bread from the hands of a starving man and stash it away in their warehouses, and would
certainly never give away any of their own food for no reason. Of course, they sometimes offer you a sweet in
order to use you. Their ulterior motive is to make you repay with your whole life. Aren’t such sweets more
poisonous than arsenic? Yet they call them “mercy” and “charity.” They calculate such favors very carefully and
don’t bestow them unless they can recoup more than they originally gave. Once you are no longer useful to them,
they won’t give you a penny.
Oppressed people, however, know no such thing as “mercy.” Nor do they have any of the shallow sentiments
of the petite bourgeoisie. They have only passion. When Mrs. Heinrich gave me the chocolate, she did not expect
any pay-back or gratitude from me, nor was she showing me pity. It was out of the true solidarity that exists
among revolutionary comrades that she saved the valuable chocolate and gave it to me. And no, it was not limited
to a piece of chocolate. Should it be necessary to help me, she would not hesitate to bestow things of even greater
value. And it was not just Mrs. Heinrich. The girl in the gray skirt and the other women prisoners, especially the
white-haired old lady, had all exuded very sincere and strong love. With their courageous actions and optimistic
morale, they were sure to be able to carry the burden of a great cause.
With that thought, I was profoundly moved, and tears streamed down again as I held the chocolate in my hand.
Although I was not weak and knew that my tears were out of gratitude for having received solace from a comrade,
and although I did not want to cry, I could not hold back. Feeling the futility of crying, I tried hard to close my
eyes, but the tears were like torrents breaking through a dam and I felt great pressure in my chest. So I had to let
myself go and burst into a loud cry.
After a long spell of sadness, my bitter sobs broadened my mind and brightened my view. The loneliness and
depression were whisked away from the bottom of my heart and I felt unusually peaceful and calm, as light as a
bird flying in the sky. The chocolate, like a dab of glue, bonded my heart and those of its original owners on the
same battle front.
Night had gone. A thin slice of dawn crept up the iron window of the prison cell. As I woke up, the church
bells in the distance played the rhythmic and sonorous tune for the hour and clanged four times. It was still too
early to rise, but I quietly got out of bed and tiptoed to the door. Listening hard, I could not hear any snoring or
other human sound; the whole place was as quiet as an ancient, lonely temple in the wilderness. I then went back
to bed, rolled up the blanket, and gently put the small square desk on the bed and the stool on the desk. I took the
chocolate, whose tinfoil wrapper was still shiny with white light, out of the drawer. As I thought of the friend who
had given it to me, my heart started to pound so fast in excitement that I could hardly breathe. I opened the
wrapper and brought the chocolate to my lips.
Mrs. Heinrich, I adore you! The white-haired old lady, I kiss you with all my heart! The girl in the gray skirt, a
kiss to you. My sweetest kiss to you all, all the fighters in our struggle!
I climbed onto the desk, stepped on the stool, and, straining on my toes, with my left hand clinging to the wall,
I used the chocolate to scratch this on the ceiling:
“Oppressed classes and nations, unite to struggle for the happiness of working people all over the world!”
The chocolate was barely enough to complete those words, but the strokes were clearly visible and filled more
than half of the ceiling. I returned the desk and stool to their original places and quickly made up the bed. Since it
was still too early to be up, I crawled back under the covers and opened my eyes to gaze at the words on the
ceiling, feeling so happy and excited. My heart was like a white cloud in an autumn sky that continuously sent out
a passion to fight! …
*
… This huge prison for women, when taking in a few hundred people, was like a big lion gobbling down a few
steamed buns without showing any trace on its stomach. Tea for dinner was delivered to our wards in a huge iron
urn on a cart, much bigger than the coffee urn used in the jail at the police station, although I had also been greatly
shocked on seeing the coffee urn there.
One or two hundred prisoners were housed on each floor, and the women here would have made an excellent
female army had they been able to undergo some military training! Of course, there would be trouble if such
women ever rose in rebellion. Therefore, the ruling class would never teach them combat skills. Instead, they jail
such women with iron locks and bars like birds in a cage, and don’t release them until their limbs and nerves are
numbed by prison and they are stripped of the desire to fly, even though they still see the vast sky.
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My new prison cell was a square room smaller than the one at the police station. Besides the toilet at the head
of the bed, there was also a washbasin hanging on the wall. Next to the washbasin was nailed a double-decked
shelf, on which there was a crockery bowl and mug, a wooden board on which westerners cut sausage, a spoon, a
fork, and a small knife. None of those had been allowed in the cell at the police station. Here I had more water,
too, whereas in the first prison there had been only a small jar of it. In addition to a big jug of water for cleaning
one’s face and teeth and cleaning the dishes, there was also a large bucket of water for cleaning the desk, stool,
shelves, and floor. The bedding, all white, also looked more decent. I did not see the blue-checkered sheets used at
the police station. The bed was made of wire and a steel frame. Whereas in the first prison, the terrible iron
window never showed the sky, here, because the roof was lower and the window much wider, the moonlight could
shine in and the air in the room was much fresher. Over there, the electric lights were for decoration only and the
guard would order lights out as early as six o’clock in the evening, even though it did not get dark until nine
o’clock in the summer in Berlin. All in all, everything here seemed superior to the other place, not to mention the
wooden plaques on the wall bearing various moral teachings, such as the sayings of Jesus, “If anyone strikes you
on the right cheek, turn to him the other one also,” and so on.
There’s nothing comfortable about being in jail, but transferring from a bad prison to a better one can inspire
fresh interests and ideas. Consequently, I had a hard time falling asleep the first night, and yet still woke up very
early the next morning, feeling nervous inside, as if a new life had begun.
I was out of bed when it was barely daylight. I did some exercises on the floor till I was drenched in sweat.
Then I bathed with the water from the bucket and afterward used the same water to mop the floor. Doing this
reminded me of a story I had heard when I was a child. Because water was in such short supply in Gansu province
in northwest China, people there would use a small bowl of water to wash first their face, then their feet, and then
use the same water for other purposes. But now, in the more civilized Europe, who would expect that I would be
doing just that!
By the time I had cleaned up the cell, it was broad daylight. I suddenly heard somebody talking but could not
make out what the voice was saying. That was strange, because I had already heard people talking the day before.
Why couldn’t I now tell who was saying what, or where the voices were coming from? Sometimes the voices
seemed to come from the sky, sometimes to pop up from under the floor, and sometimes they sounded as though
they were right next to me. Finally, I could hear clearly. They were saying:
“Sixteen of them, and one Asian girl, but I don’t know if she is Chinese or Japanese.”
The words were not as noisy or confusing as the day before. It seemed that two or three people were talking.
One was to my left, another seemed to be opposite, and the third seemed to be below me. What is going on? I
wondered. I decided to investigate. Naturally, I had to use the desk and chair. First, I moved the desk to the
window, then climbed on it with the help of the chair. I grasped the corner of the window attached to the roof by
iron hooks to look out.
Oh, was I dreaming? How could this be? I thought. From this disgusting window, I could even see the sky. Oh,
blue sky, with drifting white clouds! The morning air, cool and fresh, gently brushing against my face! I could
hardly believe this was really happening. But through the rows of double-glazed windows, iron bars on the
outside and wooden frames with glass panes on the inside, there were many people with their faces partially in
view peering out just like I was. The voices I heard came from the mouths of those people looking through the
windows. If I had not seen this so clearly or heard it so distinctly, and actually held onto the corner of the window
with my own hands, I would have suspected it was all just a dream!
I was so happy that I forgot I was a detainee. I stood behind the window and greeted the others, nodding,
talking, and in the meantime forgot about everything else. I did not even notice the woman guard who came to
deliver breakfast until all of a sudden her rude shouting jolted me back to reality.
This guard was not as old as the head guard, nor as large as the fat guard, though she was fairly heavyset. Short
in stature, she had a barrel for a belly, and not only were her body and face round, her hands and feet were too.
When she cursed, she sounded like a barking dog.
Curse me though she did, she could not deprive me of my breakfast. But when the work woman handed me my
coffee and bread, the guard glared at me with displeasure before slamming the door and locking it. At that
moment I could not help thinking of the tall woman guard and my friend Anna. How I missed them!
Soon after finishing my coffee, I heard footsteps in the yard, the footsteps of many people. I used the same
method, of course, of moving the desk to the window and stood on top of it to look out. I saw crowds of women
wearing the same blue twill uniforms walking around in the yard. Because I was on the top floor and the window
was too small, I could not make out their faces. Only by straining on my tiptoes with great effort and looking
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through a corner of the window could I see at an angle the faces of the people passing that spot. Among them was
the work woman who had delivered my coffee and bread and whom I had not realized until now was also a
prisoner. But she did not look like a political prisoner, and was probably somebody like Anna.
With the lesson learned earlier in the morning, this time I kept an eye on the door and listened for the guard’s
footsteps. I had experienced many times the guards’ sneaky ways of always spying on us. That was their job.
When the guard carne to unlock the doors to let us out for the break, I had already hopped down to the floor
and moved the desk back to its place. I thought, Lets see what you can say! But she was so cunning that she found
some other infraction and gave me another dressing down. Seeing that my water jug and iron bucket were still
empty, she asked me whether I had the brains to know that I was supposed to take them out to get water when
breakfast was served. What she said was right, but I did not like her stern, fat face!
Especially intolerably insulting were the crude, mean curses that she spat out of her thick lips. I was used to a
life of freedom and felt great indignation at the way she treated me. However, under such intense pressure, what
was I to do? I could do nothing but pretend to be deaf, as if not hearing what she said.
Out in the open, I immediately spotted the girl student named Sarah with brown eyes, black hair, thin lips, and
good manners. We were already acquainted from school, and had lived on the same street. I had been told that she
was a friend of Mr. Wei who had come to Germany from America. When we saw each other, we greeted each
other with our eyes and walked together once we were outside in the yard.
The yard for our break was somewhere down below my window and, surrounded by buildings on all sides,
seemed very small. Looking up at the sky, I felt myself trapped in a deep, square well. Still, with a green lawn in
the center, it was better than the police station yard that was covered in horse dung.
While I walked with Sarah, my eyes searched the crowd and I spotted Anja, Maria, and Kate of the Socialist
Party, but never found Mrs. Heinrich. Sarah was talking freely, as were many others. I was surprised by this and
asked her,
“Can people speak at will here?” Sarah, as if telling a story, said “Yes.” She continued,
“Here we are not considered prisoners but detainees. We are not civil or criminal offenders, we have never
stolen anything, so we’re treated better than the convicts here. For instance, they get only a half-hour break, but
we get one hour. They cannot talk while walking outside, but we can say whatever we like, choose to walk with
whomever we like, and change position in the line.” Pointing to the huge building, she added,
“Those on the first to fourth floors are not political prisoners. Though they are degenerate, they are very
pitiable. Some of them hate us very much.”
“Why should they hate us?” I did not understand and looked at her in puzzlement.
“The more people imprisoned here, the fewer rations they get. This prison does not have the budget for so
many people, and now there’s not enough food for all the inmates. You have to admit this is an excellent strategy
on the part of the fascists: on the one hand, they can jail us, and on the other, they can make those ignorant women
hate us.”
Sarah's words sounded reasonable, but I still believed that this was just another stupid move by the fascists. It
might work for a while, cheating the broad masses of laboring people who were blinded in the darkness of the old
society. However, the new society had already showed its brilliant rays, and the dark mist of the old could not last
much longer.
Maria had something different to say when she walked with me, maybe because she had had a different
experience. She told me to keep an eye on the other inmates, and warned me that not all of them were
revolutionaries and that some were spies. She said that I could be imprisoned longer now that I had been
transferred here rather than released from the police station. She told me to write to the warden to petition for my
release, or for deportation out of the country. A revolutionary, according to her, should be working on the outside,
rather than kept in prison all the time. She was also quite confident in her own case and believed her sentence
would for sure be overturned.
A bell somewhere clanged once, and Maria said we had used half of the break time and that the inmates could
change positions in the line as they I liked. Since Anja had indicated that she would like to walk with me, I parted
company with Maria.
Anja and I walked side by side, her hand on my shoulder and my arm around her waist. We kept talking, and I
asked her where Mrs. Heinrich had gone and why she was not here. She replied that Mrs. Heinrich had been
separated from us and put in Ward 7, on the floor below us. We were in Ward 9, on the sixth floor. She then asked
me,
“What do you think about this place?” I said,
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“Better than the police station.”
“No, no! This place may look more civilized from the outside, but actually it’s very reactionary inside. Since
yesterday afternoon, I have been scolded four times by the guard.”
“Was it the fat, short woman guard?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“Hmmm, she has also yelled at me twice,” I said. “She looks just like a bear.”
“Ha! Ha! You are right.” Anja completely agreed and could not help laughing heartily. “Let’s call her Bear
then!”
“Let’s call her Bear then!” We both started laughing, as if we had done something very funny.
Our conversation flowed on and on like endless river waters just released from a dam. What was more
important, we exchanged our cell addresses. She pointed out her cell for me, and I told her my location. Her
window was on the north facing south, near the corner to the east. My window was on the west facing east, near a
corner to the south. If we both stood at the window, we could partially see each other’s face. Had we not been so
far apart, we might have been able to stand at the windows to talk to each other, as an open secret.
We were deeply engrossed in our conversation, and I told her how the women inmates here hated us and how I
saw the issue. She seemed greatly moved, saying,
“The old society still exerts great influence! However, the creation of the new society is just like the sun over
the ocean and will soon rise up in the sky!” Her eyes shone with indomitable enthusiasm.
1902

180.47 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chang Siao-hung (1902- )} Hong Kong, China (F) 7
My name is Chang Siao-hung. I was born in 1902 of a very rich and well-known family of Hong Kong. All the
wealth of the large joint family of whichI am a member was earned by my grandfather, who began life as the
servant of a British enerpriser.
A few years after China was defeated in the Opium Wars and was forced to admit opium to the country, pay
heavy indemnities, grant concessions of land, and cede Hong Kong to the British, this Englishman offered my
grandfather money and credit if he would help him exploit the new colony. This offer was accepted, and after a
number of years my grandfather’s share in the property was valued at ten million taels, including land, houses,
godowns, shops, wharves, gambling houses and the opium traffic.
Because he was from a very poor family, my grandfather had not received a feudalistic education; and since he
had always been in close touch with Western capitalists, he was much influenced by capitalist ideas and methods.
Socially he retained many feudal customs, and with these he united capitalist methods of exploitation that enabled
him to squeeze wealth for his family out of every workingman and woman that crossed his path.
Because of his wealth he was much honored and admired by the old people of South China, yet many
disapproved of some of his new ideas, such as the education of the women of his family. Fortunately my sisters
and I were permitted to receive an education, and some of the men of our family went to foreign lands to study.
But such free ideas extended only to my grandfather’s own family; never to the families of others or to the masses
of the people. For like his British partner he poisoned the masses with opium, and he sold men and women into
slavery.
My grandmother was a very cunning and capable woman of the old school, and despite the wealth of the
family she was never satisfied unless more money was pouring through her fingers into the family coffers. After
my grandfather died, shortly before the overthrow of the Manchu Dynasty, my grandmother became almost
supreme authority in our home. This was because my father, who as eldest son should have assumed his position
as head of the family, was sunk in opium smoking and cared little for anything but personal indulgence. My own
mother was the capable and ambitious daughter of a big salt merchant, and she was a perfect support for my
grandmother.
I had two sisters and four brothers, but my mother seemed to love me, the youngest child, more than any of her
children. This was more than unusual, for I was a girl, and it is said that even a club-footed son is of more value
than a daughter with the virtues of eighteen Lohans,\fn{ A reference to the personal disciples of Buddha (two Chinese, sixteen
Indian) whose images were often in local temples; the sense here, however, being the use of the eighteen as good-luck charms } while to
educate a daughter is said to be like watering another man’s garden.
When I was six years old, one of the men of our large family returned from abroad and established a
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coeducational school in Hong Kong. He induced my mother and grandmother to permit me to lead the way for
girls by attending this school. This caused a great sensation at the time, for coeducation was not permitted by
either the Chinese or British.
While my family was thus penetrated by modern ideas in some respects, it remained feudal and colonial in
others; and, like other foreign and Chinese merchants in South China, it was rooted in the purest kind of
mercenary commercialism. Money-making was the one aim of existence, the one thing treasured, the one god
before whom all bowed in cringing respect. Money-making excused everything, explained everything, and to it
everything in life was subordinated.
One of my earliest memories was of the slave trade in which my grandmother took a part. For, as I said, she
was a woman never satisfied unless money was pouring through her fingers. The slaves in whom she dealt were
always girls, courteously called mui tsai—which literally means domestic drudge—and there are Chinese and
British apologists who try to dignify their lot by calling them “adopted daughters.”
This phrase is one of the many whited sepulchers of China. The mui tsai are slaves, bought and sold for money,
and their owners have the power of life and death over them; they can be resold whenever or wherever it pleases
the fancy of their owners; they may be sent as workers into the factories to earn money for their owners; they may
be used as prostitutes; they may be sold to rich and degenerate men as concubines. These girls are the daughters
of peasants of South China provinces, peasants so poor that they cannot afford the luxury of maintaining their
daughters until they can be married into other families.
There are few homes even of moderate means in South China and Hong Kong that do not have one or more
girl slaves who do all the heavy drudgery of the household. The beautiful girls are usually sold for high prices as
concubines of rich men. Still others are sold as prostitutes into the sing-song houses or to the, “flower boats”—
that is, the brothels—of Canton, Macao, Hong Kong, or all the cities of the South Seas. Beautiful Cantonese
concubines or prostitutes are also much sought after by the rich of Shanghai and other North China cities.
Our own home rested upon the labor of such girl slaves, for all of our servants were mui tsai. More still. Into
our home were brought girls to be sold to the rich men of our class. My grandmother did the selling. As a tiny
child I recall standing by my grandmother’s side when men came to look at these girls. Sometimes it was a fat
official from Canton, or a rich merchant, or the sensuous and lazy son of merchants or officials of Canton or Hong
Kong. They came looking for concubines. Less often it was a man or woman seeking household slaves. When
such men called in their long, flowing silk gowns, they would be served tea, and my grandmother would express
concern about the health and prosperity of their honorable families. Then, when the purpose of their visit was
finally discussed, the girls would be brought in, nicely dressed for the occasion, their faces beautifully powdered
and painted.
But the buyers were very cunning business men and could not be cheated, and often they would compel the
girl to lift her long, broad trousers or her gown that they might see the color of the skin on her legs. Now and then
a man would take a cloth, wet it, and rub the powder off a girl’s face to make certain the skin was fair beneath.
And there were times when he would feel her body here and there. When satisfied, the man would go close to the
girl, grin sensuously into her face, and ask:
“Would you like to be my concubine?” The girl, her head bowed to her chest, would answer
“Yes.” And big tears would roll from her eyes, leaving long traces on her sad face.
Then she would withdraw and the purchaser would bargain with my grandmother; but before paying the full
price he would often insist upon proof that his commodity was a virgin. If after the first night he found she was
not, he would return her and demand his money back.
Some men have chosen to say the taking of a concubine is a “love mating,” and that although the first wife is
the conventional way of maintaining the family and providing for the worship of ancestors, the concubine system
provides for the element of love. But I ask—love for whom? The concubine is a slave, bought and sold, and she
can be resold if it please the fancy of her master or if he becomes poor and needs money. Or she may be presented
by her influential owner to one of his subordinates. Love! This purchase of helpless poor women by rich men is
what the ruling class of my country call love. But even for the men who buy these women it is nothing but
physical lust.
Do you think I speak of the dark ages, of the past, or even of a quarter of a century ago when I was a child—of
customs dead and gone? No, I speak of the present. For women and girls are sold into slavery in North, South,
East, and West China today; and as my country has sunk into deeper poverty and deeper subjection, so has the
buying and selling of slaves sunk deeper roots. The highest officials and militarists in the various governments,
whether Nanking, Canton, or Peking, have their purchased concubines, and Chiang Kai-shek, whom the
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foreigners so admire and support, “put away” four “wives” in order to marry a woman on whose connections he
expected to build his personal and political fortunes.
I was the daughter of a wealthy family, blessed with every comfort that money could buy. My mother loved me
dearly, protected me, planned for my future happiness. But even as a little child I used to wonder what would have
happened to me had I been born the daughter of a peasant or some other poor man, as were the girls in our kitchen
and those who passed through the lady-like hands of my grandmother. Even as a little child I could never forget
the tears of girls as they said “yes” to some rich man as they were being sold, and in my childhood fantasies I
thought of myself as the general of a powerful army going forth to fight and free all the slave girls.
In my childhood I also heard of the trade in men slaves, many of whom were kidnaped, while others were
shipped abroad under various guises that were supposed to satisfy the consciences of the “sentimentalists.” One of
these guises, in use down to the living present,\fn{ 1933} is called contract labor. Poor peasants, workingmen, or
disbanded soldiers of South China are induced by promises of high monthly wages, by tales of great riches, or
even by simple offers of enough to fill their empty stomachs, to enlist by the thousands for labor on the
plantations or in the mines of British, Dutch, or French colonies in southeastern Asia, which we call Nanyang, or
the South Seas.
One often hears of the wealth accumulated by Chinese “emigrants” to Nanyang. A few, indeed, accumulate
wealth. But for every such man tens of thousands die in poverty and despair, often under the lash of cruel taskmasters. Some send back money to their families and it is millions in the year; but there are millions of men of my
country forced to seek livelihood in the colonies of foreign imperialist countries, and if they can send back three
or four dollars a month from their meager earnings it mounts into the millions. But for each man it is but a
miserable pittance.
I can bring you closer to this method of sending men to the plantations arid mines of European colonies now in
these modern days. In Hong Kong there is a branch of a great Dutch trading company that supplies workers for
the tin mines of the Dutch East Indies, mines lying in such an unhealthy territory that men live but a short span of
years there. Yet two or three times a year this Dutch Company sends Chinese labor recruiters into Kwangtung
Province to relate tales of the riches awaiting men who will go to the Dutch East Indies. The labor recruiter is paid
a number of dollars per head, and this he shares with the Chinese official who permits this recruiting and who
gives passports to the victims.
The recruits are shipped, in lots of a few hundred, to Hong Kong, where the Dutch Company examines them to
see if their chests are broad, their arms and bodies strong enough to do the work that no men in the Dutch East
Indies will do. From Hong Kong these men are packed together in transport ships in which cattle could not be
transported and live, and shipped away. Arriving at a port in the Dutch East Indies, they are landed and confined
in pens where legal documents in the Dutch language are placed before them to sign. Unable to read even their
own language, they certainly cannot read Dutch, and knowing nothing of legal documents they are helpless before
them. Nor were they ever told that they would be forced to put their fingerprints on a document that signs away
their freedom as human beings for ten long years.
For this document binds them to labor in the tin mines for ten years at a wage set by the Dutch and under
conditions that make them slaves. This document was not laid before them in China where they would have had a
chance to choose. But now, if they refuse to sign, they are informed that they must repay the company for the
passage and food to this strange land, and they must leave the country at once and pay their own passage back to
China. If they still protest, there is the boot of their new Dutch owners, and there is the lash, freely used. In
despair most of them sign because they are bound to the wheel of poverty and ignorance; and those who object, as
do a few one-time soldiers whom the Dutch call “bad elements,” sign anyway, because “to fight is but to die, and
to return is but to mingle with the desert sands.”
And then they are transported to the tin mines where so many die that new shipments of men are made twice a
year. Those who try to escape are captured and brought to trial before a court whose judges are the managers of
the mines; and as punishment there is the lash and a prolongation of the contract of slavery. Today among the
slave-owners in Nanyang are not merely British, Dutch, French and Americans. There are now Chinese
millionaires. These are sons of Chinese fathers who spent their lives in hard toil or who, by unusual and devious
means, accumulated great fortunes. These men have now joined the class front of the white owners of plantations
and mines. Racial lines have vanished and there has emerged only hard class lines, drawn in the blood of the
workers on whose bodies the wealth of Nanyang rests.
But I have wandered from my own personal story. I thought this story of human slavery would interest you; for
it is one of the countless facts of human subjection that awakened me to my duty, that showed me the face of the
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ruling class. I was telling you that my family was a mixture of feudal practices and of modern capitalist ideas, and
that when it combined the two methods of exploitation it pressed a great fortune out of the bodies of those that
came within its power.
*
By the accident of birth into such a family and at such a period, I was able to go to school and to enjoy many
rights that girls of former periods and in other parts of China could not enjoy. When I was a child the Manchu
Dynasty was overthrown and a flood of new ideas poured through my country. Men and boys cut off their ques,
the symbol of subjection, and women and girls in the centers of ferment no longer bound their feet. My own feet
were never bound.
But one of the most important periods of my life began May 4, 1919, when I was sixteen years of age. One of
my sisters had married a number of years before and was living in Canton where her husband was a high official.
She was fortunate that her husband’s family lived in Swatow and that she could have her own individual home in
Canton. But she was very unhappy because her life was one endless round of bearing children. She now had seven
children and each year a new one arrived, leaving her weaker and in deeper despair. Her husband spent most of
his life at banquets of officials, in gambling and with sing-song girls.
My mother had permitted me to go to Canton and live with my sister during my period of study in the middle
school. It was here that I was living when the May fourth movement was begun by the students and professors of
Peking National University. They held great demonstrations against the Peace Conference of Versailles when the
imperialist powers posing as China’s friends set their seals of approval upon Japanese occupation of Chinese
territory and upon the infamous Twenty-one Demands which Japan had forced upon the old and corrupt Peking
Government.
This movement forced the Chinese delegates to withdraw from the Peace Conference. But for the youth of
China, especially the intellectual youth, the May fourth movement was more than political. It came closely upon
the heels of the great October Revolution in Russia, bringing with it a reappraisal of all social values; and it dealt
a death-blow to feudal ideas in the intellectual young. In Canton the students were much more free and vigorous
than those in British Hong Kong, and I was intoxicated by this movement. It was like a fresh, invigorating breeze
through a musty and ancient dwelling.
The leading professors and students of Peking National University were publishing the New Youth, a magazine
that introduced the intellectual renaissance into China. One of the founders of the Chinese Communist Party was
its editor. Through this magazine I came into contact with Marxian doctrine and began the serious study of the
social sciences. I was at the time a member of the Kwangtung Students' Union, which was very radical, and I
became one of its leaders.
In that year we students of Canton organized schools for poor children, and from this time onward I learned
not merely to pity and sympathize with the poor but to place my knowledge at their disposal, to serve them
because all that I enjoyed in life came out of their bodies. And during the two following years in Canton, I spent
almost all my free time out of school as a teacher in the workers’ night schools. I never seemed to tire, for the
workers who came to study were like the thirsty seeking water in a desert.
This same period of my life, filled with hard work and a great purpose, was also filled with great struggles with
my family. With the exception of my two sisters, both of whom were unhappily married, every member of my
large family tried to force me into marriage. It was not merely my mother who pleaded with me, the tears rolling
down her cheeks, but it was my brothers, my uncles, aunts, cousins, and all the variations of these relatives, until
about a hundred people were bent upon the one goal of rescuing me from my “dangerous tendencies” and binding
me to a marriage with some young millionaire. Repeatedly I refused to marry, but my mother would only seek
some other young millionaire whom she thought would please me more. Every visit to my Hong Kong home was
filled with misery and struggle; every visit my relatives made to my sister’s home in Canton, every letter that
came to me, were filled with new suffering for me.
But I refused, with firm decision, to marry, and I was determined to study, become a physician, and serve the
workers and peasants of China. This struggle with my family was my first great struggle with feudalistic
influences, and it was a fearful struggle that closed in upon me from every direction for a period of over two
years. I was eighteen when my eldest sister, married to a high official in the Peking Government, secretly sent me
money to escape from Canton and go to her in Peking. One day I left Canton, went to Hong Kong, boarded a ship
without the knowledge of my family, and left.
*
For many years I did not return. From Peking I wrote my mother, asking her for money to study medicine in
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Peking, and threatening, if she refused, never to see her again. Finally her love for me prevailed, and she bowed
her sad, confused head to my wishes. In Peking I became a student in the famous Peking National University, and
along with my preparatory studies for the profession of medicine I began the thorough and serious study of
Marxism. I read many books, many short stories and articles, many translations; and I came into intimate contact
with writers for such publications as New Youth and Creative Society, the latter issued by a new literary society
founded by Communist intellectuals in Shanghai. My whole student period in Peking was filled with hard work;
and the more I studied of medicine, the more it became clear to me that most diseases are social and would not
even exist in a free Communist society.
I had studied in Peking for five years when the May thirtieth movement began. This movement followed upon
the massacre of students and workers by the British police of Shanghai, May 30, 1925. Far more than the May
fourth incident this massacre revealed to us that imperialism is the great hindrance to the advancement of China.
We determined to fight it down. In the worker and student strikes, and in the anti-British boycott that swept
through the country after this, I became very active. But in the following year still new forces inimical to China’s
progress were clearly thrown into high light, for on March eighteenth in Peking the Chinese police massacred a
large number of students demonstrating against an ultimatum by the imperialists—an ultimatum before which our
Chinese rulers not only crawled, but shot down those who protested.
I was in the demonstration when the massacre began. The police raised their rifles and began to shoot into the
mass meeting where thousands of students, including young children, were gathered. When the crowd began to
escape from the rain of bullets, the police shot them in the backs. I stood, unable to move for some time, watching
the police lift their rifles, fire into the backs of fleeing youths, laugh, and fire again. Deliberately they shot down
people as if they were shooting birds, and there was something so unbelievable about it, something so inhuman,
so barbarous in the way it was done, that I could not turn away.
Then I turned and tried to go away. But I stumbled and fell, and I found I had fallen upon the body of a girl, the
blood streaming in a slow, dark rivulet from her neck. Then something fell upon me heavily, and something else,
pinning me to the body beneath me. Unable to stir, I heard agonizing gasps, felt the quivering and convulsions of
the bodies above me, and something warm and reeking began to pour all over me, through my clothing, down
over my neck and my face. From afar I heard the crack, crack, crack of rifles and the screams of men and women.
I cried for help and through my mind flowed a sense of utmost futility, blended with cold horror. Then I knew
no more until hurrying voices awoke me and I opened my eyes to find girl comrades in my dormitory washing the
blood from me, while a doctor was feeling my body. In this massacre the bodies of my school comrades saved my
life. The only injury I received was a bullet wound through the upper part of my arm. I had not even felt this. But
this massacre showed us another enemy to the progress of China—the militarists and officials.
In the spring of this same year I became, after six years of study in Peking, a physician. I had originally
planned to go to some foreign country to continue my studies, but the revolutionary movement was very high and
its army was planning to leave Canton and march against the militarists of the North. So I left Peking at once and
hurried to Canton, which was the revolutionary center of China.
*
Since I had left Canton the great general strike of Hong Kong workers had taken place, crippling British Hong
Kong and revealing in every step the unconquerable power of the working class and the historic role it was
destined to play in the Chinese revolution. This strike had sent the first great chill of fear and hate through the
Chinese ruling class and through the foreign imperialists who sat enthroned in the chief cities of our country. The
strikers had spent their time during the strike building modern paved roads in and around Canton, until the city
had taken on an entirely new aspect.
Also throughout Kwangtung Province I found that millions of peasants had organized their Peasant Leagues
and were throwing off the ancient feudal chains of landlordism and usury and the more modern shackles forged
by militarists and officials. It was not the first time in Chinese history that peasants had revolted, but it was the
first time in history that they had come under the leadership of a clearly revolutionary party with a social program
for their emancipation. This party was the Chinese Communist Party, which had organized the workers and
peasants and, two years before, had allied itself with the Kuomintang.
Through such developments as these I had long since realized that my childhood dreams of leading an army to
free the slaves were childhood dreams indeed. For here was a social system in the making, a system rising to free
the vast laboring masses of China. The girl slaves that I had once longed to free were now regarded as human
beings, and to buy or sell them was a criminal offense punishable by death; no longer did men have to sign away
their lives to the plantations or in the mines of colonial slave-drivers.
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But at the same time, as I passed through Hong Kong and visited my family for a few hours, and as I now
moved about Canton, I realized what a dangerous and fearful situation the revolution was facing. For the workers’
and peasants’ organizations were young and inadequately armed. And the feudal merchant class, the old officials,
and all the bourgeois intellectuals that had sprung from their ranks were adopting every measure possible to
regain their lost power and crush the rising mass revolution.
I myself was a member of the Chinese Communist Party. Of my own free desire and under instructions from
my party, I joined the medical corps attached to the army known as the Ironsides. With my hair cropped short and
in military uniform, I was one of the women revolutionaries who marched from Canton to the Yangtze Valley.
*
Those of us who have lived through the Great Chinese Revolution can never forget the released energies and
hopes of the millions of hard-laboring peasants and workers. Half naked, bent with the oppression of centuries,
the peasants arose by the millions, straightened their backs, and began the work of emancipating themselves. They
fought in the revolutionary army, they acted as guides, they stood by the hour along routes which the army took
on its march, waiting with free food and drink for our forces. They began to cut down rent and usurious interest,
to cancel all illegal taxes, and in many places to confiscate the land of big landlords and drive out the reactionary
gentry. Apart from their direct aid to the revolutionary army, throughout South China there began great peasant
struggles in which thousands fought hand-to-hand battles with old militarist forces, with landlords and the gentry.
They did not wait for the revolutionary army to come; but with the news of our approach they began holding
meetings, and then their fierce struggles against the forces of reaction began.
The famous Ironsides to which I was attached became known more and more as a Communist Army. Among
our commanding officers were a number of Communists who later remained true to their principles and are today
to be found among the leaders of the Red worker-peasant armies of Central China. Our army was unconquerable,
we covered ourselves with glory, and with the help of the masses nothing could stand against us. We were among
those that captured Hankow and Hanyang, and we laid siege to Wuchang until it fell. My body was now strong
and tough, and there seemed no limit to my ability to work, whether in the lazarettes or in carrying the wounded
from the field after hard battles. With my hands I closed in death the eyes of hundreds of the most heroic youth of
China. With each man or woman whom I watched die for the revolution, the deeper did the iron of conviction
penetrate my being. The tears that used to flow from my eyes dried up, and in their place developed an energy that
knew no end.
Our army marched on to Nanchang, and it was while we were in Nanchang that the counter-revolution broke
and the frightful White Terror began. The military officers within the ranks of the army were sons of landlords and
of the gentry, or they sprang from the professional militarists or capitalists of the cities. From the first they had
feared and hated the power of the workers and peasants, and as the masses emancipated themselves more and
more these officers, together with the landlords, the gentry, the capitalists of the cities, united in one front to
preserve the old order, to kill the new in birth.
Within our army the officers especially hated the political councils which gave the common soldiers human
rights. When the officers were forced to attend these weekly councils of soldiers and officers, common privates
had the right to arise and demand from them explanations or accounts of expenditures of money; or to ask why
the officers had not paid the wages that the soldiers were supposed to get. All the ancient corrupt privileges of the
officers, by which they had made fortunes, were swept away.
Finally the time came, as it had to come, when the forces of reaction and the forces of revolution came into
open conflict. In Shanghai Chiang Kai-shek inaugurated the White Terror by a frightful massacre of workers and
intellectuals. Then the Terror was let loose upon the peasants who had dared lift their heads and stand upright.
Hundreds of thousands of peasants and workers, badly armed and but newly organized, were slaughtered. All the
forces of feudal reaction were unleashed and the soil of China ran red.
But the revolutionary forces fought to preserve the revolution. In Nanchang our uprising against the reaction
failed; then, led by Communist officers of our army, we marched through the entire length of Kiangsi and made
for Swatow, which we hoped to capture, and then to Canton, which we hoped would again become the bulwark of
the revolution. But the revolution was too young, the forces of the reaction, now actively reenforced by the
imperialists in the city, too strong. In Swatow we fought and were defeated and in this fighting I found it
necessary to lay aside my medical kit and take up a rifle. When we had reached South China, I felt that I knew all
the reaction was capable of doing, for I was from the reactionary ruling class, the dealers in human slaves, the
dealers in opium. And although I did my duty to the wounded, there were times when that was no longer possible.
I fought. And I fought with hard hatred.
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Defeated—yes—temporarily. Our forces retreated, separated. Some went into Fukien and Kiangsi. Some of us
made our way to Canton. Dressed as a lady of fashion, I took up my residence in Canton. There were times when
I had wavered, thinking still that a united front of the masses and the bourgeoisie might be possible until the grip
of the imperialists upon China was broken. But the crushing of the Canton Commune dealt the death-blow to the
last lingering illusion in my mind.
On December 11, 1927, the workers and peasants of Canton arose and with very little bloodshed established
the Canton Commune. A few soldiers, taking shelter in the Central Bank, fought, and in driving them out the Bank
was destroyed by fire and some surrounding buildings were burned. Then the Commune began the organization of
a revolutionary worker-peasant government, the center for a new free society of the Chinese people.
Three days later the reactionary troops, accompanied by a number of foreigners and led by some of the most
feudal of Chinese officers, captured Canton. They were assisted by foreign gunboats lying at anchor in the Pearl
River. The Commune was overthrown and the slaughter of the people began. Such scenes of carnage have perhaps
been witnessed in past Chinese history when dynasties have been overthrown and new ones established, but
certainly the slaughters of rebel peasant masses in past centuries and the slaughters of Genghis-Khan when he
overran other countries could have been no more savage than that of the workers, peasants, and intellectuals of
Canton by the White troops under the direction of feudal officers.
Whole sections of the city were ruined by fire and fighting, and workingmen and women, student men and
girls, were murdered by thousands in the streets. The White officers killed every workingman or student they met
—sometimes they halted them, then shot them dead; or they had them captured, forced to their knees, and
beheaded or sliced into bits. Every girl with bobbed hair who was caught was stripped naked, raped by as many
men as were present, then her body slit in two, from below upwards. Often the girls were no more than fifteen or
sixteen, and officers, giving interviews to eager British journalists from Hong Kong, said:
“The bobbed-haired girls are the worst; they are very arrogant and talk back defiantly. We have had to kill
hundreds of them.”
The bodies of the slaughtered were piled up like the carcasses of pigs. On one day alone four thousand
prisoners were marched outside the city and mowed down with machine guns, in the presence of smiling officials
of the foreign imperialist consular services, who posed to have their pictures taken against a background of
corpses. Five officials of the Soviet Russian Consulate were arrested, marched through the streets, their pockets
robbed of all the money they had, their shoes taken from their feet, and were then murdered. One woman of the
consulate was murdered by impaling her on a huge stick driven through her body from the vagina.
Four years later, in Shanghai, I listened in silence as the wife of an American military intelligence officer told
of how this woman had been killed and showed a photograph she had of her, impaled. After this official’s wife
ceased speaking, she remarked self-righteously:
“But you know I have not the least sympathy with such a woman!”
Then I knew, even if I had never known before, that the ruling class of the United States is no more humane
than the feudal reaction of China, and that when the American workers one day begin their struggle to free
themselves from the slavery of capitalism they will face a Terror just as fearful as anything we in China are
facing.
*
After days of slaughter in Canton the rich began to venture into the streets. I also went about, clad as a
bourgeois lady in a gown of silk. As such I was safe. As a poor woman I would have been cut down. But now I
walked about and saw wounded and dying workingmen in the streets, left as they had been cut or shot down. I
saw bourgeois women go through the streets, bend over wounded and dying workingmen, and beat out their
brains with chunks of stone or wood. All the humanity that is supposed to slumber in the well-bred breasts of
women of the ruling class, whether of China or of other lands, was now revealed to me in all its horror. I heard
from others that some such women took penknives and carved out souvenirs of flesh from the dead bodies of the
Soviet officials before these were dumped in the mass trenches that furnish the last resting place of the
revolutionary martyrs of Canton.
The regime of the bourgeoisie and the militarists was reestablished. All labor unions except the yellow
Mechanics Union, a semi-official union whose officers had helped the reaction, were disbanded. The merchants of
the city, whose armed volunteer corps had been dissolved by the revolutionary government and even by Dr. Sun
Yat-sen years before, now reorganized and heavily armed it. The Peasant Leagues throughout the province were
smashed and thousands of peasants killed in the struggle.
And now all the old feudal-capitalist order of Canton was reestablished. Opium dens flourished, and opium
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became one of the chief articles of sale, import and export; gambling, banquets, prostitutes again became the chief
amusement of the officials. The traffic in girl slaves again flourished and in the months that followed I was again
personal witness to the buying and selling of girls from the peasantry into the homes of the merchants and official
classes, as household drudges, as concubines.
The new regime then returned also to the ancient system of robbery and taxation of the peasants; it auctioned
off to the highest bidders the right of collection of taxes from the peasantry. These bidders would offer millions of
dollars to the government for such rights. Then, with their own armed forces, they were turned loose upon the
peasants to levy and collect taxes. They paid the government what they were pledged to pay; all surplus they kept
for themselves. The new government placed no restrictions upon the extent of this surplus. Like vultures, these
private taxation vampires bled the peasants white. All the human rights the Peasant Leagues had won, all the
hopes and dreams of the peasants, were crushed by the newly established regime of merchants, politicians and
militarists. Like clouds of locusts these settled over Kwangtung and all China.
I have seen the face of the Chinese ruling class; which means I have seen the face of the ruling class of
imperialist countries also. For in the reestablishment of the reaction in China they have worked together like the
blood brothers that they are. There is no atrocity, no brutality, no crime against human beings of which they are
not capable. This class has nothing to offer China—nothing but debased destitution, nothing but slavery, nothing
but corruption and final subjection.
*
Of course I am a Communist. What else can any person be who desires that the vast masses of toiling human
beings shall become free men, developing for themselves a culture such as has been denied them through all ages?
As a convinced Communist I am working in the ranks of the revolutionary workers and peasants of Central China,
where we have established a Chinese Soviet Government, where we are laying the foundations for a human, a free
Communist society. In this territory I am a physician, a public health worker; and all that it was my privilege to
learn as a member of the privileged classes I have now placed at the disposal of the peasants and workers.
We started with nothing but the ancient system of brutal ignorance and subjection; today we have schools,
hospitals, clubs, dramatic societies—as also free land for all that labor, and our varied political and military
defense organs. In this territory I travel far and wide, establishing health institutes, lecturing on public health and
hygiene, teaching women the care of themselves and their children. I have looked so long into the eager faces of
millions of the oppressed, thirsty for knowledge, that now my eyes can see nothing else. When, for one reason or
another that I am not free to state, I am compelled to make trips to the cities of brutal reaction, like Shanghai,
these eager faces are always before me, calling.
As for my old feudal family, the family into which I was born—they are to me but a dark and ugly memory,
and to them I am but a fearful dream. My hope is that if I ever face them and their kind it will be as a part of the
Red Army, to destroy all that they value, to bring to human existence those whom they enslave. They once tried to
pin me to a marriage bed with a millionaire that I might breed more creatures like themselves. But I chose a man I
loved from the ranks of the revolution, and for permission to live with him I asked no priest or policeman whose
blessings give sanctity to bourgeois marriages. My husband fell before the Terror, and although my heart lies with
him in his nameless, unknown grave in Hankow, still he died heroically for the masses of our country, and his
death has but steeled me for further unceasing labor.
You wished to know the role I play in China. It is enough to say that I am a Communist, for that means I am
fighting in the ranks for a new world. It means that I may one day cease to appear on this stage of historical events
—but it means also that all that I work for now will be carried to fruition by the revolution of which I am but a
part. Now I will be on my way, for there is much to do and I never know how much longer I have to do the share
allotted to me.
195.157 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien (1902- )} Wut’aishan, Shansi Province, China
(M) 11
My home is at Wut’aishan\fn{One of the sacred mountains of China. It became the headquarters of the Eighth Route Army and
the center of that army’s “Shansi-Chahar-Hopei-Special Area” (also known as “Chin-chia-chi,” from the ancient names of these three
provinces)} in Shansi, where the governor, Yen Hsi-shan, was also born. My father was a hsiu-ts’ai scholar and
taught school. He was also a small landlord, owning thirty or forty mu of land. In my family, besides me, were
one younger and two older sisters, one older brother and his wife, and my parents.
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I was born in 1902. As a child I studied in school at Wut’aishan for three years and went to the higher primary
school for three years. After this I worked as a clerk in a bookshop before entering the Taiyuan normal school.
Upon my graduation I taught in the primary school attached to the Ch’uantze Middle School in Wut’aishan—a
school founded by Yen Hsi-shan. In 1924 I went to Canton to enter the Whampoa Military Academy of the
Kuomintang.
Shansi Province was very backward, both socially and politically. It was difficult to get the new progressive
books to read. However, I was already interested in revolution. Even in 1915, when the Japanese took occasion
during the World War to present the Twenty-one Demands to China, I was the leader of a student demonstration
and talked to the people on the street. The establishment of the Kuomintang had a great influence on me, and I
wanted to go to Canton because it was then the revolutionary center. I joined the Kuomintang as soon as I arrived
in Canton in 1924, being then twenty-two years old.
My father was very conservative and was opposed to my ideas. I ran away to Canton without his knowledge.
Only my brother knew my intention of becoming a military man at Whampoa. I was already married and had a
daughter. My wife died when I went to Whampoa and I have no idea what became of the child.
*
I was a graduate of the first class of Whampoa cadets in 1924. There were six detachments—about seven
hundred graduates. We had received six months training. Whampoa then had two Soviet Russian instructors,
Borodin and Korloff, who made speeches to the cadets and had considerable influence on us. However, at that
time I was in the middle, between the “Society of Sun Yat-senism” on the Right and the Communist Party—which
many joined—on the Left.
*
I was made squad commander after graduation, and began the march eastward to join the campaign against
Ch’en Ch’iung-ming. We marched to Tungkiang\fn{ Hailu-feng} and to P’ingshan and Tanshui. Afterward I was
appointed by Chiang Kai-shek to go to the northern provinces. I was sent to work in the Second National Army of
the Kuomintang under Hu Chin-yi in Honan. I was in Kaifeng, Honan, at the time of the May Thirtieth Incident in
1925. On that day, because of the difficulty in getting news from Shanghai, we did not know the real facts but saw
the students demonstrating in the streets, and I became much excited. In Hu’s army I was a political worker and
began organizing a chao tao ying, or “special training battalion,” to train the young officers. I had worked at this
for four months when the war against Chang Tso-lin began.
At that time Feng Yü-hsiang commanded the First National Army and Hu Chin-yi the Second. Feng had few
Whampoa cadets but there were many in the Second Army. We attacked Tehchow in Shantung. I was on the staff
of one brigade which was defeated and retreated to Paoting near Peking. After resting in Mentoukou we marched
to Hsuan-huafu\fn{Now Chahar} under direct command of Feng Yü-hsiang. From there we went to fight against
Yen Hsi-shan and attacked Yuchow in Shansi. This was in 1926. I was by that time vice-commander of a
regiment.
In Shansi we also attacked Hungyün and P’inghsingkuan, and Feng Yü-hsiang occupied Nankow. After that
Feng was defeated and my brigade marched to his assistance. I was sick, however, and was left behind. Wang
Yun-ping—who is now head of the judicial department at Nanking, and was then chief secretary of Shansi
Province—sent me to Anyang to organize a Special Training Class in a brigade of the Second Army, then under
the command of Yao Wei-chen, Hu Chin-yi having died. I was soon obliged to leave Shansi and go to Peking to
rest. Then the National Army occupied Wuhan and I went there in 1926. In Wuhan I was political director of the
students regiment at Nanhu; then I changed my work to become captain of the First Detachment of the Central
Political and Military Academy in Wuchang; this academy was a branch of Whampoa.
It was at this time, in 1926, that I joined the Communist Party. Since the Party was open and legal in Wuhan, I
was able to read many Marxist books and was immediately influenced by them. I was also influenced by talking
with some of my Shansi provincials who had joined the Party.
After the split with the Kuomintang occurred in 1927, the Party appointed me to work in Chang Fa-k’uei’s
army. I was on his general staff. When Chang arrived at Chochiang in Kiangsi, he made a speech in which he
asked who in his army were Communists, saying that if we confessed and gave up the Party there would be no
trouble for us. I escaped and went to Wuhan and Shanghai. There I was appointed by the Party to work in the
labor movement in Canton; I helped prepare the Canton Commune uprising.
*
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I taught military tactics to Canton workmen. This was done very secretly. We had six hundred workmen in
training, and could train only ten people in a room at a time. The men liked the training immensely and were
enthusiastic for the uprisings. I could not speak the Cantonese dialect and had to have an interpreter.
Just before the uprising the workmen divided into detachments. I was captain of the 6 th Detachment; it had
about six hundred workmen but not many were trained. At the beginning of the uprising the 6 th Detachment had
only six guns and six bombs. After the workers had occupied police headquarters, we got many guns and the men
were able to use them even if they had had no training at all. The Canton Commune uprising began on December
11, 1927, and the workers fought three days before they failed. I was in the middle of the fray with my
detachment. Only thirty of my men were killed in the fighting, but I have no idea how many were arrested and
executed afterward. Many workmen escaped from Canton. I went to the Hailufeng soviet.
The main force in the Commune was the chao tao t’uan.\fn{Special Training Regiment} The chao tao t’uan was
made up of students who had graduated from the Central Political and Military Academy in Wuchang, and had
been under command of Chang Fa-k’uei. They had been sent to Canton from Wu-chang. All were students, most
were Communists, and many were Whampoa cadets. They were the backbone of the uprising. First, the chao tao
t’uan escaped from Canton, and then I followed with other officers. We could not find the regiment at Huanghuakang, but finally, after fighting our way through some min t’uan, we caught up with the regiment in Huahsien
and became officers in it. When we left Huahsien we went to Ts’unghua hsien, to Tziichin hsien, and then to
Lungwo where we met the partisans of Hailufeng—happy at the sight of our friends.
The workers were still holding Canton, and few of them left when the regiment retreated from the city. It was
the only armed unit that left the city. When I caught up with it, the regiment had about twelve hundred members,
all armed with guns. It was soon reorganized into the 4 th Division of the Red Army, with Yeh Yün\fn{ Jen} as
commander, Yuan Yü as party delegate, and Wang K’an-fu as head of. its political department. I was Party
delegate to the 10th Regiment of this division—a position the same as political commissar now.
*
From Lungwo the regiment went to the Hailufeng soviet, which had been established by P’eng Pai.\fn{ He is
remembered as the founder of the first Chinese soviet. The brilliant son of an important landlord family, he became sympathetic with
revolution and was active in organizing peasants during 1925-27. Having previously divided his own land ampong his tenants, P’eng
organized a soviet in his native Hailufeng district in 1927. This soviet was annihilated in 1928 and P’eng escaped to Shanghai where, in
1929, he was arrested and executed } When we arrived, in January 1928, the peasants called a great mass meeting to

welcome us. They carried the old style t’o chung guns used for shooting birds. None of the peasants had anything
but these old relics, but some of the Red partisans had modern guns.
I was soon made chief of staff of our 4 th Division, and worked closely with P’eng Pai. This amazing man had
great influence over the peasantry; they worshiped him like a god. After Hailufeng failed, P’eng Pai went to
Shanghai. One night after a meeting in Shanghai, a traitor betrayed P’eng Pai. The Kuomintang pounced on him
with delight and arrested and executed him. This was in 1929.
We soon completely occupied Lofeng hsien and a part of Haifeng. I don’t know exactly how many people
there were in the Hailufeng soviet, but there were several hundred thousand at least. The Hailufeng soviet had
another military unit, the 2nd Division, of eight hundred soldiers. These were men from the Nanchang Uprising in
Kiangsi who had escaped to Hailufeng. The commander of the 2 nd Division was Tung Nan, and the political
director was Yang Ch’ang-yi. Altogether there were only two thousand regular soldiers in Hailufeng—the 4 th and
2nd Divisions.
We attacked Chiatzuwan and Huilai hsien. Then the enemy counterattacked and we lost Haifeng to the
Kwangtung troops under Li Chi-shen. In the fighting at Haifeng we destroyed two of Ch’en Ming-shu’s regiments
and killed the regimental commanders. We captured many of the men but at that time we had the “closed door”
policy and merely released the men instead of organizing them into the Red Army.
After hard fighting we arrived again at the north side of Haifeng and planned to recapture it, but, failing in this,
we escaped into the countryside and began partisan warfare. Although Haifeng city was lost to us, the surrounding
areas belonged to our partisans. At that time our soviet capital was at Taanten and Jeshuit’un. Once when the
enemy attacked, Yeh Yün{Jen}, commander of our 4th Division, was sick and was left behind when our troops
escaped to the mountain. He was captured and executed by the enemy. After his arrest, they wanted him to
surrender but he refused and was killed secretly.
We had been fighting the Whites every day, and when the 4 th Division returned to recapture Haifeng we had
only four hundred of our twelve hundred men left. The local peasants didn’t want to join the regular Red Army
because they didn’t understand our dialect nor we theirs. I had great difficulty with my work in Hailufeng because
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I still could not speak Cantonese! In the hard fighting in the mountains many of our men were sacrificed. We
could not get any new recruits, and the army decreased daily. Nearly everyone in the army was sick, too, because
of the heat and the hard life in the mountains. The men were not native to the region and were unaccustomed to
the intense damp heat. Many died from illness. Many others were captured by the enemy. Our best revolutionary
cadres were sacrificed in Hailufeng. The chao tao t’uan was made up of the finest Communist cadets of the
Kuomintang period, and hardly any are now left even to tell the tale.
The 2nd and 4th Divisions were divided after the fighting at Haifeng and I never knew what happened afterward
to the 2nd Division. When I left the region there were only sixty persons remaining in our 4 th Division! The
survivors of Hailufeng are few indeed. I have seen only one since I joined with the other armies here: Yuan Yü, of
the political department of the Third Red Army Corps, now political commissar of the Military Academy at the
front. After the destruction of the Hailufeng soviet I went to Shanghai. I left Hailufeng in March 1928, escaping
with the help of the secret Communist party cells.
*
In Shanghai I rested twenty days or so and then went to the region which later became the “Oyüwan” or
Hupeh-Honan-Anhwei Soviet, the main district being in northeast Hupeh. On my way there I had much trouble
but no serious danger. I was introduced by the Party people and was led into the district by someone connected
with the partisans. When I arrived, I found that the partisans in northeast Hupeh had only two hundred guns. The
soviet region was not large, being only a few tens of li in circumference. There was no regular Red Army but only
two hundred partisans, mostly native Hupeh peasants. This was called.the “31 st Division of the Peasants and
Workers Army.”
During the Great Revolution of 1925-27 the peasants in this district had had an uprising against the landlords
in 1926. This was before the split with the Kuoniintang. The peasants who armed themselves became fighters
afterward and organized a Soviet area. This soviet was organized in the latter part of 1929, though I cannot
remember the month. The uprising had occurred in Huangan hsien and Mach’eng hsien—these counties in
northeast Hupeh became the soviet. The whole movement was organized by the Communist Party; it was led by
Ts’en Wei-san, later in the Twenty-fifth Red Army; Tai Chi-yin, of the Twenty-fifth Army; and Hsü P’eng-jen,
who later betrayed. All were native Hupeh Communist political leaders.
The same leaders organized the Honan movement, beginning with an uprising in Shangch’eng toward the end
of 1928 and the beginning of 1929. There were only a few hundred in this uprising, but from it the 32 nd Division
was organized. This region became a soviet at the beginning of 1929. Later, a small part of Kwangshan hsien in
Honan also joined the soviets. The Alihwei part of the soviet had not yet been organized. After Anhwei was
added, we called the whole district the “Oyüwan Soviet.” These are the three ancient names of the provinces used
by the people. Hupeh was called “O” by them, Honan was called “Yü,” and Anhwei was called “Wan.”
The peasants had already organized and armed themselves during the 1925-27 period, and that was the reason
for the formation of a soviet district in this particular area. Also, the Communist Party had good organization in
these districts. Although Oyüwan was very near the industrial center of Wuhan, no workers joined.
During the Great Revolution the majority of the people not only had risen and killed many landlords, forcing
others to escape, but also had organized the “People’s Army of Self-Defense,” several thousand strong. Though
they possessed only ten guns, they occupied Huangan, the hsien city, and went on to the attack of Mach’eng. The
landlords were also armed, and they led their min t’uan against the People’s Army organized by the Communists.
The “Red Spears”\fn{A secret society of long standing who in former times carried long spears ornamented with red tassels. They
were revived and made a Communist parade feature during the Cultural Revolution; pictures exist of young people armed with spears with
red tassles tied behind the spearpoints } were reactionary and were led by the landlords to fight against the People’s

Army, too.
It was a Communist-led movement right from the beginning, and after the split of the Kuomintang and the
Communist Party, the White army began to suppress the peasants. Their armed force was destroyed and many
were killed or forced to flee. In the spring of 1929 Chiang Kai-shek’s army began civil war with Li Tsung-jen.
When the army which had occupied the Hupeh district was withdrawn, the peasants promptly rose again. The
population of the district was several hundred thousand, but part of them were under the influence of the
reactionaries.
When I arrived, in June 1929, I was made vice-commander of the army—that is, of the 31 st Division—the
commander, Wu Kuang-hao, having been killed before I arrived. Wu was a Hupeh native and a Whampoa cadet.
Together with Wang Hsü-shen and Li Tzu-liang, he had led the present partisan army. Li was also a Whampoa
cadet, while Wang was a Hupeh native born in a landlord’s family and only a graduate of higher primary school
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Wang is now with the Red Army on the west side of the Yellow River. The political commissar of the division was
Tai Ch’uan, who later betrayed the Party and joined Wang Ching-wei’s group; I have no idea where he is now. Tso
Wei-chen, who eventually betrayed also, was at that time commander of the 32 nd Division in Honan, together with
Ch’i Te-wei, who was later sent to Shanghai by the Party.
At the time I arrived in Hupeh there was one Kuomintang brigade on the north led by Lo Ling, and this brigade
attacked the Red Army. Also on the north were many bandits and Red Spears who fought against us. The Red
Army moved forward on the north and destroyed many bandits. The Red Spears were then in Paishankuan.
Though they were directed by the Kuomintang, they had only two hundred guns, but they had a thousand
militiamen armed with the old-fashioned red spears. After a time a split occurred within their ranks. Although all
had at first opposed us, after propaganda and the invitation to join our Red Army, some of them supported us. We
then fought against the White Red Spears and destroyed them. These Red Spears are not the same as those in
Hunan province, not having very close relations with them.
We next organized a new soviet district in the southwest part of Kwangsan. The enemy began a big offensive
against the Shangch’eng soviet in Honan. The people were massacred, including women and children. The class
struggle here was fierce because the peasants in earlier times had killed the landlords, making the gentry cruel and
revengeful. When the Whites occupied Santsen, the landlords returned, and the people and the 32 nd Division left
the district and went to Mach’eng, Hupeh. The Red Army in Mach’eng supplied guns to the division, which then
returned to Shangch’eng to fight with the Whites for its native place.
At this time the main Hupeh Red Army marched to the northwest part of Mach’eng hsien and drove out the
landlords and min t’uan, re-establishing the soviets.
*
Because of the development of the soviets and the Red Army, the Whites began a “surrounding campaign,” led
by Hsia Tou-yin—famous for his atrocities—of the 13 th Kuomintang Division and Hsü Yüan-ch’ien of the 48 th
Kuomintang Division. The Red Army retreated to Laochiin Mountain and then attacked Hsia Tou-yin. Luckily for
us, the war between Chiang Kai-shek and T’ang Sheng-chih began and most of the White troops were soon
withdrawn. The units which remained changed position, moving away from the central part of our soviets.
Just before this time the Whites were in occupation of all areas except the mountains. When the Whites came,
the people ran away to the mountains and any that were captured were killed. Their houses were burned by the
Whites and so many were killed that I have no idea of the number. However, the peasants had previously had so
much experience in learning how to escape the invaders that it was not a general massacre.
The enemy was burning houses and killing people in the south part of Huangan hsien, so the main forces of the
st
31 Red Division marched there to the defense. This was the winter of 1929. We defeated Hsia Tou-yin, and he
withdrew to Huangan city. We had captured many of the enemy Red Spears, treated them well, and done good
propaganda work on them, so that when they were released they always betrayed the Whites.
The Red Army marched forward to the southwest part of Huangan hsien and the north part of Huangp’o hsien,
and also into Hsiaokan hsien, carrying on partisan warfare in these districts. We destroyed many forces of the
reactionary Red Spears and min t’uan, and then marched to the south part of Loshan hsien, named Hsüanhuatien.
As soon as the Red Army passed over their districts, the masses all rose to the struggle. We distributed all the
landlords agricultural products to the people, but had not then redistributed the land. This was in January 1930.
In March of that year the First Red Army was organized by the Central Committee of the Communist Party
under the direction of Hsü Chi-shen, a Whampoa cadet who later betrayed and joined Teng Yen-ta’s “Third Party.”
Chao Ta-chün was also in command. The 1st and 2nd divisions of this army were organized in Shangch’eng, having
one thousand men altogether. The 31st Division changed its name to the 1st Division and included nine
detachments, having eight hundred guns, all of which had been captured from the Whites. The 2 nd and 3rd
Divisions were organized by the armed masses themselves, and the 3 rd Division had part of them been bandits.
During the time of the war between Chiang Kai-shek and the Yen Hsi-shan/Feng Yü-hsiang Coalition in 1930,
the First Red Army Headquarters led the 2 nd and 3rd Divisions to west Anhwei and occupied Mafou, Hoshan,
Yingshan, and Linch’üan, destroying two brigades of the enemy. The 1 st Division marched west along the Pinghan railway and attacked Yangchiat’ing, a Pinghan station, destroying one enemy brigade, and then returned to
attack Yangt’ing-k’ou, destroying one enemy regiment. We then organized two new regiments from the masses,
using guns captured in these battles. From this time on we had a new policy of treating the enemy captives well;
some became lower officers in the Red Army.
After the Red Army attacked Yangt’ing-k’ou, the landlords led the reactionary forces to attack the southern
part of Huangan at Palich’ü. The 1st Division went back to the defense, afterward attacking Huayüan.
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When we attacked Huayüan we destroyed the 5 th Regiment of Chiang Kai-shek’s garrison, and captured eight
machine guns and four cannon. This was the first time we had had such artillery. It was about the same time as the
capture of Changsha in 1930. We had then no radios or telephones. We had captured some of these, but nobody
knew how to use them and we always destroyed them. At first, our soldiers didn’t know how to use the machine
guns and cannon and took them apart to see how they worked inside. Later they forced captured White officers to
teach them. At this time, however, our economic condition was very good and we had good gray cloth uniforms
like those the Red Army uses now. The Red Army always paid with money when buying goods—with money
confiscated from the landlords, of course. We had no Red Star on our caps then—only a red armband with a star
and two slogans reading, on the right, “Support the Third International,” and, on the left, “Realize the Land
Revolution.”
When the 1st Division turned back to Hsiaohoch'i, we began to strengthen the Red Army with many new
recruits. The 1st Division then had two regiments of nine companies each. At this time we occupied Yün-meng
hsien on the west side of the Pinghan railway, holding it only three days and then returning to Hsiaohoch’i again
and going on to Tzekuten where we joined with the 2 nd and 3rd Divisions led by the First Army headquarters staff.
Here we destroyed the whole body of the 45 th Kuomintang Division led by Tai Ming-ch’uan. At that time the Red
Army had altogether nearly six thousand troops; there were three thousand in the 1 st Division and about twentyfive hundred in the 2nd and 3rd divisions together.
Our three divisions were combined and then went to Hsiaohoch’i and defeated the Kuomintang forces led by
P’eng Chi-piao, destroying two of his three regiments. By this time we had enlarged our areas into a big soviet
district, with a very strong soviet on the east side of the Pinghan railway. In the autumn of 1930 we had sovietized
ten hsien, but only part of each. After occupying Hsiaohoch’i the Red Army marched against Kwangshui on the
Pinghan line and attacked it, then occupied Hsinyang station on the Pinghan line in Honan, but not Hsinyang city.
Because we could not occupy the city, we marched from the northeast part to Touk’ou and met the partisans of
Chengyang, who were two hundred strong. The partisans then wore common clothes, having no uniforms. These
partisans had survived after the failure of an uprising at Tzuwanshan, southwest of Hsin-yang.
We returned to occupy Kuangshan hsien and destroyed two battalions of the enemy there before going on to
occupy Loshan, where we destroyed one enemy battalion. As there was only a weak mass foundation in this
district, we turned back to the soviet areas again, attacking Yaochiachi and Huangan city. We could not get a
victory, however. The enemy there remained firm, so we went to Hsiehti and destroyed two battalions of Hsia
Tou-yin’s 13th Division.
Later we surrounded Hsia’s army in Liaop’eng and marched south and occupied Hsinchou, destroying one
enemy regiment. We also occupied Lot’ien in Hupeh, and from there went to Shangch’eng in Honan, recovered
Chinchiachai, and reoccupied this soviet area which had been held by the Whites, destroying most of the min
t’uan there.
When the Red Army entered Chinchia-chai the soldiers became very angry, for they found floating on the river
many corpses of men, women, and children who had been killed by the Whites.
The Red Army then marched to the Honan-Anhwei border and began an attack on Luan and Hoshan in
Anhwei, but did not succeed and so turned back to Mafou. This was in the winter of 1930. The army had to ford
an icy river up to the breast, there being no boats. Nobody died from this exposure, however, and the men had no
fear of the cold bath. At this time the Whites led by Ch’en Tiao-yüan attacked us from three sides, with one
brigade on each side. We concentrated our forces and attacked their center and right wing. We moved so fast that a
Kuomintang regimental commander was captured in the middle of writing an order at his table. We captured two
thousand guns—also a radio, but we still didn’t know how to use it.
After this campaign the 1st and 2nd divisions turned back to their original positions in northeast Hupeh. At the
Erh-tao River we met part of Feng Yü-hsiang’s army under Chi Hung-ch’ang, defeated him, and captured a
thousand guns as well as a big mountain cannon. (This is the General Chi Hung-ch’ang who later became very
sympathetic with us and was killed in Tientsin as a Communist about 1933.)
The First Red Army then met the Fifteenth Red Army at Mach’eng, which was under command of Ts’ai Shenhsi, a Whampoa cadet.
In December 1930, the Central Committee of the Party ordered the number of the First Red Army changed to
the Fourth Red Army, with K’uang Chi-hsün as commander and myself as chief of staff.
We attacked Mokolo and destroyed four regiments of Hsia Tou-yin. Then we occupied Hsin-chi, the base of
the reactionary forces. The Fourth Red Army later attacked Hsuanhsiao-chun on the Pinghan line, fighting against
the White army of Yao Wei-chün. We captured Yao and destroyed his entire 34 th Division except for two
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companies. Yao was sent to the Soviet Military Committee of Hupeh Province and imprisoned. Though he was
treated well there, he did counterrevolutionary work and was planning an uprising, so the soviets held a public
mass trial for him. The people demanded that he pay retribution for the numbers of them he had killed and the
many houses he had burned, and requested the authorities to kill him, which was done.
No captives were executed after this, however. They were sent to the rear and put to work, many escaping on
the road when not well guarded during night marches. Some died from disease and the hard life. We captured one
aviator who escaped. One airplane was captured and repaired. We flew it only once to bomb the Whites. We had
only one Red aviator of our own.\fn{ He has written a book about his exploits, but I don’t believe it has been translated yet: H }
That time we forced the captured aviator to pilot our bombing expedition under guard.
In a later period when I was in command of the Fourth Red Army, we destroyed ten airplanes—all brought
down by rifle shots. We didn’t use machine guns against them because our ammunition was too valuable and the
planes not important enough to us.
For special bravery we gave a small red silk cloth with no writing on it. We never have medals in the Red
Army. When one group wins a victory, the Military Council sends it a special Red banner.
All of the above account tells of the first stage of destroying the “First Surrounding Campaign” of the ruling
class. This was now a success, and the Oyüwan soviet was firmly established.
At that time the Oyüwan soviet included more than ten hsien, or counties, with a population of over one
million. We had expanded the Fourth Red Army to include three divisions, the 4 th, the 10th, and the 11th. We also
had a garrison force of three regiments.
*
The “Second Surrounding Campaign” of the enemy soon began, and in May 1931, the whole body of our Red
Army marched eastward to the western part of Anhwei, where we destroyed two divisions under Ch’en Tiaoyüan. Then Chi Hung-ch’ang’s army from Huangan and Kuangshan attacked the central part of the soviet region.
We attacked him and destroyed a small part of his forces. He retreated to Loshan. Our Fourth Red Army then
returned westward and destroyed the army of Li Pao-pin at the Pop’i River. After this the Red Army surrounded a
small place called T’aohua and destroyed the 44 th Division of the White army in Huangan.. Thus the “Second
Campaign” of the enemy was defeated.
In the meantime the troops of the Central soviets in Kiangsi had also destroyed the enemy sent against them.
Chiang Kai-shek was therefore obliged to prepare for his “Third Campaign.” To meet it, our Oyüwan Red Army
planned to march southward for a co-ordinated defense plan with the Red Army of the Central soviets.
*
The Fourth Red Army of our Oyüwan army began its march southward and occupied three hsien: Kuangchi,
Yingshan, and Hsishui; then it destroyed one of Ch’en Tiao-yüan’s regiments, one brigade of Wang Kuan-chung,
and two divisions of Hsü Yüan-ch’ien. By July 1931 the Oyüwan Red Army vanguard had reached the bank of the
Yangtze River.
At this time counterrevolutionary work was discovered among the Red armies. The Fourth Red Army turned
back to Mafou and began the work of liquidating the reactionaries. The leader of this reaction was Hsü Chi-shen.
About this time there were many betrayals from our ranks because conditions were very bad and the White attacks
severe. Also at this time the Third Party of Teng Yen-ta was organized and many Whampoa cadets did not want to
continue the struggle for soviets. Hsü Chi-shen was one of these Whampoa men who betrayed. Later, in
Szechuan, when I was in command of the Fourth Front Red Army and Hsü Chi-shen was in command of the 12 th
Division under me, I discovered a letter that Chiang Kai-shek had written to Hsü asking him to betray. Because
the Red Army and the soviet regions had expanded very fast, the Whites not only attacked us with military power
but also used political tricks and sent many agents into the Red armies.
During the development of the Red Army the life was very uncertain, sometimes bad and sometimes good.
During the hard periods some elements wavered and joined the work of the reactionaries. After several leaders of
the reaction had been arrested, the other members confessed their errors. The liquidation of these reactionary
elements made the force of the Red Army much stronger than before.
After liquidating the counterrevolution, the Red Army turned back in order to strengthen the Oyüwan soviet.
We passed through Junhochi, destroying the 4 th Kuomintang Division; then through Hofung-ch’ao, destroying the
enemy’s 45th Division. Afterward our army marched south again, the main force being the Fourth Red Army.
The Fourth Front Red Army was organized at Ch’ilip’ing in the central part of the Oyüwan soviet district on
November 7, 1931. It included the previous Fourth Red Army and the 73 rd Division of the Twenty-fifth Red Army.
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I was appointed commander in chief, and Ts’en Ch’ang was made political commissar. Ts’en is still working
somewhere near the West River.
The Fourth Front Red Army then marched southward and besieged Huangan city for twenty-seven days,
capturing this White stronghold at last! We continued on through Nanyaochien, Toufutien, and Kuszuhsien. We
defeated six White Divisions, the 75 th and 76th, the 2nd and 12th, and the 45th and 58th Kuomintang Divisions. After
this victory the Red Army was able to occupy Shangch’eng hsien. This consolidated the territory of the soviets
into a single whole unit—previously there had always been a White area in between the two soviets. Then the 2 nd
Division of the Fourth Red Army arrived at Kuang-chi and met with the 73 rd Red Division.
This big struggle between White and Red forces lasted over forty-eight days. Four times the enemy sent
reinforcements, and all these were defeated by us. They sent the 7 th, 12th, 55th, and 57th Divisions, together with the
1st and 2nd Brigades of their garrison. All were turned back by the Red Army. We also surrounded the enemy 46 th
Division and captured every single gun.
We then expanded the Twenty-fifth Red Army to add the 74 th and 75th Divisions; previously it had had only one
division. We also organized an “Independent Division” in the western part of Anhwei.\fn{ This indicates cosiderable
desertions from the Kuomintang forces, with many soldiers bringing their weapons with them:H } The main forces of the Red Army
now marched forward to the west, passing through Huangch’uan and Kuangshan, at which places we fought
several battles. We defeated three White divisions: the 75 th, the 76th, and the 20th. After this fighting we marched to
the Pinghan railway. The Fourth Red Army and the 73 rd Division turned south and besieged Mach’eng hsien,
clearing away many enemies near the hsien city.\fn{I.e., the county seat}
We had broken the “Third Surrounding Campaign” of the enemy. The Oyüwan soviet was at its highest period
just after this defeat of the Third Campaign in 1931. There was a population of about two millions under our
control at that time.
*
Chiang Kai-shek now prepared the “Fourth Surrounding Campaign.” On August 11, 1932, the vanguard of the
Red Army reached Huangan and fought Chiang Kai-shek’s army there, destroying part of the enemy and forcing
them to turn back. Then the left wing of the Whites, led by the famous commander Wei Li-huang and by Ch’en
Chi-chen, attacked Ch’ilip’ing. The main forces of the Red Army turned back to Ch’ilip’ing and fought against
them for three days, destroying their 2nd Division. The battle reached a stalemate, however. The enemy decided
that this front was too difficult to attack and changed their tactics to make a flanking movement on Chinchi. Our
main forces turned toward Hosanchai.
At this time the White commanders adopted a new military strategy. They attacked our weak points only, never
our main forces.
In the meantime there had been heavy fighting in the western part of Anhwei against White armies led by
Liang Kuan-yin, Wang Chiin, and Hsü T’ing-yao. Our main forces, therefore, turned to west Anhwei to help in the
fighting there.
Until this time the Red Army had had no chance to annihilate the White forces. Now, however, our main forces
passed through Huang-p’o, Lot’ien, and Yingshan, arriving at Hok’ou in Huangan hsien. Here we destroyed part
of the 88th, 1st, and 13th Divisions of the Whites. After three more days of battle, we destroyed the whole body of
their troops.
*
At this time we decided to transfer the Fourth Front Red Army, which was composed of the Fourth Red Army
and the 73rd Division. It was decided that this army should go to Szechuan and organize a new soviet, because this
province was a good area for us, richer and more heavily populated. We left the Oyüwan soviet guarded by the
other troops, and marched through Hupeh, Honan, and Shensi into Szechuan, arriving in December 1932. We first
occupied T’ungchiang, Nanchiang, and Pachou in north Szechuan.
Before the Red Army arrived in Szechuan, the oppression of the ruling class had been very great, so that when
we came the people were very excited and immediately began to struggle against their oppressors. Many were
anxious to join the army, and we added a great number of new recruits. The majority, however, had the opium
habit. It was only after our Red soldiers had given much advice and done educational work among them that they
gave up opium. Eventually all these opium smokers voluntarily surrendered the habit and made good, strong
soldiers.
We spent one month resting and supplementing our forces. Then T’ien Tsung-yao, a Szechuan militarist,
concentrated to attack the Red Army. After three months of fighting, the enemy was worn out. We concentrated
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our main forces and destroyed the enemy in K’unsan. T’ien had forty regiments. We annihilated half of his men;
many of the remainder joined the Red Army.
That was on May 11, 1933. A week later we organized the “Soviet Districts of Tung-Nan-Pa”—that is, of
Tungchiang-Nanchiang-Pachou. Our vanguard reached the east side of the Chialing River, and our rear was in
Pachou.
At Pachou we held our Soviet Delegates Congress, attended by three thousand delegates who represented
nearly a million population. Pachou had five hundred thousand people, Tungchiang about two hundred thousand,
and Nanchiang about two hundred thousand.
After the Delegates Congress, the Fourth Front Red Army increased tremendously. The original 10 th Division
was expanded into the Fourth Army, the 11 th Division into the Thirtieth Army, the 12th Division making up the
Ninth Army, and the 73rd Division into the Thirty-first Army.
We then fought against Yang Shen’s army, occupied Yingshan hsien in August, and, after fighting with the
army of Liu Ch’eng-hou, occupied Suiting\fn{ Ta-hsien} and Hsuanhan hsien. The Szechuan soviet soon included
the following fourteen hsien:\fn{Counties} Tungchiang, Nanchiang, Pachou, Kuangyüan, Chaohua, Ts’angch’i,
Nan-ch’ung, Ilung, Yünsan, Ch’ühsien, Hsüan-han, Ta-hsien, Ch’engk’ou, and Wan-yüan. Some of these hsien,
however, were only partly sovietized. We named the soviet the “Chuan-shan\fn{Szechuan-Shensi} Soviet
District.” The chairman of the government was Hsiung Kuo-pin, a Szechuan native with a strong influence on the
masses; Hsiung had been a coolie worker, but had learned to read and write. I don't know where he is now—
probably in the West River district. The chief of the political department of the Fourth front Red Army was Fu
Chung. I was still in command of the army, but the highest military organization was the “Military Committee of
the Northwest Revolutionary Army,” of which Chang Kuo-t’ao was chairman.
We organized the new Thirty-third Red Army at this time, and our entire forces numbered about thirty-eight
regiments, or sixty thousand men. Against these thirty-eight regiments the Whites mobilized about one hundred
seventy regiments, including the troops of Yang Shen, Liu Hsiang, T’ien Tsung-yao, Teng Hsi.hou, Li Chia-yu,
and Lo Tsai-tso. These were all native Szechuan armies—none of Chiang Kai-shek’s troops were there.
Liu Wen-hui did not fight against us. We estimated the total number of Szechuan White troops at that time as
250,000 men.
Because the fighting power of the Red Army was very strong, Liu Hsiang, the governor of the province, was
extremely afraid of us. The Szechuan militarists prepared six routes to attack the Red Army: the first route was
Liu Hsiang; the second, Yang Shen; the third, Li Chia-yu; the fourth, Lo Tsai-tso; the fifth, T'ien Tsung-yao; and
the sixth, Teng Hsi-hou. We fought against this six-route campaign for ten months and defeated each one. During
those ten months we killed and wounded at least one hundred thousand White soldiers. We ourselves had only ten
thousand wounded in the hospitals, and I have no estimate of the nunber killed.
Since Liu Hsiang’s was the strongest of the Szechuan armies, the Red Army used its main force in attacking
this. The Red Army concentrated and closed in the soviets as a military policy for a driving attack, so that at the
end we had only the small soviet district of Tungchiang and Wanyüan.
*
I will give you the details of our struggle against Governor Liu Hsiang in Szechuan.
After we had destroyed the armies of Yang Shen and Liu Ch’eng-hou and had expanded the soviet district to
include fourteen hsien, our economic conditions improved greatly. Along with organizing the new Thirty-third
Red Army, we also expanded the old Fourth, Ninth, Thirtieth, and Thirty-first Red Annies to include seven or
eight regiments each.
The victories of the Red Army, of course, had very much shaken the foundation of the Szechuan ruling class.
Until we arrived, the militarist armies of Szechuan had quarreled and been in constant civil war. Now, however,
they united to fight against a common danger—the Red Army. Therefore, the various Szechuan armies under the
direction of Liu Hsiang were able to realize the united “Surrounding Campaign” in six columns, including
altogether about one hundred seventy regiments.
This made our position difficult, the more so because the foundation of the new soviet had not had time to
become well consolidated. Since the masses did not yet understand the meaning of revolution thoroughly, they
could not struggle for the salvation of their soviets or, in the end, even for their own immediate interests. The
masses were easily suppressed by the reactionary forces and subsided into passivity. The first difficulty in our
position, then, was that the foundation of the soviets was weak and the masses did not know the meaning of
revolution.
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Our second difficulty was that, although our armed forces had expanded very much, the new recruits had had
no experience in warfare and no training. Also, the line of defense was so long—about one thousand li—that the
Red Army could not concentrate on the first line to annihilate the enemy. For this reason, we retreated under the
enemy’s attack, having no other possible way to create an opportunity to recover and use the tactics of “destroying
the majority by the minority.”
Under these conditions we were obliged to fight for ten months. We always concentrated our main forces to
attack Liu Hsiang’s personal army, especially after we gave up Tungchiang city. At a place near Wanyüan we had
very serious fighting with Liu’s troops. Every one of the enemy armies had severe losses, but Liu’s suffered
especially. At this time over one-third, and in places even two-thirds, of Liu Hsiang’s men were wounded, killed,
or captured by the Red Army.
Owing to the failure of the enemy’s attack, we were able to choose a weak point in their line at Chinnungkuan.
We concentrated our main forces there and attacked fiercely, gaining a very good topographical position. We then
pursued the White army and attacked continuously. The enemy retreated from their line on the east and we
reoccupied most of the soviet region of Hsüanta. Because the enemy’s right wing still had strong forces, we
stopped our pursuit and moved part of our main forces westward, arriving in the southern part of Tung-chiang on
September 1. We concentrated our army on the front lines and from that central point destroyed Yang Shen, Li
Chia-yu, and Lo Tsai-tso, and retook Pachou. We destroyed two brigades of T’ien Tsung-yao’s army and also
defeated Teng Hsi-hou’s troops and followed him to the east bank of the Chialing River.
The period from the time we concentrated our forces at the front in Chinnungkuan to the time of our pursuit of
Teng Hsi-hou was about one month. After this warfare, both the Red and White armies were very tired and had
lost much strength. It was necessary to get reinforcements, so no important fighting occurred for a while.
In order to supplement our numbers, we surrounded one regiment of Hu Tsung-nan’s army. Then we went
forward to Han-chung and expanded our troops there. After this we turned back to Nanch’ung and Ilung and
liquidated the armies of Li Chia-yu and Lo Che-chou.
*
When we started the Long March in 1935, we made the very dangerous crossing over the Chialing River and
defeated the forces of T’ien Tsung-yao and Teng Hsi-hou. We then occupied Nanch’ung, Chiehmengkuan,
Chienke, Tzüt’ung, and Hsinmin, and crossed the Peichiang River and besieged Chiangyu city.
The majority of our forces were concentrated in the Peichiang district. Many new recruits gladly flocked to
join the Red Army. For instance, I remember that I had one hundred twenty men on my telephone staff. Within
three days a hundred new telephone workers wanted to join this staff, and I had to send these workers to
supplement the army. We had so many new recruits for the Red Army that within one month our forces had
increased about two-fifths. At that time the Fourth Front Red Army had more than eighty thousand troops.
*
The First Front Red Army from Kiangsi had already crossed over the River of Golden Sand in Szechuan on
their Long March. We sent one part of the Fourth Front Army to occupy Lifan and marched forward to
Moukung\fn{In Szechuan} to welcome the First Front Army. In June, we met the First Front Army at T’awei in
Moukung hssien. All the campaigns of the ruling class of China to destroy the Red Armies had failed.
After meeting with the First Front Army at Moukung, one part of the armies remained there. The main forces
divided into two routes and marched north. One route advanced to Paochow and Cho-chissü, and destroyed the
enemy 49th Division. After this, in order to divide the enemy’s forces, the First and Third Red Army Corps
marched on northward to Shensi and Kansu. At the same time the Fourth Front Red Army and the Thirty-second
Red Army, under Lo Ping-hui, turned into the T’ienlu\dn{ or Ti-chu} district and defeated the troops of Liu Hsiang
and Teng Hsi-hou there, adding ten thousand new recruits to our army. In this period the situation in Chengtu, the
Szechuan capital, was very bad for Liu Hsiang, and he was distracted from the anti-Red campaign. Chiang Kaishek ordered the troops of Hsüeh Yüeh as reinforcements. These arrived at Yungyu.
In February 1936, we concentrated our forces in Sikang at such places as Taofu, Luho, Kantzu, Yachiang,
K’angting, and several other hsien, and formed the “Special Independent Government of the Minorities.” At that
time the Second Front Red Army had begun its Long March from Hunan and crossed over the River of Golden
Sand in Yünnan province. They passed through Pat’ang and at the end of June arrived in Kantzu and met our
Fourth Front Red Army. In the beginning of July, we all began together the march to the north and for a month
passed through the Great Grasslands. In the first part of August we arrived in southern Kansu in the region of
Min-chang, Weiyüan, Lunghsi, Wushan, and Lint’an, and destroyed many enemy troops of Liu Ta-chang, Li Yin,
and T’ao Ssu-yeh—all these were Kuomintang division commanders.
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In the beginning of October 1936 we met the First Front Red Army in the Huining district in Kansu.
*
Finally, let us discuss why the Red Army of China cannot be defeated and what power it has. Whether they
support or oppose us, students of the political and military situation in China must recognize and admit the
following points:
1. The Red Army of the people of China is led by the Communist Party. It is supporting the general line of the
proletarian class and acting for the liberation of the oppressed races and of the whole of mankind.
2. The Red Army comes from the masses of the peasants and workers, and a part of it has come from the
revolutionary soldiers and officers of the White armies who rose against the higher command of the Whites.
3. The Red Army has strict discipline and organization.
4. The Red Army has the consciousness of its class; and its commanders and directing staff have the spirit of
self-sacrifice and the spirit to struggle to the end. We have absolute faith that the final victory shall belong to us.
5. Because the Red Army represents the interests of the masses, it gets and can continue to get the support of
the masses.
6. The Red Army is the most loyal force in China for the thorough salvation of the nation and of society, and it
is determined to carry on this mission to the end. .
7. The Red Army has the spirit of self-criticism in correcting any mistakes in the process of struggle.
Therefore, from the rich collective experience of its staff of officers, each has the opportunity to express and
develop his creative genius.
8. The Red Army has carried on the traditional spirit of the true Chinese Revolution and maintains the
revolutionary spirit of the Whampoa Academy of the period of the Great Revolution.
*
We may also talk about the strategy of warfare as an evolutionary process in the struggle of the Fourth Front
Red Army. The stages in this struggle were as follows:
1. The first stage began with the split of the Communist party and the Kuomintang in 1927. The peasants of
Hupeh, Honan, and Anhwei, in order to struggle against the oppression of the ruling class, could not help having
to arm themselves and to struggle. This was the basis of the partisan movement. Because there were many
partisans in this district, the armies of Hsü Yüan-ch’ien and Hsia Tou-yin organized the First Surrounding
Campaign against them. At this time the war was conducted by partisans, and all their tactics and strategy were of
partisan nature.
Regarding such strategy and tactics, we have special books on these subjects and I need not discuss them in
detail. I may point out one important point, however: Every time we made partisan warfare, it was because of the
deep hatred of the masses for the ruling class. In spite of the strength of the enemy, and whether circumstances
were good or bad, the masses always requested the Red Army to advance and fight for them because they hated
the ruling class so intensely.
If our strategic position was good and our strength sufficient, the Red Army always responded to the demands
of the masses and fought against the Whites. But sometimes the masses stood only on their own immediate
interests, without regarding the Red Army’s difficult circumstances or weakness, and the army was obliged to
fight foolishly against White forces. If the commander of the Red Army could not handle this situation wisely, we
always failed.
After every such failure in fighting many bad results were produced, such as the lowering of the morale of the
fighters, the wasting of ammunition, and the lowering of the emotion of the masses themselves. In order to raise
the morale of the people and the fighters and to replenish our ammunition, the only method was to search out
weak enemy troops and gain a victory over them. Only after this could we again fight against the main forces of
the enemy—otherwise the Red Army might fail again.
2. The period from the First Campaign of the ruling class in the Oyüwan area to our defeat in the Second
Campaign saw a great expansion of the partisan movement. Tactics and strategy improved very much and the
regular Red Army was formed. This, of course, resulted in the mobilization of the enemy against us. The strategy
adopted by the Red Army was to move continually, destroy the enemy at one point, and then move on quickly to
destroy the enemy at another point. I remember how at Suan-chao-chen we surrounded the enemy and cut off
their rear while the White commander, Yao Wei-chün, was still giving orders to his men, unaware of what had
happened; his bodyguard even took his horse and escaped before Yü realized the situation, and by that time he
was our captive.
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This instance indicates the usual stupidity of the White army command at that time and the wavering morale of
its troops. Such things could never happen to a Red army.
3. During the period of the Third Campaign the enemy Whites had so many failures that they finally learned to
correct their errors. Their tactics improved, more or less. They learned to stay placed in positional warfare and did
not venture out one single step. Our strategy, therefore, was to surround the important points of the White army’s
position with many troops in order to cut off all reinforcements and sources of supplies. In short, the strategy of
the Red Army was a moving, maneuvering warfare. This always achieved good results.
4. After we arrived in Szechuan Province, the Red Army, because of the topographical circumstances, took up
position in a long line. We then used the strategy of the “night raid” and the “destruction of the central point” in
breaking the enemy’s position. The Red Army’s strategy always improved with experience and its development
followed the changes in the objective material conditions. Although we have had much experience in these ten
years of warfare, still the commanders and staff of the Red Army feel that it is not enough. We must continue to
learn from theory and action in order to improve our knowledge.
183.129 Amid The Sound Of Firecrackers On New Year’s Eve\fn{by Shih Ping-mei (1902-1928)} Shansi Province,
China (F) 3
This time of year, when there is joyous activity all around, stirs up tremendous conflicting feelings in people.
The heart of the traveller is shadowed by a deep yearning for home. No matter how little one misses home or even
if one has no home to miss, feelings of sadness can well up suddenly, like the emptiness one feels on being
startled from a dream.
It is a fine day after a snow fall. There are, naturally, many sojourners in this northern capital city. Firecrackers
rocket through the air all night—how can your heart not burst along with them, and then fall to the ground, just as
they do? A bursting heart, like a bursting firecracker, will fill the sky with brilliant sparks. But they come down in
a confusion of scattered fragments.
Eight years, eight years I’ve listened to the sound of firecrackers in Peking. My surroundings and my mood are
different each year, but the sound is just as soul-shattering and heart-rending. I remember my first year as a
freshman in the “red building.”\fn{A building on the campus of Peking Women’s Normal College} I think I spent my New
Year’s eve lying on an icy cold bed in the dormitory, weeping. When I couldn’t bear the sound of the firecrackers
anymore, I pressed my hands against my ears and buried my head under the quilt, trying to convince myself that it
was just an ordinary night and I should be quiet and go to sleep.
The second year I spent with a friend from my hometown. Three or four of us childhood friends sat around the
warming stove, talking about our past mischiefs when we were at the Taiyüan Junior Teachers’ College. Through
our laughter, I heard the firecrackers and thought about my mother, kneeling in front of the altar praying for me.
The third year I spent writing in a classroom in the “red building.” That was my best period, because I spent
my time in earnest study and also learned to write in the vernacular. I no longer treated everything as flippantly as
before. But that was the same year I came to know the sorrows of the human condition.
The fourth year I was still at the “red building”—I remember spending New Year’s eve writing a letter filled
with anguish and composing four old-style poems.
By the fifth year, I had left the “red building” and was living in the east wing of an old run-down temple. That
year was filled with hardships and passed amid sadness and illness.
The sixth year, I was taken in by a loving family which doted on me and watched over me like one of their
own. Unfortunately, Yu\fn{Kao Chün-yu, a founding member of the Chinese Communist Party } was seriously ill and I passed
New Year’s eve with a troubled heart amid the press of duties.
The seventh year, I was still living with this cheerful, lively family. Ironically, my smiles never quite hid the
tear stains on my face. When a lonely swallow fmds a seeming respite within the gates of paradise after a long and
difficult flight, she may discover in the silvery sheen of the mirror that her body is covered with the scars of her
wounds, and the discovery makes her even more forlorn. That year, fate abandoned me.\fn{ This refers to Kao’s death
in 1925}
Tonight is the eighth New Year’s eve. Like every other year, the sound of firecrackers rises and falls. The
bright sparks sent out by the explosions and the ashes that fall to the ground also seem the same. Even my own
insignificant existence appears to be replaying an old scene as it turns in the great wheel of humanity.
It has been eight years. As I painstakingly recollect the events of these years, I realize that I’ve accomplished
nothing more than to muddle through. The traces left by my life’s journey are merely the trivialities of
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womanhood. I can’t find even a couple of extraordinary events to write about. I am angry at my own weakness
and disappointed at my dreams having been dashed to pieces by fate. What continues to struggle on in this world
is no more than the remains of a sad woman trying hopelessly to be a tragic heroine. If I have another ten years
before me, I hope to fulfill this simple desire, that I may rekindle the dark and lifeless flame of humanity with a
blaze of pure whiteness.
I am a superfluous member of family and society. My only burden in life, aside from my anguish at my
weakness in the race of the trampling, bullying, mockery and jeers of the world, is merely to find nourishment and
shelter. Therefore the burdens of New Year’s mean nothing to me. In this winter night of gnawing hunger and
howling cold, as the candles burn low and the year dwindles away, I can be proud, for I am sitting under a dim
light, warmed by the heating stove, slowly reminiscing over my past. I listen intently to the relentless pop of the
firecrackers outside the windows. From these sounds, I imagine the destiny of every firecracker from its explosion
to its descent to the ground. Just think what an idle occupation this is!
This New Year's eve, I do not need to go to the accounts office to wait to collect the salary owed me. I do not
have to trail through icy snow taking things to a pawn shop. I do not have to greet and visit relatives and friends. I
do not have to worry about food and drink for tomorrow.
So I should be very happily sending off the old year and welcoming the new. However, amid the pop and fizzle
of firecrackers, my feelings are neither so simple nor so relaxed. I don’t know how to describe it, but I feel a
nameless sense of dejection and sadness. One after another, the bursts of the firecrackers have disturbed the oncetranquil pool of my heart. Tiny ripples spread from my senses all the way to the depths of my soul. I don’t know
how to calm my quivering heart.
I begin to think of my mother. Just now, she is standing tearfully before the altar, her lips moving in prayer. Is
she saying prayers for her daughter afar? Perhaps she is hoping that the summer vacation will come quickly so her
daughter can come home to her. Only the gods know the sadness buried in her soul. Only the red candles before
the altar shed tears with her. Tonight, she must be thinking about me even more than usual.
Mother! I cannot comfort you in your loneliness at home and you are unable to console me in my sadness
while away. A thread of love tethers our thoughts for each other in these two different places. Why is there
separation in life? We are like a pair of stars on two different sides of the Milky Way, meeting only once a year.
Our one month of reunion during the summer holidays is like the seventh day of the seventh month when the
Weaving Girl and the Cowherd are reunited in the stars.\fn{ An old legend, in which the Weaving Girl, a goddess, descends to
earth and falls in love with the Cowherd. When this forbidden love is discovered, she is banished to Heaven, allowed to return only once a
year, on the seventh day of the seventh lunar month, to meet her Cowherd across the Milky Way }

Mother, another year has passed. The silvery strands of hair on your temple must have grown more profuse.
Perhaps your tears of pining for your child have already run dry after eight years. Mother, I know you love me. I
am far away from you, absent once again from the family New Year’s reunion dinner. However, as I celebrate
here in this distant place, whenever I swallow my tears and raise my cup to drink to someone’s health, you are the
one in my heart.
Mother, do you remember why I left you? It was only because I wanted to eat a bowl of rice that I had earned
with the sweat of my own brow. For this tiny wish, I wrenched myself from your warm embrace, to become a
traveller, roaming over the world. Yet, every New Year’s Eve, the first person I think of is you. I can do no more
than say a prayer for you from afar as I continue along my rugged journey.
When I think about my mother, I think also of my seventy-year-old, silver-haired father. He is not only my
gentle and loving father, but my most respected and dearest friend. In over a decade of my travels on dusty roads,
none but my father has understood, acknowledged, forgiven and known me. He is growing old. Neither my
brother, Huang, nor I, in charting our own futures, can often keep him company. China is plagued by troubles and
wars between the north and the south. He constantly worries for the safety of his two children; his soul knows no
rest. Aside from trying my best to be a daughter whom my father can be proud of and delight in, I really don’t
know how else I can comfort and repay him. There is more to life than just worrying about clothes, food and
survival. Yet how much of one’s happiness is sacrificed for material fulfilment? I am not the only one. Of course
there are naturally many others who, as firecrackers burst all around, are also lamenting their separation from their
families.
When I tire of thinking about my parents at Niang-tzu Pass, I think about Ching-ch’ing,\fn{ Lu Ching-ch’ing (19071993), poet and essayist, whose best friend Shih P’ing-mei was } drifting on the sea. Where is she tonight? Only heaven
knows. Whether she is at sea, or under the water, at the edge of the sky or the corners of the earth: only heaven
knows. Whether her trip south this time is sorrowful or joyous, smooth or dangerous: only heaven knows.
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Amid the loud clam our of the firecrackers, I can only pray silently to the gods to give her strength, sustain her
and keep her unflinching until she can no longer struggle on. What else can one say? The world is consumed by
destruction. When human affairs are so inconstant, one can only keep one’s eyes open, one’s back straight, keep
trudging on, and see what it has all been about at the end. One quietly endures all the darts aimed at one,
swallowing all troubles. When one falls, one gets up! Again and again, until one’s blood runs cold and one’s body
turns stiff, and can no longer go on.
So, onward we go! The way ahead might not be all rosy hopefulness, but in life one can only move forward,
even though one knows well that the road is treacherous and rugged, covered with brambles and thorns. Our
future is uncertain; where is our home? One cannot foresee these things, they must be left up to destiny. Since
human life is fickle, there will always be separations and reunions, sadness and joy. But these are precisely what
make human life meaningful and interesting. I pray that as Ching-ch’ing watches the luminous clouds at sunset or
the cold moon at night during her travels at sea, she will come to a further understanding that she cannot build her
life on illusions and dreams, that she has to reposition herself at another front line in life’s struggle and strike out
courageously.
I hope that tonight, she will be able to bury her dreams of the past, or else allow them to burst with the
firecrackers, till nothing remains of them. From now on, she should put her intelligence and ability towards
achieving her goals. Won’t that make her our hero? Begging sadly for pity, groaning and wailing for compassion
are hardly fitting for intellectual women like us. What we should do is to set ourselves ablaze so we might be a
torch for those who come after us. If a tiny spark can illuminate a corner of heaven and earth, then we must also
be diligent in our duty and in our pursuits.
This evening, I opened up the little box of books that Ching-ch'ing gave me. The box was scratched and worn
—just like her heart. I felt a surge of sadness as I was going through the books and couldn’t stop my warm tears
from falling onto her old volumes. I stood stolidly by the heating stove, looking at the ashes and thinking about
her in the “greenroom”\fn{The “greenroom” is Lu’s nickname for the small room that she moved into after the graduate program in
which she was enrolled was cancelled in 1926 as a result of student unrest at Peking Women’s Normal College. Lu was actively involved in
the nationalist protests of 1925-26 and gives a poignant account in the first section of Wanderings of the tragic death of her friend and
classmate, Liu Ho-chen, who was killed in the 18 March massacre } that night packing this box. Her sorrow and despair were

perhaps far more intense than mine now as I weep over the lonely box. It has been stowed in my room for four or
five days, but I had not wanted to open it. Sometimes when I see it I feel a penetrating sadness. But I couldn’t bear
to remove it either. If only Ching-ch’ing knew how impossible these books have been for me, she would never
have left them for me.
Whenever I see them, I think: Her heart is damaged and worn, just like this broken box.
After being startled from our dreams, we parted. Where is she tonight when the sound of the firecrackers
resonates everywhere? Destiny is cruel to break apart our fragile, linked arms. I only hope we can still hold hands
in our dreams.
It is late, but there is no end to the exploding firecrackers. Like the firecrackers, my anxious heart rises and
falls, burst into shards and splinters, then lies frozen on the ground.
81.48 A Slave Mother\fn{by Rou Shi (1902-1931)} Ninghai, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 8
He was a dealer in animal skins which he bought from hunters in the countryside and sold in town. Sometimes
he also worked in the fields; early each summer he turned farm-hand, transplanting rice for other people. As he
had learned to transplant the seedlings in wonderfully straight rows, the peasants always asked him to help them.
But he never made enough money to support his family and his debts mounted with each passing year. The
wretchedness of his life and the hopeless situation be was in caused him to take to drinking and gambling and he
became vicious and bad-tempered. As he grew poorer and poorer, people stopped lending him money, even in
small sums.
With poverty came sickness. He grew sallow: his face took on the sickly color of a brass drum and even the
whites of his eyes became yellow. People said that he had jaundice and urchins nicknamed him “Yellow Fellow.”
One day, he said to his wife,
“There’s no way out of it. It looks as if we’ll even have to sell our cooking pot. I’m afraid we have to part. It’s
no use both of us going hungry together.”
“We have to part? …” muttered his wife, who was sitting behind the stove with their three-year-old boy on her
lap.
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“Yes, we have to part,” he answered feebly. “There's somebody willing to hire you as a temporary wife.”
“What?” she almost lost her senses.
There followed a brief silence. Then the husband continued, falteringly,
“Three days ago, Wang Lang came here and spent a long time pressing me to pay my debt to him. After he had
left, I went out. I sat under a tree on the shore of Jiumu Lake and thought of committing suicide. I wanted to climb
the tree and dive into the water and drown myself, but after thinking about it, I lost courage. The hooting of an
owl frightened me and I walked away. On my way home, I came across Mrs. Shen, the matchmaker, who asked
me why I was out at night. I told her what had happened and asked her if she could borrow some money for me,
or some lady’s dresses and ornaments that I could pawn to pay Wang Lang so that he’d no longer be prowling
after me like a wolf. But Mrs. Shen only smiled and said:
“‘What do you keep your wife at home for? And you’re so sick and yellow!’
“I hung my head and said nothing. She continued,
“‘Since you’ve got only one son, you might find it hard to part with him. But as for your wife …’
“I thought she meant that I should sell you, but she added,
“‘Of course she is your lawful wife, but you’re poor and you can’t do anything about it. What do you keep her
at home for? To starve her to death?’
“Then she said straight out, ‘There’s a fifty-year-old scholar who wants a concubine to bear him a son since his
wife is barren. But his wife objects and will only allow him to hire somebody else’s wife for a few years. I’ve
been asked to find them a woman. She has to be about thirty years old and the mother of two or three children.
She must be honest and hard-working, and obey the scholar’s wife. The scholar’s wife has told me that they are
willing to pay from eighty to a hundred dollars for the right sort of woman. I’ve looked around for one for several
days, but without any luck. But your wife is just the woman I’ve been looking for.’
“She asked me what I thought about it. It made me cry to think of it, but she comforted me and convinced me
that it was all for the best.”
At this point, his voice trailed off, he hung his head and stopped. His wife looked dazed and remained
speechless. There was another moment of silence before he continued,
“Yesterday, Mrs. Shen went to see the scholar again. She came back and told me that both the scholar and his
wife were very happy about the idea of having you and had promised to pay me a hundred dollars. If you bear
them a child they will keep you for three years, if not—for five. Mrs. Shen has fixed the date for you to go—the
eighteenth of this month, that is five days from now. She is going to have the contract drawn up today.”
Trembling all over, the wife faltered, “Why didn’t you tell me this earlier?”
“Yesterday I went up to you three times, but each time I was afraid to begin. But after thinking it over I’ve
come to realize that there’s really nothing to be done but hire you out.”
“Has it all been decided?” asked the wife, her teeth clattering.
“There’s just the contract to be signed.”
“Oh, what a poor wretch I am! Can’t we really do anything else?”
“It’s terrible, I know. But we’re poor and we don’t want to die. What else can we do? I’m afraid this year I
won’t even be asked to do any transplanting.”
“Have you thought about Chunbao? He’s only three. What will become of him without me?”
“I’ll take care of him. You’re not nursing him any longer, you know.”
He became more and more angry with himself and went out.
“Oh what a miserable life!” she sighed faintly yet tearlessly. Chunbao stared at her, whimpering, “Mummy,
mummy!”
*
On the eve of her departure, she was sitting in the darkest corner of the house. In front of the stove stood an oil
lamp, its light flickering like that of a firefly. Holding Chunbao close to her bosom, she pressed her head against
his hair. Lost in deep thought, she seemed absolutely dead to the reality surrounding her. Later, she gradually
came to, and found herself face to face with the present and her child. Softly she called him,
“Chunbao, Chunbao!”
“Yes, mummy!” the child replied.
“I’m going to leave you tomorrow.”
“What?” The child did not quite understand what she meant and instinctively cuddled closer to her.
“I’m not coming back, not for three years.”
She wiped away her tears. The little boy became inquisitive,
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“Mummy, where are you going? To the temple?”
“No. I’m going to live with the Li family, about thirty li away.”
“I want to go with you.”
“No, you can’t, darling!”
“Why?” he countered.
“You’ll stay home with daddy, he’ll take good care of you. He’ll sleep with you and play with you. You just
listen to daddy. In three years—”
Before she had finished talking the child sadly interrupted her,
“Daddy will beat me!”
“Daddy will never beat you again.” Her left hand was stroking the scar on the right side of the boy’s forehead
—a reminder of the blow dealt by her husband with the handle of a hoe.
She was about to speak to the boy again when her husband came in. He walked up to her, and fumbling in his
pocket, he said,
“I’ve got seventy dollars from them. They’ll give me the other thirty dollars ten days after you get there.” After
a short pause, he added, “They’ve promised to take you there in a sedan-chair.” After another short pause, he
continued, “The chair carriers will come to take you early in the morning as soon as they’ve had breakfast.”
With this he walked out again.
That evening, neither he nor she felt like having supper.
*
The next day there was a spring drizzle. The chair carriers arrived at the crack of dawn. The young woman had
not slept a wink during the night. She had spent the time mending Chunbao’s tattered clothes. Although it was late
spring and summer was near, she took out the boy’s shabby cotton-padded winter jacket and wanted to give it to
her husband, but he was fast asleep. Then she sat down beside her husband, wishing to have a chat with him. But
he slept on and she sat there silently, waiting for the night to pass. She plucked up enough courage to mutter a few
words into his ear, but even this failed to wake him up. So she lay down too.
As she was about to doze off, Chunbao woke up. He wanted to get up and pushed his mother. Dressing the
child, she said,
“Darling, you mustn’t cry while I’m away or daddy will beat you. I’ll buy sweets for you to eat. But you
mustn’t cry any more, darling.”
The boy was too young to know what sorrow was, so in a minute he began to sing. She kissed his cheek and
said,
“Stop singing now, you’ll wake up daddy.”
The chair carriers were sitting on the benches in front of the gate, smoking their pipes and chatting. Soon afterwards, Mrs. Shen arrived from the nearby village where she was living. She was an old and experienced matchmaker. As soon as she crossed the threshold, she brushed the raindrops off her clothes, saying to the husband and
wife,
“It’s raining, it’s raining. That’s a good omen, it means you will thrive from now on.”
The matchmaker bustled about the house and whispered and hinted to the husband that she should be rewarded
for having so successfully brought about the deal.
“To tell you the truth, for another fifty dollars, the old man could have bought himself a concubine,” she said.
Then Mrs. Shen turned to the young woman who was sitting still with the child in her arms, and said loudly, “The
chair carriers have to get there in time for lunch, so you’d better hurry up and get ready to go.” The young woman
glanced at her and her look seemed to say, “I don’t want to leave! I’d rather starve here!” The matchmaker
understood and, walking up to her, said smilingly,
“You’re just a silly girl. What can the ‘Yellow Fellow’ give you? But over there, the scholar has plenty of
everything. He has more than two hundred mu of land, his own houses and cattle. His wife is good-tempered and
she’s very kind. She never turns anybody from her door without giving him something to eat. And the scholar is
not really old. He has a white face and no beard. He stoops a little as well-educated men generally do, and he is
quite gentlemanly. There’s no need for me to tell you more about him. You’ll see him with your own eyes as soon
as you get out of the sedan chair. You know, as a matchmaker, I’ve never told a lie.”
The young woman wiped away her tears and said softly, “Chunbao. How can I part from him?”
“Chunbao will be all right,” said the matchmaker, patting the young woman on the shoulder and bending over
her and the child. “He is already three. There’s a saying, ‘A child of three can move about free.’ So he can be left
alone. It all depends on you. If you can have one or two children over there, everything will be quite all right.”
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The chair bearers outside the gate now started urging the young woman to set out, murmuring, “You are really
not a bride, why should you cry?”\fn{ A note reads: In old China, a bride usually cried before leaving her family.} The
matchmaker snatched away Chunbao from his mother’s arms, saying, “Let me take care of Chunbao!”
The little boy began to scream and kick. The matchmaker took him outside. When the young woman was in
the sedan-chair, she said, “You’d better take the boy in, it’s raining outside.”
Inside the house, resting his head on the palm of his hand, sat the little boy’s father, motionless and wordless.
*
The two villages were thirty li apart, but the chair carriers reached their destination without making a single
stop on the way. The young woman’s clothes were wet from the spring raindrops which had been blown in
through the sedan-chair screens. An elderly woman, of about fifty-five, with a plump face and shrewd eyes came
out to greet her. Realizing immediately that this was the scholar’s wife, the young woman looked at her bashfully
and remained silent. As the scholar’s wife was amiably helping the young woman to the door, there came out from
the house a tall and thin elderly man with a round, smooth face. Measuring the young woman from head to foot,
he smiled and said,
“You have come early. Did you get wet in the rain?” His wife, completely ignoring what he was saying, asked
the young woman, “Have you left anything in the sedan-chair?”
“No, nothing,” answered the young woman. Soon they were inside the house. Outside the gate, a number of
women from the neighborhood had gathered and were peeping in to see what was happening.
Somehow or other, the young woman could not help thinking about her old home and Chunbao. As a matter of
fact, she might have congratulated herself on the prospects of spending the next three years here, since both her
new home and her temporary husband seemed pleasant. The scholar was really kind and soft-spoken. His wife
appeared hospitable and talkative. She talked about her thirty years of happy married life with the scholar. She
had given birth to a boy some fifteen years before—a really handsome and lively child, she said—but he died of
smallpox less than ten months after his birth. Since then, she had never had another child. The elderly woman
hinted she had long been urging her husband to get a concubine but he had always put it off—either because he
was too much in love with his wedded wife or because he couldn’t find a suitable woman for a concubine. This
chatter made the young woman feel sad, delighted and depressed by turns. Finally, the young woman was told
what was expected of her. She blushed when the scholar’s wife said,
“You’ve had three or four children. Of course you know what to do. You know much more than I do.”
After this, the elderly woman went away.
That evening, the scholar told the young woman a great many things about his family in an effort to ingratiate
himself with her. She was sitting beside a red-lacquered wooden wardrobe—something she had never had in her
old home. Her dull eyes were focused upon it when the scholar came over and sat in front of it, asking,
“What’s your name?”
She remained silent and did not smile. Then, rising to her feet, she went towards the bed. He followed her, his
face beaming.
“Don’t be shy. Still thinking about your husband? Ha, ha, I’m your husband now!” he said softly, touching her
arm. “Don’t worry! You’re thinking about your child, aren’t you? Well …”
He burst out laughing and took off his long gown. The young woman then heard the scholar’s wife scolding
somebody outside the room. Though she couldn’t make out just who was being scolded, it seemed to be either the
kitchen-maid or herself. In her sorrow, the young woman began to suspect that it must be herself, but the scholar,
now lying in bed, said loudly,
“Don’t bother. She always grumbles like that. She likes our farmhand very much, and often scolds the kitchenmaid for chatting with him too much.”
*
Time passed quickly. The young woman’s thoughts of her old home gradually faded as she became better and
better acquainted with what went on in her new one. Sometimes it seemed to her she heard Chunbao’s muffled
cries, and she dreamed of him several times. But these dreams became more and more blurred as she became
occupied with her new life. Outwardly, the scholar’s wife was kind to her, but she felt that, deep inside, the elderly woman was jealous and suspicious and that, like a detective, she was always spying to see what was going on
between the scholar and her. Sometimes, if the wife caught her husband talking to the young woman on his return
home, she would suspect that he had bought her something special. She would call him to her bedroom at night to
give him a good scolding
“So you’ve been seduced by the witch!” she would cry. “You should take good care of your old carcass.”
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These abusive remarks the young woman overheard time and again. After that, whenever she saw the scholar
return home, she always tried to avoid him if his wife was not present. But even in the presence of his wife, the
young woman considered it necessary to keep herself in the background. She had to do all this naturally so that it
would not be noticed by outsiders, for otherwise the wife would get angry and blame her for purposely discrediting her in public. As time went on, the scholar’s wife even made the young woman do the work of a maidservant.
Once the young woman decided to wash the elderly woman’s clothes.
“Youre not supposed to wash my clothes,” the scholar’s wife said. “In fact you can have the kitchen-maid wash
your own laundry.” Yet the next moment she said, “Sister dear, you’d better go to the pigsty and have a look at the
two pigs which have been grunting all the time. They’re probably hungry because the kitchen-maid never gives
them enough to eat.”
Eight months had passed and winter came. The young woman became fussy about her food. She had little
appetite for regular meals and always felt like eating something different—noodles, potatoes and so on. But she
soon got tired of noodles and potatoes, and asked for meat dumplings. When she ate a little too much she got sick.
Then she felt a desire for pumpkins and plums—things that could only be had in summer. The scholar knew what
all this meant. He kept smiling all day and gave her whatever was available. He went to town himself to get her
tangerines and asked someone to buy her some oranges. He often paced up and down the verandah, muttering to
himself. One day, he saw the young woman and the kitchen-maid grinding rice for the New Year festival. They
had hardly started grinding when he said to the young woman,
“You’d better have a rest now. We can let the farmhand do it, since everybody is going to eat the cakes.”
Sometimes in the evening, when the rest of the household were chatting, he would sit alone near an oil lamp,
reading the Book of Songs:
“Fair, fair,” cry the ospreys
On the island in the river,
Lovely is the noble lady,
Fit the bride of our lord.

The farmhand once asked him, “Please, sir, what are you reading this book for? You’re not going to sit for a
higher civil service examination, are you?”
The scholar stroked his beardless chin and said in a gay tone, “Well, you know the joys of life, don’t you?
There’s a saying that the greatest joy of life is either to spend the first night in the nuptial chamber or to pass a
civil service examination. As for me, I’ve already experienced both. But now there’s a still greater blessing in
store for me.”
His remark set the whole household laughing—except for his wife and the young woman.
To the scholar’s wife all this was very annoying. When she first heard of the young woman’s pregnancy, she
was pleased. Later, when she saw her husband lavishing attention on the young woman she began to blame herself
for being barren. Once, the following spring it happened that the young woman fell ill and was laid up for three
days with a headache. The scholar was anxious that she take a rest and frequently asked what she needed. This
made his wife angry. She grumbled for three whole days and said that the young woman was malingering.
“She has been spoiled here and become stuck-up like a real concubine,” she said, sneering maliciously,
“always complaining about headaches or backaches. She must have been quite different before—like a bitch that
has to go searching for food even when she is going to bear a litter of puppies! Now, with the old man fawning on
her, she puts on airs!”
“Why so much fuss about having a baby?” said the scholar’s wife one night to the kitchen-maid. “I myself was
once with child for ten months, I just can’t believe she’s really feeling so bad. Who knows what she’s going to
have? It may be just a little toad! She’d better not try to bluff me, throwing her weight around before the little
thing is born. It’s still nothing but a clot of blood! It’s really a bit too early for her to make such a fuss!”
The young woman who had gone to bed without supper was awakened by this torrent of malicious abuse and
burst into convulsive sobs. The scholar was also shocked by what he heard—so much so that he broke into a cold
sweat and shook with anger. He wanted to go to his wife’s room, grab her by the hair and give her a good beating
so as to work off his feelings. But, somehow or other, he felt powerless to do so; his fingerstrembled and his arms
ached with weariness. Sighing deeply, he said softly,
“I’ve been too good to her. In thirty years of married life, I’ve never slapped her face or given her a scratch.
That’s why she is so cocky.” Then, crawling across the bed, he whispered to the young woman beside him, “Now,
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stop crying, stop crying, let her cackle! A barren hen is always jealous! If you manage to have a baby boy this
time, I’ll give you two precious gifts—a blue jade ring and a white jade …” Leaving the last sentence unfinished,
he turned to listen to his wife’s jeering voice outside the room. He hastily took off his clothes, and, covering his
head with the quilt and nestling closer to the young woman, he said,
“I’ve a white jade …”
The young woman grew bigger and bigger around the waist. The scholar’s wife made arrangements with a
midwife, and, when other people were around, she would busy herself making baby’s clothes out of floral prints.
The hot summer had ended and the cool autumn breeze was blowing over the village. The day finally came when
the expectations of the whole household reached their climax and everybody was agog. His heart beating faster
than ever, the scholar was pacing the courtyard, reading about horoscopes from an almanac in his hand as intently
as if he wanted to commit the whole book to memory. One moment he would look anxiously at the room with its
windows’ closely shut whence came the muffled groans of the expectant mother. The next, he would look at the
cloudy sky, and walk up to the kitchen-maid at the door to ask,
“How is everything now?”
Nodding, the maid would reply after a moment’s pause, “It won’t be long now, it won’t be long now.”
He would resume pacing the courtyard and reading the almanac.
The suspense lasted until sunset. Then when wisps of kitchen smoke were curling up from the roofs and lamps
were gleaming in the country houses like so many wild flowers in spring, a baby boy was born. The newborn
baby cried at the top of his voice while the scholar sat in a corner of the house, with tears of joy in his eyes. The
household was so excited that no one cared about supper.
A month later, the bright and tender-faced baby made his debut in the open. While the young woman was
breast-feeding him, womenfolk from the neighborhood gathered around to feast their eyes upon the boy. Some
liked his nose; others, his mouth; still others, his ears. Some praised his mother, saying that she had become
whiter and healthier. The scholar’s wife, now acting like a granny, said,
“That’s enough! You’ll make the baby cry!”
As to the baby’s name, the scholar racked his brains, but just could not hit upon a suitable one. His wife
suggested that the Chinese character shou, meaning longevity, or one of its synonyms, should be included in his
name. But the scholar did not like it—it was too commonplace. He spent several weeks looking through Chinese
classics like the Book of Changes and the Book of History in search of suitable characters to be used as the baby’s
name. But all his efforts proved fruitless. It was a difficult problem to solve because he wanted a name which
should be auspicious for the baby and would imply at the same time that he was born to him in old age. One
evening, while holding the three-month-old baby in his arms, the scholar, with spectacles on, sat down near a
lamp and again looked into some books in an effort to find a name for the boy. The baby’s mother, sitting quietly
in a corner of the room, appeared to be musing. Suddenly she said,
“I suppose you could call him ‘Qiubao.’”
Those in the room turned to look at the young woman and listened intently as she continued, “Qiu means
autumn and bao means treasure. So since he was born in autumn, you’d better call him ‘Qiubao.’”
The scholar was silent for a brief moment and then exclaimed,
“A wonderful idea! I’ve wasted a lot of time looking for a name for the baby! As a man of over fifty, I’ve
reached the autumn of my life. The boy too was born in autumn. Besides, autumn is the time when everything is
ripe and the time for harvesting, as the Book of History says. ‘Qiubao’ is really a good name for the child.”
Then he began to praise the young woman, saying that she was born clever and that it was quite useless to be a
bookworm like himself. His remarks made the young woman feel ill at ease. Lowering her head and forcing a
smile, she said to herself with tears in her eyes,
“I suggested ‘Qiubao’ simply because I was thinking of my elder son Chunbao.”\fn{ A note reads: Meaning “Spring
Treasure.”}
Qiubao daily grew handsomer and more attached to his mother. His unusually big eyes which stared tirelessly
at strangers would light up joyfully when he saw his mother, even when she was a long distance away. He always
clung to her. Although the scholar loved him even more than his mother did, Qiubao did not take to him. As to the
scholar’s wife, although outwardly she showed as much affection for Qiubao as if he were her own baby, he
would stare at her with the same indefatigable curiosity as he did at strangers. But the more the child grew
attached to his mother, the closer drew the time for their separation. Once more it was summer. To everybody in
the house, the advent of this season was a reminder of the coming end of the young woman’s three-year stay.
The scholar, out of his love for Qiubao, suggested to his wife one day that he was willing to offer another
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hundred dollars to buy the young woman so that she could stay with them permanently. The wife, however,
replied curtly:
“No, you’ll have to poison me before you do that!”
This made the scholar angry. He remained silent for quite a while. Then, forcing himself to smile, he said, “It’s
a pity that our child will be motherless …”
His wife smiled wryly and said in an icy and cutting tone: “Don’t you think that I might be a mother to him?”
As to the young woman, there were two conflicting ideas in her mind. On the one hand, she always remembered that she would have to leave after the three years were up. Three years seemed a short time and she had
become more of a servant than a temporary wife. Besides, in her mind her elder son Chunbao had become as
sweet and lovely a child as Qiubao. She could not bear to remain away from either Qiubao or Chunbao. On the
other hand, she was willing to stay on permanently in the scholar’s, house because she thought her own husband
would not live long and might even die in four or five years. So she longed to have the scholar bring Chunbao into
his home so that she could also live with her elder son.
One day, as she was sitting wearily on the verandah with Qiubao sleeping at her breast, the hypnotic rays of
the early summer sun sent her into a daydream and she thought she saw Chunbao standing beside her; but when
she stretched out her hand to him and was about to speak to her two sons, she saw that her elder boy was not
there.
At the door at the other end of the verandah the scholar’s wife, with her seemingly kind face but fierce eyes,
stood staring at the young woman. The latter came to and said to herself: “I’d better leave here as soon as I can.
She’s always spying on me.”
Later, the scholar changed his plan a little; he decided he would send Mrs. Shen on another mission: to find out
whether the young woman’s husband was willing to take another thirty dollars—or fifty dollars at most—to let
him keep the young woman for another three years. He said to his wife, “I suppose Qiubao’s mother could stay on
until he is five.”
Chanting “Buddha preserve me” with a rosary in her hand, the scholar’s wife replied: “She has got her elder
son at home. Besides, you ought to let her go back to her lawful husband.”
The scholar hung his head and said brokenly, “Just imagine, Qiubao will be motherless at two …”
Putting away the rosary, his wife snapped, “I can take care of him, I can manage him. Are you afraid I’m going
to murder him?”
Upon hearing the last sentence, the scholar walked away hurriedly.
His wife went on grumbling, “The child has been born for me. Qiubao is mine. If the male line of your family
came to an end, it would affect me too. You’ve been bewitched by her. You’re old and pigheaded. You don’t know
what’s what. Just think how many more years you may live, and yet you’re trying to do everything to keep her
with you. I certainly don’t want another woman’s tablet put side by side with mine in the family shrine!”
It seemed as if she would never stop pouring out the stream of venomous and biting words, but the scholar was
too far away to hear them.
Every time Qiubao had a pimple on his head or a slight fever, the scholar’s wife would go around praying to
Buddha and bring back Buddha’s medicine in the form of incense ash which she applied to the baby’s pimple or
dissolved in water for him to drink. He would cry and perspire profusely. The young woman did not like the idea
of the scholar’s wife making so much fuss when the baby fell slightly ill, and always threw the ash away when she
was not there.
Sighing deeply the scholar’s wife once said to her husband, “You see, she really doesn’t care a bit about our
baby and says that he’s not getting thinner. Real love needs no flourishes; she is only pretending that she loves our
baby.”
The young woman wept when alone, and the scholar kept silent.
*
On Qiubao’s first birthday, the celebration lasted the whole day. About forty guests attended the party. The
birthday presents they brought included baby clothes, noodles, a silver pendant in the shape of a lion’s head to be
worn on the baby’s chest and a gold-plated image of the God of Longevity to be sewn to the baby’s bonnet. The
guests wished the baby good luck and a long life. The host’s face flushed with joy as if reflecting the reddening
glow of the setting sun.
Late in the afternoon, just before the banquet, there came into the courtyard from the deepening twilight
outside an uninvited guest, who attracted the attention of all the others. He was an emaciated-looking peasant,
dressed in patched clothes and with unkempt hair, carrying under his arm a paper-parcel. Greatly astonished and
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puzzled, the host went up to inquire where he hailed from. While the newcomer was stammering, it suddenly
occurred to the host that this was none other than the skin dealer—the young woman’s husband. Thereupon, the
host said in a low voice,
“Why do you bring a gift? You really shouldn’t have done this.”
The newcomer looked timidly about, saying, “I … I had to come … I’ve come to wish the baby a long life …”
Before he had finished speaking, he began to open the package he had brought. Tearing off three paper
wrappings with his quivering fingers, he took out four bronze-cast and silver-plated Chinese characters, about one
square inch in size, which said that the baby would live as long as the South Mountain.
The scholar’s wife appeared on the scene, and looked displeased when she saw the skin dealer. The scholar,
however, invited the skin dealer to the table, where the guests sat whispering about him.
The guests wined and dined for two hours and everybody was feeling happy and excited. They indulged in
noisy drinking games and plied one another with big bowls of wine. The deafening uproar rocked the house. Nobody paid any attention to the skin dealer who sat silently after drinking two cups of wine. Having enjoyed their
wine, the guests each hurriedly took a bowl of rice; and, bidding one another farewell, they dispersed in twos and
threes, carrying lighted lanterns in their hands.
The skin dealer sat there eating until the servants came to clear the table. Then he walked to a dark corner of
the verandah where he found his wife.
“What did you come for?” asked the young woman with an extremely sad note in her voice.
“I didn’t want to come, but I just couldn’t help it.”
“Then why did you come so late?”
“I couldn’t get any money to buy a birthday gift. I spent the whole morning begging for a loan and then I had
to go to town to buy the gift. I was tired and hungry. That’s why I came late.”
The young woman asked, “How’s Chunbao?”
Her husband reflected for a moment and then answered, “It’s for Chunbao’s sake that I’ve come.”
“For Chunbao’s sake?” she echoed in surprise.
He went on slowly, “Since this summer Chunbao has grown very skinny. In the autumn, he fell sick. I haven’t
been able to do anything for him because I haven’t had any money. So his illness is getting more serious. I’m
afraid he won’t live unless we try to save him!” He continued after a short pause, “I’ve come to borrow some
money from you.”
Deep inside her, the young woman had the feeling, that wild cats were scratching and biting her, gnawing at
her very heart. She was on the verge of bursting into tears, but on such an occasion when everybody was celebrating Qiubao’s birthday she knew she had to keep her emotions under control. She made a brave effort to keep
back her tears and said to her husband,
“How can I get hold of any money? They give me twenty cents a month as pocket money here, but I spend
every cent of it on my baby. What can we do now?”
Both were speechless for a while, then the young woman asked again, “Who is taking care of Chunbao while
you’re here?”
“One of the neighbors. I’ve got to go back home tonight. In fact I ought to be going now,” he answered, wiping
away his tears.
“Wait a moment,” she told him tearfully, “let me go and try to borrow some money from him.”
And with this she left him.
*
Three days later, in the evening, the scholar suddenly asked the young woman, “Where’s the blue jade ring I
gave you?”
“I gave it to him the other night. He pawned it.”
“Didn’t I lend you five dollars?” countered the scholar irritably.
The young woman, hanging her head, answered after a moment’s pause, “Five dollars wasn’t enough!”
The scholar sighed deeply at this and said, “No matter how good 1 try to be to you, you still love your husband
and your elder son more. I wanted to keep you for another couple of years, but now I think you’d better leave here
next spring!”
The young woman stood there silent and tearless. Several days later, the scholar again reproached her, “That
blue jade ring is a treasure. I gave it to you because I wanted Qiubao to inherit it from you. I didn’t think you
would have it pawned! It’s lucky my wife doesn’t know about it, otherwise she would make scenes for another
three months.”
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After this the young woman became thinner and paler. Her eyes lost their luster; she was often subjected to
sneers and curses. She was for ever worrying about Chunbao’s illness. She was always on the lookout for some
acquaintance from her home village or some traveler going there. She hoped she could hear about Chunbao’s
recovery, but there was no news. She wished she could borrow a couple of dollars or buy sweets for some traveler
to take to Chunbao, but she could find no one going to her home village. She would often walk outside the gate
with Qiubao in her arms, and there, standing by the roadside, she would gaze with melancholy eyes at the country
paths. This greatly annoyed the scholar’s wife who said to her husband:
“She really doesn’t want to stay here any longer. She’s anxious to get back home as soon as she can.”
Sometimes at night, sleeping with Qiubao at her bosom, she would suddenly wake up from her dreams and
scream until the child too would awake and start crying. Once, the scholar asked her:
“What’s happened? What’s happened?”
She patted the child without answering. The scholar continued,
“Did you dream your elder son had died? How you screamed! You woke me up!”
She hurriedly answered, “No, no … I thought I saw a new grave in front of me!”
He said nothing, but the morbid hallucination continued to loom before her—she saw herself approaching the
grave.
Winter was drawing to a close and the birds began twittering at her window, as if urging her to leave quickly.
The child was weaned, and her separation from her son—permanent separation—was already a foregone conclusion. On the day of her departure, the kitchen-maid quietly asked the scholar’s wife,
“Shall we hire a sedan-chair to take her home?” Fingering the rosary in her hand, the scholar’s wife said:
“Better let her walk. Otherwise she will have to pay the fare herself. And where will she get the money? I
understand her husband can’t even afford to have three meals a day. She shouldn’t try to be showy. It’s not very
far from here, and I myself have walked some forty li a day. She’s more used to walking than I am, so she ought
to be able to get there in half a day.”
In the morning, as the young woman was dressing Qiubao, tears kept streaming down her cheeks. The child
called, “Auntie, auntie” (the scholar’s wife had made him call her “mummy,” and his real mother, “auntie”). The
young woman could not answer for weeping. She wanted so much to say to the child,
“Goodbye, darling! Your ‘mummy’ has been good to you, so you should be good to her in the future. Forget
about me for ever!”
But these words she never uttered. The child was only one and a half years old, and she knew that he would
never understand what she wanted to say.
The scholar walked up quietly behind her, and put ten twenty-cent silver coins into her palm, saying softly,
“Here are two dollars for you.”
Buttoning up the child's clothes, she put the ten silver coins into her pocket.
The scholar’s wife also came in, and, staring hard at the back of the retreating scholar, she turned to the young
woman, saying, “Give me Qiubao, so that he won’t cry when you leave.”
The young woman remained silent, but the child was unwilling to leave his mother and kept striking the
scholar’s wife’s face with his little hands. The scholar’s wife was piqued and said, “You can keep him with you
until you’ve had breakfast.”
The kitchen-maid urged the young woman to eat as much as possible, saying, “You’ve been eating very little
for a fortnight. You are thinner than when you first came here. Have you looked at yourself in the mirror? You
have to walk thirty li today, so finish this bowl of rice!”
The young woman said listlessly, “You’re really kind to me!”
It was a fine day and the sun was high in the sky. Qiubao continued to cling to his mother. When the scholar’s
wife angrily snatched him away from her, he yelled at the top of his voice, kicking the elderly woman in the belly
and pulling at her hair.
The young woman, standing behind, pleaded, “Let me stay here until after lunch.”
The scholar’s wife replied fiercely over her shoulder, “Hurry up with your packing. You’ve got to leave sooner
or later!”
From then on, Qiubao’s cries gradually receded from the young woman’s hearing.
While she was packing, she kept listening to his crying. The kitchen-maid stood beside her, comforting her and
watching what she was putting into her parcel. When the young woman left she did so with the same old parcel
she had brought. She heard Qiubao crying as she walked out of the gate, and his cries rang in her ears even after
she had plodded a distance of three li.
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Stretching before her lay the sun-bathed country road which seemed to be as long as the sky was boundless. As
she was walking along the bank of a river, whose clear water reflected her like a mirror, she thought of stopping
there and putting an end to her life by drowning herself. But, after sitting for a while on the bank, she resumed her
journey.
It was already afternoon, and an elderly villager told her that she still had fifteen li to go before she would
reach her own village. She said to him, “Grandpa, please hire a litter for me. I’m too tired to walk.”
“Are you sick?” asked the old man.
“Yes, I am.” She was sitting in a pavilion outside a village.
“Where have you walked from?”
She answered after a moment’s hesitation, “I’m on my way home; this morning I thought I would be able to
walk the whole way.”
The elder lapsed into sympathetic silence and finally hired a litter for her.
*
It was about four o’clock in the afternoon when the litter carriers entered a narrow and filthy village street. The
young woman, her pale face shrunken and yellowed like an old vegetable leaf, lay with her eyes closed. She was
breathing weakly. The villagers eyed her with astonishment and compassion. A group of village urchins noisily
followed the litter, the appearance of which stirred the quiet village.
One of the children chasing after the litter was Chunbao. The children were shouting and squealing like little
pigs when the litter carriers suddenly turned into the lane leading to Chunbao’s home. Chunbao stopped in
surprise. As the litter stopped in front of his home, he leaned dazed against a post and looked at it from a distance.
The other children gathered around and craned their necks timidly. When the young woman descended from the
litter, she felt giddy and at first did not realize that the shabbily dressed child with disheveled hair standing before
her was Chunbao. He was hardly any taller than when she had left three years before and just as skinny. Then, she
blurted out in tears,
“Chunbao!”
Startled, the children dispersed. Chunbao, also frightened, ran inside the house to look for his father.
Inside the dingy room, the young woman sat for a long, long while. Both she and her husband were speechless.
As night fell, he raised his head and said,
“You’d better prepare supper!”
She rose reluctantly and, after searching around the house, said in a weak voice, “There’s no rice left in the big
jar.”
Her husband looked at her with a sickly smile. “You’ve got used to living in a rich man’s house all right. We
keep our rice in a cardboard box.”
That night, the skin dealer said to his son, “Chunbao, you go to bed with your mother!”
Chunbao, standing beside the stove, started crying. His mother walked up to him and called, “Chunbao,
Chunbao!” But when she tried to caress him, the boy shunned her.
His father hissed, “You’ve forgotten your own mother. You ought to get a good beating for that!”
The young woman lay awake on the narrow, dirty plank-bed with Chunbao lying, like a stranger, beside her.
Her mind in a daze, she seemed to see her younger son Qiubao—plump, white and lovely—curled up beside her,
but as she stretched out her arms to embrace him, she saw it was Chunbao, who had just fallen asleep. The boy
was breathing faintly, his face pressed against his mother’s breast. She hugged him tightly.
The still and chilly night seemed to drag on endlessly …
98.127 Little Sister\fn{by Feng Wen-Ping aka Fei-ming (1902- [W says 1901] -1967 )} Hupeh Province, China (M) 4
It was four years ago that my little sister died. Today memories of her have come back to me and I cannot put
them out of my mind.
Sister was born June 30, the first year of the Republic [1912].\fn{ The Republic of China still survives; but it is confined
to the island of Formosa, whence its government fled to from the mainland of China in 1948 .} Her name was Lien. When my
maternal grandmother, who was still living then, heard that it was a girl, she came over and told mother that she
had found from old Mrs. Shih, the woman who sold eggs, that there was a carpenter living not far from our city
who wanted to adopt an infant daughter-in-law. Though mother agreed with grandma that she should not take on
the burden of raising another child, her voice did not carry much conviction. How could it be otherwise? As for
myself, I was panic stricken and turned to grandma with a frightened look in my eyes. In an effort to placate me,
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she said,
“I was told that the boy’s grandfather was once a schoolmaster.”
Of course the fact that my sister was to become the daughter-in-law of a carpenter was one of the reasons that I
objected to the proposed match, but if she were not to eat and share everything with me I would feel that she was
suffering greater hardships than I, even though she lived in the palace or the mansion of the prime minister,
instead of going only into the family of a schoolmaster. At best he would be like my own poor teacher, and
besides, this was the grandfather; the father was only a carpenter.
My grandmother seemed to take me for a grownup whose objection had to be reckoned with. She remonstrated
and argued with me earnestly and finally said impatiently,
“Then you will have to wash the baby clothes! Your mother must not be bothered.” I answered eagerly,
“I’ll wash them! I’ll wash them!”
When I went to bed that night, I was unable to sleep for a long while. It seemed as if I knew the carpenter well
and had visited the village where he lived. There seemed to be a tomb on the hillside nearby that had a monument
decorated with dragons in front of it. A herd of cattle was grazing and the cowherd was sister. She was sitting
under the monument with her back toward me, digging at the earth and singing in a low voice. She turned when
she heard the rustling of my clothes and ran into my arms crying. She told me that her coat was made over from
something that our elder sister no longer wanted and that her mother-in-law had beaten her because she had made
trumpets with the wood shavings instead of taking them to the kitchen for fuel.
“Don’t cry,” I said to her. “I’ll take you home …” But I myself—
“Miao-erh, Miao-erh! Mama is here.” My pillow was wet with tears.
If I had thought about the matter, I should have known that grandma’s idea was unthinkable, for poor as we
were, my father was employed in the office of the commissioner of education. How could we marry a daughter
into the family of a carpenter? It was probably because grandma did not have a good look at the baby in mother’s
arms that she suggested such a thing, for when the baby was shown at the Third Day ceremony she fell in love
with it as everyone else did.
But because of this incident my sister and I were often teased later on. If I were arguing with mother about
something, she would say when she got angry,
“If you say another word, you can wash the baby clothes!”
Thereupon I would say no more. If sister had done anything to displease her, she always intimidated her by
saying,
“I should have taken grandma’s advice and given you to the carpenter!”
My grandfather did not like my mother and so did not show as much affection for her children as he did for the
children of my aunts. (My father and his two brothers did not “separate house” until sister was five years old.) He
would buy fried dough strings in the morning and stuffed rolls at noon for Eight and Nine, both my third aunt’s
boys, one two years older and the other two years younger than my sister. Though he bought only one apiece, yet
he never failed to do so a single day the year round.
My sister? It was as if she did not exist. Because she was only a girl? But Ah Chu, my second aunt’s daughter,
was dearer to grandfather than any of the other children. She was fifteen and got two rolls at noon. Sometimes the
peddler would remind grandfather of sister’s presence—for grandfather’s eyesight was not good—if she happened
to be there when he passed the delicacies around, saying,
“Ah Lien is there, too.”
But being a sensible girl, sister would say hastily, “I don’t like to eat between meals,” and retreat into the house
with bowed head.
Grandfather liked to go out with the children. After breakfast sister, Eight, and Nine, the youngest children in
the house, would be playing at cooking in the yard, piling up earth and broken tiles for stoves. After they got tired
of doing that, grandfather would take them out for a stroll. Needless to say, he carried Nine in his arm and led
Eight with his free hand. Sister would dust herself. off, saying in her birdlike voice,
“Grandpa, are you taking them outside the city? There are wildcats!”
If grandfather should deign to speak to her, sister would be so gratified and happy. She was then only four
years old.
How could a quiet and affectionate child like sister pick quarrels with Eight or Nine? Yet if they should happen
to have a quarrel, grandfather would say,
“Eight is a good child. It must be Ah Lien’s fault.”
If the quarrel was between sister and Nine, he would say,
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“Nine is younger. Even if he did scratch or pinch her, Ah Lien should overlook it.”
Sister would run to mother, holding back her tears until she saw her, and then sob out her story. Mother would
say,
“It is a very small matter. It is not worth crying over.”
I have never known anyone who could cry so much as sister. She knew herself that it was better not to cry, but
her tears would stream down her cheeks in spite of herself. Mother would knit her brows, shake her head and
point to the hall, where father used to sit, as if to say that he would blame her for spoiling sister when he saw
sister cry.
Sister had been afflicted with running ears ever since she was a year old. Many remedies prescribed by the
village doctor were tried without any effect. My father used to have my younger brother do a sheet of calligraphy
exercise every day. In the evening my sister would ask him for the sheet and give it to mother to clean the pus
from her ears with. The boys would say,
“Get away from us. You smell so.”
She was affectionate and liked to snuggle up to them, though a stranger could not induce her to come near him.
To my sister her ears were the cause of most of the trouble and sufferings that filled the seven years of her
short life. One evening while we were sitting in mother’s room, I said to her,
“Ah Lien, in the provincial capital there are foreigners that can cure all kinds of diseases. How would you like
to have me take you there and have your ears looked into?”
It was, of course, beyond the question to take a little girl like sister on such a long journey, and sister, an
intelligent girl, knew this. Mother, however, said with a serious air,
“If they can really cure her, we’ll let her go. Papa is willing to spend the money.”
“How is she going to sleep?” my brother Three asked.
“With brother Miao,” sister said without hesitation.
We all laughed and sister hid her face in embarrassment against mother’s side and gnawed at the corner of her
coat.
Sister, how your brother weeps when he recalls these things!
When I was six years old I almost died. As my father had to work all day in the district government office, my
mother wore herself out running between my sick bed and the kitchen. I am sometimes troubled with a feeling
that I was partly responsible for my sister’s death. During the five years I was in middle school I was sick about
three years and a half. I spent the last year entirely at home. Father seemed even more anxious about me than
mother. His voice became tender and his austere face softened into a smile when he came in to see me. Sometimes
mother would come in with sister and say,
“They say that Ah Lien is getting thinner and weaker every day.”
But father never gave any thought about that; mother simply asserted a fact that was meaningless to him.
Sister’s tears became even more copious as time went on. She cried on the least provocation. Afraid that father
would get angry because she cried, she would say that she had a stomachache. My father never beat us; his
displeasure was only shown on his face, which would darken like a beclouded sky. This was more terrible than
beating, for if he had beaten us, we could have cried and forgotten our grievances afterwards. Fear and uncertainty
were more unbearable. His anger had nothing to do with the merits or demerits of our behavior. If he happened to
be in a bad humor, the least thing would cause him to explode like a cannon.
One day sister was crying again over something when mother called her to come in for the midday dinner.
Mother, who was also in fear of father’s moods, said,
“Ah Lien is having the stomachache again.”
Father kept on eating without saying a word. I was nervous and said,
“Don’t cry any more, Ah Lien.”
She came in slowly, having dried her tears though her eyes were still red. I resumed eating without any further
anxiety. After a few mouthfuls her tears began to flow again. I noticed it first and then father saw it, too. Sister
took one glance at father and burst out crying even though she tried so hard not to.
Father slapped his chopsticks on the table and dragged sister into the yard and left her standing there in the
scorching sun. She writhed in agony like a skinned frog until my father’s second sister came and took her
away.\fn{In a situation like this only a man’s brother or sister can interfere, short of his parents .}
It was evident that sister had lost her former liveliness.
“Aren’t you feeling well?” Mother would ask.
Sister could not tell where her ailment lay.
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“Why don’t you go and play with Eight and Nine?” mother would suggest, whereupon sister would say with
irritation, “Must one be forced to play when one doesn’t want to?”
One day I was lying on a wicker couch which my mother had placed in the hall where it was cool. Suddenly I
wanted to have a pear and as there was no one whom mother could send at the moment, she looked appealingly at
sister. She was not eager to go but did not refuse. I did not protest either as I did not think that it would prove too
much of a task. She was wearing only a vest and had a fan to shade herself from the sun. She left by the back gate,
which was nearer to the main street, but came back through the front gate. I was facing the front gate and noticed
that her footsteps were heavy and she seemed to have hardly enough strength to hold the fan over her head. After
giving the pear to me, she sat panting on a bamboo stool and looked very miserable though she did not cry.
“Why did you have to take the longer way?” mother said to her. Sister burst into tears as she replied with some
passion,
“Because there is no shade outside the back gate!”
We did not know then that she was in the first stage of tuberculosis; she could not stand the heat.
She began to sleep a great deal. One day mother came to keep me company after dinner as she was wont to do.
“Ah Lien has probably gone off to sleep again,” she said, and sure enough she found her sleeping in bed.
Mother scolded,
“You have just eaten. You can blame no one if your stomach aches again.”
Sister did not answer. Mother tapped her gently with her hand and suddenly uttered a sharp cry.
“How shiny are the child’s feet! Are they swollen? Get up, precious.”
Sister was gratified because some one had at last noticed her troubles.
When the doctor called to see me, mother led sister in and said to father,
“I’m afraid we shall have to ask the doctor take a look at Ah Lien.”
“What a bother!” father said with a frown.
“But it is serious. Look at her feet!” mother said anxiously.
“It won’t be very much trouble to take a look.” the doctor mediated.
Father gave in.
We looked upon the doctor as a deliverer at the time, but in reality sister’s decline may easily have been due to
his ill-prescribed remedies. He said that sister had malaria, and mother agreed with him because sister had
complained of chills. And sister herself, gratified with the attention she was receiving, did what she was told.
When the medicine was brought to her she would gulp it down without wincing, unlike myself who had to be
watched carefully by mother until I had downed all the brew.
In the evening when my father returned with the two packages of medicine, he could not conceal his
annoyance with sister.
“She must have her share even in this,” he said. Sister turned toward me and said, tears filling her eyes,
“He wants to have only you treated!”
When mother said that a clever girl like her ought to know that father was only joking, several tear drops had
rolled down her cheeks.
Gradually my poor, sickly sister began to be bloated like a pig that had been plucked, but I did not think that
she would die so soon. She gradually lost all appetite and it became more and more of an effort for her to lift her
feet over the door sill when she came into the hall to keep cool.
A celebration in honor of the God of Thunder was being held in the temple near us, and the sound of drums
and firecrackers proved irresistible to Eight and Nine. Sister never liked to follow noise and crowds; now she
cared for them even less. But father insisted that mother should take her to the temple to see the festivities,
probably thinking that the distraction would be good for her. I noticed that she walked with great difficulty but I
did not expect the sharp cry she uttered when she tried to lift her foot over the door sill at the gate. Mother said
she would carry her over it, but she complained that she hurt all over. This was the last time that sister went near
the gate.
In the last resort mother always turned to the gods for help. She said to sister,
“My child, I shall go to pray to Tou Lao Niang Niang. You will be well soon."
She went to the Tou Lao Temple outside the city while father went out to inquire about possible remedies.
There was only my younger brother and myself home to watch over sister as my elder brother and his wife had
gone to visit her people. Sister was lying in bed with her eyes closed and when she opened them on hearing
footsteps they were only thin slits.
“Hasn’t mama come home yet?”

127

“What do you want?” my younger brother asked, leaning over her bed. “I’ll get it for you.”
“I don’t want anything,” she said sweetly.
Finally mother returned, and the medicine prescribed by the fortune sticks was soon brewing over the stove.
Sister, however, did not wait but went from us forever, three days before her birthday.
During the first few days father seemed more distressed than mother, but later on mother went almost insane
with grief. When she saw Nine or his younger sister, she would take them aside and ask them,
“Do you know where Ah Lien is?”
In her superstition she was hoping that they might in their innocence reveal where sister’s ghost might be. Nine
was literal.
“On the hill, aunt,” he would say and offer to take her there.
His sister did not even understand the question; she only shook her head and stared stupidly at mother. When
the washerwoman’s little girl brought the wash, mother would take her in her arms and would not let her go. She
gave her sister’s clothes one by one, including a padded silk jacket that sister wore during the last New Year
season.
On the Seven-times-Seventh Day after sister’s death, father rose early, bought a string of spirit money, and
went to the hill with my younger brother after breakfast. When they came home I asked my brother whether her
tomb was on top of the hill or midway. He said that it was on top of the hill and that he could see the city wall and
the roof of our ancestral temple from it. He said that he cried after he burned the spirit money but that father did
not.
“Father only said, ‘Ah Lien, watch over your brother Miao and help him to get well soon.’”
I felt cold and a shiver ran through me when he told me what father said.
I have never visited my sister’s tomb. I was told that mother asked Brother-in-Law Chuan to mark it with a
large brick on which my younger brother had written an inscription.
150.60 & 191.123 A. A Sailor In Port B. Excerpt from Recollections Of West Hunan\fn{by Shen Tsung-wen [or
Congwen, Miao Nationality] (1902-1988)} Fengwang, Hunan Province, China (M) 13
A
The anchor slid into the water at Chengchow and a junk settled to rest beside the quay.
A shore plank about fifteen feet long was lowered to the stone steps, and passengers began to file down it.
They lined up, one after another, loading their baggage on their shoulders, and then moved across the space,
rhythmically swinging from left to right like a pendulum. They all managed to balance themselves safely ashore.
Many other junks lay strung along the river, so many that their slightly swaying masts looked like waving
trees, with the bundles of rope and sail clustering to them like the tangled confusion of strange foliage. On every
junk blue-clad sailors worked or stood about smoking long pipes. Their large, hairy hands and feet, seen against
the sky, seemed to hang in the wind, like those of the monsters out of a child’s imagination. They reminded one
very much of Flying Hairy Feet, that fabulous hero of our youth, especially when some of them shot up the tall
masts to disentangle the ropes. They enjoyed such hazardous tasks, and the more difficult the knot up there, the
better.
Up they would go, scaling the smooth, slippery masts so easily one couldn’t help wondering if their hands and
bare feet weren’t equipped with hooks. How did they do it? And once up in that dizzy height, how did they have
the courage. To sing and jest so carelessly, with only their feet tightly clutching the stem of the sail rigging, while
their hands worked among the ropes?
Men on the masts of neighboring junks sang out in reply, or even set up a chorus, and this seemed to make
them all the more reckless in exhibiting their sill high over the decks. Standing below, other sailors looked up
enviously, as if anxious to show that they were just as nimble and graceful as those above, and resented the
skipper’s order to them not to go aloft. They gazed wistfully as the acrobats on the yardarms joked with women
on rival junks, and in annoyance shouted up at them.
“Fall down, my son, and crush yourself to death, eh!”
“Little grandson with a lark’s voice, let’s hear you sing when you’ve fallen and cracked your skull!”
“Bastard!”
Above, the sailor only became all the more musically inclined.
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“Ho! Ho! Little children,” he cried down. “On the contrary, I’m the one who got next to your mother and
became your father!” They kept up this cursing back and forth till the job was done, everybody enjoying himself
thoroughly …
On windy and rainy nights, the junks were canopied over with great sheets of yellow oiled cloth, and this was
such a night. Beneath the covering, sailors huddled and played cards, or chattered loudly, or simply sat quietly,
listening to the tapping rain and the long wind riding down the River of Golden Sand. The junks were moored
nearly abeam, fastened together with lines drawn almost taut, and now and then a wave swelled in, driving the
vessels into collision. The jolt didn’t disturb the sailors at all, and they hardly made a murmur about it. Nothing
troubled them, not even the kind of pale moon, or the burnt sky, or the veil of morning dew that excites the mind
soft with lyric impulse. What aroused the highest interest in them, however and were matters on which they had
very definite opinions, were first of all, whether they were fed meat or sour cabbage for dinner, and secondly,
whether the anchor was dropped in midstream or beside the shore. Meat was very much preferred to sour
cabbage, and they didn’t like to put down any distance from the riverbank.
Let it be told of one of these sailors how in the night blurred by rain he walked down the shore plank and up
the road, picking his way with difficulty through the mud. His heart beat rapidly. This was Pai Tzu. He never tired
of clinging the masts, he sang all day, and at sunset was not in the least fatigued. His belt, as just now he groped
along, was filled with coins that he had earned climbing up and down the masts. Lines of rain slanted against his
head and curled down his bare legs and feet.
Pai Tzu finally reached the door of the house. He knocked, after the manner common to sailors everywhere,
and whistled loudly. The door opened, and he thrust one of his muddy legs across the threshold. While the other
leg was still outside, his body was girdled by a pair of long, lean arms, and his newly shaved face, burned by sun
and wind, was rubbed by the broad, warm mouth of a woman. The perfumed smell of her, the curve of the
embrace, and the powdered softness were all familiar to him. He moved his face and met her wet tongue, and for
a long while they stood with their mouths sealed. At least he released her.
“You wretch!” she gasped. “I was afraid those Changteh women down the river had eaten you.”
“That long tongue of yours! I’ll bite it right out of your mouth!”
“I’ll bite off your—”
Pai Tzu laughed, picked up the woman in his hands, and carried her to the center of the room. There he put her
down under the lantern, and stood looking at her from his height, a head taller than she.
“To tell the truth, I’m tire do pulling the oars.”
“…?”
“Yes, I want to puss the wheelbarrow!” he said, grinning.
“Immoral animal,” she answered, and began all at once searching his pockets. Each time she pulled something
forth and threw it on the bed, she enumerated the “contraband.”
“White-as-Snow Cream—fancy paper—new handkerchief—a tin—What’s in it?”
“Guess!”
“I’m no good at guessing. Is it the powder you promised?”
“Look at the brand; open the tin and see for yourself.”
She moved closer to the lantern, opened the tin, and sniffed. A look of mock disapproval came over her face,
and this seemed to make Pai Tzu exceedingly happy. Without a word, he seized the tin, and taking her around the
waist, lifted her to the bed. You could not see them in the room at all, but under the dim circle of light beneath the
red lantern were the prints of muddy feet.
Outside it now rained heavily, but their laughter muted the noise of the storm. The walls of the room were so
thin that the sound of somebody smoking an opium pipe next door was clearly audible. Pai Tzu and his woman
were totally oblivious to it.
“You’re—strong. Strong as an ox.”
“Um—believe me, I never went to a single woman while I was down the river.”
“Not once? Can you swear that you are as pure as the sacrifice in the Temple of Heaven?”
“Really, I swear.”
“Who can believe—”
But Pai Tzu indeed suddenly felt within him a great strength and a power unutterable in words. His breath
came heavily and quickly, his muscles bulged, and then at last he relaxed, became limp, and lay on the bed as
lifeless as a bundle of wet hemp.
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After a while, she brought forth a smoking set and put it on the bed. It formed a Great Wall between them, and
they lay quietly smoking, one on each side of it. Presently, she began to sing snatches of song from the operas. Pai
Tzu smoked on, now and then leisurely sipping tea. He felt like a king.
“But listen to me, woman, these females down the river—really they are rather beautiful!”
“Then why come to me?”
“Well, even if I love them, they don’t love me.”
“That’s why you come here, eh?”
“You witch! When I’m not here, how many other men, eh? You should complain!”
She made a wry face, and handed over another pipe to him. He smoked in silence for a few moments.
“Yesterday, now—anybody here?”
“Why be such a wretch? I have been waiting for you for a long time. I counted the days, and calculated exactly
that you, the wandering corpse, would certainly be here today.”
“H’m. Suppose I drown at the Blue Wave Rapids—you’ll be happy, eh?”
“Yes, of course,” said the woman. She was offended.
Pai Tzu enjoyed making her angry. It gave him a curious pleasure and a sensation of power. He pushed away
the smoking set abruptly, and reaching over, embraced her. He caressed her round, full breasts and the curve of
her thigh. He bit her. She lay looking up at him smilingly. From his back you could see wrapped around him
only a pair of tiny feet bound in red silk …
Pai Tzu plodded slowly back through the angular lines of rain toward the river. In his right hand he held a
piece of heavy rope, which was lighted and served him as torch. The rain was heavy, and the road was full of little
wells of muddy water, but he did not feel uncomfortable. He was reflecting on the woman and the happiness she
had given him. She filled his mind to the exclusion of everything else. He was thinking of the round softness of
her body, of its warmth, and of its incredible curves, each of which he felt he could describe with perfect accuracy,
even though separated a thousand miles from her.
What she had given him compensated for the hard labor of a month on the river, of bending at tasks in the heat
of burning sun and driving wind and rain, and perhaps even made up, as a matter of race, for his abominable luck
at cards. And not only had she made this effort seem worth while; she had given him the strength to work, and
climb up the masts, singing, during another month of toil. After that, he would again lie beside her.
Pai Tzu stood staring at the painted, empty hulk of the junk, and it seemed to him for a moment good to be
back. New passengers and cargo had already moved into it, seeking temporary haven between its mothering
flankis. Like most sailors, he instinctively resented the strangers who intruded periodically into this curving shape
of wood that for him breathed with life.
Suddenly, he did not know why, he thought of his woman, lying naked, and waiting, like this great, dark-sailed
ship. Dimly he perceived that there was something wrong with the world, and then he became conscious for the
first time that his arms and legs were very tired. He went to his quarters and fell asleep.
B
1
My reliable recollections of my childhood date back to about the time when I was two. Up to the age of four, I
was as plump and sturdy as a piglet. When I turned I Ifour, Mother taught me to read characters printed on squares
of paper while Granny, her mother, fed me sweets. By the time I knew six hundred characters I had worms, which
made me so thin and pale that all I could eat every day was chicken liver steamed with herbal medicine.
I was then going with my elder sisters to a dame-school. As the teacher was related to us and I was so small, I
spent less time studying at my desk than sitting on her lap playing.
When I was six and my younger brother was two, we both came down with measles. That was in the sixth
lunar month, and day and night we suffered from such fearful heat that we could not lie down to sleep, because
that set us coughing and wheezing. We could not be carried either, as that made us ache all over. I remember us
being encased in bamboo matting like two spring-rolls, and set to stand in a cool, shady part of the room.
The family had ready two little coffins for us on the verandah. But luckily we both recovered.
Then a strapping Miao nursemaid was found for my younger brother and she took such good care of him that
he grew very sturdy. But I was completely altered by this illness. I never fattened up again, but turned into a
wizened little monkey.
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By six I was going alone to a private school every day. I had my share of the harsh treatment then usually
meted out to school-children. But as by then I knew quite a few characters and had always had an uncommonly
good memory, I got off much more lightly than the others.
The next year I switched to a different private school and tagged along with a few rather older boys, learning
from these young rascals how to cope with old-fashioned teachers and escape from books to commune with
Nature. My life that year laid the foundation for my whole subsequent character and feelings. I used to play
truant, then told lies to cover up for it and escape punishment. This infuriated my father, who once threatened that
if I played truant or lied again he would chop off one of my fingers. Undismayed by this threat, I never missed a
chance to stay away from school. When I learned to look at everything in the world with my own eyes and went
to live in a different society, I had already lost all interest in school.
My father doted on me, and for a while I was the central figure in our family. If I had some small ailment, the
whole household would stay up at my bedside to nurse me, and everyone was willing to carry me. In those days
we were quite well-to-do, and materially I believe I was much better off than most of our relatives’ children. My
father dreamed of becoming a gen- eral himself, but had higher hopes of me. Apparently he saw quite early on
that I was not cut out to be a soldier, and so he never hoped I would be a general, but he told me many stories
about his own father’s daring exploits and what had happened to him as an officer during the Boxers’ Rebellion.
He believed that whatever I took up, I should rate higher than a general.
My father was the first to praise my intelligence. But he was cut to his soldierly heart by the discovery that I
kept playing truant to wander about in the sun with a band of small ruffians, and there was no way of curbing me
or of stopping me from telling crafty lies. At the same time my little brother, four years my junior, had been so
well cared for by his Miao nurse that he was a remarkably strong child, behaved with impressive dignity and
coolness and showed great self-respect; so when I disappointed the family, they lavished their care on him. Later,
indeed, he lived up to their expectations, becoming an infantry colonel at twenty-two. My father served in the
army in Mongolia, the Northeast and Tibet, but in the twentieth year of the Republic (1931) he was still only a
colonel, an army doctor for the local minority troops. By the time he became superintendent of a traditional
Chinese hospital, he transferred his hopes of promotion to being a general to my younger brother. Finally a minor
illness carried him off at home.
*
Having found freedom outside, I felt irked by the family’s care for me, and so when they left me to my own
devices that suited me better. It was my cousin Zhang who incited me to play truant and took me into the sunshine
to watch the marvellous light, the fabulous colours and all the forms of life in our universe. To start with he took
me to play in his family’s orange and pomelo orchard, then to all the hills around, to the playgrounds of rough
boys and to the bank of the river. He taught me to tell lies, one kind to the family, another kind to the teacher, and
got me to chase around with him everywhere. When we went to school, to stop us from swimming in the river
during the midday break, our teacher used to write the character “big” in vermilion on the palms of our hands. But
holding that hand up in the air, we still splashed about in the river for several hours. This method was thought up
by that cousin too.
I was a volatile child, highly impression- able. And the beauty of my life as a boy was closely bound up with
water. My school was virtually on the river bank. It was water that opened my eyes to loveliness and taught me to
think for myself. And it was that rascally cousin of mine who introduced me to the river.
Looking back, I can see that as a child I was not completely lacking in self-respect. I was no dunce. Of all my
cousins and brothers at that time, the only one smarter than me was probably Zhang. I was smarter than all the
rest. But after Cousin Zhang taught me to play truant I lost all desire to shine. No matter how they disciplined me,
I was so averse to studying that I seemed a hopeless case to my teachers, family and relatives. All that I excelled
at in those days was telling all sorts of lies.
I just had to run away from school to freedom, then had to avoid punishment. So the first thing I learned and
practised was making up lies of every kind according to my different circumstances. I needed the constant
stimulus of new sounds, new colors, new scents. I needed to learn about life outside my own. And I had to learn
directly from life, not from any good books or good precepts. It was probably for this reason that my record of
truancy at school was higher than anyone else’s.
After I left the private school to attend a new-style primary school, I went on learning from life outside. And
later, when I left home to fend for myself, I didn’t learn much from the different jobs I did. Twenty years later I
was “discontented with the present situation but fascinated by the light and colours of our world, thoroughly
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sceptical about all conventions and old concepts, yet often filled with dreams of the future”. These characteristics
were no doubt the result of my habit of playing truant as a boy. And, obviously, this influenced my later writing.
After I acquired this habit of playing truant, I gave no thought to anything else but devising means to escape
school. If the weather was too bad to play in the hills and there was nowhere else to go, I would ramble off alone
to the temples outside town. There were about thirty of these public buildings: temples, guild-halls and ancestral
temples. As they had spacious grounds, many artisans and craftsmen made use of them. You could generally find
men on the verandahs of the main halls twisting ropes, weaving bamboo mats or making josssticks, and I would
watch them at work. If chess was being played I would watch the game. I watched people boxing and even
slanging matches, to hear how curses were exchanged and how disputes were settled.
Being a truant I had to go to places where no one knew me, in other words to temples relatively far from town.
As a stranger there I could listen to all that was said, watch all that was done; and when there was nothing left to
hear or see I would devise how to go home.
I had to take a basket of books to school. In it were a dozen or so dog-eared books ranging from reading
manuals and primers to The Analects of Confucius, The Book of Songs and The Book of History, which we had to
memorize. This basket was quite heavy. And it would have been stupid for a boy playing truant to carry such a
basket with him. Only children with no sense did this. Because when people spotted them, they knew what they
were up to and the older folk might say,
“Playing truant, eh? Run home for a spanking. Don’t fool around here.”
Children without a basket escaped such lectures. So we hit on the way of hiding our school baskets in the
Tutelary God’s Temple; though it had no caretaker, we didn’t have to worry that they might be stolen. We children
had a healthy respect for the Tutelary God, and trusted his wooden effigy to take good care of our baskets in his
shrine. Often five to eight of them were hidden there, to be picked up by the owners when the time came—no one
meddled with anyone else’s. I left my basket there more times than I can remember, almost certainly more often
than any other child.
If our family or teacher discovered us playing truant, we were in for a beating at home as well as at school. Our
teacher would make us move our stools in front of the tablet of Confucius and bend over them to be beaten. After
this punishment we had to bow to the tablet to show our penitence. Often we were penalized by having to kneel
till a stick of incense burnt out. Once forced to kneel in a corner of the schoolroom, I would remember different
past events and my fancy would take wings, flying off to all sorts of exciting happenings. According to the season
of the year, I conjured up pictures of mandarin fish flailing about when caught, a skyful of kites, golden orioles
singing in the hills, trees laden with fruit. Held spellbound by these visions, I often forgot the pain of being beaten
as well as the time, until I was told to get up. So, far from having any sense of grievance, I was glad of these
punishments which enabled me, when cut off from Nature, to give free rein to my fancy.
At home, naturally, they had no inkling of this and blamed the teacher for being too lenient; so they transferred
me again to a different school. Of course I could not protest about these transfers. In fact, thinking back, I am
grateful to my parents, because the previous school had been so close that although I often made a detour that
didn’t really help, and if I went so far that I arrived late, I had no excuse.
*
My new school was really a long, long way from our home, so that without making any detours I passed all
sorts of fascinating places. On the way I could see the needle shop, in front of which there was always an old man
in big spectacles, his head lowered over the needles he was sharpening. I could see the umbrella shop, its door
always open, with a dozen apprentices hard at work making umbrellas—that was fun to watch. Then there was the
shoe shop, where in hot weather the fat cobbler with a tuft of hair on his naked, grimy belly fixed the uppers to the
shoe soles. There was the barber’s shop too, where there was always someone holding a small wooden basin
stolidly in his hands and getting his head shaved. In the dyeing works, hefty Miao workers, standing high up and
holding on to a rafter straddled a stone press shaped like a cradle, which they rocked from left to right to press the
cloth beneath it.
There were three Miao bean curd shops too. There slim Miao women with flashing white teeth, in colourful
turbans, sang softly to soothe the Miao babies tied to their backs while with bright red copper spoons they ladled
out bean milk; I passed a bean flour works too, and while still some way off would hear the creaking of the
millstone pulled by a mule. The roof was covered with white vermicelli spread out to dry.
Other places I had to pass were butchers’ shops, where the pork of freshly killed pigs was still quivering. Then
there was the shop which made funerary objects and hired out bridal sedan-chairs. In it were the white-faced ghost
Life-Is-Transient, blue-faced devils, fish and dragons, sedan-chairs, boy and girl attendants of fairies. You could
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see how many people were getting married or buried that day, how many purchases had been ordered and made,
what new designs there were. By loitering long enough you could also see how they applied the gilt and
colouring. I liked to stand there for hours.
I loved all these sights, and from them I learned a great deal.
Each day I set off for school with my basket holding a dozen or so dog-eared books. At home I had to wear
shoes, but once out of the gate I took them off and carried them, going to school barefoot. There was always time
to spare no matter what happened, so I’d make a detour for fun down different streets. If I went through the west
city I could see the gaol, from which early in the morning shackled convicts were led out past the yamen to work
in a quarry. If I passed the execution ground, and nobody had yet carried away the bodies of those executed the
previous day, wild dogs would have savaged the corpses and dragged them into a brook. I would go over to look
at the ravaged remains, pick up a pebble to rap a filthy head, or poke it with a stick to see whether it would move.
If wild dogs were still scrapping there, I would first fill my basket with stones to throw at them, and just watch
from a distance before moving on.
When I reached the brook, if it happened to be in spate\fn{ In flood} I would roll up my trouser legs, hold my
basket on my head with one hand while with the other I hitched up my trousers to wade past the city wall till the
water was up to my knees. My school was near the North Gate. I started out from the West Gate then went
through the South Gate to go straight down the main street. On the river flat by the South Gate I might see an ox
being slaughtered, and if in luck could watch how the poor, honest beast was felled to the ground. Because I
watched a little every day, I soon knew the whole procedure and exact position of the oxen’s viscera.
A little further on was Side Street, with shops selling mats, where at any hour of the day you could see old
people sitting outside cutting up bamboo splints with thick-backed steel knives, while two children squatted on
the ground weaving mats. (This was done by our school gate too, so that I still know more about this handicraft
than I do about writing.) There were smithies too with iron furnaces and bellows inside. The doors were always
open, and if you went early enough you could see a boy plying the bellows, his whole body rocking back and
forth. As the bellows roared, the furnace belched out acrid smoke and red flames. When the red-hot iron was
pulled out and placed on the anvil, the little fellow brandished his thin-handled hammer, raising it over his
shoulder to swing it down so vigorously that sparks flew in all directions. Sometimes he made a knife, sometimes
a farming tool. At other times the same small apprentice would stand on a bench with a chisel to pare off the rust
from the knife not yet dipped in water, or insert a sliver of steel into the molten metal. As time went by I gained an
accurate knowledge of the whole process of forging any iron implement.
There was also a small eating-house in Side Street. In front of its door stood a big bamboo cylinder chock-full
of bamboo chopsticks; and on the counter were jars of salted fish and pickles to tempt customers. They seemed to
be saying,
“Eat me! Just go ahead. Have a treat!” Each time I had a good look, and really felt satisfied. It was like the
saying,
“Pass a butcher’s and munch away.”
What I liked best was wet weather. If it drizzled and I was in cloth shoes, even if it was mid-winter, I could
take off my shoes and socks on the pretext that I didn’t want to wet them and had better go barefoot. Best of all,
though, was after a downpour of rain had flooded the streets and made water brim over many of the gutters so that
most people could not pass. Then barefoot I waded through the deepest puddles. If the river was in spate, wood,
furniture, pumpkins and other things always drifted down from upstream, and I'd hurry to the bridge to watch the
fun.
There were bound to be people already there, a long rope tied round their waists, watching the river and
waiting. When a large tree or something worth salvaging came floating down, they would leap on to the tree or
next to the floating object, fasten the rope to it, then swim swiftly to the bank further down. Men on the bank
would help them ashore, tug up the rope or fasten it to a rock or big tree, while others took their turn watching by
the bridgehead. I loved to watch the fishermen in the water, fish the size of the palm of your hand jumping in their
nets. Whenever the river rose, you could see all these fascinating things. Our family rule was that when it rained
we had to wear hobnailed boots, but I hated the clumsy things. It was good to listen to their clumping sound late
at night in the street, but I had no use at all for them in the daytime.
*
In the fourth month, if it drizzled, crickets chirped all over the hills and the ridges of the fields, making you
wild with joy. At such times I lost all interest in school and could not sit still. By hook or by crook I had to run off
to catch crickets. Sometimes I had nothing to put them in, so wherever I went I would catch first one, then
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another, holding them in my hands till I heard a third. In our parts crickets appear in spring and in autumn. In
spring most of them hide in the grass of muddy fields; in autumn they can be found in the cracks of rocks or the
rubble scattered near houses. Now that they were in the mud, after catching two I could always drive out a third,
and if it was bigger than my earlier catches I’d let those go so as to grab a new one, doing this over and over so
that in a whole day I only caught two crickets.
When white cooking smoke wreathed the roofs in town and paraffin vendors’ bells sounded in the streets—
about three in the afternoon—I would hurry to the shop of an old carpenter who specialized in wood-carving, and
accost him cheerfully:
“Master, master! I’ve caught a real champion today!”
The carpenter would pretend to take no interest. Still sitting on his high stool fiddling with his tool and not
looking at me he would say,
“Nothing doing, unless we make a wager.” I suggested,
“If I lose, suppose I whet your knife for you?”
“Oh no, not again. You ruined my chisel last time you sharpened it.”
That was indeed the case. Having spoiled his chisel I could hardly insist on whetting his knife. I proposed,
“How about this, master. Lend me an earthen pot so that I can see which of these crickets is the better.”
I said this very coaxingly as he looked so indifferent, because if he didn’t agree I’d be in a fix. After a
moment's thought, the carpenter replied rather grudgingly,
“If I lend you a pot you must give me the loser for hiring it.” I agreed readily,
“Fine.”
Only then did he leave his tool and fetch me a jar. In no time at aIr I had only one cricket left. Seeing that it
wasn’t a bad one, he proposed,
“Let’s have a match. If you win, I’ll lend you this jar for a day; if you lose, you give me this cricket. Fair
enough?”
This was just what I wanted, so I consented. Then the carpenter went inside and fetched a cricket to fight mine.
After a few bouts of course my cricket was worsted. As usual, his cricket was one I had lost to him the previous
day. Seeing how downcast I looked, he knew that I recognized it; and for fear I might smash the jar in a fit of
temper he hastily put it away. With an encouraging smile at me he said,
“Come back again tomorrow, little brother. Go further afield and you should catch better ones. Come back
again tomorrow!”
Without a word, smiling wanly, I left his shop and I went home.
*
After running about all day through fields soggy after I the rain, I was usually covered with mud when I got
back. One glance at me and my parents knew what I’d been up to; so needless to say once again I had to kneel
while a stick of incense was burnt, then I was shut in an empty room, not allowed to cry, not allowed to eat
anything.. Before long, though, naturally my elder sister! brought me some food. Having eaten this in secret, I
would fall asleep, worn out, in that bare, chilly room where rats scuttled to and fro. And how I got put to bed I
never knew.
Though I was punished like that at home and couldn’t escape a thrashing at school, I still played truant
whenever I felt like it, completely unchastened by these experiences.
Sometimes, playing truant, I just went up the hills to steal plums or loquats from the orchards there. When the
owners came after me, cursing, with long bamboo poles, I would fly away with my loot, singing folk-songs to
annoy them. Though so small I was a good runner and didn’t mind what thatched hut I dashed into; so nobody
could catch me, and I thoroughly enjoyed these escapades.
But if I didn’t play truant, I was punished less than my classmates. For though I never studied hard, I was
always able to recite the lesson. I often read a text through several times at the last moment, then managed to
rattle it off without missing out a word. Owing apparently to this small aptitude, I was not treated as a bad student,
which increased my contempt for school.
At home, they couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to get on by working hard and using my brain, while I
couldn’t understand why they just wanted me to study and wouldn’t let me play. Learning struck me as too easy—
what was so extraordinary about memorizing characters? It was those others whose customary behaviour was so
extraordinary.
Why did a mule have to be blindfolded to push a millstone? Why did a knife, coming out of the furnace redhot, harden when dipped in water? How did craftsmen carve wood into Buddhist statues, and how did they
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manage to give them that thin gold coating? How did the blacksmith’s apprentice make such a round hole in a
sheet of copper and carve the designs so symmetrically?
There were too many enigmas like these. My mind was full of questions, to which I had to find the answers
myself. There was so much I wanted to know, so little I knew, I sometimes felt rather worried. And so I ran wild
all day, looking around, listening and smelling about. Though at that time unable to put into words the smell of a
dead snake, of rotten grass, the butcher’s body, or the kiln where bowls were burnt after rain, I could easily
recognize each. The cry of bats, the sigh of an ox when a butcher cut its throat, the hiss of a big yellow-throated
snake hiding in a hole in the fields, the faint plopping of fish jumping in the river at night, all sounded quite
distinctive and I remembered them clearly. So when I went home at night I used to have endless extraordinary
dreams. Even now, nearly twenty years later, these dreams often disturb my sleep and carry me back to the void of
my “past,” carry me into a world of fantasy.
The world before me was vast enough, yet I seemed to need one still vaster. I had to use the knowledge picked
up in the first to verify my suspicions about the second—had to make comparisons to distinguish good people
from bad. After questioning others and using my own imagination, I had to see the many things and happenings in
the world which struck me as novel. So whenever I could I played truant; when unable to do that I could only
dream.
*
It was commonly said there that a boy who ran wild must be fairly tough to chase all over the place. If you did
that, there was always the chance of running into a wild dog or a vicious character. Unless you could ward off
their attacks, it wasn’t easy to roam the countryside freely. A boy who ran wild had to carry a knife as well as a
sharpened bamboo tucked in his belt, which could at a pinch be drawn as a weapon. When you ventured far afield
to watch a puppet-show, you had to be all the more prepared for a fight. If you were able to roam off on your own,
someone might come up to challenge you to a fight. If too many young rascals ganged up on you, you could pIck
one of roughly your own strength and I challenge him:
“Want a fight? Come on. I’ll take you on.”
Then that boy would step forward alone. If he knocked you down, it served you right; you had to lie there and
let him beat you up. If you knocked him down, it served him right; after you had beaten him to your satisfaction
you could move about freely and nobody would chase you. At most they might say,
“Wait till next time.”
But if you were a sissy, wherever you went—even as one of a group—you would be singled out and chalenged
to fight. If you accepted you’d be licked; if you refused, both the enemy and your own mates would laugh at you
—it wasn’t worth it.
Thanks to the guts I inherited from my father, though small I roamed far and wide quite fearlessly. When
others ganged up on me and I had to fight, I could choose a boy about my own size and nearly always got the
better of him because I was smart and agile. If luck was against me and I got thrown, I had a trick of rolling over
to topple my opponent. Only once was I worsted, not by a boy but a brute of a dog which knocked me down then
bit my hand. I was afraid of no one anywhere. I changed schools a number of times, and in all of them I had
classmates who played truant and more friends than I could count, so we didn’t get into fights. But ever since
being knocked down by that brute of a dog, I have been afraid of dogs. (Even more afraid of certain two-legged
dogs.)
The men in those parts thought nothing of fighting duels in the street with knives or carrying-poles. When that
happened, mothers whose children were outside simply warned them to keep out of the way, calling,
“Stand clear, little bastard! Don’t get too close.”
Although it was not uncommon for the local troops to kill each other in fights, secret assassinations were
frowned upon. Those pugnacious fellows formed a group of their own there. Broad-minded, magnanimous,
modest and helpful to others, they avenged their friends, had a strong sense of right, were open-handed and
mostly extremely filial. But men like these were moulded by their time, and not long after the establishment of the
Republic they gradually disappeared. Although some young army officers retained something of their style, the
free and easy ways which had distinguished them were gradually curtailed by army discipline.
I had three uncles on my father’s side who lived in the country about forty li south of town. It was a place
called Huangluo Fort, which produced intrepid men and savage beasts. My father was nearly carried off by a tiger
there when he was three. When I was about four, the first day that I went there I saw four villagers carrying a dead
tiger to town. That made an indelible impression on me.
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I also had a cousin on my mother’s side who lived at Changning Post ten li north of town. Ten li beyond that
was Miao territory. That cousin had a ruddy complexion and was a soldier in the garrison fort. When I was four he
took me there for three days, and twenty years later I still remember the sound of drums and bugles in that small
fort at dawn.
This soldier had some influence with the Miao people and could easily send to fetch them. Each time he came
to town he invariably brought me a pair of fighting cockerels or some other gift. He would tell me stories about
the Miao when he came, so that I never wanted to let him leave. I liked him, finding him more interesting than
those uncles in the country.
2
In the new-style primary school to which I switched we no longer recited the classics or received beatings at
random, neither did we have to sit all day at our desks. We could play in the small yard every day, and when
teachers saw us scrapping they did not stop us, while every week we still had one free day, so there was no more
need for me to play truant.
However, I learned nothing in that school either. I went to class every day, and after our lessons the older boys
made us find other boys of about our size to fight on the parade-ground. The city wall was just outside our school,
and we contrived to climb to the top of the city gate to look at the view on the other side of the river. On my way
to and from school I continued to make long detours through the streets outside town to see how the gilding of the
newly carved statues of Buddha was progressing, or how many new ploughshares had been cast. If any household
had a new brood of chicks, no matter how far away it was we ran over to look. On Sunday, once I had written
sixteen big characters, I would streak out of our gate, not coming home till the evening.
Half a year later a relative persuaded Mother that I should leave the No.2 Primary School in town to attend the
No. 1 Primary School outside town. This gave me more scope for enjoyment. My new school was at the foot of a
hill, with big trees in front and behind, and its larger attendance was an added attraction.
In this school I learned nothing either, not even many new characters, but I did learn to climb trees. Directly
after class a few of us would each choose a parasol tree, so big you could barely clasp your arms around it, then
race each other to the top. This was how I learned the names of about thirty different trees. As we sometimes fell
while climbing, twisting an ankle or cutting open a hand, I went with my classmates to pick medicinal herbs and
learned about a dozen different herbal medicines. I began to learn to fish, going to fish every morning. I learned to
gather bamboo shoots and bracken. In spring the hill at the back was a mass of orchids and thirst-quenching
berries; its bamboo groves were the home of countless birds, and my friends taught me to identify many different
birds and fruit trees. About one li away on that hill was a big porcelain kiln, where we often went to watch the
potters at work and the various processes involved in transforming a lump of kaolin into a rice-bowl or other type
of crockery.
The school’s environment taught us ten times as much as our classroom. One thing, though, we did learn at
school—how to carve our names on the bottom of our benches. And as kaolin was supplied for our handicrafts
class we modelled busts of our teachers, giving each a title such as “The Sheep”, “The Rat”, “The Tutelary God”
or something even more bizarre. In short, we did as we pleased. My achievements in these respects were, as usual,
better than my classwork, for which naturally I never received any prizes.
In those circumstances I did not need to play truant. The school was not strict and it so happened that two of .
its four teachers were cousins of mine, whom I asked for leave whenever I wanted it. I got leave to go to the
theatre, to go fishing, even to go three li away with a few friends to watch the harvesting or to catch locusts.
In those days we still collected about three hundred bushels of grain a year from our family fields, and in
autumn I would go with an uncle or older relative to a village twenty li away to supervise our tenants and hired
hands. After the fields were bare of ripe ears of grain these were put in square unvarnished wooden tubs, then
emptied on to big mats to be sunned. This crop was divided up between the tenants and ourselves, half going to
the tenants to do as they pleased with while we hired porters to carry our half home.
What fascinated me most there was learning to distinguish between different crops, different insect pests and
the different kinds of locust we caught. At the same time I learned to use a hen coop to catch plump carp and
bream in the paddy-fields. We coated our catches with mud, then I thrust them into hot ashes to cook, and shared
them out between us. I also asked our tenants for fighting cockerels and learned to recognize the different kinds,
so as to take them back to town to pit against other people’s. The village boys also taught me how to weave little
baskets of paddy straw, strip the bark of parasol trees to roll into whistles, and make little bamboo flutes.

136

Sometimes we caught a hedgehog, killed a big snake, or asked my uncle to get one of our tenants to take us up
the mountains to loose a decoy, then blew a whistle to attract wild pheasants. We loaded our fowling-pieces with
pellets and locally-made gunpowder to catch those proud, splendid creatures.
We also often went to the tenants’ homes in late autumn or early winter to hunt. What I liked best was hunting
wild boars and fallow deer, watching them fall into a pit or racing after them. Once I was tied to a branch high up
a tree, and watched them chase a frightened deer past below. I also watched foxhunts, and saw two crafty foxes
race round and round the root of a big tree—they ended up as a mandarin\fn{ A short jacket with long sleeves, coming
only to the waist} jacket for my uncle.
Since there was no need for regular school attendance, we had to think up other pastimes, as classes ended at
three in the afternoon. One was for a few of us to climb up the city gate and sit on a big bronze cannon looking at
the countryside, at the same time picking up stones to hurl into the river. Another was to go to the sand-pit in one
corner of the parade-ground to turn somersaults. We took turns doing this, and anyone who muffed it was treated
like a trainee. A rope tied round his waist was held by two other boys, who tugged him up when he turned a
somersault. So before long we all were adept at this.
As a few of our classmates were strong hefty lads from the country, someone had the bright idea of using them
as horses for smaller boys. Then the riders of two of these horses had a fight, grappling together till one or both
fell to the ground. The lads serving as horses were always absolutely reliable and never shirked their
responsibilities. There were invariably casualties, but if anyone cut his head so that it bled, the wound would be
daubed with mud, and that was that. I thought up various ways to train these human horses, and they obeyed me
better than real horses.
If it was still early when school was let out, a few of us climbed up to sit on top of the city gate, or strolled
along skirting the city wall. Sometimes we went out of town, and if there was an empty boat and we could see for
sure there was no one on it, we would jump aboard and row quickly out to midstream. Presently the owner would
appear on the bank. He might call out politely:
“Hey, brothers! Please bring that boat back. I have to go home!”
If he took this peaceable line we always rowed back, not to be outdone in politeness, and jumped ashore to let
him row his boat home. If he was overbearing and flew into a rage at the sight of his boat rowed round and round
in midstream by a band of urchins, he might loose a flood of bad language and threats at the top of his voice; then
we would curse back and paddle quickly downstream, paying no attention to him; and downstream we would
jump ashore, leaving his boat stranded there.
Sometimes the owner would catch us when we had just boarded his boat, and we had to know how to cope.
Realizing that we couldn’t abscond, he would leap into the prow and lurch from side to side, setting the little craft
rocking violently. A greenhorn afraid of falling overboard would howl. An old hand at this game would look to
see if the bank was within jumping distance, and if it was not would sit down quietly, keeping his head, while the
villager plagued him by soaking his clothes. All you needed to do was sit still, not begging for mercy or cursing,
till he saw that you had guts and couldn’t be scared. Then he would indicate that this was simply a joke, and
enough was enough. Hands on his hips, he would smile at you rather apologetically.
“All right, young gentlemen. Please go ashore.”
Then we went ashore.
If luck was against us, a boatman might chase us with his bamboo pole, cursing. Once out of his reach we
cursed back, using the same invectives as we fled.
In that river were mandarin fish, bream and catfish. People usually went some way upstream to fish. On the
opposite shore was a Miao vegetable plot. When the river was low you could cross the stepping-stones to look at
the flowers there or buy the heart of a cabbage to eat. The banks were covered with white cloth and green
vegetables. Every day women took bamboo crates of laundry down to wash there, pounding it with thick batons
on the stones in the river so that the thuds re-echoed from the foot of the north wall.
In hot weather, after four in the afternoon the river swarmed with swimmers, stark naked. Some soldiers who
liked to fool about took their children, horses, watch-dogs and ducks into the river with them. Fathers often took
their sons to swim in the swift current. Those unable to swim soaked their trousers, tied up the cuffs, then swung
them hard till they were full of air and fastened the waist to make a very handy “water horse”. With one of these
even those unable to float could boldly strike out for deep water. In the places where such people congregated
there was no danger of drowning, because in case of some mishap everyone else went fearlessly to their rescue.
We usually went to swim upstream, where there were fewer people and the water was deeper, because that
suited us better. But of course this had to be kept secret at home. My family always worried about me, afraid that
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being reckless I might drown. They could not stop me going out to play in the afternoon, and knew that I would
not go to the rice depot to gamble; so after the meal that elder brother of mine who felt responsible for me would
go out shortly after I had left to see if I had gone out of town to the river. When he failed to spot me in the crowd
of swimmers, he would look at the heaps of clothes. If he discovered mine, he would carry them off without a
word and sit in the road some distance away, waiting for me to fetch them.
Since he had my vest and pants, a confrontation could not be avoided and finally I had to go ashore to retrieve
them. Then, in silence, we both went home, where there was nothing I could say. I just braced myself for a
thrashing. After two such lessons, however, when I went swimming again I learned how to escape detection. I hid
my clothes under some stones, and when my friends saw my brother coming through the city gate they would
alert me. Then I swam quickly to midstream to float on my back, with only my nose out of water. This made the
searcher on the shore draw a blank. My brother knew which boys were my constant companions. He would call to
them:
“Xiong Linan! Yin Jianyuan! Have you seen my second brother?” My classmates would shout back:
“No. Why not look for his clothes?”
“Don’t you always fool about together?”
“Yes, but we’ve no idea where he is now.”
“Isn’t he in the river?”
“Why not look for his clothes, then count our heads?”
When my good brother had searched high and low without finding my clothes, he decided that my friends
were telling the truth. After standing on the bank to enjoy the view he might stoop to pick up two gleaming shells
and feast his artist’s eyes on them, eyes which often appeared bright with anxious tears; or he might sit down to
make two sketches of the river, whistling to himself before retracing his steps. When he had gone we would
mimic my poor brother, repeating the earlier exchange.
“Xiong Linan! Yin Jianyuan! Seen my brother?” I:
“No. Why not count the clothes on the bank?”
“You’re always together.”
”Maybe. But we have no idea where he is.”
Then we'd splash each other until someone fled.
Sometimes my worthy brother knew that I was in the river though he couldn’t catch me, and he lay in wait by
the city gate, sitting patiently in the thatched stall where a Miao woman sold buckwheat cakes. When I came
merrily up the road with my friends, he darted out from the stall and pounced on me like a cat catching a mouse,
grabbing hold of my collar. My friends, roaring with laughter, would escort us to our gate, then go their own
ways. But this happened only two or three times, because once I knew his tactics I often delayed my return or
made a detour back through the much further East Gate.
*
Being bigger now I had more freedom of action, and although the family knew that I went swimming, if I
wasn’t caught doing this they couldn’t decide by rubbing my skin whether I should be punished or not. At the
same time, naturally, my swimming improved. I could swim across the river and back three times, I remember,
while that boy called Xiong Linan could probably make five crossings.
Normally we didn’t swim until after the evening meal. On Sundays, a few of us usually arranged to go further
upstream for a whole day’s swimming and fishing at a place called Coffin Pool. We caught fish with our hands
from under the rocks in the pool, and lit a fire of dry twigs on the bank to cook them.
If there was a Miao fair within a radius of ten or twenty li, we hurried there empty-handed to play about for
hours. At the fair we watched the cattle-dealers haggling, watched the pigs and piglets in the pig market, watched
the villagers gambling with trembling hands and shared in their suspense. We also went to stalls selling mountain
products and stroked the panther and tiger skins while listening to the hunters’ tales of how they had caught these
beasts. In the poultry market we admired the hens and chicks, and we all knew which were the best gamecocks,
which hens were the best layers. We made mental notes of the plumage of the fighters, because before the day was
out they would be sold off to soldiers and merchants from town, and would appear in five days in the cockpit
there. Sometimes we saw a Miao duel with carrying-poles or knives.
On market days countless small boats and rafts came upstream, and on the rafts there were often high-breasted
Miao girls with long eyebrows, brilliant eyes and fair complexions, who hid their smiles behind wide embroidered
sleeves—watching them made you feel good.

138

The journey there and back was twenty to thirty li, and being empty-handed we could buy nothing to eat there.
If one of us had a couple of coppers, he would buy a piece of meat from the dog-meat stall, dip it in brine and
share it out equally with the rest of us. If one of us happened to meet an older relative in the crowd, and he asked,
“Eaten any snacks?:” being hungry we just exchanged glances and sheepish smiles. Then he would say
understandingly,
“That won’t do. What way is that of going to a fair?”
He would drag us to the dog-meat stall, cut off a pound or two of meat and give us each a hunk which we
dipped in brine then munched.
If we hadn’t the luck to meet such an open-handed relative, we still did not go home hungry. By the road grew
no end of peach trees and pear trees, their boughs loaded down with fruit, waiting for us to relieve them of part of
their burden. In the muddy fields were red turnips as big as a piglet’s head. It would have been too bad to leave
them in the ground instead of eating and enjoying them! Besides these, the roads were flanked with berries and
wild cherries, as well as luscious loquats and other wild fruit to satisfy our hunger. If we were thirsty we had only
to lower our heads to drink. As for the tea-plants, they bore fruit the whole year round which anyone could pick.
And even if we ate nothing we were still jubilant. The whole atmosphere of the fair, its sights and sounds, and
the distinctive smells of different stall-keepers were satisfaction enough! After drinking in these things with all
our senses, we did not need to eat or drink anything else.
On the way to the fair we could see all sorts of water-mills and water-wheels. We had to pass a number of oilpresses, and from a distance could hear the workers there singing. We always dashed in for a look at the huge
piles of phoenix tree seeds, to see how they were made to yield their tung oil. Just going a little out of our way we
could pass a paper-mill and watch how they used hydraulic power to pulp paddy stalks and bamboo, then ladled
the pulp on to fine bamboo netting to make paper. The river flat where boats were made was also on our route, so
we had endless chances to watch the keels being laid in the sunshine, or old boats repaired by caulking them with
wads of hemp, tung oil and lime.
In a word, from just one jaunt like this we seemed to learn more than from half a year at school. If I were given
the choice between a good book and such a good place, even today I feel it superfluous to read a specious,
stereotyped little book, preferring that big book so rich in colours and scents.
*
How I learned to gamble with dice I am not too clear. It probably happened because when I went in the
morning to buy vegetables I could always save a few cents, and that gave me the chance to go to the cake stall
near which gamblers gathered. When I watched a few players squatting on the steps of the theatre vigorously
chucking three, four or six dice into a bowl and yelling the special term for each permutation, I completely forgot
myself and everything else. A game with six dice provided seventy-two permutations, and at one glance I could
sing out the result. No one could get the better of me or cheat me. Once I had learned to gamble, if sent out to buy
vegetables I used the money as buy stake and diced with a bunch of young wastrels under the awning of the rice
depot. I spent all my winnings on snacks. If I was unlucky enough to lose the whole sum, I ran home on the sly to
get money for the shopping from Granny.
This was pretty risky, however, because if the family found out I was given a good beating; so although I went
on gambling I usually staked only a single copper and left if I won, or gave up if I lost. By buying fewer
vegetables I could still get by.
Once I became adept at gambling I was not much afraid of losing. I liked to play for hours ending up with my
original stake. What I was afraid of was, at the height of my enjoyment, having my collar clutched from behind by
a strong lean hand and my ears assailed by a gruff voice:
“Caught you red-handed this time!”
That was a shock. But it was no use to struggle. I did not need to look to see who had nabbed me, but knew
without guessing. I also knew the treatment awaiting me at home. So I picked up my basket and let that fellow
who seemed my born adversary march me home. It was really ignominious being paraded through the street like
that. So instead of begging him to let me go or simply hold one of my hands, I waited till he was off his guard,
then suddenly wrenched free to race home first, ready for him to come and punish me.
My punishment on such occasions always seemed rather excessive. My hands bound with a white embroidered
girdle, I would be tied up in an empty storeroom, given several dozen lashes, and left for hours or a whole day
without food. Relatives seeing this took pity on me and thought my brother too harsh. But the disgraceful way I
gambled with beggars enraged my family—I couldn’t think why.
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By gambling I picked up bad language and gamblers’ jargon which lowered me in the eyes of my relatives.
Fifteen years later, when I began to draw on my earlier experience to write stories, these swear-words came in
most useful, making my characters more colorful and lifelike.
*
After the 1911 Revolution, a girls’ school was started in Fenghuang which my two elder sisters attended. I
liked to go there to play because of its novel attractions. Not far from the school was a fire-crackers workshop,
and I familiarized myself with the whole process: paper was wound round a small rod, which was then drilled
hollow and fashioned into a cracker that would go off with a bang. Each time I found some reason to visit my
sisters, I always stopped there to watch. I could see them making gunpowder by pounding up charcoal and sieving
saltpetre, which were then mixed together. I found out the different amounts of saltpetre needed for fireworks and
firecrackers. This was more useful knowledge than anything I was ever taught in school.
Going to the girls’ school, I first ran to the verandah to admire their new loom. Its interlocking cogs of
different sizes all revolved together when you worked it, producing a very strange racket which was music in my
ears. Although afraid of ghosts, I wasn’t afraid to linger there in the dusk admiring this loom, not leaving the
verandah till my sisters began calling me as they hunted everywhere for me.
The year that I started higher primary school was the fifth year of the Republic. Because our parts had suffered
the previous year during the fighting between Cai E and Yuan Shikai, we felt that unless the troops were reformed
we were done for; so the local garrison commander set up an officers’ training corps as well as a cadet school, a
training centre for troops and a corps of instructors. When our little town had these four new military schools, all
using relatively modern methods, the whole atmosphere of the place changed. As we often saw the cadets
marching in the street, the local boys as well as some young tradesmen all thought it would be a fine thing to get
military training. Some people who lived next door to one of the instructors of the officers’ training corps asked
him to drill some boys in his spare time. They started off in the street, then borrowed the training corps’ drill
ground which had originally been the nearby Huangdian Temple.
In less than half a month about a hundred boys were recruited. Some of my classmates drilled there and they
were so much more daring than the rest of us, we thought it odd. They explained the reason and asked: Would you
like to join? They told me that if I did, there was an examination every two months and those who passed could
serve as garrison troops with a grain ration, then join the army to fill the enlistment quota.
In those parts no stigma attached to being a soldier. For years we had been short of scholars, having produced
only one hanlin academician, Xiong Jielin, one third-degree palace scholar Tian, one provincial scholar Nie, and
four other local scholars. But we produced plenty of military men. Four of those led by Zeng Guoquan to assault
Nanjing had been made provincial governors. Later there were Zhu Xiangqi who trained in a Japanese military
academy and became Cai E’s chief of staff, and many others who were trained in the Baoding Officers’ Training
Corps. In this respect Fenghuang ranked first of the thirteen counties in west Hunan. And we owed this distinction
to the countless men who had fearlessly shed their blood.
So all boys wanted to join up and have a military career. Indeed, no other career seemed open to them. Thus
when my classmates proposed that I join the training class, I agreed to ask my mother for permission and see if as
the descendant of generals I could start as an infantryman.
At that time my elder brother had gone to Rehe to find our father. Freed of his restricting influence I was
running so wild that it was hard to control me. As my mother did not know how to discipline me, it was decided
that I should apply to join the army. …
181.88 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Jane Kwong Lee (1902-1989)} Taishan County, Guangdong Province,
China (F) 7
My ancestors were farmers.
A farmer’s life was rigorous, demanding, and regimented by the vagaries of nature. The average household had
a pig, a dog, some chickens, and ducks or geese. There were a couple of water buffaloes in the village corral;
these were used to pull the plows tilling the furrows in the rice fields. Two youths worked as cowboys taking the
buffaloes to the nearby hills to pasture. Men worked outside and the women attended to family chores.
I was born in one of these houses. My grandfather was a successful farmer, but my father did not till the soil.
He went to join his fourth uncle in Australia when he was seventeen. After a few years in the “New Gold
Mountain,” as Australia was known, he returned to the old village to be married. My mother was the daughter of
an “Old Gold Mountain” man, one among thousands of Chinese laborers who built the transcontinental railroad in
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the United States. After my sister was born, my father went overseas again. I was born after his second return
home.
I was the second daughter, and two girls in a row were one too many, according to my grandparents. Girls were
not equal to boys, they maintained. Girls, after they married, belonged to other families; they could not inherit the
family name; they could not help the family financially no matter how good they were at housework. In this
atmosphere of emotional depression I was an unwanted child; and to add to the family sadness, the weather
seemed to be against me too. There was a drought, the worst drought in many years, and all the wells dried up
except one. Water had to be rationed. My long\fn{Youngest} uncle went out to get the family’s share daily.
The day after I was born, the man at the well gave him the usual allotment, but my uncle insisted on obtaining
one more scoop. The man asked why, and the answer was,
“We have one more mouth.”
Then, and only then, did the villagers become aware that there had been a baby born in their midst. My
grandparents were ashamed of having two granddaughters consecutively and were reluctant to have their
neighbors know they had one more person in their family. They wanted grandsons and hoped for grandsons in the
future. That is why they named me “Lin Hi,” meaning “Link Young Brother.” They believed in good omens and I
did not disappoint them. My brother was born a year and a half later.
*
Revolution was imminent. Progress was coming. Education for girls was widely advocated. Liberal parents
began sending their daughters to school. My long aunt, sixth aunt-in-law, godsister Jade and cousin Silver went to
attend the True Light Seminary in Canton.\fn{ Now a middle school, it was a private missionary boarding school for girls and
women supported by the Presbyterian Missionary Board in the United States } Women’s liberation had begun. It was the year
1911—the year the Qing Dynasty was overthrown and the Republic of China was born.
[Even] before the declaration of independence from the monarchy, the undercurrent of free thought had
permeated the land. Old traditions began to crumble. Blind obedience was resented. Human dignity was gradually
recognized. Women with small feet were advised to unbind them. Slavery was denounced. Men with long queues
were urged to cut their hair. Equality of the sexes was secretly discussed. Feudalism was soon to be replaced by
democracy.
Just at this juncture of social change, I started to attend school. I was nine years old—ten years according to
the Chinese calendar. The curriculum was built around the Christian doctrine. The Bible was the prime textbook.
I, as a beginner, was given a “three word” text printed in three-word sentences to be read and recited to the teacher
every day.
Discipline in the classroom was rigid. Students stood up and bowed to the teacher when she came in. No noise
was tolerated; any conversation was silenced by the reproving voice of the teacher. A class period lasted fifty
minutes. At the end of the period, the school bell rang for recess and students rushed out to relax in the corridors.
At the end of ten minutes, the bell rang again and the routine of classwork resumed.
To me the last year in grammar school was a turning point; our class was given instruction in the English
language. It was an innovation and we were proud of it. In no other girls’ school in Canton was English being
taught.
English was highly respected at the time. There was a saying to the effect that the Western wind was slowly
penetrating the East and old customs were changing. It was expected that a person with a knowledge of English
would have better occupational opportunities in the future.
We were enthusiastic, and I, especially, was looking forward to many more years of schooling. Quite a number
of my classmates, however, did not have the same ideas toward education as I had. Some could not afford the
tuition any longer and had to drop out. Some thought a liberal education was not a guarantee toward a livelihood.
Hence, a few of my classmates left True Light Seminary to enter technical institutions; others stayed home and
eventually got married.
I thought otherwise. I enjoyed studying; I took pleasure in reading and exploring different ways of making a
living. As long as my family could pay my tuition, I hung on, no matter how frugal [I had to be]. I wanted to be
economically independent. In that sense, it was clear in my mind that I had to have as much formal education as
possible.
[In 1917] the new school was built in [White] Crane Cave, a stretch of country land bordering a tributary of the
Pearl River. The school was an extension of True Light Seminary. Our teachers were the product of highly
respected American educational institutions. Miss Law got her Master’s degree from Mount Holyoke, one of the
most prestigious women’s colleges in the United States. She taught me English grammar, without which I could
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never have gotten into college. Besides Miss Law, there was Miss Fletcher, who had a year’s sabbatical from a
California school district to teach us English and history during my second year there. She was an exceptionally
dedicated instructor who made me do my homework and enjoy its result.
Another teacher I remembered vividly was Miss Margaret Mar, who taught us piano lessons. Miss Mar was an
accomplished pianist, but did not know a word of Chinese. She could not pronounce our Chinese names correctly,
but she had a solution to this difficulty; she gave us English names. She would give each of us several girls’
names and let us choose the one we liked best. That was the beginning of our Jane, Nancy, Helen, Doris, Dorothy,
etc.; these aliases stuck with us all our lives.
The importance of English was emphasized, but we did not neglect our Chinese. A Chinese scholar commuted
from the city three times a week to our school to teach us old Chinese literature. We listened to the detailed
explanations of every complicated word and lengthy discourse on the historical background of the incidents
mentioned in the lessons. Every week we were asked to hand in Chinese compositions to be graded by their
quality of thought as well as literary expression and style.
Student activities increased as time went on. To stimulate cultural achievements, a school journal was
published, a piano recital was presented, not to mention the different kinds of sports we played—volleyball,
baseball, and horseback riding. To further arouse our curiosity for knowledge, we periodically invited renowned
personalities to speak to us about current events.
One speaker was Miss Sz[e]to, who had received her Master’s degree from an American women’s college and
was currently the Dean of Girls at Canton Christian College. She spoke on the status of women in China. The
main point of her thesis was that women should get up and fight against the stigma of inferiority and for equality
with men.
“We should not be playthings of men any more,” she said. “We should get rid of the double standards.”
We applauded her. We were still hesitant in accepting far-advanced ideas of women’s independence, albeit
mentally we wished we were independent.
Above all, the most urgent, enthusiastic, and absorbing extracurricular activities were those growing out of the
May Fourth student movement in 1919. The Twenty-One Demands from Japan stirred up strong resentment from
the students as well as the whole Chinese population.\fn{ In 1915, while the European nations were preoccupied with World
War I, Japan pressed on the Chinese government a list of Twenty-one Demands for special concessions and privileges. The Chinese
bourgeoisie and students protested by boycotting Japanese goods. Then at the conclusion of the war, the Versailles Treaty allowed Japan to
take over German concessions in Shandong Province, sparking a national protest and cultural revolution known as the May Fourth
Movement}

We boycotted Japanese goods and bought only native-manufactured fabrics. We participated in demonstration
parades in the streets of Canton. Student delegates were elected to attend discussion meetings in Canton; once I
was appointed as one of two delegates from our school. Our two-fold duty was to take part in the discussions and
decisions and then to convince our schoolmates to take active parts in whatever action was decided. It was a year
of turmoil for all the students and of exhaustion for me. …
To be a medical doctor had been my dream ever since I was first subjected to a vaccination by my Fourth
Granduncle’s daughter-in-law, who was one of the pioneer women physicians in Canton. It would give me not
only financial independence but also social prestige. Alas, hope without financial support was futile.
My mother would not listen to my pleas. It was not that she did not want her daughter to succeed; it was
simply that my father did not send enough money home to support the family and at the same time continue to
send my brother and me to boarding schools.
Just at this time a cousin returned to China from the United States on a business trip. He explained to my
mother, while visiting us in Canton, that he could take me to the United States on a student visa. He was taking
his married niece to join her husband in Detroit and I could be company for his niece. My mother was interested
in the prospect of my trip with her and the bright future that I might bring to the family.
At the same time, I was also delighted, although a little dubious. I privately thought that if, with a big IF, I
were allowed to go to America I would study to get my B.A., M.A., and Ph.D. and then return to China to obtain
an academic position in a middle school or a college. It was a beautiful picture. Instructors with B.A.’s from
American universities received much higher salaries than graduates from local colleges.
After much consideration my mother said she would be able to finance my trip. She would sell the property in
Dongshan. If there was not enough money, she would borrow the rest from the husband of our second slave girl,
Ah Hung.\fn{She had been married off to a rich, old merchant in Hong Kong as a concubine; and he, according to Lee, “showered her
with whatever material comforts she needed.”}
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[At their last meal together] we sat down cheerfully to a nice dinner with steamed chicken as the main course.
According to our dialect, the word “chicken” symbolized good luck, which my mother, above anyone else, would
wish me to have in my stay in the Golden Mountain.
*
The steamship China had docked at one of the waterfront piers in San Francisco. There was a hubbub of hustle
and bustle aboard the ship; passengers preparing to disembark, stewards helping guests on their departure, and
immigration officers ready to question aliens, some of whom had to be transferred to Angel Island for detention
and further interrogation.
I was more fortunate because I came as a student who occupied a first-class cabin on the steamship. I was not
detained except to answer a few pertinent questions. As I was leaning against the upper deck rail watching the
traffic alongside the pier, a fellow passenger called me and said that I was wanted downstairs. I went directly to
the cabin where the immigration officers were conducting their business. There I was asked to sit down in one of
the two chairs there and was shown the papers bearing my name. I was asked my age, date of birth, and other
information as appeared on my passport. It seemed that I satisfied the examining officer and was told that was
all….
Until now\fn{About a month later} I neglected to write my mother, informing her of my safe arrival. She wrote
me inquiring about my voyage to America. I did not know why I delayed in writing to her; perhaps it was due, in
part, to my resentment of my own precarious financial condition. … I wrote to my mother at last, apologetically,
telling her of my arrival in San Francisco and of staying in cousin B. S. Fong’s house.\fn{ He and his wife Emily were
affluent relatives who lived in a three-bedroom unit over a Chinatown storefront. They gave Jane her own room, financial support, and
important contacts, enabling her to strike out on her own sooner rather than later }

At heart I was sorry for myself; I wished I were a boy. If I. were a boy, I could have gone out into the
community, finding a job somewhere as many newcomers from China had done. Once, before I left home, my
mother had said to me that she reared me as if I were a son; I wished I were a son.
After a short time of idleness, I set out to look for work. Someone took me to the Joe Shoong sewing factory
on Washington Street in which women, mostly of the first generation, were busily sewing dresses. The fashion at
the time was to have coarse embroidery done on ladies’ apparel. I was asked to do some of the embroidery, which
was easy for me. I did not hate the work, but after a few hours, I was bored; and by the end of the week, I was
ready to quit.
I went to see my aunt, who introduced me to Miss May Yee, a devout Christian of the Oakland Presbyterian
Church. She took me to see a Caucasian lady who wanted someone to help her with the housework. The house
was very nice, and the old lady made a bed out of the couch in the corner of a spare room for me to stay. There
was not much work to do as there were only two adults in the house, the lady and her husband, who worked all
day and came home for dinner after work. I was permitted to sit at the table to eat dinner with them.
It seemed that they, out of Christian compassion, were willing to hire a needy Oriental girl whom they did not
look down on as if she were servant. They were extraordinarily nice to me. On Saturday, the lady cleaned the
kitchen, including washing the walls and ceiling, and I had to help.
It was hard work! I could not take it! After a week, I told the lady that I wanted to leave. She was exceedingly
kindhearted and asked May to come take me home. She paid me $5.00 for the work I had done for her. I
appreciated her generosity, but at heart I felt that I was not equipped to be a domestic. . . .
Teaching school became a routine for me\fn{ She had found a part-time job teaching in the Chinese anguage school of the
Chinese Episcopal Church in San Francisco} and I had time to spare for other activities. I looked around to see if I could
get another part-time job to brighten my financial picture. I learned of people shelling shrimps and was anxious to
know whether I could do it.
One Saturday afternoon I followed a friend to visit a family in a tenement house. The corridors were dim and
the small window in the back room of the apartment was the only outlet for air and light. The mother and daughter
were sitting at the kitchen table shelling shrimps; their fingers flew in putting shrimp meat in one bamboo tray and
shrimp shells in another. They were experts! They shelled so fast that I could hardly see what they were doing
with the boiled shrimps they picked up from the big, round container in the center of the table.
I tried to imitate them. Alas! As soon as I held the shrimp between my thumbs and forefingers of both hands,
the shrimp broke while the shell was still clinging to the meat. I realized then that I could not make my living by
shelling shrimps even if I might be able to endure the foul, fishy smell permeating the whole atmosphere. …
[As a student at Mills College,] I lounged in a day student room near the front of the campus. Between classes
I usually went to the library; I would sit there facing the front lawn for hours to think about nothing in particular. I
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felt very lonesome and would write letters to old friends and old classmates, lamenting about the dreary life of a
working overseas student. Once in awhile I would wander around the running creek, reciting in my mind old
sayings in Chinese literature to amuse myself.
In fact, I was disappointed in coming to America. My conditions were not what I had expected. I reflected that
were I still in China, I would have had a teaching position in a school just like some of my old schoolmates did.
All this time I had the ambition of preparing for a medical career. That was why one day I wrote a school
friend asking for advice as to what courses I should take in order to switch to medicine in case I would be able to
do so in the future. My friend told me that the best courses to take would be in the natural sciences. The natural
science course I took during the first year was Physics I. It was, to me, very simple because most of the basic
theories I had already taken in my sub-freshman class in China.
The most difficult class was French, which was really foreign to me. I could write the spellings but could not
maneuver my tongue to utter the correct pronunciations.
To me, at the time, an obvious difference between American and Chinese students was that an American would
be quick to raise her hand in response to the professor’s questions whereas a Chinese would keep quiet unless she
was asked particularly by name. I usually sat back quietly; the professor might think I was dumb, but I did not
care. I was used to the old Chinese way of thinking—receive what you are taught and do not oppose what the
teacher tells you—in short, keep quiet. …
During the summer, I went out to earn some money. There was a cannery in Oakland owned by Mr. Lew Hing,
a very rich man by Chinese standards. It employed many factory workers in the summer, and I followed some
Chinese women to work there. I got up early and wore my blue overall smock to go to work as a fruit-cutter.
My job, as was the job of all the women sitting on the benches facing the boxes, was to cull the good fruit and
put them in.boxes on one side and throw the bad ones in the boxes on the other side. The first fruit I picked were
cherries; big, dark, red and juicy Bing cherries. As I sat in front of those tempting cherries, I could not resist the
desire to put some into my mouth. Later on, the supervisor stopped workers from eating the fruit, but by the time
the order came the cherry season was virtually over.
Then we culled apricots, using the same procedure—putting the good ones in one box and the bad ones in
another. We did not eat the apricots; I did not like apricots, anyway.
After that we started to cut peaches. We had to buy a little knife and spoon to cut and take the pit out. I could
not cut fast enough. I had made a little money, but not as much as the ladies who came from the villages. These
women, used to heavy work, had strong hands and arms which helped them to make ten times as much money as I
did. My wages averaged only about a dollar a day while the others made about ten dollars. Still, I was proud that I
could class myself as a working college student.
*
After graduation, there were two questions in my mind. Should I go back to China or should I stay in this
country? To return to my native land at this time was not exactly what my mother expected, I was afraid, because
she would like me to either marry or be economically independent. As I did not as yet have any prospect of a
steady position, I tried to stop thinking of going back unless I had earned enough money to pay my ocean liner
fare and to sustain myself in my mother’s house while waiting for a job.
On the other hand, if I stayed in this country, what kind of an opening could I get, if at all, in the face of severe
racial discrimination in every walk of life? Since I had already begun taking some graduate courses, why not
continue to study as I wished? As I looked around for a way out of my dilemma, I got married and started out as
any ordinary housewife. …
My daughter was born in the old Fabiola Hospital.\fn{ In Oakland} The fee was $100, which was considered
high. I stayed with my baby in the hospital for four weeks before going home to the attic bedroom at my aunt’s
store. In a few days my baby’s skin began to break out in boils. The doctor asked me to move into a more sanitary
place right away because the heat in the attic where we lived was too hot and unfit for the newborn baby.
Immediately my husband and I with our baby moved to a third-floor flat on Webster Street just two blocks away.
I nursed my baby but had a hard time pacifying her at night when her skin bothered her. Mentally I was in
anguish but could not help her. Later in life my daughter had this skin trouble off and on, and I blamed my own
imprudence of living in an unhealthy attic. It also shows how poor mothers and their offspring might suffer all
their lives no matter how blandly social workers explain family difficulties. …
On a cold night in January, 1931, my son was born. Remembering my daughter’s skin trouble, my husband and
I decided to leave him in the hospital for awhile so as to be sure that he would get the right care. He stayed in the
hospital for four months. When he was brought home, he was healthy and strong. Our family was complete and
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we had a girl and a boy to continue the family name after us. I felt that I had done my duty as a wife. Many
Chinese might think that a wife should bear as many sons as possible, but I did not approve of such thinking.
While taking care of my children and doing routine housework, I found a little time to rethink my life. Was I in
a rut? Why did I get a higher education? Had I utilized my formal training? Should I stay at home merely to be
wife and mother?
My thoughts were confused at first, but gradually my ambition to reach out beyond the four walls of a home
seemed to attract my imagination. I said to myself: Why not try to accomplish what I had started to do at the time
I left China. In addition, I had more reason to improve myself now than before; I had a husband and two children.
Marriage, to me, was a two-way proposition: the husband had the duty to maintain a family, and so had the wife
who should contribute her share of responsibilities. Furthermore, society still discriminated against married
women. A married friend once said to me,
“When you are single, people admire you and are ready to assist you; but once you are married, you are
finished.”
She must have experienced this sad situation herself before she could utter such a bitter opinion. Anyhow, it
aroused my suspicion about social disrespect for a married woman. I was furious with myself when I heard
criticisms against housewives. Some people would say,
“Look at so and so; she has a college degree but what does she do? Just stay home and wash diapers!”
I could not stay put! I had to show them that I was not a run-of-the-mill housewife who looked up to her
husband’s good will alone.
*
In the two years of graduate study, I had a vague idea of possibly returning to China to teach. When I was not
immersed in the process of getting my assignments done, I would picture to myself the image of a middle school
teacher in Canton where teachers were highly respected, dedicated educators. Were I in such a place, I would be
able to put my knowledge gained in America into practical use. I would fit the principles I learned from the West
into pragmatic lessons to equip Chinese students for their daily lives.
[But] my family was here and I surely should stay in this country permanently. [So] in spite of my ambition to
teach in China, I did not go back after all. I had been thinking of seeing my mother again before it was too late.
By the time I graduated from Mills College the second time,\fn{ In 1933} it was really too late. My mother had
passed away.
To stay home and take care of my children was, of course, my primary concern; but in the midst of the
depression period, it was necessary for me to seek employment. Since I had earned a higher academic degree, I
felt that it was imperative for me to keep on pushing for an opening in a more rewarding profession. Where could
I go?
I could not expect to get any answer from a Caucasian establishment which was prejudicial to Orientals. Once,
I took up a suggestion from a friend to see about an opening in a public office. I entered the lobby where a
secretary said the boss was out to lunch and would be back soon, and would I like to sit down and wait? I said I
would and sat down for almost an hour. At last the secretary said that Mrs. So and So was not coming back that
afternoon and she was sorry. At that, I was dismissed!
On my way out, I peered into the inner office and saw a lady there. Was that the Mrs. So and So? I did not
know, and I had no choice but to leave!
Fortunately, I was sought to work for the Chinese YWCA in San Francisco. At that time the San Francisco
YWCA had built a Residence Club on Powell Street. The Board of Directors also included in their plan a new
Chinese YWCA building near the Residence Club, facing Clay Street. After the dedication of the new building,
the Chinese Committee of Management looked for someone who could speak Chinese to contact its Chinesespeaking members.
In their search for a suitable person, they sent me a letter asking if I was available. I was interested, but with
reservations. This offer was only a part-time situation and I had to have baby-sitters; it was not economical for me
to commute to San Francisco every day for a few hours just for a part-time pay. I laid the letter aside and
continued thinking in two divergent directions; to get a job and to care for my children. I hesitated.
Fortunately again, I was told by someone that the Hip Wo Language School in San Francisco was looking for a
teacher in the fall. Reverend Tse Kai Yuen, then the minister of the Chinese Presbyterian Church, knew that I was
available for employment and recommended me for the position. He was bold enough to say that I could fulfill
the responsibilities of a teacher of the junior class, which was the highest in the whole school.
I was overjoyed. I was thinking that I could combine two part-time jobs into one full-time position, and I could
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then have someone look after my children. It was a God-sent opportunity, I thought, and came home with an
optimistic anticipation of a working mother who not only could use her ability to improve her economic
condition, but also to meet the challenge that her academic learning had provided for her.
Chinatown was a compact community. Every important move in any of the organizations was announced in the
local papers. As I was appointed the community worker of the Chinese YWCA, the news was known all over
town. Some of my friends congratulated me for being lucky enough to be employed by such a prestigious
organization.
However, I did not delude myself. I knew I had to work hard in order to get any recognition from the
community which, to my amazement, was already accepting me as one of its leaders. A short time after I started
work at the YWCA, Mr. B. Y. Leong asked me to speak to the Union of Churches meeting at which members of
the Protestant churches would attend. I had spoken at public gatherings in Oakland and attracted attention from
the crowd.
With pleasure, I accepted the invitation to speak. Whether or not I made any impression from the first speech I
made, I did not know; but I knew that I was asked to speak to church groups again and again in the future. It was a
good omen for me to take part in the Chinese community life of San Francisco.
In the next two years of my life, I actually divided my attention in three different directions—my family, the
YWCA, and the Chinese language school. Aside from providing the necessary care for my children, I did not have
any other worries for my family as they were healthy; my husband left for work in the East Bay every morning
without asking me to prepare breakfast and came home after work to look after the children. I considered myself
lucky to have his cooperation in raising two normal children and maintaining a normal family life.
At the YWCA I really contributed a great part of my energy. Even though my official hours were about four
hours in the afternoon, I actually planned and worried about the procedure and methods of carrying out the day’s
work. In fact, it was my main concern as a college-trained person to handle social problems as they arose. In a
way, it was my JOB, in capital letters.
The schools, in my view, were equally important. They provided the needed corrective force for Chinatown’s
smooth pattern of living. On top of [assisting] children of Chinese descent to [prepare for] their future careers, the
Chinese schools actually helped in checking the behavior of unruly children.
We did not have so-called “delinquent youth.” One of the reasons, I assumed, was that the Chinese schools
kept them in school all day, every day, and half a day on Saturday and Sunday. No matter how naughty a child
might be, he could not have time to [get into trouble]. As most parents sent their children to these schools, there
was hardly any [unoccupied] child [who could] perform any illegal act by himself or by grouping together with
his peers for violence. I was happy to be included on the staff of a Chinese language school.
In turning my attention to the position of Community Worker, I had a varied spectrum—a link between
persons, between individuals and groups, between groups and groups, and between country to country, even. For
instance, when I interpreted for a Mrs. So and So, this was a connection between her and her physician; when I
asked a girl to be a member of a club, I acted as a link between this girl and the YWCA; when I went out on a
financial campaign for a school house, I acted as a link between the school house and the community in which the
school house was to be erected; and when I volunteered to get help from America for flood victims in China, I
acted as a link between China and America.
Thus, I considered my job as a very important and beneficial one, and I was doing it with deep dedication and
zeal. Later on, I might be accused of being too career-minded, but I could not help my professional attitude of
devoting my best to what needed to be done. I might have to apologize to my children that I should have given
them more of my time and care, but I have to admit that my love for them has never diminished an iota, no matter
how deeply involved I was in community affairs.
130.31 Excerpt from Loneliness\fn{by Ping Hsin aka Hsieh Wan-ying (1902-1999)} Foochow, Fujian Province, China (F)
-1
… At that moment he suddenly remembered that his sister had never worn a purple dress. Dejectedly he threw
down his brush. Before his eyes emerged the sallow and thin face of his sister, with its high cheekbones and
expressionless myopic eyes. Before her departure she had been for two or three months working on her wedding
wardrobe, like a professional seamstress, neither vexed nor happy. Her deportment suggested a floating spirit in a
dream. Aloof with people and rather apathetic toward him, she seldom took his hands to inquire after his health.
This morning in the train, she just stared at him with those dazed and wooden eyes of hers as if she didn’t grasp
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the meaning of separation or think ahead of her future fate …
He was in a stupor; rolling his eyes, he saw the girl in the purple dress. White arms, radiant dimples, warm and
loving eyes, clear and deep as water … this sister in purple was not his; she was Yung-ming’s! …
Slowly he placed his brush against the top of the ink box. As he peered dully at the flame of the kerosene lamp
with his moist eyes, the halo appeared blurred and the flame flickered unceasingly. Finally tear drops fell upon the
paper. Wang Ma, who was putting the rags together, looked up and said,
“You’re thinking of your sister. Don’t be so sad. Go to bed now or else find something to amuse yourself
with.”
He shook his head and sighed, then stood up and crumpled that sheet of letter paper and dried his tears with it.
After standing listlessly for a while, he saw the bowl of paste on the desk and suddenly wanted to paste up some
paper ribbons and festoon his room with them. He thought perhaps his aunt would give him some money to buy
color paper, and he walked out of his room. No sooner had he approached the upper room than he heard the voice
of his aunt scolding his two cousins:
“Whence is so much money to buy this and that? All you can think of the whole day is to play and eat.”
Following this was the cousins’ indistinct murmur of disappointment. He paused there for a while and then
returned to his room, bowing his head dejectedly.
Seeing the two packages on the chair, he quietly went over to them and in a minute he had removed the two
sheets of wrapping paper. He returned to his desk and cut them into thin strips with Wang Ma’s scissors. He
pasted up these strips, red alternate with green, to form a cord.
There was no more paper when the cord reached the length of about three feet. He took it in his hands and
surveyed his room. After some deliberation he hung it up between the hooks of his bed curtains. Then he slowly
reclined on his bed.
Paying him no attention, Wang Ma was still straining her tired eyes to paste together the layers of the sole. Half
sitting up on his pillow and cupping his chin with his right hand, he cast a long look at the thin, long, and
unappreciated paper cord hung near the soiled, old, and graying bed curtain. It seemed to him as if he were
enjoying himself in spite of his desolation. …
1903

5.94 Salt\fn{by Shih Yi aka Lou Chien-nan (1903- )} Chekiang, China (M) 12
Vagrant stars gleamed faintly through breaks in the dark winter clouds. The long dike was only vaguely visible,
while behind it the roaring breakers and on it the northwest wind blowing through the dry trees sang a bitter,
lowing tune in the darkness. Except for glowing pinpoints in the distance, lamps in the village, all mankind
seemed dead, or at least submerged in an unbroken black silence.
On top of the dike, strewn in careless heaps, were wooden buckets, used for drawing the water from the sea,
and the flat boards used for drying the salt in the sun. The general disorder and the fact that they were dry and
cracking indicated long disuse. Among them the dark shadow of a man was making his way unsteadily.
Sometimes he stopped to look back before stumbling forward again. The dike, stretching east and west for thirty
li, was not only a protection against the tides that came in from the sea and not only a convenient place for baking
the salt, but was also used as a road. The scattered starlight dimly helped light the path, and when that failed there
was the faint but luminous reflection from the surface of the water. As a matter of fact, Lao Ting was on his way
home from the wine shop of the Widow Fong, and he was so saturated with alcohol that his normal acquaintance
with his surroundings no longer governed any conscious actions on his part. The world was limited to the path
under his feet. It was an easy world when the path was clear, a damnable one when he barked his shins against
boards or buckets. Only a faint instinct remained to guide his steps in the general direction of his home.
Home. Back there among his noisy friends, downing cup after cup of warm wine, he had thought of his home,
a low shed-like pen, filled principally with damp salt barrels which kept everything eternally wet: Here lived his
people. Were they really people or were they ghosts? His old wife, with her gray hair and her face forever
darkened by an unrelieved cloud of sorrow, his seventeen-year-old daughter, dumb and vacant, with her hair
hanging untidily about her shoulders, the sniveling boy, forever crying with hunger.
He beat on the table.
“Four more ounces, hostess!” He held out four fingers to make sure he was understood.
“Damn, still drinking?” asked the Widow Fong with the long face. Actually she was never shocked at the
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amount of wine consumed by the men who came to her shop. The place belonged to Mr. Yuan, boss of the salt
warehouse. “Sell to them on credit,” he had said to her, “so long as you’re sure they still have ten salt boards.” But
she felt that too many were drinking on credit now and less and less money came into the till. That was something
no shopkeeper liked. So although she poured out the four ounces, she could not forbear cursing.
Lao Ting sipped his drink slowly. He could not order any more but did not want to leave. Others were going,
however, some upstairs to gamble, some shuffling across the street to Hsia Tsai-hua’s place for opium.
“Come on, I want to close up now.” Thus every night the Widow Fong shooed off her remaining customers,
mainly because she was anxious to go upstairs and help Liu Chu-to at the gambling table.
“Liang-ti! I don’t want to go home!” said Lao Ting petulantly.
“Come on, come on, go on home and come back tomorrow,” urged the widow. “You’re not gambling and
you’re not smoking. You’re so damned old any way you’d better watch your step. Come on, get up.”
She pulled his arm. He nodded and docilely rose, supporting himself against the table with one hand.
“Excuse me again today, excuse me …” he mumbled.
“Yes, I know. Go ahead,” said the Widow Fong. With her arms akimbo she watched him stagger from the shop.
She threw back her head and laughed as she marked down his night’s spending on the board.
*
The wind lashed him like the curling thongs of a whip, and he tried to shrink inside his ragged cotton clothes
like a turtle into its shell. But he continued to tremble with the cold. His nose was burning hot and running. To
sniff it back caused him extreme discomfort. His checks too prickled with pain. The lights of Lu Chao came more
closely into his view now, and with unsteady steps he clambered down the side of the dike onto the small path
which led to his home. The door was never barred. There were many thieves in the neighborhood, but it would
never occur to anyone to steal the barrels of salt which were all over the place. He pushed in the door and passed
between the rows of barrels to the bed where his wife and children already lay under the torn cotton quilt. His
fumbling steps and the audible rasp of his hard-drawn breath sounded loudly. His wife, still awake, looked at him
from the bed.
“Don’t shut the door. Chen-ho isn’t back yet.” she said.
Chen-ho was their eldest son, twenty-three years old. Ever since the warehouse people announced they would
take no more salt he had had no work on the dike. But even though the warehouse wanted no more salt, their
stomachs were not equally content to go without food. So Chen-ho soon joined a gang of salt smugglers who
transported the salt in small lots to a city fifty li away where they sold it. The warehouse had announced to the salt
workers that they had a surfeit of salt in stock. But in the city the people faced a salt shortage. The merchants held
back their stocks waiting for higher prices. In these circumstances smuggling became profitable, although
dangerous. The armed customs police were on duty all along the road to the city. The smugglers used to take
three-hundred-catty loads on their shoulders and go off up the mountain paths, taking a circuitous route around the
guarded road. They had to travel forty more li that way. If they were challenged they often used their bamboo
carrying poles as weapons, but they were no match for the guns and bayonets of the police. Only their own
tenacity, desperation, and numbers kept them at it. Chen-ho’s smuggling kept the family alive but only increased
his mother’s burden of sorrow. Whenever Chen-ho went off on one of his trips to the city she had constant visions
of guns and bayonets. But she never tried to stop him, for the money that tinkled in the pocket of his denim jacket
when he returned was all they had to live on.
Credit could still be had at the brothels, the opium dens, gambling houses, and wine shops, all of them owned
by the salt field capitalists. But the rice shops, which used to give rice (half mixed with husks!) on credit and
deduct the price from the money paid out for salt at the warehouse every day, had turned their rice baskets upside
down and stopped the grinding machines as soon as the warehouse closed. The rice boats had stopped coming,
they said. It was possible to hear only the sound of the wind on the roof and an occasional snatch of a baby’s wail
from a neighboring hut. That Chen-ho should be getting mixed up with Ma Lao-pao worried her more than she
would have been if he had made another trip to the city.
All the salt people within a radius of forty li knew Ma Lao-pao. He had once been a sailor and had several
junks of his own. But with passing years he lost them one by one to Yuan and Kao, the salt field bosses, who
incorporated them into their own fleet for shipping salt and rice. Subsequently Ma became an officer in the antismuggling police, but before long he gathered around him many salt workers who could no longer make their
living and organized systematic smuggling. When business was brisk they worked for Ma Lao-pao. When it was
slow, he supported them. They all respectfully called him Shiata Lao-yeh—“our master!”—and were ready to
sacrifice their lives at a word from him. Ma Lao-pao had as many guns as Yuan and Kao, but nobody knew where
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they were. The salt people in the fields called him Ma Lao-pao behind his back, but to his face it was always “Mr.
Ma.”
They all liked him and especially liked his son, Ah-chun, who used to strike his chest and say: “Shiata Lao-yeh
wants to rob the rich and give to the poor!” Yuan and Kao, the salt field owners, hated and feared him. They had
stolen his land and his boats, and his presence was a constant reminder of that fact. Moreover, he maintained his
band of followers and his strength was such that even the head of the Customs Bureau, who was actually an
employee of Yuan and Kao, had to do him honor and invite him to dinner now and again.
“What are they doing?”
The old woman did not know, nor did most of the people in the salt fields, who could not bake any more salt.
Around them was the same sea and the same sunshine. But the warehouses were shut against the salt barrels piled
up in their homes. The salt was there for them to produce, yet they could not make use of it to feed themselves.
Boss Kao, they heard, was buying up another five hundred mow of sea frontage, and Boss Yuan was just supervising the completion of his new house. Bits of information like this scattered from the town to the villages. No
one understood why heaven forbade the salt people to share in the good fortune of Yuan and Kao.
“Why do they refuse salt?”
This was another question that haunted everybody. The older folks remembered that the same thing had
happened several times before. They remembered once when nearly twenty thousand people formed a long
procession with petitions and incense and marched to the boss’s house, only to be driven away. In the same
manner they knelt before the gate of the yamen\gn{The Yamen of Justice.} and were turned away again. Then they
appointed a declaration of several score to go down to the provincial capital, where they met with the same
treatment. When after five months the warehouses reopened, hundreds of workers had starved to death. They were
forced to conclude that the warehouses could be opened and closed only upon the express desire of the owners.
Yet despite all their earnest pleas they would not open up. Why? Salt would never decay and could be sold sooner
or later. The owners had more money than they could use, yet the people were dying of starvation. Everybody
looked at the barred gates, expecting that with a nod of the owner’s head they would spring open, and the people
could again bring their salt and get the money which would keep their wives and children from starving. Yet the
owners, like the mountains beyond the sea plain, never nodded, and the gates remained shut.
“Something will surely happen.”
She did not, know why she expected something to happen—or what exactly. But with people like Chen-ho—
and there were many others—so busy, she was sure something was in the wind. As the hours went by and drew
near midnight, her fears replaced her speculations and she began to feel with Lao Ting—“No good will come of
it!”
*
What profit to them if the gates did open? Now that the warehouse was closed, anxiety to have it reopen drove
into the far background of everyone’s memory the treatment to which they were subjected when it was open. The
sea and the sunshine and their own exhausting labor produced day after day picul after picul of salt. Satisfied with
the day’s output, they would lift it to tired shoulders and carry it home to weigh. Two hundred and fifty catties.
Next day the load would be carefully carried to the warehouse. There the gates were forever crowded with people
and their sacks of salt, awaiting turns to enter. When the worker finally reached the scales inside, the weigher,
without even looking, turned and shouted:
“Two hundred and ten! One hundred and eigbty catties without the sack!”
“Please, sir … it was two hundred and fifty when I weighed it just before—” The flat of the man’s hand swiped
him across the ear.
“Well, then, get the hell out of here! Who wants to squeeze your salt anyway?” The load was kicked out of the
way.
“Next!”
“Please, sir … please …” If the warehouse refused his salt, he had no other place to take it to, so he tugged at
the man’s hand and whimpered. The man pulled himself free and shouted at him.
“Get the devil out of here! We don’t want your salt, not a grain of it. Go and sell it, call it two hundred and fifty
catties!”
Not until he had made repeated excuses and apologies and others had interceded for him would the weigher
hand over a receipt—for one hundred and eighty catties. Money was paid out at the counter down at the other end
where the accounts were first checked for credits at the wine shop and the rice store. Rarely was there ever any
money left over. Usually they went out again with their empty sacks and stopped in to buy more rice on new
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credits. But supposing there was money coming to them, there were other tricks. The price of salt was fifteen
cents a catty. The workers got three.
“At three cents. A hundred times three is three dollars … hmm … three times eight is twenty-four … that
makes five dollars and forty cents … here’s five dollars. What? Get out! You’re lucky at that!”
The warehouse cashed every dollar ten cents of credit for one dollar.
“You’re making ten cents, you beggar! Get out!!”
So he left finally, clutching the five shining dollars in his hand. He wrapped them in his blue cloth and set out
to buy rice and fuel. But on the way he had to pass the Widow Fong’s, and the smell of rice wine is strong in the
sunlight. There were men in there and lively voices. Damn, why shouldn’t he get some pleasure out of it? So he
let himself be drawn by the fragrance of the wine and the smell of the chickens and ducks hanging up in front. On
such days Widow Fong’s face was always redder than ever, and with a fluent tongue and a cajoling air she reeled
off the new dishes that could be had for cash. The men drank and laughed, and even before sundown gambling
began upstairs and lasted well into the night. Ten percent went to the police, who in any case had instructions
from their bosses—again the owners of the warehouses—not to molest the shops on salt collection days. And
thicker than ever was the smoke which came through the front curtain of the opium den across the street and
louder than ever the laughter and the voices of the girls in the brothels.
“Hopeless swine!” laughed the owners. Boss Yuan laughed too, but in the back of his mind he thought uneasily
of an article somebody had sent him, published by the students in a local magazine.
“Improve the conditions of the salt workers!” it was headed.
And now and again servants heard stories of strangers who came and went and secret meetings of the younger
people. These things were not meant to help him, he was sure. But he laughed away his thoughts.
“For these swine some alcohol, some opium, a gambling table, and some women are quite sufficient!” and he
laughed again so hard that the fat flesh quivered like jelly on his neck.
And it often did seem that the salt workers were as hopeless as he thought. When the last silver dollar was
gone, they went to the rice shop seeking credit again. Those who had lost their money gambling were usually
certain they could recoup. If they still had any board money on deposit there were several money-lending shops
down the street where they could take out loans at one cent per dollar per day for gambling capital so long as the
board money held out. When that was gone and the boards forfeited, the worker could no longer have a place in
the field to make salt. He could then either leave the salt field or starve. Some became day laborers in the salt kiln.
Others, if they were able, joined Ma Lao-pao.
Most of the salt people were like Lao Ting. They drudged all day long, pickling their hands in the brine, and
soaked themselves in alcohol at night. Between the two they inured themselves to their poverty and the scoldings
of their families. Lao Ting had been on this salt field for sixty years. His father had been a worker there before
him and had finally killed himself by drinking brine because the moneylenders in the lane pressed him too hard.
As a youth Lao Ting worked hard, procured a good number of salt boards, a wife, and a house, and set himself
up in the salt field with the desire to become a model salt worker, to let his head be baked by the sun, his hands
pickled by the brine, and his ears boxed by the warehouse men and to remain forever an obedient servant of his
employers. If weight was deducted from his loads one day he looked philosophically forward to the next and
added extra catties to his load. Unlike many others he never mixed sand into salt because he thought it would be
poisonous to whomever ate it. But the warehouse people made up for his scruples. They mixed sand and gravel
into the salt and sent it into town labeled “best white official salt.” There the people paid top prices and cracked
their teeth on it.
They looked for the better-quality smuggled salt but it was not easy to find. The preventive police were on the
watch everywhere, armed day and night. It was not uncommon to see a captured smuggler, covered with the blood
of his own wounds, being led down the street by guards. Many a boat caught with smuggled salt was either
confiscated or hacked to pieces. If anybody was observed in unusual circumstances during the night, his house
was certain to be searched the next day.
“A crime to use salt”—what more? The government pledged the salt tax revenue for arms to fight its rivals.
The capitalists have monopolized the sea and the sun for their own profit and the salt workers crawl in the salt
fields, their voices unheard.
“Sunbaked salt is impossible!” cried those who cracked their teeth. And when the cry for oven-baked salt
became imperative some of the salt workers on the broad seashore crept into the hot hell of the salt kiln. The great
dike was dotted with kilns. The workers in them were paid a daily wage. Some of them carried buckets up from
the sea and poured the water into the pan. Others worked at the furnace. Winter or summer the fire blazed there
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and shone red on their naked bodies before it. The so-called oven was made of reeds caked with mud. The reeds
were constantly kept wet, and the mud cracked over the fire, causing the water to leak through. The worker’s job
at the furnace was hazardous and nerve-wracking. He had to keep his eyes fixed on the mud bottom, and
whenever he saw a leak start he had to grab a handful of ready wet mud and thrust through the flames to plug the
threatening break. The whole operation could consume but a few seconds and required the utmost speed and skill
on the part of the workers, who stood to their job stark naked but for a wet cloth wrapped around their heads.
Often they burned themselves badly around the head or even lost their lives in the fire. For this work they
received a “special” wage of fifty cents a day. If they died at work, their families received ten dollars.
That was how Bald Ah Yuan lost the skin off his head.
The wet cloth fell off as he dashed in, and his hair caught fire. Fortunately he had held on outside with his left
hand, and he was able to pull himself out in time and fall screaming to the ground. He saved his life, but his
family lost ten dollars. For five months his scalp was a mass of festering sores, and when he went to the kiln to
beg for money he was discharged. He finally went to work in the police station, running errands for the police
officers. He was content to have his bald, scarred head patted when people were pleased and his stomach filled
with the cold rice they left.
The salt workers were content. At least they were not actively discontented. Like the sages of old they “paused
a moment for reflection.” Those who worked under the sun thought of the men in the kilns. The ordinary workers
at the kilns thought of the firemen. The firemen thought of those who had their heads burned and these latter
thought of the dead. Since the dead could not think, they were fortunate.
But such could not be the case forever. The gnawing hunger in their stomachs was fed by the invisible germs
that seemed to come through the air from the south. The workers of the salt fields were not to remain perpetually
content with their lot.
*
Chen-ho returned home just as the winter night was breaking into dawn. His old mother was still awake, and
when she heard the door open she rose on her elbow.
“Is that you, Chen-ho?”
“Yes.” His voice vibrated in the silent darkness.
“Why so late? It’s almost daybreak.”
She did not expect any reply. She was happy enough to have him home safely. Nor did he reply. He lay
stretched out on his bed exhausted, although his mind still buzzed with the excited spirit of the long night’s talk.
Too many ideas raced through his head for sleep.
“What are you so busy about, anyway?” persisted the old lady after a while.
Chen-ho still said nothing. “Why keep on asking?” he thought. “You’ll know soon enough.” But he was too
weary to speak aloud.
A few days later a rumor sped swiftly from mouth to mouth. “The northern army has been defeated again! The
northern army has been defeated again!” Few newspapers ever came to the salt field. Few there, indeed, could
read.
But everybody knew that all around the countryside soldiers were dragging people off to act as burden-bearers
for the army. They also knew that most of the soldiers in the Preventive Service had left the neighborhood. And
most of them somewhere had got the idea that the new soldiers now to be expected meant well toward the poor. In
two places at opposite ends of the salt fields tense excitement reigned.
At the house of Boss Yuan, the magistrate, the head of the local guards, and the managers of the warehouses
were gathered together. They knew that the military situation deeply concerned them. Boss Yuan announced that
he would go to the city himself, find out exactly what was happening, and make provision for the future on the
basis of what he learned. Everybody fervently agreed.
Charged with a different current was the atmosphere around Ma Lao-pao’s house, where his followers were
mounting double guard. A youth who looked like a student had arrived from the city a few days before and spent
all his time inside the house. There was much writing of documents and letters, and meetings were held every
night. Couriers arrived regularly from the city with all the latest news. That evening a telegram arrived for Mr.
Ma. It contained the formula previously agreed upon and for which they had been feverishly waiting.
“Act quickly!” it said. “The time is over-ripe!”
Two hours later a small boat appeared coming up the river, and a young man stepped ashore and made for the
house of Ma Lao-pao. At midnight all was quiet and dark, as it had ever been in the salt fields. Out of the shadows
under the dike a compact, moving mass appeared, climbed up on the road and made swiftly, with neither light nor
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sound, for the headquarters of the Preventive Service.
A single shot rang out in the night, and before its echoes had died down the headquarters were surrounded by
workers armed with broad flat swords which gave off a dull, silver sheen in the darkness.
“Surrender your arms!”
The remaining soldiers inside scrambled from their beds in fright and consternation. The front door was flung
open and like madmen they fled into the night. In the van of the attackers they saw Ma Lao-pao, mounted and
holding a revolver in his hand. In a few minutes the building was empty, and the compact mass of black shadows
moved quickly off toward town.
“Ma Lao-pao has disarmed the Preventive Service troops and arrested the magistrate! The whole world has
fallen into the hands of the tangpu!”\fnS{A note reads: Local Kuomintang organization.}
The news rolled off from the salt fields traveling swiftly through the night, even, it seemed, from tree to tree
and rock to rock. The tide struck Boss Yuan returning in dismal despair in a small boat coming upriver from the
city. His mission had not been a striking success. He went first to see the district magistrate and found him a
prisoner. He adapted himself quickly to the changed circumstances and went next door where the new government
had been set up under the direction of Lu Shih-yao, a former teacher in the district primary school. He knew Lu
well and felt secure.
“I was a member of the Lao Tung Meng,\fn{A note reads: The predecessor of the Kuomintang, organized by Sun Yat-sen.} he
said with an air of camaraderie when ushered into Lu’s office. The newly appointed head of the province, he
pointed out, was one of the principal shareholders in his, Yuan’s warehouses. The new governor had not yet taken
office but at least he, Boss Yuan, should be made the responsible leader of the movement in the salt fields. .
Lu Shih-yao shook the head which perched so angularly on his tall, thin form.
“The man in charge of the Salt People’s Association was sent up by Provincial Headquarters, not by us,” he
said. “Otherwise I'm sure it would have been the best thing to have somebody like Mr. Yuan!” He blinked at his
visitor and smiled.
“Sent by Provincial Headquarters,” repeated Mr. Yuan, crestfallen. “Why wasn’t I informed? Everybody
knows I’m the head of the salt people. At least nothing should be done without giving me a share in it!”
“Ho, ho! Mr. Yuan,” laughed Mr. Lu. “Under the new regulations the ‘salt people’ can only include those who
work with their hands!”\fn{ For a time, the Kuomintang and the Communists did indeed cooperate together. But like oil and water,
they would not emulsify without the threat of some external factor—such as the insidious nature of local corruption under the later Manchu
authorities, for example, or the Japanese invasion somewhat later—and once that was removed, like oil and water occurring naturally, they
separated once again into mutually antagonistic groups, each gathered around their own philosophy, and each hating the other. The most
obvious solution—socialism—does not seem to have seriously been considered by either one, except as a sidelight .}

“Then I can’t even qualify as a member of the association! Is this freedom and equality?” stormed the
indignant Mr. Yuan. But he was clever enough to know that for the moment, anyway, he had thrown his dice and
lost. He rose to take his leave and as he did so the tall figure of Ma Lao- pao stepped through the door.
“How unexpected to find Mr. Yuan here!” said Ma smoothly.
“Ask him about the Salt People’s Association,” said Lu, thumbing in the direction of the newcomer. “He’s in
command of the pickets of the party headquarters.”
Boss Yuan was glad to see Ma was in town. The younger ones, well, he could handle them. He made hurriedly
off.
As his boat approached his fields he saw the new flag of the Salt People’s Association already waving over the
police station. At the door were two men in ragged cotton jackets standing guard, guns in hand. A steady stream of
people was moving in and out. He bit his lip hard and went off directly to his home. When he got inside the gate
and leaned against the fastened bolts he panted with relief, as though he had just escaped mortal danger.
*
The situation changed so radically that even Lao Ting stopped going to the wine shop. The speech of a student
newly come from the provincial capital made such an impression on him that he rushed off home, lost in wonder.
“What’s the matter?” asked his wife in amazement.
“What can you women know, mother of Chen-ho? There was a young man from the city and he knows our
troubles better than we do!”
His wife looked at him, too surprised at his sobriety to pay much attention to what he was saying.
Lao Ting struck a pose and declaimed:
“It’s not merely the kindness of the fates which made the bosses rich! They fattened themselves on our sweat
and blood!”
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Words like these were driving home, and everywhere in the salt field people were for the first time
understanding something more than the immutability of the fates. Everybody agreed with alacrity to sign the book
of the Salt People’s Association and conditions were drawn up to be presented to the owners. They were read out,
one by one, by Ah-chun, the son of Ma Lao-pao, who faced a huge crowd from a raised platform.
“The first article—the owners must acknowledge that the Anteng Branch of the Provincial Salt People’s
Association represents the seventy thousand salt workers of Anteng. Do you agree?”
“With all our hearts!” roared the crowd.
“It passes then. The second article—the warehouses must be opened immediately! This—”
An uproar of joy and approval cut him short. “Go on! Go on!”
“Well, the third article—salt weight shall not be discounted!”
“Good!” came the same roar.
“Fourth article—the price paid for salt here must go up in accordance with the retail price!”
“Good!” in a thousand voices.
“Fifth—increase the wages of the kiln workers!”
“Good!”
“Sixth: the stock shall be immediately opened to sale at a low price.”
Another jubilant shout greeted this and the seventh and eighth and so on until the twenty-three demands had all
been read.
“Let’s go to the house of Boss Yuan! To the house of Boss Yuan!”
The thick mass of people began to move in a tide, like the waves of the sea beyond the dike. With Ah-chun,
Chen-ho, and others in the lead, the workers formed into a crude line of march that stretched far off across the
field in front of the headquarters. Even Bald Ah Yuan was in the foremost ranks. The tide rolled up and into the
wide open space in front of Boss Yuan’s gate.
“Tell Yuan Kung-ting we want him to come out here for a talk!” Gone was the cringing respect of the past. No
longer Mr. Yuan-just plain Yuan Kung-ting. “Tell him to come out for a talk!” Ah-chun thundered on the gate with
a stick. It finally opened, and a frightened servant put his head out.
“Your pardon, your pardon. The master has gone to the capital.”
“The hell he has, the bastard, he’s hiding! Come on in!” The young man from the capital wanted things to go
more calmly. He held up his hand and talked swiftly with Ah Chun and Chen-ho. They nodded and he jumped up
on a rock.
“Wait! Don’t break order. Let’s send in a delegation.”
“All right, Mr. Chu” (that was his name).
“Ah-chun! Chen-ho!” Twelve were thus named and they went inside. The others waited.
“He’s run away, the turtle! Let’s tear his house down! He won’t listen to them!” Excited knots of arguing
workers formed in the crowd. The delegation reappeared at the gate.
“He’s really gone," called out Ah-chun. “Let’s go to Kao Ah-tai!”
They all moved swiftly toward Boss Kao’s house. The news of their coming sped before them. Kao was there,
but helpless. The police and the soldiers were all gone. His own guards, he knew, were useless. He received the
delegation on his doorstep and meekly listened to their conditions.
“I, Ah-tai, I entirely agree with your ideas,” he said after they had done. “But as long as Mr. Yuan is absent I
can decide nothing. I beg you to wait patiently until these matters can be arranged.”
“Nonsense, we’re starving!”
“Open the warehouse at once and start taking salt. We can’t wait any longer!”
“If you want us to wait, give us rice.”
“Suppose Yuan Kung-ting turns into a ghost. Does that mean you’ll never open the warehouse?”
These voices came from the multitude of workers at the gate. Their delegates could not have checked them had
they desired to do so. Kao turned pale with the conviction of defeat. At that moment his wife, famous throughout
the fields as a shrew, dashed out from behind the door, where she had evidently been listening, and gave more
honest expression to her husband’s feelings.
“You damned animals! Watch your manners! You’re no better than a gang of robbers with all these demands
and yet you talk of your dog of a revolutionary party!” With which she dashed into the crowd in a rage and seized
a banner which several of the workers were carrying.
“Sock her one!”
And before Mr. Chu could step in, several of the workers closed around her. Ah-chun acted more swiftly. He
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hopped up the step and grabbed Kao Ah-tai by the collar.
“Don’t bother with her, let’s take Kao Ah-tai first!” he shouted.
“He’s right! Down with Kao Ah-tai!” they shouted, and many could not help laughing at the novelty of the
situation. Even Lao Ting, way in the back, laughed, overcome with the daring of the youngsters. He felt times had
changed indeed, but it never occurred to him that they might change again and some evil come of it.
“Shoot the damned bastard!”
But Chu shielded him and took him off to the Salt People’s Association headquarters where he was placed
under guard. The workers turned to Chen-ho and Ah-chun, whose ideas of direct action were far more closely
attuned to the general mood. Under their leadership they returned to Boss Yuan’s house and as a gesture of hatred
smashed down the gate.
Mr. Chu faced his fellow committeemen with a worried air that night at a meeting. He lectured them like a
professor and used words nobody understood. He charged them with "left infantilism." Finally after much urging
by Chu, they agreed to turn Kao Ah-tai over to the district office.
*
Mr. Lu Shih-yao was now the most important person in the whole district. Even the magistrate was under his
orders. He still wore the black cotton gown he used to wear as a teacher in the primary school, but a felt coat and
a walking stick had now been added to his array, especially when he went to dinner with the officials and
businessmen of the town. He was deeply dissatisfied with the work of his associates in charge of the workers’ and
peasants’ movement and they were equally dissatisfied with him. A few days before he had received a letter from
an old friend, a onetime classmate at Normal School,\fn{ An American institution, transplanted to China and responsible for the
education of thousands of Chinese men and women who were later to form the backbone of both the Republic and the Communist states .}
who was now a member of the provincial tangpu. His friend wrote anxiously of the overreaching actions of party
workers everywhere. The gravest errors had been committed in overdoing the mass movement. This was to be a
united bloc of all classes, he wrote, and no one class should be provoked at the expense of another.\fn{ This was, of
course, the ideal.}
Lu was very much impressed by this letter, and he accordingly suggested at the meeting that night that a dinner
be given for all the gentry of the town. This was arranged for, the committee viewing the matter in the light of
instructions from the capital. Throughout the days of the turnover of power all these people had hidden fearfully
behind their doors, wondering what was going to happen to the “rotten gentry” and “evil landlords” who were
now the targets of their own former employees and tenants. When the invitations to dinner arrived, bland smiles
returned to their blanched faces and they appeared again on the streets.
“Shih-yao is a good fellow. He’s all right. All the trouble was caused by loafers from outside!” they nodded
reassuringly at each other and attended Lu’s dinner in state.
Late one night not long afterward the gateman of the district tangpu headquarters came in with the card of the
chairman of the local Chamber of Commerce, who was calling on Mr. Lu. They were closeted in Lu’s office for
some time and it was after midnight when both emerged and went to the chairman’s private rooms, where they
found Boss Yuan waiting for them. Yuan Kung-ting had just returned from the capital and greeted the newcomers
with expansive smiles. They talked about the situation in the capital, the progress of the revolutionary army, the
imminent arrival there of the commander-in-chief, and the forthcoming installation of the new provincial
chairman. Their voices lowered when they got around to discussing the local situation.
Lu felt pangs of shame and hesitated. He thought of the angry eyes of his comrades, and he recalled the
heroism of his own early days, when he joined the party while the old militarists still controlled the province. His
first impulse was to jump up with rage and denounce the two men who faced him. But their cool confidence
frightened him. Boss Yuan was just back from the capital. Perhaps it was better not to antagonize him. In the end
he spoke up:
“You know, all this was due to misunderstandings on the part of the people working below. We wanted
peaceful methods and we didn’t approve of such radicalism. Now we—”
Next day when the question of Kao Ah-tai came up at the meeting of the committee, Chairman Lu cleared his
throat nervously and faced his associates.
“I don’t think we have to bother with empty talk about this matter. It seems to me the best way is to let one
man be responsible for it.”
“I second, I second!” said a fat member of the committee who stood up hurriedly and with difficulty.
“How about the others?” Lu looked around at the faces before him. Nobody said anything.
“Then nobody disagrees,” put in the fat man. “I propose that Chairman Lu take care of it.”
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Most of the members were impressed with Lu’s authority. They had other things to talk about too. So without
further discussion, the motion was passed.
*
Kao Ah-tai was released. Chairman Lu issued a statement criticizing the salt workers for not appealing to the
law against Kao. His detention was illegal, he said, so no charges could be brought against him. He had
committed no crime.
“Our aim is to organize the salt workers,” he concluded. “One, just one, of the rotten gentry can’t do us any
harm.”
Lu was growing weary of his position. At least, it was easy for a certain girl in a nearby school to distract his
attention. He became almost consciously more desirous of evading his responsibilities than of discharging them.
He shouldered a rifle, said he was going hunting, and made for the girl’s school. After all, she thought he had
become the greatest man in all the country. Why shouldn’t he?
*
A few days later a group of thugs came to the gate of the Salt People's Association headquarters and began to
force their way in.
“Wait a minute!” said the guard.
“Get out of here! We want to see the chairman,” they replied. A second guard came up to help and a scuffle
started. One of the visitors whistled, and a large band of men with arms in hand came up the street on the run.
“Surrender your arms!” One of the guards at the gate was disarmed but the other defended himself with a
bayonet and slashed his way through the gate. He spread the alarm. The salt workers had been organized into a
self-defense corps, but few of them had arms. There were some swords, a few spears, and fewer guns. Most of the
arms had been brought down to the district tangpu and deposited there. The workers gathered, however, and a
pitched battle began in the street in front of the police station. But the headquarters were quickly taken. There had
been no preparation and the surprise was complete. The fight lasted an hour. Most of the defenders were disarmed
and made prisoners. A few officials of the organization escaped. The flags of the association and the party flags as
well were torn down. Even the picture of the party leader\fn{ A note reads: Sun Yat-sen.} hung on the central wall in
the meeting room was thrown down and trampled on. The attackers went through all the rooms systematically
destroying documents and records. It was almost all over when three men rode up on horses and dismounted in
front of the gate. They were Kao Ah-tai, Yuan Kung-ring, and Huang Chuen-shiao, a notorious local pirate whom
Ma Lao-pao had once fought and defeated. They surveyed the scene with a satisfied air.
Three hours later a group of fugitives from Anteng led by Ma Ah-chun arrived at tangpu headquarters.
“We heard several days ago that Kao Ah-tai and Yuan Kung-ting had returned,” said young Ma to Lu. “Kao
was of course furious over the treatment he’d received and we heard that he told Yuan he was ready to spend five
thousand dollars to get his revenge. Yuan, of course, felt the same way. Later we heard that Yuan had gone down
the coast and found Huang Chuen-shiao and offered him the money. We didn’t believe it because we didn’t think
the rotten gentry would have that much courage …”
“Well, you must be hungry,” said Lu. “Come on in, sit down, and we’ll talk it over after you’ve eaten.”
He was shocked and frightened by the news and immediately called a meeting of his committee. They
discussed the situation for five hours. Someone wanted to know why Kao had been released in the first place. But
the fat member said that the immediate problem was the urgent one. In the end he was selected to go down to the
capital for soldiers to attack the gentry and restore the salt association. The fugitives remained in the tangpu
courtyard while Lu exchanged visits with the leading businessmen of the town and the Chamber of Commerce
people and spent his spare time at the girls’ school.
During. the next few days handbills appeared, on the streets of the town.
“Down with the tangpu!” they read.
Signed by a New Salt People’s Association, the leaflets declared that the people had risen up against the old
organization, which abused their rights and abused public opinion by declaring that the salt workers had a share in
all property and in all the women of the town. The old association existed only for the purpose of persecuting the
people. The younger officials at the tangpu scurried around like ants on a hot pan.
“Ma Lao-pao’s house has been burned down. All the members of the association have been arrested and are
being tortured by Huang Chuen-shiao.” The man who brought this piece of news described how one of the old
men had been suspended in mid-air, his hands and feet bound to stakes and a huge stone placed in the small of his
back and how one of the young women had been raped repeatedly until she had died.
The fat member returned from the capital, breathless and excited.
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“The capital is in terrific disorder,” he reported. “There’s a slogan out to refuse office to the new chairman and
the workers are fighting with the police on the streets every day. There’s not a single soldier to be had for us. They
need them all down there. Mr. Tan of the provincial committee said we should solve our problem by peaceful
means.”
That was it, nodded Lu Shih-yao, peaceful means. Peaceful means. That meant making peace with Yuan and
his people. Let the Association continue to exist but remove its more radical members.
When he put forth this suggestion everybody agreed. They all felt now that the situation had gotten far beyond
them. Warm with a spirit of self-sacrifice, Lu took a sedan chair and five guards and started out for the salt fields.
He was sure Yuan Kung-ting would listen to him. He was sure nobody would benefit from a fight. Midnight that
same day one of the guards returned.
“Chairman Lu has been made a prisoner by Huang Chuen-shiao!”
Ma Lao-pao jumped up, fuming with impatience.
“Let me go to Yuan. I have sixty guns. Why should I fear Huang Chuen-shiao?”
“Good! Fight! Fight!” echoed the younger men.
“Wait!” It was the fat member. “I’m in agreement with Mr. Ma but I feel that should be the last possible
measure. If a thing can be solved peacefully, we’re not in favor of using force. Now I”—he looked around the
room, as though he were trying to measure the atmosphere—“propose that we ask Mr. Yang, president of the
Chamber of Commerce, to go to Mr. Yuan. He’s a friend of his. If he can convince him, everything will be easily
settled.”
This was agreed upon and Mr. Yang accepted the mission. With an air of heroism about him he set out in a
small boat with two oarsmen. Meanwhile, Ma Lao-pao called a military meeting of his own. His followers were
convinced that everything was lost unless they fought and fought hard. Member Pai of the Peasant Department
offered to get the help of the peasant self-defense corps of the neighboring district. Outside, Ma’s followers were
half-deciding their own course.
“What use are we if we let our people suffer?”
It was just about that time that Mr. Yang was peacefully passing through the guards at the salt field. He was
received cheerfully by Boss Yuan. Mr. Yang shook his head.
“I think the world belongs to them now, Mr. Yuan. I’m afraid you've gone too far.”
Mr. Yuan laughed loudly. He laid his hand on Yang’s shoulder.
“You’re mistaken, my friend. The world is about to come into our hands, more strongly than ever!”
He sketched rapidly for him the latest news from the capital. “No fear,” he concluded. They talked about local
matters, and when they got around to the question of Mr. Lu, the chairman of the Chamber of Commerce
remonstrated with Boss Yuan.
“Lu has a clearer mind than those other mad dogs,” he said. “You should try to save Lu’s face. He’s been
useful …”
“Ho, ho! I’m quite civil to him. I only asked him to stop in my house for a rest. He’s grown quite thin from
overwork. Have you forgotten what happened the other night?”
“What are you going to do then?” asked Yang, a smile of understanding gradually dawning on his face.
“I know what you’ve come for and 1 won’t let your labor be in vain, my friend. I don’t intend to feed him for
nothing all his life. Wei, Wei,” he called to the servant. “Open the door of that wing and ask Mr. Lu to come here.”
*
Changes had come swiftly and drastically to the salt fields. The world had left its normal course only ten days
before. The workers had greeted the first days with shouts of joy at mass meetings. These had now been
transformed into shrieks of pain under the torture of Huang Chuen-shiao and his men. Tears of happiness under
the promise of a new, undreamed-of freedom changed into tears of anguish on the rack and facing the
executioners. Houses in all the villages were being searched day and night. The earth heaped steadily higher on
the hill back of the headquarters where the headless bodies of the salt workers were thrown. Huang Chuen-shiao
was in charge, his yellow teeth parted in a perpetual grin as he asked each prisoner whether he still wanted
“freedom and equality.”
Lao Ting sat gloomily in his hut together with his family. Chen-ho was rumored to be in the fields somewhere,
and Huang’s men had come several times looking for him. But aside from three chickens which Lao Ting’s wife
had been saving ever since New Year’s Day, they got nothing out of them. On one bloody night thirty-eight
workers were beaten to death. The next ten were beheaded. Then the old officials of the warehouses returned and
came around with their account books. Everybody’s name was registered for the New Salt People’s Association
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with a fee of twenty cents. Anybody who demurred was taken to the police station. Lao Ting felt that the dynasty
must have changed again and the bosses were again bosses. He resumed going to the Widow Fong’s and soon fell
into his old ways. His wife worried mostly about Chen-ho. She knew that many people had fled to town but not
Chen-ho, for one night late he had come to the door with blood flowing from a head wound. She had bound it for
him and urged him to go away. He left and had never again returned.
One night at the temple of Erh Fong To shadows gathered like ghosts come for a conclave. Several remained
fixed outside. The rest flitted into the hall and seated themselves on the cold ground. When somebody closed the
door behind the last of them even their shadows were no longer visible, not even to each other.
“Everything is ready now,” whispered a strong voice. “Pickets from the city and the peasant self-defense corps
from the neighboring district will come together. We’ll collect at the back of the hill behind. We’ll have swords.
We’re short of guns. But when the others start firing out in front the enemy will rush forward and we’ll come
down the hill and seize the building and attack them from the rear. All clear?”
The voice was held low but everyone knew that Chen-ho spoke. That he had had the courage to plan an attack
at a time like this gave them all courage.
“How many will they send? The bastards got a new boat-load of guns today.”
“Don’t worry, at least three hundred, all well armed and able to fight. What the goddamned hell is Huang
Chuen-shiao? We’ve nothing to worry about if we carry out our part.”
There was a soft knock on the door. It opened and a shadow came through.
“Two of those sons of bitches are coming this way.”
“Let’s get out!” whispered somebody.
“No. They’re on the way now and we’ve no time to disperse. Only two? We can manage. Not bad to stage a
little demonstration first!”
Chen-ho was no longer the simple village boy. He clipped his syllables, and in the darkness he drew out of his
belt a short knife.
“After me!” he hissed and went slowly out into the night. After him filed six young men.
*
Next day the police station was thrown into a commotion by news that the bodies of two of Huang Chuenshiao’s men had been found in the old well in front of the temple. Almost at the same time came news of the
approach of the workers’ militia and the peasant army from the next district. There was no time to give to the
affair at the temple. Within an area of twenty li south from the seashore there were six dikes all facing north,
forming a natural fortress. When Huang’s men arrived at San T'ong To, the advancing attackers had already
occupied the first three, and the battle began within four li of the sea.
The assault was powerful, and the pirates fell back to Sze Tang. At this moment the salt workers descended the
hill with a roar and attacked Huang from the rear. Pressed on both sides, he made off westward and escaped up
into the hills, where he rallied his men at a deserted temple.
The salt workers gathered jubilantly. The houses of both Yuan and Kao were razed. A new mass meeting was
called and new hope surged back among the workers. “Everything will surely be all right now!” they exulted. And
so they felt, because they had won back their gains with their own bodies and blood.
But two days later the face of the world changed again. The workers’ pickets and the peasant force were
ordered back within one night. A coup in the capital had put all the party officials into prison, and the unwanted
governor had taken office under the protection of the army. Soldiers were sent to all points in the province. They
flew the same banner with which they had come up from the south, but they bore no more hopes for the poor. The
workers and peasants' militia were disbanded and for a while even the tangpu almost entirely disappeared from
sight. Huang Chuen-shiao, Yuan, and Kao were in full touch with these developments, and even before the
soldiers came they swooped down on the salt fields and soon beat down the few swords and guns of the
defenders. The world passed once more into the hands of the old masters. Salt workers’ heads fell from their
bodies. The fields were placed under the strictest guard. Hopes were buried with the mutilated corpses of young
and old.
*
From beginning to end this history has consumed only four months in time. Winter passed and the spring
brought its warmth again to the ocean shore. The sea dashed as ever before in foaming white breakers on the dike,
and the dike as ever stood firmly under its attacks. Fighting came to an end, and the price of salt rose to the
highest levels ever known in the province. The salt barrels in Lao Ting’s house were carried picul after picul to the
warehouse. The people of the salt fields resumed their toil, and Lao among them, steaming under the sun, poured

157

picul after picul of seawater on the salt boards to bake. The great fires in the kilns blazed again, and the naked
bodies of the workers stood by them, their eyes fixed on the mud wall inside.
But the men worked in silence. Nobody talked. Hardly anyone looked at his fellow workers. They had learned
the price. Besides, there was no use talking about something everybody already knew. The same banner they had
raised over the police station still flew there, and under it was the insignia of the Salt People’s Association. But
over the door was printed on a large white sign: "President, Huang Chuen-shiao. Membership fee, twenty cents.”
The ruins of the house of Ma Lao-pao remained. Its one-time owner, it was whispered, had become a bandit on
South Mountain. Nobody knew for sure. All of Ma’s men were gone now. Down in town the old people of former
days, dressed in jackets and gowns, held official positions where young men had worked only a few months
before. They often came to the salt field and joined in feasts and smoked opium at the newly built houses of Kao
and Yuan and Huang. They delivered no speeches, called no mass meetings on the field in front of the
headquarters. Nobody knew what had happened to the young men who had come to the town and set up their
government with so many hopes and promises.
“If we ever get hold of them, we’ll kill them sure’s Heaven has eyes,” muttered the older men. “They’ve made
our lives more bitter still.”
The youths who remained on the field said nothing.
“They were right about so many things,” they thought. “We’ll have a chance again someday.”
Nobody knew what had become of the young Mr. Chu. Some said he’d been beaten to death in a neighboring
district. Others said he’d been arrested by the authorities and shot with a foreign gun. Anyway, he was no more.
Sometimes bandits descended on the town. Somebody whispered they were led by Ah-chun. But who really
knew?
Time slipped away from the workers in the fields. It all seemed to have happened as in a flash of lightning and
a single clap of thunder that had echoed and retreated into the skies.
*
The story seems to be at an end, but for the time being there is one more chapter to add. In the great city six
hundred li from the salt field\fn{A note reads: Shanghai.} three million people used the salt that came from the coast.
Nobody knew or cared that out there where the sea beat in against the shore ragged and dirty people were toiling
their days out so that those in the city might eat food tastily seasoned. If they ever thought of the poor at all,
certainly their minds would leap first of all to the coolies working on the streets and in the sewers, for in their eyes
few could sink lower in life than these men. Half the street was torn up in one place, and only one of the tram
lines could operate. The company had fixed up a temporary track where the northbound cars waited for the
southbound to pass.
In one waiting car one summer morning the passengers fumed with impatience. Finally a well-dressed young
man stepped out of the first-class entrance and helped a young lady down the steps onto the unpaved road. A
worker who was splitting stones with a pick by the side of the road watched them.
“Oh, Mr. Lu!” he called. The young man swung around.
“Have you forgotten me?” continued the voice that issued from his begrimed face. “I know you, even if you
are wearing foreign clothes.”
The worker grinned and his white teeth shone out of the black. Mr. Lu bridled. What would the lady think?
“Who are you? I don’t know you!” he said gruffly.
“Have you forgotten the Salt People’s Association? I’m Chen-ho.”
“Eh?” The past rolled back on the smooth and now slightly stouter Lu Shih-yao. He grimaced and started to
turn away. No use recalling all that now. But Chen-ho, who still thought Lu had always been their friend back in
those days, persisted:
“Is there any news? When do we go home together?”
“Go home?” Mr. Lu was not thinking of going home: He was soon to leave for the provincial capital to take
over a good job in the department of education. Through the intercession of an influential friend his party
membership had been restored and his early days had been blotted from his record.
The apparition of Chen-ho pricked his peace of mind. He looked over at the girl who stood watching the scene
with raised eyebrows.
“It’s not convenient to talk here. Where do you live? I’ll come to visit you.”
Chen-ho started to tell him the address, but before he had finished Lu started off. “All right, all right, I’ll be
there,” he said. He took the girl’s arm and walked away.
“Damn him!” he said and told her the whole story of his early activities. But the way he remembered it, he had
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been quite a hero.
Chen-ho looked contemptuously after them.
“Who was that?” asked a worker by his side who knew his history .
“A member of our standing committee.”
“Still willing to talk to those sons of bitches? Time to do the job ourselves!
And together they raised their picks high and drove them with all their might into the hard pavement stone.
181.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Esther Wong (1903- )} China (F) 3
My grandfather was a merchant, a very successful one, and after business hours he was a student of the
classics, so that my father was brought up in that atmosphere. [My father] married in China and then, when the
oldest child, that was I, was three years old he came to America, and we came on, my mother and sister and
myself, two years later.
My father had at first a very hard time; he was young, and trying to manage a business and none in the
business gave him credit for knowing anything, so they all cheated him. So, after a while, his health broke down,
and he went to San Diego to live, and left us here to get along the best we could.
Mother took in sewing, and we used to help her, too. I was then eight years old, and my sister was about six.
That was a kind of sweatshop work, but it was not very hard, as we rented rooms in the family of a missionary.
We had pleasant rooms, and sunshine, and even after the missionary left, another Christian family took their place
so we have had that sort of influence, even from the first.
When I was nine, father came back and he had learned a good deal about taking care of his health, so he made
very good rules for himself and for us, and since then he has never been sick and is very, very strong, always
active and doing something. He cannot understand how anybody can get tired, and ever since we were small he
has expected us to do really more than we could.
We always heard that we were lazy, but this is what we did. I myself was a child worker in a factory, my
father’s clothing factory it was, and that is why I know what child labor is, and just what it is. I simply never had a
chance to play in my life.
I began grammar school when I was eleven, but before that father had taught us in Chinese. We used to have a
little class with him at six o’clock in the morning. At eleven years of age I began school, and after school hours,
from three to nine I worked in the factory every day but Sunday; Saturdays I worked all day. I earned all my way
through grammar school, every cent that was spent for my schooling, and I completed the eight grades in four
years. Then I worked my way through high school, also in the factory, but earning more. I sometimes could speed
up to ninety cents an hour, but my average was about seventy-five cents.
At sixteen I had for the first time control over my own money, before eleven I did not know how a nickel
looked, or what it was for. My mother was very sick for a year while I was in my fourth year at high school, and
part of the time I stayed at home, and acted as nurse, as mother refused to go to a hospital. I also did most of the
cooking and cleaning for the family, my sister helping at times, when she could.
I sometimes wonder how I did all that, but I did. The strange thing about my early factory work was not so
much the long hours, but the responsibility. When I was twelve my father gave me the oversight of twenty-five
men; I was to give out material, see that their work was right, see that the factory was kept clean, etc.
My father, at that time, had no boys and he started in to train me as if I was a boy; he always tried to make us
think things out, gave us problems in arithmetic, told us stories, discussed what was right and what was wrong
with us, in fact he could be a wonderful companion, and I could have loved my father very much, only he would
not try to understand us.
When I was thirteen my brother was born and then he lost interest in us girls, did not care to bother teaching
girls, and seemed to forget what we were like. When we were small he used to work at a machine next to ours,
and when we were all busy he would tell us stories as we worked; but later he became very stern and cold and did
not try to understand us at all.
My brother has a great deal of spending money and a bank account of his own and can do just about as he
likes. We girls were expected to do everything and to pay for our room and board, which we thought was hard, as
that is not the Chinese way, usually that is given to children. One reason for this conflict which has grown up
between the old and the young in our family was the question of marriage, which came up when my mother was
very ill. I was doing the housework, studying very hard at high school, getting ready to graduate, and nursing my
mother, when two suitors appeared.
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It is the custom, when one parent is about to die, for the daughters of marriageable age to marry, thus going at
once into another family and give the departing parent assurance that the daughters are to be safe and well cared
for. One suitor was a distant cousin that I did not know very well, and had never suspected of any such feeling.
My mother was in favor of him. My father was against him, but in favor of another man about twenty-seven years
old, who had been divorced from his wife, but my mother hated the thought of that. Divorce nearly always means
something queer in China.
I was seventeen years old, and I hated them both, and I stood out against them all. I finally said that I would
pack my suitcase and go, if they did not stop this torture. It was bad enough, having parents do the matchmaking,
but when they did not even agree on the man, and began quarreling about it, as they often did, it was terrible.
Then my sister, who was only fifteen, had a suitor, too, and she used to tell him to his face,
“I don’t like you! I won’t have you!” But still he hung around, and my two used to come around often, so that I
was nearly crazy with all this on my mind.
About this time, too, I had one teacher who was awfully hard to get on with. All my teachers had been good to
me, kind and helpful, but this one was an Englishwoman, and she did not like Orientals, and none of them could
stand her, they always got out of her class, all but one Japanese girl and me, and I stood her the longest, for fifteen
months, then I had to get out of her class, although I lost credits by doing so. She was the only teacher of French
in the whole school.
This teacher always tried to stir up this Japanese girl and me against each other. She would praise one and slam
the other, which ever one she felt like hurting, and would say
“Why do you let the representative of that nation beat you—you ought to be ashamed!” When I would stay out
to nurse my mother and bring notes explaining she would make jokes about it, and once she said,
“Why, I thought your mother died long ago!”
Towards the last I had to do some sight-reading for her, and I was very much frightened. She was a very stern
teacher, with very strict rules about everything. You had to stand just so far from your desk, hold your back just
so, and everything. Well, I read for her, and there were no mistakes. She just looked me over, from head to foot,
for a minute, and I did not know what was coming, but was frightened. Then she said very slowly,
“Well, you read all right, but I don’t like you. You belong to a dirty race that spit at missionaries.”
I felt almost frozen with horror, then I began to get crimson. I was the only Chinese in the room. The other
students were shocked, too, but they soon forgot it; I never could. She gave me new slanders each day, so I felt
that I could not finish the last six months with her, and dropped the class. She sent for me, and asked,
“By what authority have you dropped my class? Don’t you know that you can’t possibly graduate without it?”
I said I thought I could, that I had talked with other teachers.
“No, you can’t!” she said, “I will see about that!”
So she went to all the other teachers but they all felt sympathy with me, and knew the case, so she could do
nothing. I already had eighteen points and I only needed fifteen, but she thought that I needed her class to get the
bare fifteen. After I left she seemed to get better, sent messages to me once or twice and asked after my mother,
but then it was too late.
Miss M. helped me a great deal, with encouragement, and she gave me a chance in the “Y” to work my way
through college.\fn{Myrtle Mills was director of the Chinese YWCA from 1916 to 1926 } At first I thought I would like to
make this my life work, but now that I have been in the work for a few years it seems to me that it is largely
palliative; although the work is constructive and necessary; as far as training for leadership is concerned, I feel
that I would now like to get at the roots of wrongs, and I want to see happier homes.
I have been very active in church work for a number of years, and once I spoke before a missionary society
where there were really more men than women. I was talking about what we can do right at home, because only a
few of us have money to go to China to work, and asked what can we do right here? Afterwards a large number of
the young men came up and hung around to tell me how interested they were. I said to the superintendent, “You
have a very fine lot of young men right here, to begin on!” and she said,
“Yes, but we need workers!” I said “Would you like to have me come here to help?” and she said,
“Why, would you come?” I said,
“Yes, I will come, I should like to do something like that!” So she said,
“Well, what would you like to do best, down here?” And I said,
“I would like to have a class of young men, if that is possible, since they are the founders of homes, and more
depends on them than on anything else.”
So I began with that class of men who were there that day, and some others. There are twelve men in the class,
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although that is of course very strange, for a Chinese girl to be instructing men in anything of this kind. We are
studying the modern version of the Bible, and they are intensely interested, all come regularly and we have a great
many discussions. There is one man in the class who is about forty-five years old, and he always disagrees with
everything I say, and contradicts me, but I never have to defend myself unless I want to, because some young men
will speak up quickly and say,
“That is not so!”
But after class they always go out without speaking to me because it would not be good Chinese manners for
them to stop and speak to me, or say they liked it, or anything like that. Now I have another class, also, of Chinese
women and girls. This is harder, because they are all of such different ages, and cannot all understand either
Chinese or English alike. In this class we discuss American ways.
As you asked me, I never had much trouble with pupils falling in love with me, that I knew of, except one
time.
That was awful. I was teaching a class in English, to young men from China, at a night school, and one young
man that I never suspected sent a message to me that he would like to marry me. When I would have nothing to
do with him he tried to burn down my father’s factory. We don’t know, but we think he must have been the
person, for we had no other enemy, and that is the Chinese way. He thinks if he can make a girl poor, and have no
friends, then he can step in and rescue her, and make her happy.
He did the same thing to a man friend of mine who tried to tell him to have more sense and leave me alone. He
threw a blazing ball of cotton, soaked in chemicals, into the factory, the first time through the letter-slot, and
another time through the transom. But my father happened to be there both times and put them out.
The second time it fell within a few inches of a great pile of a hundred dozen garments all ready to be shipped,
and just missed a whole box of papers, but my father got it out in time. Afterwards this man went away, but he
wrote us some queer letters.
Another pupil sent me a gold ring, but mostly they behaved very well, and did not bother me. It is very
annoying, when they act that other way.
My sister, two years younger, also earned her way through high school by working in the factory, and has even
bought her own piano, as she wants to be a musician. We expect a sort of crisis when I get through college. You
see, by Chinese tradition and custom, if my father wanted to retire now, he could do it, and I, as the oldest, would
have to support him.
Two girls that I know had a father about sixty years old, but he did not look more than fifty. He sold out all of
his business to get money to go to China and live. After about three or four years he came back to America and
the two girls had to support him, working in a tearoom to do so. Finally, after three or four years, he got tired of
that, produced some more money from somewhere or other, and went back to China.
If a girl marries, under such circumstances, however, she is free, except that she may have to support a new
family. It is very hard for Chinese girls because marrying always means off with her own family and taking on a
new one.
I was brought up in the very strictest Chinese way. I have never been to a dance, never had a caller that I
received, although some have come, never had what is called “fun” in my life. Father did not believe in it. He was
one of the prominent leaders of the Chinese National League of America, and acted as Treasurer, handling large
sums of money.
I used to be all alone in the office, receiving large sums, but was perfectly safe, none ever spoke to me except
when necessary, because I had the right Chinese manner, very cold and proper, which the Chinese look for in
women, and so I was not even spoken to, except in a business way. These League Teams always end in a feast, but
though I was on many different teams at different times I never went to a feast, and so I could not be criticized.
Perhaps you could not find a family that would better illustrate the conflict between the old and the new. We
were brought up more strictly than most girls, even according to Chinese ideas, and my sister and I have kept
these habits, never going to dances, or having company, always working. At the same time I now live quite
independent of my family, I have cut myself off, made myself free. My father hardly knows what I am doing, he
does not know at all what is in my mind.
My father is a very clever man. He did not learn to read English, only to speak in the most ordinary way, but
somehow he learned all about electricity and how to repair the electric sewing machines in our factory; and
though he never studied carpentering, and things are done differently in China, he built an addition to our factory
himself, with his own hands, and he is always studying and reading in Chinese in medicine, philosophy, history
and biographies of great men, whenever he has time. If he could have learned to read English, perhaps he would

161

have understood us better.
When my mother died, my father had a right to keep me home from school, and to use all my time, but he did
not, and after one year he married, so then we girls were free from the housework. My stepmother is only a year
older than I am, now she is twenty-five, and she has two little children. They each have bank accounts, and she
has [one], as well as my brother. Something is put in each week. If my father should die, everything would go to
my brother, except perhaps a little to my stepmother and the children. If they had nothing, it would be the duty of
my sister and myself to support them, as we are older than my brother, although he would have all the property.
My brother is eleven years old. Oh, yes, I like him very much, although he may be a little spoiled.
The way that I stopped living with my family was this. We used to have breakfast at eight, dinner at twelve,
and supper at four-thirty. That was all right, I could do my work and eat at those hours with the family. But all of a
sudden my father changed all of those hours, breakfast at 9, etc., so that I could no longer do my work and eat at
home. He did not give any reason, and I simply stopped eating at home; but I sleep there, with my sister.
One thing that is very discouraging for us, when we hope to see an improvement in the second generation, are
the traps that are set for our boys, to exploit them, and make fools of them, even criminals. Once we lived next
door to a factory where they made flannel shirts for men; they paid good wages there, and the boys made lots of
money. But there was only a thin board partition between the factory and our home, and we could hear all that
went on there.
The boys used to work until nine o’clock, and then the proprietor introduced a gambling game. At first he used
to lend the boys money to play in it, and make a kind of joke of it. Afterwards the boys got perfectly crazy about
it, and they would play every night, after work, until one or two o’clock, and lose every cent that they made. So,
in time, the proprietor got back all of the money that he spent for help, and there was no way to stop him.
The police tried to reach [the boys], and some detective used to listen in at our house, but they never could get
the boys to testify against him. The mothers of those boys were in despair. But one thing the Chinese do not seem
to see, this is, “that as you sow, so shall ye reap.” They don’t seem to have any sense about that.
One mother that I know kept her boy all day long at a machine. He never, never had a chance to play, and
when he would run away, as he did when he was let out to school, she would beat him. Finally she had him
chained, actually chained to his machine, but one day he succeeded in filing himself loose, and went away, never
to return, he thought. He went to Portland and joined a Tong, becoming one of their soldiers, living on a salary
from them. But after awhile he heard that his father was very sick, and he felt sorry, and came home to see him
before he died.
The father died before he got there, but his mother was glad to see him, and she gave him $700.00 to buy his
freedom from the Tong, so that he could go to work. But he could not work any more. He had been loafing around
as a Tong man for too long. Now he has joined two Tongs, instead of one, and does nothing at all, just loafs
around, living on his two salaries from them, and ready to do what they want, if they need him. His mother cannot
see that she helped to bring that about. They never seem to see what they do has consequences.
About the Churches, and the Missions helping? Yes, they do, but they would help more if they were united. It
was the fault of the Americans in starting so many Missions up here, and it seems so strange that the Christian
Churches, that preach love and peace, should not agree with each other. There are eleven churches in this small
district, and each one wants more authority. So the Chinese boys say,
“You ask us not to fight, why should we get into your fights?”
If the churches were united in one big church, not each one poor and struggling, each one trying to raise money
from the Chinese, it would be a lot better. They are all too poor to do much, are always trying to raise money, and
never have much.
Then, I am sorry to say, when they get a really good man they do not always appreciate him. They are jealous
of his influences, some prominent men do not dislike what he preaches, but they feel he has too much power,
which goes with popularity. We had really one very fine man here in the Y.M.C.A. He was full of splendid plans,
he started outdoor sports for the boys, he got them all working and was loved by everyone. You could not help but
like him.
But he went a little too fast, and got some jealous workers down on him. You have to go very slowly in
Chinatown. So finally he had to leave, and he went to some other place, and that was the only really good man we
have had. Mostly they don’t do much, they avoid having enemies, but that is about all.
It is very discouraging for anyone who is trying to do anything, but the only way is to go very, very slowly. It
is apparently the slow, patient workers who have the right vision who help and construct. That is the only way that
I have been able to do anything at all. Education does not always help. It is knowing the people, and then, by
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following the highest ideals, to work nobly and tirelessly. That is the only way that good can be brought about, to
replace the evil.
Please do not think for a minute that I wish to minimize the work of the Y.W.C.A. It is only a personal
ambition of mine to want to get at the roots of things. The Y.W. has done more good in the community in the last
five years than all the churches combined. The Y.M. is in need of a proper leader, otherwise it would be ready to
do its very best for the young boys, which it has done in the past, to combat evil influences which young people
are bound to come across in their lives.
The problem of poverty in Chinatown is largely bound up with the large size of their families, but if you say to
a Chinaman, “Why have you so many children, so that you cannot support them all?” he will say to you, with a
pitying smile,
“Don’t you know that a farmer lays up stores for the winter? We lay up children for our old age, so that we
may be taken care of.” If you say, “Well, then, why have stunted or sickly children?”—they will not understand
you, they do not think that far, they do not think that sickness or health is the consequences of the way you live,
but just fate, a consequence of bad luck or something outside of your control.
181.83 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wong Ah So (1903-after 1933)} Canton, Guangdong Province, China
(F) 1
I was born in Canton [Guangdong] Province, my father was sometimes a sailor and sometimes he worked on
the docks, for we were very poor.
I was 19 when this man came to my mother and said that in America there was a great deal of gold. Even if I
just peeled potatoes there, he told my mother I would earn seven or eight dollars a day, and if I was willing to do
any work at all I would earn lots of money. He was a laundryman, but said he earned plenty of money. He was
very nice to me, and my mother liked him, so my mother was glad to have me go with him as his wife.
I thought that I was his wife, and was very grateful that he was taking me to such a grand, free country, where
everyone was rich and happy.
When we first landed in San Francisco we lived in a hotel in Chinatown, a nice place, but one day, after I had
been there for about two weeks, a woman came to see me. She was young, very pretty, and all dressed in silk. She
told me that I was not really Huey Yow’s wife, but that she had asked him to buy her a slave, that I belonged to
her, and must go with her, but she would treat me well, and I could buy back my freedom, if I was willing to
please, and be agreeable, and she would let me off in two years, instead of four if I did not make a fuss. She said
that so I would be quieter about it.
I did not believe her, I thought that she was lying to me. So when Huey Yow came I asked of him why that
woman had come and what she meant by all that lying. But he said that it was true; that he was my husband, he
did not care about me, and that this was something that happened all the time. Everybody did this, he said, and
why be so shocked that I was to be a prostitute instead of a married woman. I asked him,
“What is a prostitute? Am I not your wife?” And he said,
“Couldn’t I just say that you were my wife? That does not make it so. Everybody does this sort of thing. The
woman gave me money just to bring you over.”
I was in that life for seven months, and then I was released. I don’t know just how it came about, but I know it
was through a friend of my father’s that I met at a banquet.
It was a party given by the Tong men, where slave girls are invited, who sit and eat and drink with the men.
Suddenly I saw a friend of my father’s come in, a man who had seen me less than a year ago. Although I was all
dressed up so grand he recognized me, and the first chance he had, he came and asked me,
“Are you not so and so’s daughter?”
Of course, under the circumstances, I refused to admit that I knew my own parents, for fear that I would
disgrace them, but he insisted, and finally he took me aside and forced me to admit it, and asked,
“How is it that you have come to this?”
He explained that if I would tell him all he would find some way to get me out of that. So I told him all. The
reason why I did not tell him at first was because I wanted to shield my mother. I felt that my father was
absolutely innocent, because one day I heard him tell my mother that if any evil should befall me in America he
would hold her responsible, and I felt that now the evil was done and there was no need for her to suffer for it.
About ten days after the party and the interview with this man I was rescued and taken to the mission. I don’t
know just how it happened because it was all very sudden. I just knew that it happened. I am learning English and
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to weave, and I am going to send money to my mother when I can, I can’t help but cry, but it is going to be better.
I will do what Miss Cameron says.
19.24 Wife Of Another Man\fn{by Luo Shu aka Luo Shimi [or Shi-mu] (1903-1938)} Chengdu, Sichuan Province, China
(F) 8
1
Neaer the western bank of the upper reaches of the Tuo River\fn{ A note reads: A river in Sichuan Province.} and
surrounded by rolling mountain peaks, lies a basin-shaped col. From early morning, except on wet days, people
and animals emerge from the small houses there and move around up and down the mountain slope. Their forms
are quickly hidden in the thick woods so that one might easily suspect that this was a region quite uninhabited.
When evening comes the few lights burning like fireflies deep in the secluded woods are enveloped in a light
mountain mist, and the feeling of chilly isolation is intensified.
At this time however, no lights can be seen in the little house which squats alone amongst mountain grasses
and scattered boulders on the slopes to the left. As if under some immense burden, the inhabitants, a man and a
woman, neither speak nor move, sunken into deathly silent solitude.
They are the couple who sell grasses for a living, although they only took up this occupation when they moved
into the house. It has only one room and was not built by them. When they had to sell their few mu\fn{A note reads:
A unit of area = 0.0667 hectares.} of land and their single storey house, they had pleaded with a neighbor who was just
about to demolish it and move elsewhere.
“We’ve got no place to live. We’ll give you two sheep if you let us stay in this out-house of yours. The sheep
are all we have.”
The isolated dark house which they had got in exchange for their two sheep had been used for storing grain
during harvest times and was no more than a shack. The mud walls were already badly cracked and thick green
moss grew in patches where the walls met the floor. But the couple were satisfied, for it meant they could at least
stay on the home soil they could not bear to leave, no matter how barren it had proved to be. A life of wandering
from place to place, always a stranger, was too frightening a prospect.
Two crescent-shaped sickles, sharp and strong: every day, bending forward with heads lowered, they would
silently go about finding the light-green grasses to be cut. Sometimes, stopping for a moment’s rest, they would
straighten their backs and see, lying below them at the foot of the mountain, the square patch of land which had
once been theirs and where new shoots were growing, shiny green. Two pairs of eyes would gaze down for a
moment and then without a word the couple would bend forward again, lower their heads and continue to cut.
When a loadful had been harvested, the man would lift it onto his shoulders and go down alone to the village.
The evening trees were filled with the din of chattering birds. The few golden rays of the sun which had
managed to filter through the tops of the dense conifers behind the house shone down onto a small track winding
through the woods. The man slowly made his way home, his wicker basket bouncing lightly on his shoulders;
now all it contained was a little rice bought in town, or perhaps a jar of oil or a bag of salt.
The feelings of despondency once brought on by thoughts of the old life had gradually faded away, and were
replaced by the hope that they could eke out a living in the place where they had always lived. In a spirit of
diligence and defiance, the couple went on with life; they were like a pair of wild animals on the brink of
starvation, who, despite being aware of their own weakness and the likelihood of not succeeding, still struggle
furiously to catch any food they come across. Many strange faces had appeared in the valley lately. Where they
had come from nobody knew. One would bump into them all over the place; they seemed to have come here in
search of something. The area had once been a spacious valley, but like a basin already full to the brim with water,
if fresh water seeped in the old would be forced to flow away. The old waters were the locals who shared the same
fate as the couple. Even the neighbouring villages had begun to change. When the man, carrying grasses on his
back, visited the gate of an old customer’s house, he would not be greeted by a familiar smiling face but by an
apology and a sigh:
“We don’t have any use for your grasses, young fellow. Try next door.” Next door they would say:
“To tell the truth, we can’t afford to keep any animals. Whenever we need any grass we send the youngster off
to cut it.”
After walking to every house he could, and lowering the price to the absolute minimum he would often return
home with the original bundle of grass completely intact. Piled up beside the mud stove lay a heap of rotting
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grasses which had lost their fresh green colour, and every day the pile grew.
Old Uncle Jiu, who could get excited about anything, must have seen his misery and felt sympathetic, for one
day he came striding over to him, pipe in mouth, and heaving a great sigh said:
“I’ve been thinking, you’re a young man, you shouldn’t be dragging out your days in misery. A rope will
always snap in its weak places—what happens if you get ill? Will you two just sit there calmly and watch each
other die of hunger? Listen to me, leave that wife of yours to go her own way. You’ve still got a fine strong body,
there’s nothing to be afraid of, you’ve just got to be prepared to run through a few more pairs of straw sandals!”
These words became lodged in his mind like stones. Often his face would cloud over and, sitting down in the
shade of a tree, he would rub his legs and stomach and think over all that was weighing on his mind.
But life had long ago built a solid wall around him, and try as he might he could think of no way to get out of
the circle. Sometimes inadvertently, his mind’s eye would catch sight of a tiny chink, a break in the wall, but in an
instant it would be gone. How would he ever be able to leave behind everything he could see before him? The
mountains around were so rich in resources; there were hard shiny stones which could be exchanged for large
sums of money, there were the tall trees in the woods, as straight as writing brushes. But as far as he was
concerned they had all run dry. The only hope lay in things to be had for free, things which you could reach out
your hand for and pick up, like the wild grasses. In the past you could happily bend down and scoop up handfuls
of green gang shi\fn{A note reads: A bitter food can be made from it, often eaten by the poor .} and nobody would mind, but
now everyone collected it. There were certain lichens\fn{ A note reads: Literally: Chinese trumpet-creeper, used in Chinese
herbal medicine.} too but they were only found in late autumn when the grasses were dying … his thoughts returned
to the present, and suddenly his wife came to mind.
“I could sell her. That would solve the whole problem.”
At that moment the swarthy, oval face of a woman appeared in front of him. Pointing to the basket she carried
she said:
“Typical! Old Grandfather San wasn’t at home, and his wife lent me six catties of sweet potatoes behind his
back, saying I must sew two pairs of cloth soles as payment.” She caught sight of the black insects scurrying
around on the ground and grimaced, “Ugh! Look at all those ants, and you’re just sitting there … come on home
and eat.”
He took no notice, so she feebly picked up the basket and walked away.
A pang of guilt stung him like the tongue of a poisonous snake.
“Do people always have to grasp for every mouthful of food?” he thought, and his head drooped with the
weight of his confusion.
This state of indecision was changing his once quiet and patient nature. All day long he would stare out of
bloodshot eyes, looking for arguments. Anyone he came across would provoke him, and his wife in particular
became the focus for his outbursts.
“Oh, damn,” she grumbled to herself after accidentally knocking over a bowl of cooked corn-meal gruel. In
mid-sentence she instinctively dodged the brick which flew towards her head.
“What’s wrong with you, old man?” she shouted, too astounded to be angry at this strange behaviour of her
husband. “There’s no need to flare up over a little thing like a bowl of gruel. What difference does it make if we
miss one meal?”
“Flare up! Flare up!” he bellowed, doubly furious now. “You make this ‘old man’ of yours angry just to look at
you, you pest! … you make my life a misery!”
“What!” She leapt up from her seat. “You walk around all day with that sour look on your face and then you
wonder why I’m being such a burden! Humph! I can’t stand this kind of life any more … this is too much!
Turning round, she sat down on the plank which served as a bench and with her hands gripping her knees, fell
silent.
Latching onto these last words and seeing her stony ex- pression, masculine pride and an inexplicable feeling
of jealousy made him even more incensed. His face turned livid and his voice trembled.
“Oh! I understand now, woman, I understand. It’s a case of ‘when the wine jug’s empty, the guests go home.’
That’s what you think, isn’t it? You have no respect for me!”
A cruel grin appeared on his face. "Very well then!" He swung around and strode out without once looking
back.
He was going to find Old Uncle Jiu.
Old Uncle Jiu stood on a pathway between the fields. He smiled as he nodded and said:
“So you’ve come to a decision. Leave it all up to me.”
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Two days later he came over and whispered, “I’'s all sorted out—it’ll be Hu Da, the eldest of the Hu family
from Hu village the other side of the mountain; a local man, owns his own land, just over forty, and they do all the
farmwork themselves. He’s got two brothers, only a few dependants.” He held up three fingers: “This many.”
Hu Da! That mean old devil who hung around the marketplace looking for drinking companions, but who
never paid out a cent himself? People used to spit whenever his name was mentioned. Was this Hu Da now to
have his wife? He felt weighed down by resentment and shame, and unable to utter a single word, he turned on his
heel and walked off.
Old Uncle Jiu looked after him in surprise and scratched his head. He was completely baffled, and when he
saw that the young man really intended to put distance between them, Uncle Jiu called after him:
“So what shall I reply to them?”
“ … ”\fn{I run across this expression in a few of the Asian short stories; it is used to describe an expression for which the reader must
supply the necessary words—in other words, an expression based exclusively upon the reader’s idiosyncratic imagination .}
“You really are impossible to deal with!” Old Uncle Jiu was not at all pleased now.
He saw the man stop, hesitate for a moment, and then heard him call:
“Okay! Done! Go ahead as you like.”
The reply was straightforward and definite. Old Uncle Jiu was feeling very confused as he stood staring after
him until he had disappeared from sight.
*
The evening gloom was thickening, and a breeze scented with the fragrance of bean flowers wafted over from
the fields, tinged with the smell of pine and earth. From the pile of grasses by the stove came the occasional
rustling sound. The couple were oblivious to all this as they sat in silence. A sudden shrill and eerie cry burst from
the woods behind the house. An owl! It sounded as if it were permanently wailing for the dead—an inauspicious
bird. The two haggard faces were lifted and inadvertently their eyes met in the darkness. Deep down both were
tormented by thoughts impossible to articulate.
“Pah!” The man spat several times. “Be gone with you, owl!”
The woman looked up dazed through half open eyes, and like a witch mumbling an incantation, she chanted:
Call to the east, call to the west,
You keep your cries to yourself,
That's best;
Your grave lies in the woods and trees,
We don't want any of your miseries.

The man stood up as if remembering something and walked outside. He looked aimlessly around and then
returned. His lip was twitching constantly as if there was something he wanted to say but was unable to express.
Finally he let it out:
“But it’s gone this far. How can we send the sedan chair back empty? If we tell him you won’t go … no, no, it
wouldn’t do.”
“Well, well, that’s a fine thing!” She stood up straight and pointing at him began to curse, “You’re a fine one!
… You heartless old fox! … Don’t you have an ounce of conscience?”
Her whole body was trembling as she gasped for breath. She slumped back down onto the plank of wood.
The words flew at him one after the other, each embedding itself within him. He could neither escape them nor
challenge them. He just stared wide-eyed at the person opposite him. It seemed that he was trying to figure out
how to defend himself, how to explain, but his tongue had frozen in his mouth and in his haste, his mind was
refusing to function. He began to stamp his foot as he spat out the word he would always use, whatever the
situation:
“Women! Bah!”
He turned his back to her and stared blankly through the horizontal bars of the window out at the dim fields.
The woman sat rigid, her eyes fixed on his back; it was broad, but already slightly stooped. Suddenly, like the
rumbling of an explosion, she heard him roar”
“I’m a person like anyone else! What have I done wrong? Why do I have to live in this hell on earth. Either
way I’m going to settle accounts with you right here and now … I’ll …”
Realising he was going to strike out, the woman leapt up and ran out. The man hurried after her, and leaning
forward, shouted:
“What are you running away for? Scared the devil I’ll catch your soul? If I was going to hit you, do you really
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think you could just grow wings and fly away out of my reach?”
When she saw he was not going to do her harm, the woman stopped running. She came and stood
apprehensively by the door, still on her guard.
For a while they stayed as they were. Then the man searched out a match and striking it, lit a lamp. In the dim
light of the oil lamp his square, grimy face seemed even more worn and pale, his eyes horribly sunken. His body
revealed none of the strength which hard work and the elements normally produce in the body of a middle-aged
peasant. He seemed more like an old man whose life was past and who was on the verge of death!
He bent down and began to search for something under the rice-straw pillow at the head of the bed. The
woman’s eyes followed the movement of his hands as he pulled out a paper package, unwrapped it and revealed a
shiny white, pointed object, about three inches long. She recognized it: it was the silver hairpin she had used for
more than twenty years. The pattern had worn off completely. Only recently had she finally taken it to pawn.
“Here, take it.” The large hands holding the hairpin were shaking.
“When did you buy it back?” Her voice quavered with a mixture of sadness and delight, like somebody who
had lost a precious possession and then suddenly held it in their hands again. She walked over with hand
outstretched to take it, but immediately let her hand fall. Two tears, long brimming in her eyes but held back by a
strange feeling of hatred, now rolled down her cheeks. Shaking her head she choked:
“I don’[t want it. Keep it, it’ll be useful … I … I don’t want it.”
Like a sharp sword, the hairpin had sliced through their mutual hostility and what now gushed up from the
breach was a simple honesty.
The woman wiped her tears dry with the corner of her shirt and, looking at her husband who stood as still and
solemn as a statue, she said:
“I’ll go.”
The man nodded his head and made no reply. She stumbled out, but had not gone far when she turned her head
as if remembering something important. Raising her voice to urgency pitch, she shouted:
“Husband, your shirt’s still drying on the mulberry bush. Don’t forget to bring it in!”
Then she hurried away to the specified meeting place, a golden crabapple tree which grew tall and straight by
the side of the pathway leading downhill.
*
It was a moonless night, the faint glimmer of the stars dimly lighting the path. A small sedan chair made its
snail-like way towards the tree and came gently to rest at its foot. Seeing it stop, the dark, ghostly shadow which
had been standing bolt upright by the tree for some time, now drifted forward a few paces. The squat figure of Hu
Da’s brother, Young Hu, who was carrying the front end, hurried around to draw back the curtain and allow the
dark shadow to silently slip inside. Even straining his eyes he failed to make out her face, but caught instead the
heavy scent of her hair.
The sedan chair moved faster now there was someone inside, and with a spurt of energy they skirted the
mountain spur. Gasping for breath, Young Hu called to the man behind:
“Stop a moment! I’ll light a lamp.”
The chair halted by the side of the path. Young Hu struck one match after another but the wind extinguished
them all. The man at the back looked on anxiously as the red glare behind the cupped hand disappeared yet again.
Growing impatient, he squatted down as well and held out both hands to carefully shelter a fresh match.
“That’s right, now. We still have to hurry, dark as it is. It’s really hard work—I’m covered in sweat!”
“If someone tries to stop us and demands compensation for carrying another man’s wife over his property,
well, he won’t get it. Hah! Just let him come! I’ll beat him to a pulp!”
The chair moved steadily on with the regular pace of the bearers' footsteps, but the slightest jolt of their
shoulders caused the circle of light thrown onto the ground by the lamp to dance merrily to and fro.
Mischievously it swung about, almost under the feet of the man at the rear, so it seemed that at any moment it
would be trampled to pieces. At other times it hung still; like the single, relentless eye of a conspirator, watching
and waiting with quiet concentration to wrest some secret from the mind of a foe.
In fact it was when the circle of light danced around gaily that Young Hu felt most uneasy. He blamed it on the
strange fragrance of the hair he had smelled, and which now seemed to be coiling itself around his legs like
invisible gossamer. He was not thinking about his duty as head bearer to keep an eye on the road ahead. His foot
landed in a pile of cow dung and he narrowly missed slipping over. The man at the rear got angry and, deciding to
tease him, called out an instruction that should have come from the front:
“Flower to the right!”
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“Don’t tread on it!” carne the reply. Then realising his mistake he tried to hide his embarrassment by quickly
changing shoulders and saying with a gasp,
“Heavy, isn’t it?”
As they approached the bridge over the stone quarry, a shout of warning carne from behind,
“What the hell is wrong with you tonight? You’re pulling so hard my arms are hurting. It’s still dangerous,
even with a lamp. There’s a quarry ahead, and if you're not careful one of us is going to fall head over heels into
it!”
They crossed the quarry in silence, Young Hu’s steps as chaotic as his thoughts.
It would be wrong to mistake Young Hu, with his large head and melon-like figure, for a simple, guileless
child. During the six years he had spent minding cattle for his relatives, hunger had driven away any youthful
innocence he might have had. Crouching round with the other little ones in places out of sight of adults to plot
some theft or other, or hiding in mountain caves to cook new soya shoots, rice grains or beggar’s chickens\fn{ A
note reads: Chicken wrapped in mud and baked on the coals of a fire .} over fires of dry branches, he had developed a fearless
cunning. When he was at horne, his elder brother’s rat-like eyes would always be on him, following him
everywhere, checking that the family fortune was not leaking through his fingers. Believing the discipline to be
working, elder brother’s teeth would part in a secret smile; but his little brother’s eyes too would narrow as if
smiling, and deep down inside him, he would be shouting,
“So you think you’re clever, Big Brother! What a pity you’re not clever enough to count every single grain!
You haven’t missed that five sheng\fn{A note reads: A unit of dry measure of grain = 1 liter.} of grain, have you? That little
girl in the red trousers and her mother have been eating well for days! You don’t know that though, do you? Eh?”
After covering over a mile, they passed around a short bamboo fence and arrived at a group of tiled buildings.
A sloping Chinese scholar-tree tree grew in the courtyard and, beneath the roof brushed by its branches, stood the
hall where the ancestral tablets were kept. It was lit by several candles as if it were New Year.
The bark of a dog brought out a crowd of children who swarmed around shouting. They were followed into the
courtyard by several swarthy men who stood watching from a distance.
“Move out of the way! Let me pass!”
An old woman limped through the crowd of children, roughly pushing them aside. She hurried towards the
sedan, pulled back the curtain and shouted:
“You are the bride of my nephew. You shall address me as Aunt. Quickly! Come along with me!”
She led the occupant of the sedan to a building on the left, sat her down on a bench and squinting through
small red-rimmed eyes in the light of an oil lamp which hung on the wall, began to closely scrutinize the woman
sitting in front of her. The face was a little dark but the hair was good. Combed badly though, as if she had been in
a brawl. She cocked her head to inspect the bun at the back and instantly a complacent smile flickered over her
wrinkled face. Without a word she pushed open the wooden door and went out. A little while later she returned,
carrying something carefully in her hands: a new silver hairpin, a couple of pieces of crimson edged string, a box
of powder and a pad of rouge, as well as a small package wrapped loosely in paper.
“Here you.are, young bride!”
Her voice was affectionate.
“Do you think us old folks don’t notice things? Your husband normally doesn’t have silver hairpins made.
Lucky for you I argued with him. You see, I thought to myself that country people like you still wear silver
hairpins. Here, feel it. Isn’t it heavy! At the very least it weighs six qian.\fn{A note reads: A unit of weight = 5 grams.}
She carefully opened the paper package and took out a pair of red silk flowers with green leaves. In the
lamplight she checked to see if they were damaged and then held them up against the woman’s head.
“Last New Year I noticed a lot of women in the streets wearing flowers like these. I took a fancy to them, but it
took a lot of asking around before I found this pair. It wasn’t easy! I was going to give them to the youngest girl
when she was married out, but when I heard about my nephew’s wedding I decided to give them as a present. The
youngest one pouted when she found out—said I was favouring her sister in law …” She stopped abruptly, trying
to remember something:
“Oh, of course! … how bad my memory is! It’s old age!”
She hobbled out of the room again, and returned, this time carrying a bucket of hot water with much puffing
and panting.
“This is too heavy for me … I told them to bring it in! I can’t even get over the doorstep with it! Old age. . .
what’s the use!”
She was wheezing so badly that it was a while before she pulled out the roll of cloth tucked under one arm, and
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pointing to another door, said:
“The pig yard is through there. Take a lamp and go and wash. There’s a wooden tub out there. It doesn’t matter
if you’re already clean, it’s the old rule—‘Wash away the bad luck.’”
She shook out the roll of cloth:
“When you’ve washed, change into this. I think the sleeves will be too long, but it doesn’t matter—you can
alter them yourself later. Your husband bought it for you. It’s eight-tenths new home-spun; if you don’t like the
color you can always go into the bazaar later on and buy some bags of dye fixer and dye stuff. Just boil it up, and
you’ll have a black gown …”
She chattered away for some time before pushing open the door. Just before it swung shut again she turned
round and added:
“Oh, from now on you’re one of the family’s daughters- in-laws. Congratulations!”
When the old woman left, a hush like that following a storm, descended upon the room. For the first time, the
grass-seller raised her head and inspected her surroundings. The building was old; a wooden bed hung with a blue
linen mosquito net stood against the wall. Things lay scattered all over the place: piles of hoes, bamboo baskets,
and a newly-chiseled grinding stone still without its handle. Noticing the steam rising from the bucket of water
she began to follow the old woman’s instructions and opened the door to the pig yard. The pig sty occupied a
corner of the dark building and was surrounded by wooden stakes. It was filled with dung and smelt damp. Inside
were several half-grown black pigs. They looked hungry: a few were licking the last drops from the bottom of the
trough, while those who could not squeeze in stood to one side snorting threateningly at the others. The sudden
light unsettled them and there was a minor commotion. Then they began to stare as if begging of the person
entering, their eyes no more than slits encased in excessive fat.
They awoke in her a response which had been habitual several years earlier; she looked about and discovered
in a corner a bucket of cooked pig fodder. Hanging the lamp on an iron nail she picked up the bucket handle with
one hand and supporting its base with the other, slopped the food into the trough.
“Food! … Food! … Come on, pigs! Come and get it! Dinner-time!”
When they all had their snouts in the trough and were contentedly scrambling after the fodder, she began to
smile.
She turned round and found the wooden tub on the floor. Hesitating for a second she thought, “Will I wash or
not?” and decided, “Might as well.” ‘Wash away the bad luck’—every twice-married woman she knew had done
that, and she especially had a lot of bad luck to wash away.
A string of fireworks went off in the courtyard, followed by the raucous laughter of adults and children. When
she picked up the lamp and went back into the room, she found it packed tight with women and children. They
saw her expression of hesitation and rushed forward laughing to pull her into the room. They all set about helping
her dress.
“Now have a look at yourself in the mirror,” said a young woman who had powdered her face for her and was
sticking the red silk flowers into her bun. “It’s not easy putting powder on for other people.”
Obediently she glanced in the mirror and quickly lowered her head again.
“Oh dear, why are you crying?” The young woman was not pleased. “Your fresh make-up!”
“All of you, off to the banquet!”
The old woman hurried them away and then taking a close look at the bride, said with a broad smile:
“That’s fine … those flowers really finish it off nicely! Follow me … you’re to offer a wedding toast to all the
guests and relatives.”
The moment she stepped inside the guest-filled hall there was a sudden chorus of voices as if she had put her
foot on the starter-pedal of a machine.
“Not a bit like before!”
“Not a bit like a pauper!”
“Old Brother Hu’s a lucky man. The blind fortune teller Zhang really did his sums right this time!”
“Old Uncle Jiu’s got a good eye, eh!”
She felt as if her head was being jabbed by a forest of needles. She could not go in nor retreat, and her legs
trembled violently. In her panic she felt the need to sit down, but nobody told her to, nor was there any chair near
her. All she could do was cower in the corner like a tiny mouse trapped by a cat that was bent on teasing rather
than swallowing it in one go. Hu Da smiled inanely, revealing two large, yellowing teeth. His brother, Little Hu,
stared at the woman he had carried there; besides the smell of her hair, he was now also aware of the fragrance of
cosmetics.
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The old woman handed her an earthenware wine jug.
“Give a cupful to Old Uncle Jiu first, he’s gone to a lot of trouble for you both.”
When she heard the name “Old Uncle Jiu,” hatred welled up inside her, but finally she filled the wine cup
which was held out towards her. The fact that it was wedding wine transformed the bitter flavour of the cheap
spirit. Besides, the guests had not forgotten that today Old Hu was paying. Guests and host alike were drunk.
“Why don’t the newly weds drink a cup together!” shouted a coarse voice.
“Yes! Yes!” came the thundering roar from the tables. In the confusion a cup was thrust into the woman’s hand
and she was pushed forward to face someone. She knew who it was, but did not want to raise her head and see her
new husband. Old Hu was holding out his hand to take the wine.
“Still shy? Go and pour him a cupful then!”
She felt a strong hand grip her arm tightly and she instinctively pulled her hand into her chest. In an instant, the
cups, the plates and the candles resting in sweet potato halves which had stood in front of Old Hu and his
neighbours, were all swept to the floor by her long sleeve.
“What’s happening?!” Old Hu looked down to see his shirt stained with wine and oil, and the broken crockery
scattered on the floor. As if she had smashed to pieces every item of family property, he grabbed hold of the
woman’s hair and roared wildly,
“This is too much! Too much! Why are you doing this to me? . An iron broom,\fn{ A note reads: Literally: “ironbroom star” meaning someone who is a jinx .} that’s what you are … an iron broom! You sweep clean your first husband
the grass-seller, and then … then you start on me! I don’t want you now! Get out of here! Get out!”
Having done with this rather exaggerated reaction, he was persuaded by the guests to loosen his grip, and sat
down despondently, still muttering curses.
“Haven’t you gone yet!” The old woman tugged at her. “It’s not his fault you know!”
In a few paces the woman was back in the room. It was dark. She did not move, nor even cry, but stared
blankly out of the window at the grey-blue sky. A few twinkling stars hung above.
The guests had all gone, and the two Hu brothers were left alone in the hall. Gradually it began to dawn on the
woman what had happened. Cupping her face in her hands, she began to sob:
“Oh, what a fate … what have I done wrong? If he’d known how I was going to be treated he’d have preferred
death by starvation than let me go …”
She was suddenly aware of a creaking sound close by. The door opened and a short figure entered. She heard
him say, “Sister …”
The voice was familiar; it was the person who had carried her here.
Startled, she retreated until she had the door to the pig yard behind her. But the person advanced towards her
and repeated. “Sister …”
She realized what was about to happen, and pointing at him, yelled:
“To hell with you! Go away!”
“Don’t be afraid. My brother was drunk. He’s asleep now. Asleep.”
Mumbling these words he made a dash for her. A strong menacing smell of wine struck her in the face. She hit
out at him and he reeled back, losing his footing and falling to the floor.
He tried to scramble to his feet and as he writhed about helplessly in a drunken sweat he seemed suddenly
strange and threatening—no longer human. With one hand she pushed open the door to the pig yard and hurried
out.
The courtyard was as silent as a tomb, but from the hall came the sound of heavy snoring. There were no lamps
burning, but in her confused state of mind she sensed that he had followed her into the courtyard. With no time to
think, she mustered all her strength and dashed wildly out of the main gate and into the unnavigable darkness.
Oblivious to the dogs which trotted at her heels, and uncertain of which direction to take, she paid heed only to
the movement of her legs as they pounded towards the road glinting faint-white ahead. Her thoughts became more
jumbled as she ran, and her steps seemed to slow down as her agitation increased. By the time she reached the
stone bridge her strength would hold out no further, and her body sank down against her will. She tried to sit up
but her legs gave way beneath her and she rolled down.
At first she thought she heard people’s voices in the distance and then closer, but soon unconsciousness
obliterated everything.
The stars faded and the countryside around was dark and soundless. She opened her eyes wide, and quickly
closed them again. Her mind was a void, empty of all thought. After a while, she became aware of a pain in her
face and an unbearable aching in all her limbs. Finally she opened her eyes. She could not understand how she
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had come to this cold, hard, uneven ground. A sudden pain shot through her cheek like a knife. She lifted her hand
to her face to touch a large gash from which flowed a sticky substance. It was blood.
Reluctant to find out what other injuries she had incurred, she tried hard to remember how she had got where
she was. When it suddenly all came back to her, she was overcome by regret—she should not have left the Hu
household. “I must have been mad, why did I run?” She remembered hearing the sound of voices. “They must
have been going to argue it out with him. I’ve got him into trouble!”
With a strength that seemed to come from nowhere, and in spite of everything, she struggled to her feet. There
were rocks all about and every time she put her foot forward she stumbled and fell again. After tripping over
countless times, she eventually lay down in despair. Curling into a ball with her hand as a pillow she moaned as
the blood soaked into her sleeves and her disheveled hair. She wished she could simply close her eyes and never
move again from that position, but something prevented her from completely feeling relieved. She fought to keep
her eyes open and waited for the fast approaching dawn.
The cry of a cock was followed by another and soon in the east a strip of light appeared, white like the belly of
a fish. The surroundings gradually emerged from the darkness of the long night and the scenery was caressed by
the glow of morning. Concentrating hard, she worked out that she was in the stone quarry, no more than half a
mile from her house. When her husband sold sheep, he passed by this spot every day! The pain of her injuries was
not severe enough to force her to stay put. She bit her lip hard and with all her strength began to climb towards the
flat ground, clinging to the jagged rocks as she went. The quarry was only six chi\fn{A note reads: A unit of length = 1/3
meter.} deep but when she reached the top she lay gasping on the edge of a field. Then steeling herself again she
limped slowly towards their small house. As she struggled to the brow of the hill and saw the familiar rooftop, her
steps suddenly quickened.
“Husband! Husband!” she cried weakly, leaning for support against the trunk of a tree.
There was no reply. She hurried nearer. The door stood wide open and on the broken table opposite a single oil
lamp burned cheerlessly. The room was empty .
“Where are you, husband? . . . Husband?!” She called frantically, out of the door, the window, but her cries
never found their mark, drifting like pieces of burnt paper thrown down an old well.
For a moment she stood leaning against the door, but her body began to give way, and forcing herself forward
a few paces, she lay down limp on the bed.
It was bright daylight outside when she thought she heard someone approaching. She tried to prop herself up
but was unable to move. Turning her ear to listen more closely she heard somebody by the door apparently
looking for something. She heard a low voice say:
“ … that was last night. The woman had gone there to marry but she ran off. In the middle of the night the Hu
brothers called the local police. They came here to look … he didn’t want to go along with them so they beat him
around a bit. You know, deep down people can be real scheming devils … but who’d have thought he’d be like
that … he seemed so honest. What a swindler!”
123.95 The Imperial Hotel\fn{by Lu Xiaoman (1903-1965)} Shanghai, China (F) 12
Wanzhen sat on the edge of the bed watching Erbao sleeping feverishly, his small face apple red, eyes shut,
breathing labored, the sound of phlegm churning in his throat as though he wanted to cough it up but couldn’t.
From his condition it was obvious he was in pain even in his sleep. Wanzhen was beside herself, not knowing
what to think because there was simply too much to think about.
Wanzhen was a young college graduate who had married her classmate Zhang Lisheng fresh out of school. A
year later she had given birth to a daughter, and by the time she was pregnant with Erbao, China was at war with
Japan. Lisheng couldn’t just abandon them to follow the government to the interior, so he stayed on in Shanghai.
But from that point on, life was uncertain. When Erbao was born, Lisheng had suffered the indignity of accepting
a menial position with the puppet regime\fn{The Chinese government set up by Japan in Shanghai to administer the city which
the Japanese army had conquered .} to support the family. Naturally, with five mouths to feed, relying entirely on his
income was extraordinarily difficult, so Wanzhen took on the housework herself. She had her hands full all day
long minding the two children. But Lisheng’s mother helped out with the meals, so for all the hardship, the family
actually got by just fine.
Now Erbao was three already, but ever since he had been weaned he had been a sickly child. During the winter
he had come down with chills and a fever that lasted several months, and no sooner had he gotten better than he
caught pneumonia. For the sake of this child they had sunk into debt, but lately it all seemed so hopeless. Each
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day as Lisheng watched the boy gasping for breath and sweating as he coughed, it pained him more than being
stabbed straight through the heart with a knife. They could see that the child desperately needed an injection, but
Lisheng had long since drawn an advance on his salary, western doctors were so terribly expensive, and the
medication would not be easy to buy. So Wanzhen made up her mind to get a job herself to help make ends meet.
However, nothing had come of friends’ efforts to help her find employment.
Then, the day before last she had been elated to see an advertisement in the newspaper for a female staff
worker at the Imperial Hotel. After the two had talked it over that evening, Lisheng was of the opinion that taking
a job like this was beneath her. But Wanzhen insisted on giving it a try. Besides, wasn’t it better to rely on oneself
than to rely on others? When it came to survival, who cared what their friends and relatives might think? So off
she went with the paper to apply.
The Imperial Hotel was a deluxe establishment with a ballroom patronized by foreigners and upper-crust
Chinese. The ladies’ lounge in the ballroom needed a female attendant fluent in English to oversee the sale of
cosmetics and accessories.
Because she was so well educated, the manager had great respect for her, and she had been asked to begin
work the very next day. However, yesterday, her first night on the job, she got the feeling she was not cut out for
this sort of work after all. Never before had she encountered ladies of this breed, and within the space of just a
few short hours it was as though she had been transported into another world. By the time the clock struck
midnight and she returned home, she was in a trance, her head so bewildered she couldn’t speak.
When Lisheng saw her in such a state, he urged her not to go back. Wanzhen also sensed the inconvenience of
night life and began having second thoughts. But today, seeing that Erbao’s condition had not improved, that there
was no way to fill the prescription that the doctor had written the day before, and that the child was running such a
high fever that his cheeks were burning up and he had difficulty breathing, she couldn’t bear to sit there watching
him suffer and do nothing.
She sat at the foot of the bed transfixed. If she went back to work this evening, she could ask the manager for a
small advance on her pay; otherwise, what hope would there be? So as she looked over at the child, she quietly
made up her mind. Glancing at her watch, she saw it was nearly seven o’clock already; outside it was getting
dark. She stood up, and when she felt the child’s forehead to check his temperature it was so hot she couldn’t keep
her hand there. Her heart ached and she felt as though she might cry. Then, frowning and shaking her head, she
stood up and walked over to the bureau, picked up a wooden comb and fixed her hair, turned around and reached
for a short, rather worn-out coat from the clothes rack and draped it over her shoulders, went to the inner room,
and said to her mother-in-law,
“Ma, don’t wait for me to eat. I’ve decided to go to work now, and once I get an advance on my wages, then
first thing tomorrow morning we can go buy Erbao’s medicine! Tell Lisheng later.”
Without waiting for a reply, Wanzhen rushed out. As soon as she got out the door she hopped in a rickshaw
and, not even bothering to settle on the fare, told the puller to hurry up and take her to the Imperial Hotel. As she
sat in the rickshaw she was overwhelmed by sadness, and tears welled up in her eyes. She could barely control her
emotions. Unable to fathom the depth of her sorrow, she had put her own concerns aside, seeing only Erbao’s
small face, burning up as red as an apple, breathing feebly, looking as though he couldn’t hold out much longer!
For this reason, she was oblivious to everything and ready to do whatever it took to get some money to treat
Erbao’s illness. As for what she and her husband had discussed the night before, she didn’t give it a second
thought. Her sole concern now was that if she were late the manager would be angry and not want her to work
there anymore, so she hurried the driver on:
“Can’t you go any faster? I have urgent business.”
“We’re there, can’t you see it’s right up ahead? What’s the big rush?”
The rickshaw puller was a bit surprised but figured that the lady didn’t know the area well or else couldn’t
read, since right there in front of them was a neon sign flashing THE IMPERIAL HOTEL. She jumped down
from the rickshaw and dashed inside, only now remembering that just as she was leaving the night before the
manager had told her to come in early today, since business was always best. on Saturdays and the place would be
packed by early evening. As she remembered what he had said, she dreaded his reproach and her heart pounded in
anticipation. And indeed, when she carne in through the doors she could see the manager already there, scolding
employees with animated gestures. When he saw her, he rushed up and said,
“Hurry up, Miss Wang! How come you are later today than yesterday? Quite a few guests have arrived, and
Little Hong has already asked for you twice, so hurry and get up there!” Before the manager was done speaking,
Wanzhen had already started up the stairs, and the minute she entered the lounge, Little Hong called out to her
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from across the room,
"Miss Wang, here you are at last, the manager is frantic and wants us to get ready! We’ve been waiting for you
to get out the face powder and rouge so we can set up. Why are you so late?”
Wanzhen didn’t have time to answer as she rushed over to open the glass display case and take out the
necessary items, which she handed over to Little Hong and Little Lan. She instructed them to put a small amount
of powder in the powder box on each dressing table while explaining how they were to greet the patrons who
came in.
Little Hong and Little Lan were both middle-school graduates who could speak some English. Because of the
hardships during the war and because neither had any family, they had no choice but to quit their studies to find
work. Even though Wanzhen had only met them the night before, she appreciated their spirit. She was especially
taken by Little Hong, who was pretty and clever, and spoke Beijing dialect. Last night, as soon as they were
introduced Little Hong had followed her around everywhere, and Wanzhen agreed to look after her like a younger
sister. Therefore, today as Wanzhen handed the items over and watched her take them away so cheerfully, she
bowed her head and smiled to herself; feeling inexplicably relieved, even momentarily forgetting her own
troubles. Only when she had tidied up did Wanzhen finally sit down, letting out a deep sigh.
She looked around the room. The mirrors on the dressing tables reflected the pale yellow whitewashed walls,
giving off a refined luster, and making the room appear all the more spacious and grand. Except for the merry
laughter of Little Hong and Little Lan emanating from the inner rooms, now there was not even the faintest sound.
The air felt rather thick, and Wanzhen thus once again began thinking about her sick child. All she hoped now was
that the guests would hurry up and start arriving so the long night would pass by quickly and she could ask the
manager for an advance to buy some medicine. Nothing else mattered. She supposed that by now Lisheng must
have already gotten back home and would be taking care of Erbao. She remembered how excited she had been the
previous night sitting on this very chair, and how intrigued she had been by all the brand-new sights and sounds.
She had been like Liu Laolao, who was so utterly enthralled when she visited Grand View Garden\fn{ A Reference to
character in Dream of the Red Chamber who is overwhelmed by the material grandeur of the Jia family mansion when she visits for the
first time.} She had even started to enjoy her job, and this elegant, spacious room that naturally was so much more

comfortable than their cramped, poorly lit quarters at home. But later on, when she hopped in a rickshaw to go
home, her mood again shifted and it occurred to her that what she had witnessed was a lot like the novels she
occasionally read, with scenes she had assumed could not possibly be true, things she could scarcely imagine.
Thus she returned home with a perplexed and heavy heart, and not until she had told Lisheng all about it and
mulled it over carefully did she conclude that to keep working there would be too risky. She made up her mind
not to go back the next day.
Who would have thought that here she would be, sitting on this chair again today? Now that she thought about
it, she grew uneasy.
Just then peals of laughter rang out outside, followed by four or five ladies pushing open the door, giggling and
chatting as they burst in and proceeded into the inner rooms, all except one tall and slender young matron who
changed her mind before going in. First, she glanced around the anteroom and peered over at Wanzhen, then
sauntered up to a dressing table, where she stood in front of the mirror and gazed at her full, round face and her
equally well-proportioned figure. She flashed a proud smile, stepped forward, then picked up a comb to straighten
a few loose strands of hair. She inspected herself from side to side, then looked down to get a lipstick out of her
pocketbook, which she reapplied, all the while softly humming a tune from the opera Jade Hall of Spring, as
though no one else were in the room.
Meanwhile, out came another woman in a long crimson gown, who had to be five or six years older than the
young woman—clearly a seasoned socialite who could just smile without even saying a word and win a person
over. Her charm was such that her white complexion seemed all the more tender and lovely. As soon as she saw
the young lady there humming Peking opera, she immediately walked up behind her with a smile, and
affectionately wrapped her arms around her shoulders. Looking at her in the mirror, she said,
“Good gracious! You’re gorgeous enough as it is, what are you doing putting on more make-up? Didn’t you
see how Jiaoqi couldn’t keep his eyes off you at dinner? He didn’t even notice when Mr. Zhu poured him more
wine. If you get even more made up, he’ll be completely entranced! Save the make-up!”
“Oh, nonsense! You never stop. Nothing from your mouth ever sounds nice. You fail to mention that you
yourself spend hours doing your face, and who knows how long you spend admiring yourself from side to side
when you. get dressed?”
“Oh, I’ve thought of something! Stop fooling around, let’s talk about something serious, okay?”
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“What have you got to be serious about? You just want to learn some new opera, or design some costumes, or
find some limelight.” Having said this, the fat lady stood up in front of the dressing mirror and started shaping her
eyebrows with an eyebrow pencil.
“Do that later, I have something to discuss with you,” said the slender one, taking her hand. Seeing her looking
so anxious, the fat one realized that her friend really did have something important to say, so she put the eyebrow
pencil away, sat down, and murmured,
“Well, what is it?”
“It’s Lin Caixia. Do you get the feeling she’s been acting differently lately? The past few times we invited her
out, she made all sorts of excuses, whereas she used to be so eager to go out with us. And when she does come she
has to leave early, and she’s even reluctant to teach us opera now. She’s been teaching us that same allegro section
of Jade Hall for ages now. Apparently she has to force herself, and she’s not at all enthusiastic the way she used to
be.” The fat woman listened and restrained her smile, keeping silent for several moments before looking up and
replying in a low voice,
“It’s true. If you hadn’t said anything I would not have noticed, but now that you mention it, I agree she’s
changed a lot. Just now at dinner I overheard her saying something about some Mrs. Zhang whom she only met
three times who gave her a Hunanese embroidered cushion. Then she brought up a Mr. Li somebody or other who
gave her a feathered head ornament. It made me feel bad—it was as though our gifts weren’t worth mentioning!
It’s rather insulting, don’t you think?”
“Indeed. Actresses don’t understand the first thing about friendship. So I wanted to run this by you now
because they’ll be back shortly and it won’t be convenient for us to talk. From now on, we mustn’t be so friendly
with her, and if she wants to come out with us, that’s up to her. If you get a chance, mention it to Mrs. Li and tell
her not to be so doting. We can find something else to amuse ourselves with. Don’t just throw your money down
the drain. Do you know what I mean?”
Just as they were conversing, their three companions emerged from the inner rooms, one of whom was slightly
older than the rest. She looked dignified and quite chic, as if she were an aristocrat, and even though she was well
over forty, she was beautifully attired. If it hadn’t been for the lines of wrinkles around her eyes, from afar one
would never have guessed her age! Another one was dressed like a northerner trying to imitate Shanghai style,
and at a glance it was apparent she was either a drum-song singer or an actress. Even the way she walked was like
an actress on stage! And then there was one who couldn’t have been more than thirty, who looked quite poised.
Just watching her walk gave away her whole personality—so serene and haughty. She was still gazing blankly at
the western-style landscape painting hanging on the wall when the older woman approached the dressing table.
“Just look at the two of you! The minute you’re together you just can't stop nattering away. Wherever do you
find so much to talk about? But nothing nice is ever said behind people’s backs, so you must be whispering about
me again, aren’t you?” said the distinguished matron to the fat one, half in jest, as she took the slender one’s hand.
At that point the two pulled her over and whispered something in her ear.
As soon as Lin Caixia came out, she had spotted the long glass display case in front of Wanzhen. Because of
the tiny electric lights inside the case illuminating the golds, silvers, reds, greens, and various other colors on top
of the glass, everything seemed especially elegant and dazzling, and immediately caught her fancy. So without
even pausing to chat with the ladies, she went over by herself. First she eyed Wanzhen briefly with a look of
amazement, for this was the first time she had ever been to such a grand hotel. She had never seen cosmetics and
accessories for sale in a ladies’ lounge before and she wasn’t sure what tone of voice to take with Wanzhen, so she
just stared at the merchandise in the case, longing yet not daring to ask about it. Wanzhen smiled slightly and said
to her,
“If there’s anything you’d like to look at, please go ahead.”
Hearing this, Lin Caixia was unsure how she was supposed to respond, so she looked around for
reinforcements.
“Mrs. Li, come over here quick, isn’t this purse exquisite! And that gold brooch too!”
As Lin Caixia called out to her, she also beckoned the two other ladies over with her hand. Mrs. Li trotted right
over obediently, happily instructing Wanzhen to show Lin the things she wanted to see. Wanzhen thus took them
all out and spread them on top of the glass counter, turning on the small electric lamp on the counter as well, so
that they glittered all the more brilliantly. Lin Caixia looked mesmerized, as though she would have stuffed them
all into her own little handbag were it not for the fact that she knew it was quite beyond her means to buy them
all. Thus an indescribably strange expression crept over her face, and she glanced at Mrs. Li, then turned to look
at the two others who had just walked up, and, all smiles, asked,
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“Mrs. Li, Mrs. Wang, which do you think is the prettiest? I’ve been looking at them for so long that I can’t tell.
I’ve never seen such things anywhere else; they must be imported!”
At this point the slender woman went over to Lin Caixia and held the gold brooch up to her chest to see how it
looked and, laughing slyly, said,
“Why, Ms. Lin, on you it looks even prettier. If you don’t buy this, you’ll have passed up a good opportunity. I
think you should buy them all. You mustn’t think twice about it.”
Having said this, she shot a glance at Mrs. Li and the fat woman. Mrs. Li looked at her with uncomprehending
eyes, while the fat woman smiled and added coldly,
“Indeed, it’s as though they were made just for you, Ms. Lin, they wouldn’t suit anyone else. Stop this
nonsense and hurry up and get out some money to pay for them! You can put them on straight away.”
Poor Lin Caixia. Clutching her pocketbook in one hand, she was at a complete loss. She certainly hadn’t
expected these two to act so uncharacteristically, and she was so mortified she was rendered speechless.
Ordinarily when they all went out shopping together, she need only express the slightest interest in something and
without even saying a word, they would fight to buy it for her. But not tonight. Even Mrs. Li was somewhat
mystified. Wanzhen watched the expressions on each of their faces; it was truly more fascinating than a play. She
even felt a little sorry for the actress, and thought her quite pitiful. At this moment, Mrs. Li became somewhat
embarrassed and walked over to put her hand on Lin Caixia’s shoulder, saying,
“Lin, have whatever you like, my treat. It’s getting late, so why don’t you go back out and dance? And
afterward, weren’t you going over to my house to teach us the slow part of Jade Hall?” As she heard this, Lin
Caixia’s expression immediately changed; she rolled her eyes and, with an indifferent and thoroughly artificial
laugh, said,
“Oh, I almost forgot, I still have to go to rehearsal!”
With that, she spun around to leave, ignoring the merchandise on the countertop and not uttering another word.
By now Mrs. Li was extremely concerned and at once caught up with her, asking,
“But Ms. Lin, didn’t you promise that after we went out dancing you would spend the rest of the evening at my
house? How can you have rehearsal in a little while?”
The slender woman glanced at the fat one, and the two smirked knowingly at each other. They then excused
themselves from Wanzhen, whispering as they walked out. Observing this scene, Wanzhen felt sad, reflecting on
the fact that while they had the means to amuse themselves extravagantly, she could ill afford legitimate expenses,
let alone frivolous amusements. They were all human beings, yet what disparities divided them.
She was just mulling this over when through the door barged a woman with a black cape draped over her
shoulders. As soon as she came in, she threw it off and handed it to Little Hong, who was standing at the entrance,
all the while humming the popular English tune Merry Widow.\fn{A comic operetta by Franz Lehar adapted for the 1934
film of the same name.} As she walked up to the mirror, Wanzhen examined her carefully in the pink hue of the lamphow lovely. Wanzhen could scarcely believe that there was such a beautiful creature on earth! She was neither too
thin nor too fat, not too tall or too short, and she was dressed in a western-style black velvet evening gown with a
red back, and had on silver leather shoes. The collar revealed just a bit of snowy white skin. Her complexion was
flawless, and her big, radiant eyes exuded intelligence and vitality. Slim and graceful, she stood in front the mirror
combing the long hair cascading down her shoulders. How charming! She appeared to be slightly tipsy, and from
the way she giggled at the faces she made in the mirror, she seemed quite pleased with herself. But from the
expression in her eyes, one could also see that her heart was in turmoil.
Just then, the hand that had been applying make-up abruptly froze as she stared vacantly at her wedding ring.
An uncomfortable look came over her face and after a moment or so of struggle, she managed to pull the ring off
and tossed it into her handbag with a snide smile. Before the bag was shut, another comely young lady came in
through the door who, upon seeing her at the dressing table, at once heaved a great sigh of relief, clapped her
hands together, and said,
“You rotten girl! You just disappeared on us without saying a word, so we all had to go search for you. I
guessed you’d be in here. And sure enough, I was right. What are you doing?”
“Ah, Linna!” the young lady in black turned around and said with affection. “I’ve had a bit too much to drink
and my head is feeling rather dizzy, so I came in here to rest for a moment. I am sorry you had to come looking
for me.”
“Oh please, stop this nonsense. What’s this about drinking too much? I know perfectly well that you’re hiding
in here plotting something. It’s hard to say just what kind of wicked scheme you’ve come up with this time, but
I’ve known for ages that whenever Xiao Chen’s away, nothing is off limits as far as you’re concerned. Fine, wait
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until he gets back, and I’ll tell him all about the naughty things you’ve been up to. I saw that look in your eyes
when you were drinking with Mr. Liu. Those looks you were giving him made him speechless—I found it terribly
amusing.”
“Okay, okay. But you’re one to talk—what about you? What’s the difference? And you thought I didn’t notice.
You’re even better at it than me; even with Lao Jin at home, you’ve managed to slip out for some fun, and who’d
have guessed how friendly you’ve become with Xiao Wang lately? Didn’t he even give you a new purse last
week? I’ve only met Mr. Liu twice, so how could there be anything between us? So don’t talk rubbish.”
As the woman in black teased her companion, she tapped lightly on the table with the big comb and looked in
the mirror as though she were figuring something out. When the other woman heard this, her color changed
immediately and she said, her smile gone,
“Don’t make such wild accusations. I have no choice. We’ve been friends for over a decade now, so neither of
us needs to try to fool the other. I’ve always been perfectly candid with you and have never kept secrets, and if
anything is the matter I’ve always been up front about it. You’re the one who doesn’t tell the whole truth! If you
really want to know, Lao Jin’s regular salary is abysmal, and the money he brings home each month isn’t nearly
enough to cover ordinary household expenses, let alone my personal expenses, so I have no choice but to
scrounge around for a bit of extra income by coming out to ‘amuse’ myself. At the moment, practically everything
I have on and am using were gifts from friends.”
“Who would disagree with that? But here you are scolding me, and my situation is no different. I’m even
worse off. You know that my marriage was arranged by my parents when I was too young to know any better. It
was not until this past year that I came to fully realize that my husband only earns about as much as Lao Jin. And
with such a huge family, it’s never my turn to spend any money. So all I can do is try to find out some way to get
out. I, for one, am not about to sacrifice my youth. But you must on no account tell him, do you understand?”
“True, you are younger than me and you can indeed figure out some way out. But it’s all over for me, what
with the children and that old-fashioned family. It’s hopeless, so I might as well make do with what I’ve got. But
let’s not talk any more about this now, Mr. Liu is waiting impatiently. He’s not bad, that fellow; the two of you
could be friends.”
With that, she quickly grabbed the young woman in black and skipped out.
As Wanzhen stared at them as they were leaving, she began to wonder whether she was actually watching a
play. Could there be such odd characters in the world? She was in a daze thinking this over when suddenly the
sound of the door opening jolted her back to reality. All she saw was a young lady who looked to be about
seventeen or eighteen years old, and certainly not old enough to be out of school yet. Frantic, staggering back and
forth as though she were so drunk that she could barely walk, she hurriedly steadied herself against the back of the
sofa before collapsing onto it. She covered her face with both hands, her shoulders heaving as though she were
sobbing or gasping for breath. Startled, Wanzhen quickly rose to her feet and went over and, after looking at her
for a moment, asked,
“Miss, are you feeling ill? Do you need anything?” At this point, the young lady slowly put her hands down,
revealing a face as white as a pear, and with eyes half shut, murmured,
“Thank you for your kindness, could I have some water? I’m awfully dizzy!”
Wanzhen immediately went to the entrance to the inner rooms and instructed Little Hong to quickly pour her a
glass of water. Then she went back over and perched on the edge of the sofa, and felt the girl’s hands, which were
ice cold, then her forehead, which was burning up. Little Hong brought over the water and Wanzhen held the cup
in one hand while using the other to lift the girl’s head. The girl drank a few sips of water, then slumped back with
her eyes closed. Her chest rose up and down, as though she were deeply troubled. But before a few minutes had
elapsed, she suddenly sat up and said to Little Hong,
“Thank you! Could you please go outside and check whether there’s a man out there wearing formal evening
attire holding a shawl?”
When she had finished speaking she leaned back again, closed her eyes, and clenched her fists, as though she
were straining to overcome some pain. At this point Little Hong walked back in smiling, and with a look of
surprise on her face, said that there was indeed a fellow of that description standing outside the door, pacing back
and forth! When the young woman heard this, she sat up at once, head drooping, and began randomly tugging on
her hair, tapping the floor with her toes, not knowing what to do. Seeing this, Wanzhen was concerned, for she
had no idea if the young woman were really ill or something else was troubling her.
“Are you feeling better? Can we get you anything else?”
“Thank you. I think I can manage now, just let me rest a moment and I’ll be all right.”
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Wanzhen could only signal Little Hong to go. And she herself returned to her seat. She wondered,
What is wrong? What kind of trouble could the young woman be in? She looks so upset, its as though she were
being tortured; not out having fun! Then why bother going out?
At that, Wanzhen again felt uneasy, and the atmosphere in the room all of a sudden seemed to have changed
and she had difficulty breathing. But she couldn’t put the young woman out of her mind and kept her eyes fixed
on her.
The woman was still sitting on the sofa with her chin cupped in her hands, looking down at the floor, tapping
her foot to an irregular beat that betrayed her inner turmoil. Her body would stretch out, then draw back, as
though she couldn’t make up her mind whether to stand up or not. She was at a complete loss as to what to do
with herself Her poor face turned from red to white in distress, and she looked as though she were ready to burst
into tears. Suddenly she glanced at her watch, and with a furrowed brow and clenched teeth, she stood up
resolutely, as if she had reached some decision. She strode up to the mirror, picked up a wooden comb to tidy her
disheveled hair, then went to open her purse. At this point she clearly felt too dizzy to stand up, so she had to
steady herself on the dressing table, pausing there for a moment with her eyes shut. Then she staggered back out
toward the door. Wanzhen wanted to catch up to help her, but by the time she was halfway across the room, the
young lady had reached the doorway, and just at that moment a group of people came bursting in, the two parties
nearly bumping right into each other.
As soon as Wanzhen saw the group come in, she immediately spun around in alarm and scurried back to her
station, for among them was the fat Mrs. Wang, who had come in the day before and chatted with her at length, as
though she wanted to be friends. She had even invited her for dinner at her house this evening. At the time, she
had casually accepted Mrs. Wang’s invitation, afterward forgetting all about it; she was only reminded now that
she saw Mrs. Wang again. She dreaded that Mrs. Wang might inquire. She feared that silver tongue and hoped that
tonight she would just leave her alone. If only there were some place to hide.
Other than the fat and somewhat older Mrs. Wang, the rest of the group that had come in was young and
gorgeously decked out, adorned with so much diamond and jade jewelry it was obvious they were all ladies of
wealth. There was just one young woman who one could tell at a glance was fresh out of school. The clothes she
wore were plain, and even her manner seemed at complete odds with theirs. She trailed behind them nervously, as
though she felt totally ill at ease, with a panic-stricken look on her face. Seeing all these rich ladies surrounding
her, she wanted to walk right back out, but they wouldn’t let go of her hand, making it very awkward for her. As
Wanzhen observed them she thought it quite unusual, and wondered what kind of game they were playing.
The fat Mrs. Wang appeared to be the commander-in-chief. As soon as she came in she grabbed the one
woman who was slightly older, just a little over thirty, but who still dressed as though she were in her twenties.
She was wearing a black velvet outfit with a bead trim, of medium length, not too tight. She had snow-white skin,
and a pair of black eyes that didn’t seem overly big when she laughed, giving the impression that she was quite
agreeable. Mrs. Wang pulled her over to the dressing table, sat down on the chair in the middle herself, and told
her to sit on the back of the chair. Smiling broadly as she watched the others go into the inner room, she said
smugly to her companion,
“Mrs. Zhang, do you think this Miss Li is pretty? One little remark from Minister Chen, and I’ve been running
around all week long, and it was by no means easy. I managed to trick her into coming here with us, but I wonder
whether he’ll be pleased when they are introduced later? It certainly is difficult to be of service!”
“She’s pretty, and as soon as you dress her up a bit she’ll be prettier than us all. You, make a mistake? Your
social skills are renowned. Everyone knows that you have a hand in everything your husband does! And I heard
that he was promoted again! After you’ve taken care of this, I’m quite sure the minister will be most satisfied, just
watch! Next month I expect your husband will be promoted yet again.”
As Mrs. Zhang spoke, she stood up and faced the fat Mrs. Wang, leaning against the dressing table with a
cigarette in one hand. On her face lurked an icy sarcasm and a strained smile, and she peered out of the corner of
her eye at the smoke rings she was blowing, as though she were somewhat disdainful of her companion. The fat
Mrs. Wang was a smart woman, and seeing her friend’s attitude, she grasped immediately what was going on, so
she rolled her eyes and with a smile on her face raised her hand as if to slap her, at the same time exclaiming in a
charming voice,
“Enough! Someone is trying to have a serious discussion with you, and all you can say is a load of rubbish.
You’re one to talk. Look at how obedient Minister Liu has become—if you ordered him to head east he wouldn’t
dare head west, and the minute you say you want something, he does exactly as he’s told. Tonight he even skipped
that important meeting so he could come out dancing with you. Is this not your magic charm? And you go on
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about me! Hmmm!”
The fat Mrs. Wang was apparently a little displeased by what her companion had said, so she immediately
struck back, her barbed words causing Mrs. Zhang’s cheeks to flush red. She was irritated, but there was no way
to take it to heart, since they were accustomed to such banter, and anyway, just now, hadn’t she been the one who
had offended her companion in the first place? So she might as well calm her anger. She beamed and
affectionately grabbed the hand that fat Mrs. Wang had extended as if to slap her, saying in a tender voice,
“Look, I was just joking, but you are so short-tempered, you don’t know how bad I feel! I am sympathetic
about all your hard work. Aren’t we in the same boat? It is not easy being a wife. We have to take care of
household affairs and deal with the outside world, with our husbands trying to take advantage of every
opportunity. If we don’t handle a situation properly, or not to their liking, they call us stupid. And if you make
things worse, who’s to say they won’t leave you at home and go out looking for someone else, right? Are we not
busy from morning till night? And isn’t all our running around for their sake? Sometimes when I think about it I
get so annoyed!”
Meanwhile, Mrs. Wang sat perfectly still with her head down, listening to her companion, and felt so moved!
Her own emotions had been stirred, so she fell silent and didn’t say a word; however, time did not permit her to
go deeper into thought, for those in the inner room had already filed back out, the first one being a woman dressed
in pale blue with an embarrassed look on her face. She cried out,
“Mrs. Wang! Hurry and come convince her! Even with all the nice things we have been saying, Miss Li refuses
to change her clothes. Come over here! We want to see your skills at work.”
The next one to emerge was that plainly dressed girl, accompanied by a relatively young matron. The girl’s
face hadn’t a speck of powder on it, nor any rouge; only her eyebrows has been lightly painted, making her look
all the more delicate. Nor had her hair been curled; it was only slightly wavy on top. She had on light gray cotton
clothes and her demeanor was poised and gentle, though ever since she had come in she wore a strained smile on
her face, one that concealed pain, as though she were deeply troubled. At this point, she walked over to Mrs.
Wang and murmured,
“Mrs. Wang, please forgive me, you’ve been ever so kind, but ordinarily I can’t bear to wear other people’s
clothes. I had no idea that we were coming to a ballroom this evening, so I didn’t change, and I know that I’m
dressed inappropriately for a place like this, so let me go back home! Next time, I’ll be more prepared, all right?
In any case, I can’t dance, and just sitting there will look bad and people will laugh. I wouldn’t want you to look
bad either.”
The young woman was desperate to find some way to extricate herself from the situation, loath to stay any
longer, but had no choice but to go along with them. The fat Mrs. Wang was determined not to let her get away, so
no matter what she said, she had a quick comeback. Mrs. Wang rushed up to her and clasped her hands
affectionately, and said,
“Never mind, Miss Li! It doesn’t matter if you don’t change, in those clothes you look all the more pure and
dignified. Of course you can’t get all dressed up the way we do. With your education, it is perfectly
understandable. At any rate, you don’t have to dance. We will wait until you’ve learned how. However, your hair
is a bit of a mess! Come over and let me fix it for you, otherwise the foreigners will laugh at us Chinese for so
lacking decorum that we don’t even comb our hair! Wouldn’t you agree?”
Before she could refuse, Mrs. Wang pulled her over to the dressing table and planted her down firmly in front
of the mirror, picked up a comb, and began to do her hair. Miss Li was so anxious that her cheeks flushed; she sat
there forlornly, but she couldn’t cry. What a pitiful sight to behold.
Wanzhen watched all this with bated breath, resenting the fact that she couldn’t go to Miss Li’s rescue, for by
this time she could see what the group was up to. She secretly rejoiced for not having fallen for their trap the night
before, since Mrs. Wang’s invitation to dinner at her house no doubt had been made with the same wicked
intentions. She loathed them and felt sorry for Miss Li. She wished she had the chance to warn her, but how could
she? In the midst of all her frustration, she could hear Miss Li pleading,
“Mrs. Wang, you mustn’t trouble yourself, my hair is most unruly and can’t be fixed just like that. Your efforts
are in vain! Anyway, since it looks terrible, I think I’d better just go home! My mother doesn’t know that I’m
here; she’s waiting up for me, and if I’m late she’ll worry. When we left, you just said we were going out to dine,
and she even told me to make sure to be back by ten o’clock. You’d best let me go! Next time, we can make plans
beforehand, and I’ll come out with you to have fun, all right?”
“Don’t worry, I can explain all of this to your mother. After we go dancing, I promise to take you back home
myself and I will apologize in person. I assure you she won’t blame you.”
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Mrs. Wang combed the girl’s hair as she spoke, meanwhile shooting a glance at Mrs. Zhang to hurry up and
buy a hair clip, for with a clip it would be fine. Mrs. Zhang understood immediately what she meant and went up
to the counter and had Wanzhen get her one, as well as a lipstick and a gold silk purse, and inquired how much it
came to, meanwhile taking out a thick wad of bills from her purse, which she counted out one by one.
Although Wanzhen did just as she was asked, her anger could no longer be contained. How she wished she
could get away from this pack of demons right then! She knew they were up to no good. No wonder yesterday
Mrs. Wang had been so friendly chatting with her; no doubt she had wanted to invite her over for dinner to set her
up with someone too, and yet yesterday she had assumed Mrs. Wang was being sincere and actually wanted to be
friends. Now she understood. They probably had some use for her as well. The more she thought about it, the
more furious she became, and she didn’t hear a single word of what Mrs. Zhang was saying. All she could think
about was how to crush the demons. If only she could rescue the innocent young girl, but now all she could hear
was Mrs. Zhang standing in front of her, shouting at her for all she was worth,
“Miss, what has come over you tonight? Are you not feeling well? I have repeated myself several times, but
you haven’t heard a single word I’ve said!”
Mrs. Zhang said this with a soft, perplexed laugh, looking as though she expected an immediate, satisfactory
reply. Wanzhen would have liked to have cursed her to her face but was unsure where to start, so all she could do
was hold back her anger. Courtesy demanded that she respond politely, because this was what her job called for.
Still, it was impossible to go through the motions submissively, and she could barely control the tenor of her voice
as she said, slowly and frostily,
“Fine, whatever you have decided on, I’ll add it up.”
Taken aback, Mrs. Zhang had no choice but to quickly hand over the hair clip and other items and settle the
bill, and took them without even having them wrapped up. She could sense that something was wrong but, having
no idea what was the matter, was tactful enough to know that the less she said, the better.
And Wanzhen? At this point, her heart had gone out to the young lady, and she wondered whether or not she
would be forced to go with them. When she looked over, all she could see was Mrs. Wang seeming very pleased
at having combed the girl’s hair. Naturally, it looked much better than before, but the young lady didn’t take any
notice whatsoever, lost in thought with her head down and a worried look on her face. Beside her, Mrs. Wang was
murmuring all sorts of compliments, but she didn’t seem to hear a word. After thinking for some time, she
suddenly lifted her head and, with an imploring look on her face, said with urgency and regret,
“Mrs. Wang! Please don’t bother. You see, it’s after ten already, nearly eleven, and if I don’t get home my
mother will surely be furious. I may be all grown up already, but my mother still sometimes punishes me as
though I were a child! My upbringing was very strict and old-fashioned: when my father was still in Shanghai he
would beat my brother even though he was already in college. Daughters have even less leeway to misbehave at
home, and if it weren’t for the fact. that my father is in the interior and can’t send us money for household
expenses, my mother never would have permitted me to go out to work. She has told me repeatedly not to
socialize in public. If I don’t obey her, she will not allow me to work. So you had best let me go home! I
appreciate your kindness, and in a few days, once I have spoken with my mother, I can come out again with you.”
Hearing this, the fat Mrs. Wang appeared somewhat moved and was quiet for a moment in thought; then
suddenly her expression changed, as though she had made up her mind to definitely not let the opportunity slip by.
She hastily took the girl’s hand, like a loving mother cajoling her child, lowered her voice, and with an imploring
look said,
“That’s enough! My dear girl, don’t make this any more difficult for me. At least you should grant me some
face, I’ve been bragging to the others that I could get you to come out even if they couldn’t, so aren’t you now
putting me in an awkward position?”
At this point she lowered her voice further and assumed a serious tone.
“What’s more, the minister himself is coming to dance shortly! If he finds out that you are putting on such big
airs, that won’t be good, and who’s to say he won’t get angry and report you for having committed some serious
offense, or have you fired, how exasperating would that be! Just sitting with him for a while won’t hurt, and once
he’s pleased he’ll give you a raise, even getting a promotion won’t be a problem. Think about it, some people
would give anything to get close to him but never get the chance, while you’ve got such a wonderful opportunity
but are giving him the runaround. What kind of fool are you?”
Hearing this string of palaver, the young lady hung her head without saying a word, wavering. Meanwhile,
Mrs. Zhang had walked over to show them her purchases. Mrs. Wang snatched up the clip and put it in the girl’s
hair, the one protesting it, the other insisting. Just as this fuss was unfolding, two more women suddenly burst in
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through the door, the one in front wearing a western-style evening gown, loudly cursing as she strode in, the
slightly younger one behind her in a cheongsam looking completely mortified, trying to catch up with her.
At this moment, the atmosphere in the room suddenly grew tense, with all eyes riveted on the two of them.
Wanzhen was already feeling dizzy, and as though she could barely breathe. How she longed to get away from
this dreadful room and go someplace quiet to be alone for a moment! But now that these two had come in, she
forgot everything and just stared wide-eyed, wondering what kind of antics they were up to. She heard the first
one, now sitting at the dressing table near Wanzhen, tapping a wooden comb on the table loudly, fuming to the
young woman sitting to her left:
“Splendid. Just splendid! So this is the good friend you introduced to me, the one who is so well mannered, the
one who values friendship, the one who is so well educated? What a despicable thing she has done! What nerve
does she have to face me! Just outrageous, what do you want me to say?”
With this, she picked up the comb in rage and vigorously combed her hair, though from the look of it she was
completely unaware of what she was doing. She was simply beside herself with anger. When the woman with her
heard this, her face grew apprehensive and she was so nervous that she mumbled,
“First, calm down, I still don’t understand what exactly has made you so angry. We’re all old friends, so you
should forgive them if you can.”
“Don’t you sound calm! At any rate, it didn’t happen to you; if you were me, you would be furious too.”
“What dreadful thing did you find out about?”
“Just listen, and I will tell you! Just now we were all getting ready to go out after dinner at my house, right?
We were all smoking and putting on our coats in the drawing room, right? It was me who asked Henry to go
upstairs to lock the doors and to tell the maid to put little Peipei to bed early and that we would be home late. Not
long after he left, Manli also went upstairs. At the time, I thought nothing of it, assuming she had gone up to the
bathroom. But after we had been chatting for quite some time, they still hadn’t come back down. You and Little
Zhang were engaged in a lively conversation, so you didn’t notice, but I already thought it curious, so I tiptoed
upstairs without saying a word. On the way up I could already hear the faint sounds of two people laughing, so I
tiptoed all the way up to the door, pushed it open lightly—luckily it wasn’t locked, though they probably didn’t
hear me anyway, because when I walked in to take a look, what a fine sight, there they were in each other’s arms
kissing passionately! Tell me, what am I supposed to do, tell me!”
By this point, having quickly run through her account, she demanded that the woman beside her say
something, as though she were the one who had done something wrong, so the woman didn’t quite know what to
say! Perhaps it was the incident itself that had caught her off guard, for she murmured, “Oh, no wonder you’re
mad,” as though she were talking to herself.
“I was so mad then that I nearly wept, but I just turned around and went back downstairs without saying
anything, and they came down right after me. We all waited at the door for the car, and I have been furious ever
since.”
“Oh my! Now I finally get it. No wonder you were so quiet in the car and ignored us all! I see!”
Although she responded to her friend in a low, calm voice, the color had drained from her face and her eyes
peered down at her nose, as though she were reflecting on some terribly complicated situation and didn’t like
hearing what her friend had said.
“Well, look at you! Why don’t you speak up? Tell me what to do. How should I deal with her? Shall I tell
everybody? Or should I keep it to myself? I just don’t know what to do anymore. Here I am discussing it with you
and you’re being so vague! Like you weren't even my friend at all!”
“You mustn’t get too worked up. We are all people with social standing, and there’s no point making a big
scene. Figure out some other way to handle this. Anyway, now that Manli knows you know, she’ll be too ashamed
to stay friends with you, and as long as you warn your husband, I expect he won’t carry on any more either.
Making a scene would be embarrassing for everyone, don’t you think?”
After she heard her friend’s calm speech, the woman’s anger receded and she was less hysterical than before.
She scanned her friend’s silent face for a few moments, then slowly stood up and murmured,
“Okay. I hear what you are saying, and you’re right. There’s no point making a scene. The thing I should
remember is what type of person she is. Later on if she comes in you can have a word with her so that she knows.
Even if I keep quiet, ask her if she has the nerve to face me. I don’t intend to speak to her ever again.”
With that, she strode out, leaving the other there with her head resting in one hand, staring at the cigarette in
the other, looking utterly dejected. By this time, the atmosphere in the room had grown extremely still. Only now
did Wanzhen, who had not taken her eyes off the pair from the moment they came in, listening with bated breath,
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take a deep breath. By the time she looked up, she saw that everyone else was gone except the one sitting there
quietly as though she were the only person in the room. Wanzhen did not know what to think.
All of a sudden Little Lan came rushing in as if something terrible had happened.
“Hurry—you have a phone call. It’s probably your family looking for you. They said it’s urgent and no matter
how busy you are, you are to take the call. Hurry up.”
When she had finished speaking she pulled Wanzhen to go, but Wanzhen was so petrified she couldn’t even
speak and her body felt numb, as though she had just awoken from a bad dream. She had no idea where she was,
but when she had heard the call was from home, she remembered everything, she remembered that her Erbao was
sick! A phone call now?
I hope nothing has happened—she didn’t dare think beyond that; she was so afraid she broke out in a cold
sweat and her heart beat so rapidly she could barely stand up.
Little Lan didn’t pay attention to what she said but just grabbed her and ran inside, where she picked up the
telephone receiver to say hello, but then couldn’t go on. She could only hear Lisheng’s voice saying,
“Is this Wanzhen? What happened? Did you ask the manager for an advance? Baobao is completely delirious
from fever, we must hurry and go buy some medicine to make his fever go down, otherwise it’ll be too late. Do
you understand? Hello! Why don’t you say something?”
As Wanzhen listened to Lisheng’s anxious cries, she lost her bearings and her heart ached, and her mind was so
jumbled she didn’t know what to do. The truth was, ever since she had arrived at work she hadn’t had time to
worry about any of this, and only now was she reminded of Erbao’s little face burning up, apple red. It wasn’t that
she didn’t want to get her hands on some money right away, but she—
“Hello! Hello! Are you there? When can you come home? Can you come back early with the medicine? Why
don’t you say something? I’m so worried.”
“Okay. I understand, I can be back in half an hour.”
She managed to force out this single sentence, then, without waiting for him to reply, hung up the receiver. She
had started swaying, unable to stand up straight anymore, and looked as though she might collapse. Alarmed,
Little Lan went over at once to help her walk back to the outer room. Leaning against her, as though in a dream,
Wanzhen kept moving forward, but her heart ached so much she was on the verge of tears. At this moment, she
needed some peace and quiet to clear her head, but circumstances would not permit it. Before she had even
returned to her seat, she could already hear a woman there arguing vociferously with the one who a moment
earlier had been sitting quietly at the mirror; one sentence after another pierced Wanzhen’s ears, making it
impossible not to listen. Meanwhile, the face of the woman sitting there had turned pale and, staring wide-eyed at
the woman standing in front of her, she said harshly,
“I’m telling you, stop dreaming! Henry will always belong to me. Even before he married Lily he was my
lover, and the only reason he married her was that I couldn’t marry him. I won’t allow you to have a relationship
with him, so hurry and give it up, otherwise I shall never let you get away with it. You’d better watch out!”
When the woman heard this, she threw back her head and burst out laughing, a laugh that was at once natural
and perverse. Slowly and coldly she enunciated,
“Ridiculous, you say this with no compunction, but Henry is not your husband and you have no authority over
him. I am free to like or dislike whomever I choose. It is nobody’s business. I can do whatever I please, and I
don’t need you to interfere.”
At this point, Wanzhen’s head was spinning and she didn’t know what to do, and listening to this meaningless
chatter made her feel as though her heart were about to explode, as though she were suffocating, as though she
were losing her mind. She glanced around at the dazzling lights and gorgeous colors in the room, a room that
naturally was much more comfortable than any in her own home, but she now felt that there was something
utterly dreadful about this place, and she could barely sit still. The serene atmosphere could no longer contain the
fires raging in her heart. All she could feel was a burst of heat on her face, and her heart raced so fast that she
could see stars spinning before her eyes, like a person being hounded to death. The sound of the two ladies there
quarreling in front of her, word upon word relentlessly bombarding her ears, she didn’t want to listen. She
couldn’t squeeze one more thing into her brain, but with them sitting there in such close proximity, word after
word struck her ears; how she wished she could curse them or shout at them to get out! She simply couldn’t bear
it any longer, so she rose to her feet and was going to berate them, but at that very moment she didn’t know where
to begin. She was so anxious her face flushed, and she gasped for breath and felt agitated. She had to get away,
otherwise she would go mad. She could no longer control herself, all she could feel was the air in the room
growing so heavy that it would crush her, she had to get away, she wanted to get away—she simply couldn’t wait
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for anything else to happen, so she dashed out the door, not giving anything another thought. As she fled past the
dance floor she seemed not to even see it, nor did she hear the music swirling around her. She looked straight
ahead, as though she were all alone; she just looked ahead and walked quickly, oblivious to where she was
headed, apparently having lost all sense of control. When she reached the second door, the manager happened to
be there taking care of some guests, and when he saw her in this state he thought something must have happened
inside, so he immediately went up and inquired,
“Why, Miss Wanzhen, what’s the hurry, what has happened?”
Wanzhen paid him no heed, scarcely hearing a word he said, and kept walking without the slightest expression
on her face. The manager called out after her, but to no avail. In a single breath she walked all the way from the
front entrance to the grounds outside, which were lit up on all sides with neon lights. Since the open space
surrounding the building was quite expansive, it was converted into a dance floor during the summer, and here
and there shrubbery, flowers, and trees had been planted. It felt quite peaceful, and in one breath Wanzhen had run
to the lawns to the left, where she sat down at random on a stone bench. Only when she had lightly exhaled did
she feel her chest relax. The evening breeze blew against her head, waking her up a little. She felt as through she
were just waking from a dream, and she began to remember her predicament. She had to decide what to do.
She seemed to hear Lisheng’s voice on the telephone, a voice thick with anxiety and resentment, and listening
to it made her heart break. She was perfectly aware at this moment how desperately Erbao needed medicine to
save his young life and how utterly crucial the money was. Little Erbao with his small apple-red face loomed
there before her eyes. How could she not love her young son! With wave upon wave of grief, she wished she
could just die on the spot! She stood still, alone beside the bench, then walked forward a few steps, then back a
few steps, turning it over and over again in her mind. She should do her maternal duty: under no circumstance
could she allow Erbao to die out of neglect. She should put the little one first. Thus she again began to make her
way back, one slow step at time, toward to the main entrance, wanting to go in to ask the manager for an advance
on her salary so she could ring Lisheng to come pick it up, then hurry to go buy some medicine for the child.
But as she approached the entrance, she could already hear the undulating strains of music inside! Meanwhile,
Erbao’s little face had disappeared, and all she could see were the faces of those ladies from before appearing
before her. She recalled everything about that room, and started feeling dazed all over again. She walked up to the
entrance, wanting to go in, but her legs wouldn’t carry her any farther, and already she felt as though she couldn’t
breathe as comfortably as she had outside. Again she felt short of breath, and that heavy, almost perfume-like
aroma, she couldn’t bear it anymore, so she turned around and headed back toward the lawns—thinking—
thinking about that evening, about all she had seen and heard in the space of a few short hours, and then replayed
it in her head all over again. It truly was too complex and too bizarre. She had never before read about such things
in novels, let alone personally observed them. Was this really the true character of contemporary society? She
simply did not understand, and if she were to work here every evening, how could she possibly bear it? Was she
really meant to associate with such insufferable people?
After she had gotten back home the day before she was restless the whole night, for she had sensed that this
was another world from the orderly life of peace and quiet to which she was accustomed, in which everything was
simple and easy. But now all of sudden she was expected to become an entirely different kind of person. How
could she not be upset? So after she and her husband talked it over she had planned to quit the job, for she’d
rather be a little poor and wait for something else to come along. Then this afternoon when she had seen how high
Erbao’s fever was, and how there was no money at home to buy medicine, her emotions got the better of her and
she was prepared to sacrifice herself, to give it another try, at most to work for a month for Erbao’s sake, and
borrow some money to bring home this evening.
But now she made up her mind not to condone this sort of lifestyle, because even if she saved Erbao, at the
very least her own spirit would be destroyed, maybe even her entire future. The more she weighed this, the more
alarmed she became; she feared that when the time came she would no longer be in control of herself and her very
character might be altered. And anyway, weren’t life and death a matter of fate? Maybe Erbao’s illness wasn’t that
all that serious, and even if she had the money to buy him medicine there was no guarantee he’d ever get better;
even if he died, that was fate too. Besides, in the future she could always have another child.
With that thought, it was as though a great weight had been lifted from her heart, and she instantly felt
relieved. She let out a sigh and looked up at the dark blue sky covered in golden yellow stars that made the dim
light of night seem particularly serene. Around her the air was extremely refreshing. At this moment, there was
not a single distracting thought in her mind, she only felt as quiet as the night, and she was happy. She was willing
to give up on ever finding a job, because no matter what kind of work she might find, she would need to have
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several outfits made and to buy several pairs of leather shoes, and if you added all that up, her salary might not
even be enough, much less enough to help out with household expenses. Her whole body relaxed considerably,
free of worries, free of anxieties. She had it all figured out.
She stood up and walked briskly toward the front gate, not turning back even once to look at the neon-lit dance
floor. She went straight out the main gate and hailed a rickshaw. As she headed home, calmly facing the evening
breeze, her mood was completely different from what it had been on her way here. Now she felt only that she was
a rather fortunate person.
19.16 & 123.125 A. Meng Xiangying Stands Up B. The Widow Tian And Her Pumpkins: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Zhao Shuli [or Shu-li] (1903/05/06-after 1966)} Chang-zhu, Shansi Province, China (M) 9
A
1: The old rules and new reasons
By the Qingzhang river in the south-east corner of Shexian county lies the village of Xiyaokou. Niu is the most
common surname. A mile to the west, in the village of Dingyan, the predominant name is Meng. The Nius and the
Mengs are both large clans, and they have intermarried for generations. In the old days, when you could not call
women by their personal names, you can imagine how difficult it was to find a particular woman who had one of
these surnames because there were so many women known as “Mrs. Niu from the Meng family” or “Mrs. Meng
from the Niu family.” Meng Xiangying, who came from Dingyan and had married into Xiyaokou, was herself a
“Mrs. Niu from the Meng family.”
Do not imagine that just because the two clans have intermarried for generations every couple is very happy.
Indeed, many are the reverse. This is wild hill-country: as they used to say in the old days, “the mountains are
high and the emperor is far away,”\fn{ Pearl Buck, the American author, who grew up in China, also mentions this phrase .}
which could be brought up to date as “the mountains are high and the government is far away”—it is some fifteen
miles to the district government office. For this reason the customs here have not changed much since the last
years of the Qing dynasty.\fn{ The Chinese name for the last imperial dynasty to rule China (1644-1911), the Manchu .} For
women the old rule still holds good that as a daughter-in-law you have to put up with beating and abuse, but that
once you become a mother-in-law yourself you can beat and curse your daughter-in-law. If you don’t you’re
failing to put up a good show of being a mother-in-law. The old rule for men in handling their wives is, “a wife
you’ve married is like a horse you’ve bought—you can ride them or flog them as you like.” Any man who does
not beat his wife is only proving that he is afraid of her.
Apart from following all the usual rules, Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law has a distinction of her own—a
sharp tongue. When she was young she used to have a lot of friends outside the home, and though her husband did
not approve he was scared of quarrelling with her because she could beat him whether it was an argument or a
slanging match. If her own husband was intimidated by her, what chance could her daughter-in-law have?
The old village rules and her mother-in-law’s sharp tongue ought to have been enough to put paid to Meng
Xiangying, and on top of this there were things in Meng Xiangying’s own background to make her position even
worse. In the first place, she had nobody in her own family to protect her. Her parents had died. when she was
eight, leaving her with only a twelve-year-old sIster and a baby brother. Later on her sIster had also married into
Xiyaokou, but because her sister’s in-laws and her own were on bad terms her sister could not even come to her
wedding, with the result that she had to see herself off in the bridal sedan chair. With a family like this behind her,
there was nobody to speak up for her when she was beaten. Secondly, her own family was destitute. Thirdly,
because she had lost her mother so young she had not learnt to sew well. Fourthly, she had natural feet. In this
area women with natural feet are thought as odd as women with bound feet where natural ones are usual. And
lastly, since she had been running the home from when she was a child she was not prepared to let her mother-inlaw put upon her as she pleased. To the mother-in-law these were all reasons why she deserved to be beaten and
cursed.
2: She could not even cry
Someone who has been cruelly wronged but has no way of protesting cannot usually help weeping, but Meng
Xiangying did not have much chance of doing even that. Had her parents still been alive, she could have gone to
cry in their house, but with only a ten-year-old brother there it was not merely difficult for her to go and cry on his
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shoulder, she had to go on looking after him when she did cry. Had she got on well with her husband she could
have turned to him for a weep at night when her mother-in-law mistreated her; but as he was the one who
generally gave her the beatings she suffered on his mother’s orders, it would only have been asking for a second
dose if she had gone crying to him.
Meng Xiangying did have one or two people to whom she could take her troubles. Her sister was a close
neighbor, and she could cry whenever they met. There was also Changzhen, a young wife in the family next door
who had to put up with the same sort of beating and abuse from her mother-in-law as Meng Xiangying did from
hers; the two of them could weep on each other’s shoulders. Apart from this she could cry by herself when she
hung home-made paper out to dry on the wall. It was by the paper-drying wall that she cried the most, and the
lapels of her cotton tunic would become soaked right through as she wiped the tears away with it.
Finding another chance to cry once caused some trouble. She had harnessed the donkey to the roller to grind
some millet, and she burst into tears as she scooped the grain into place. An uncle of her husband’s happened to
meet her and ask her why. Unfortunately her mother-in-law turned up just as he was making some critical remarks
about her. Realizing that he had been overheard, he took advantage of his position as her husband’s brother to
criticize the mother-in-law to her face. For fear that he would expose the faults of her own youth, she did not try
to rebut him directly. All she could do was to change the subject.
The mother-in-law had long been against Meng Xiangying talking with outsiders, particularly with other
young married women. In her own experience, when young wives got together it was always to compare the
faults of their mothers-in-law; so whenever she found out that Meng Xiangying had been talking to the women in
the neighbouring houses she would discover some wrongdoing for which to beat and curse her. Although it was to
a man that Meng Xiangying had been talking this time, her mother-in-law had heard herself being criticized with
her own ears.
“The so-and-so,” she thought, “she must be spreading the dirt about me outside every day. I’ll have to teach
her a lesson.”
According to the old custom, when a mother-in-law wanted to find fault with her daughter-in-law she was as
thorough as a donkey going round and round the rolling mill- stone: she did not miss a step. As it happened Meng
Xiangying had carelessly smashed a brush-handle with the roller that day, so her mother-in-law used this as a
pretext for abusing Meng Xiangying’s parents. It became so unpleasant that Meng Xiangying could hold herself
back no longer.
“Stop that, mother. I’ll bind it up for you.”
“Bind up your mother’s ——,” replied her mother-in-law.
“My sister will lend me a new one to replace it.”
“Replace your mother’s ——.”
Mending it would not do, replacing it would not do, and on top of that she had to hear all this abuse of her
mother. Meng Xiangying was now so furious that she had the courage to say:
“My own mother has been dead for many years. You’re my mother now. You’re swearing at yourself, mother.”
“—— your mother.”
“Mother!”
“—— your mother.”
“Mother! Mother! Mother!”
Mother-in-law stopped swearing. As she had met her match in her daughter-in-law, swearing gave her no
pleasure.
“The so-and-so’s got an even sharper tongue than I have,” she thought. “I’ll have to think of some other way to
deal with her.”
Later on she did indeed change her methods.
3: She could not die
One day Meng Xiangying asked her mother-in-law for some cloth with which to patch her husband’s clothes,
and the mother-in-law told her to ask the father-in-law for it. According to the old rules she should not have had to
ask him for patching cloth, and when Meng Xiangying argued the point with her mother-in-law, leaving her
without a leg to stand on, the mother-in-law started abusing her again. The mother-in-law, realizing that she could
not possibly win against Meng Xiangying who was in the right and prepared to argue, hurried to the fields to call
her son.
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“Meini” (this was Meng Xiangying’s husband’s name), “come back at once. I can’t do anything with that
young madam of yours. She wants to eat me alive.”
As she could not control the young madam, Meini had to come back and flaunt his authority as young master.
The moment he arrived he grabbed a stick and went for Meng Xiangying—according to the old rules there was no
need for him to bother to ask why. But Meini did not have much authority himself, being a lad of only sixteen,
and a year younger than his wife, and Meng Xiangying snatched the stick back from him.
This caused real trouble. By the old rules, when a man beat his wife she was expected to take a few blows and
then run away, after which somebody else would take the stick from him and that would be the end of the matter.
But Meng Xiangying had not simply refused to be beaten and to run away, she had actually disarmed him, making
him feel thoroughly humiliated. In his rage he picked up a sickle and hacked a bloody wound on MengXiangying’s forehead, from which the blood kept gushing out even after they had been pulled apart.
The people who broke up the fight seemed to think that Meini had done wrong. Nearly everyone said that if he
had to hit her, he should have done so anywhere but on the head. They were only saying that he had hit her in the
wrong place. Nobody asked why he had hit her. By the old rules there was no need to ask why a man had hit his
wife.
After the fight everyone dispersed as though it were no business of theirs. The only person not to take so casual
an attitude was Meng Xiangying herself. If her head had been cut open when she was completely in the right, and
nobody was going to say a fair word for her, then it seemed that there was nothing to stop her husband from
hitting her whenever he wanted to. Was this to go on for ever? The more she thought about it the more hopeless it
seemed. Finally she decided on suicide and swallowed some opium.
As she did not swallow enough she did not die but started retching violently. When her relations discovered
this they poured some dirty water, in which combs had been cleaned, down her throat, which made her bring it all
up.
“If you like swallowing opium that’s fine,” her mother-in-law said. “I’ve got a whole jar of it. I hope you can
swallow the lot.”
Meng Xiangying would have been g1ad to, but her mother-in-law did not produce it.
Another time, when Meng Xiangying came back after dark from working in the fields, her mother-in-law
would not let her eat and her husband refused to allow her indoors. The yard gate was shut, as were the doors of
her mother-in-law’s and husband’s rooms. She was left standing by herself in the yard. Changzhen, the young
married woman who lived nearby, came to see her, as did her sister. They whispered a few words to her from the
other side of the yard gates, which she dared not open; Changzhen and her sister were crying quietly on one side
of the gates, while Meng Xiangying cried quietly on the other. Later she sat under the eaves and cried herself to
sleep
When she woke up her mother-in-law and husband were both still sound asleep; the yard was quiet, the sky
was bright with stars, and her clothes were soaking wet.
She had nothing to eat the next morning or at noon either, so, reckoning that she could not go on living, she
went back to her room while her husband was taking his siesta in his mother’s room and hanged herself.
Her neighbour Changzhen came to see her again, and when she heard that Meng Xiangying’s in-laws and
husband were fast asleep she thought this would be a good chance to talk. Changzhen got such a fright when she
went into the room and found her hanging from the rafters that she screamed and ran out. The shouting that
ensued brought a lot of people to the rescue, including Xiangying’s sister, who held the body in her arms and
sobbed.
After a lot of effort had been made to revive her, Xiangying opened her eyes. She saw that she was in the arms
of her sister, who by now seemed to be made of tears.
Both her attempts to kill herself had failed. She had to go on suffering.
4: How she became a village cadre
In 1942 a worker came from the Fifth Sub-region to Xiyaokou. When he asked them to choose a leader for the
Women’s National Salvation Association the villagers suggested Meng Xiangying.
“She can talk,” they said, “and that means she can keep a firm grip on what is right.” But nobody had the
courage to discuss the proposal with her mother-in-law.
“I’ll go myself,” said the worker, but he met with some opposition.
“She won’t do,” said Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law. “She’s a failed suicide. She couldn’t cope.”
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No matter what arguments he used, they were met with “she couldn’t cope.” Why did Meng Xiangying’s
mother-in-law refuse so obstinately to let her become leader? This was something to do with Not-quite Niu. (He is
a former enemy agent who has come over to our side, and they call him “Not-quite” because he has not yet
reformed properly.)
When the troops of Zhu Huaibing,\fn{ A note reads: A Kuomintang commander.} that expert troublemaker, were
stationed in this area, Not-quite Niu was a big man in the village. Later, after Zhu Huaibing fell and the local
security chief went over to the enemy, Not-quite Niu made contact with him a couple of times in enemy territory.
Then, when the Fortieth Army\fn{A note reads: Kuomintang. The story is obviously being written by a Communist author .} was
stationed in Linxian county, Not-quite Niu got on good terms with them too. He certainly knew how to run with
the hare and hunt with the hounds. He was very close to Meng Xiangying’s in-laws. When Meng Xiang-ying’s
father-in-law Niu Ming-shi ran into debt over his paper-making and had to make his land over to someone else as
security, leaving himself none, Not-quite rented him an acre. Notquite’s wife had been as sociable as Meng
Xiangying’s mother-in-law when younger, and through introducing friends to each other the two women had
themselves been friends for a long time. As Not-quite Niu was an important man and Niu Mingshi’s landlord, and
as the two wives were such old friends as well, the two families were on very close terms. Although Niu Mingshi
kept only three-tenths of the grain he harvested and had to give the remaining seven-tenths to Not-quite, he and
his wife still felt honored at being on good terms with such an important man.
After the fall of Zhu Huaibing this area came, in name at least, under the control of our Shansi-HopeiShantung-Honan Border Region; but in fact, because “the mountains are high and the government far away,” most
of the local people could be swayed by what Not-quite Niu and his friends said. Every few days Not-quite would
announce that the Japanese or the Fortieth Army were coming at any moment; and whichever it was, he always
said the Eighth Route Army\fn{Perhaps the most famous of the Chinese Communist armies.} was no good. Meng
Xiangying’s father-in-law was only half convinced by this; after all, there had been no sale for his home-made
paper after the beginning of the Anti-Japanese War\fn{ As the hostilities between Japan and China, which merged into World
War II, were commonly called throughout China .} until the Eighth Route Army came. They encouraged the revival of
paper-making, and arranged for the paper to be bought by the government, which had started everyone making it
again. Niu Mingshi had himself made a lot of money by making paper, and had taken less than two years to
redeem the land he had made over to someone else as security for a loan. He could see that the people who had
been coming to buy paper for the past two years were all from the Eighth Route Army, so he knew that they were
really far from being “no good.” But when he heard Not-quite’s stories he would start to change his mind again:
so important a man, after all, must know what he was talking about.
While Meng Xiangying’s father-in-law was half-convinced by Not-quite, but at the same time doubtful too, her
mother-in-law became the faithful disciple of Not-quite’s wife. It made no difference to the mother-in-law who
bought their paper, or how the land had been redeemed—she followed one leader: Not-quite’s wife. When Notquite’s wife said the Fortieth Army would be coming soon, she expected it the next day or the day after. When
Not-quite’s wife said the Fortieth Army would shoot all the present village cadres, she thought the right thing to
do was to tell all the cadres’ families to get the coffins ready. As you can imagine, such a mother-in-law could not
possibly approve of Meng Xiangying becoming the leader of the Women’s Association.
The worker, a young man, lost his patience when all his arguments were met with “she couldn’t cope” by
Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law.
“If she can’t,” he shouted, “then you’ll have to.”
To his surprise this did the trick. Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law had always thought that being a village
cadre was dangerous because sooner or later you were bound to get shot by the Fortieth Army. The reason why
she did not want Meng Xiangying to be one was not so much out of love for her as that she was afraid of being in
trouble herself as a cadre’s relation. This was why, after all her refusals, the worker’s suggestion that she should
do it herself threw her into a panic. She would get into less trouble by having her daughter-in-law as a cadre than
by being one herself. So she became much more amenable:
“It’s none of my business, none at all. If she can cope, let her.”
The worker had won. From then on Meng Xiangying headed the Women’s Association.
5: Uncontrollable
As a village cadre she had to go to meetings. Meng Xiangying would say to her mother-in-law, “Mother, I’m
going to a meeting,” and off she would go. Mother-in-law was astonished at the idea of a young woman going to a
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meeting, but she could not stop Meng Xiangying for fear that the worker would make her take the job on herself.
Although she felt that the Eighth Route Army was “no good,” she reckoned that her own capacity was even
smaller; if she resisted openly, then unless the Fortieth Army came to her rescue early the next morning there was
nothing to stop the worker taking her to the district government office at noon.
Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law had mixed feelings about women taking part in meetings. She would have
liked to go along and have a look, but decided she had better not; if she did, the Fortieth Army would say when
they came that she had gone to meetings organized by the “Eighth Route Faction.”
The next day her curiosity made her go along to find out what a lot of young women together talked about at a
meeting. Her investigations shocked her. The women wanted emancipation; they were against being beaten and
sworn at by their mothers-in-law and husbands; they were for ending foot-binding; they wanted to gather
firewood, fetch water, and till the fields; they wanted to do the same work and eat the same food as the men; they
wanted to go to winter school.
In her view this was rebellion. If mothers-in-law and husbands could not beat young wives, who would?
Surely someone had to beat them. Her second daughter-in-law, Meng Xiangying (her older son and his wife were
farmers in Xiangyuan), had feet that she would not allow her mother-in-law to bind small enough no matter how
she was beaten and cursed; surely she did not have the nerve to demand that they be allowed to grow bigger still.
Would women who gathered firewood and fetched water still be women? She was uncontrollahle enough while
illiterate, but if she learned to read and write she'd be even more high and mighty. What was the world coming to?
Meng Xiangying was not particularly bothered by her mother-in-law’s worries. With the worker’s help her job
ran smoothly. She went to a lot of meetings and frequently attended winter school. When a young wife was beaten
by her mother-in-law or bullied by her husband she told Meng Xiangying, who told the worker. Then there would
be meetings, criticism, and struggle. The harder Meng Xiangying worked at her job, the more information on her
the mother-in-law gathered.
“I can’t control the so-and-so,” she said to Meini, now that she could neither beat nor swear at her. “She tells
everything to that worker. What are we to do about her?”
Meini had no solution. He sucked in his breath, and his mother sucked in hers.
When Meng Xiangying came back from gathering firewood her mother-in-law pulled a face and muttered,
“Disgraceful.” When Meng Xiangying carried some water in, her mother-in-law pulled a face and muttered,
“Disgraceful.”
To promote the unbinding of feet, the worker told Meng Xiangying to be the first to unbind, and she was.
Mother-in-law pursed her lips, and her glare followed Meng Xiangying’s feet around.
The young women in the village were not like Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law. When they saw Meng
Xiangying gather firewood, some of them went along to gather it with her. When they saw her fetch water, some
went to fetch water with her. When they saw that she had unbound her feet, some unbound theirs.
Not all the husbands were like Meini. Many of them were progressive. One said, “A woman with natural feet
can work as well as a man.” Another was of the opinion that if women fetched firewood and water, men had to
waste less time on these odd jobs. A third view was, “Not-quite Niu is always saying that the Eighth Route Army
is no good, but I think the things they stand for are all fine.”
No matter what everyone else thought, Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law was developing a stronger and
stronger dislike for her. Now that she could not beat or swear at her there was no way of working off her
resentment, so she decided to have a conference with Not-quite Niu’s wife.
One day, on her way to the fields, she saw Not-quite’s wife ahead of her. “Wait for me,” she shouted, but
instead of waiting Not-quite’s wife went faster. The mother-in-law ran after Not-quite’s wife to catch her up, only
to be told:
“Our two families are going to be seeing less of each other. Don’t think your second daughter-in-law is very
fashionable with her unbound feet. When the Fortieth Army comes they’re sure to say she’s an Eighth Route
Army wife. If your family has connections with the Eighth Route Army, we’re not going to get into trouble on
your account.”
These few words turned Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law numb with horror from her head to the soles of her
feet. Resentment had been building up inside her for days, but she had never imagined that the situation could be
so terribly dangerous that even this conversation was impossible. She went straight to Meini to see if he had any
ideas, but he had not. The two of them sat there sucking in their breath as before.
6: She can’t even be sold
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Once, when the villagers were going to Taicang Hamlet for a struggle meeting against the enemy agent Ren
Erhai, Not-quite Niu and his friends said to them:
“Off you go then. The Fortieth Army thinks the world of Ren Erhai, so if you’re in the struggle against him
watch out for your head. The Fortieth Army will settle the score with you the moment they come.”
Remarks like these terrified Meng Xiangying’s parents-in-law and husband. Although none of them dared to
try and dissuade her directly, they all turned pale.
“This time we’re in for real trouble,” whispered the mother to her son.
“Real trouble,” he whispered back.
The strange expressions they wore worried even Meng Xiangying. When she spoke to the other young women
about it some of them said it might be best to stay away. Unable to make up her mind, she asked the worker if it
would be all right not to go.
“It’s not compulsory,” he said, “but if the masses are going, the cadres should too.”
Meng Xiangying had no answer to that, so she decided to go. She wondered if she could avoid having to say
anything.
In Taicang Hamlet she saw a crowd, even bigger than one for the opera, filling the square. Far more people
wanted to speak than could get a word in, and Ren Erhai hung his head, not daring to look anyone in the face. Her
attitude changed at once. She did not believe that so many people could all be unconcerned about being shot:
obviously there would be no trouble. Before long she was leading the Xiyaokou villagers in shouting slogans
against Ren Erhai. After this struggle meeting she became bolder, no longer believing the enemy agent’s rumours
about a change of regime, and working with more enthusiasm than ever.
Her mother-in-law was just the opposite. No sooner was Meng Xiangying back from the meeting than Notquite and his friends were saying, “Sooner or later she’s for it.” In cold fear her mother-in-law racked her brains
until she found what seemed to be the ideal way of dealing with Meng Xiangying.
One day the mother-in-law said to Meini’s aunt, “After two bad harvests there’s no food in the house. Meini
had better take his wife to his brother’s in Xiangyuan.” It was true that there was nothing to eat in the house, and
Meng Xiangying would have been delighted to be separated from her mother-in-law, but now that she had started
work in the village she had to carry on with it.
That evening her mother-in-law had another talk with Meini’s aunt while Meng Xiangying was at the literacy
class for women. As the oil for the class’s lamps was kept at her home Meng Xiangying came back to fetch it, and
she overheard a snippet of their conversation.
“She should be taken to Xiangyuan and sold,” her mother-in-law was saying. “Our Meini’s young. There’ll be
no trouble getting him another wife.”
“Aren’t you afraid she’ll report it to the Eighth Route Army there?” asked the aunt.
“No. Xiangyuan is occupied by the Japanese.”
This was enough to tell Meng Xiangying what her mother-in-law’s brilliant scheme was, and she lost no time
in telling the worker.
“As she hasn’t told you directly,” he said, “don’t question her about it. Just say that you are too busy here and
can’t go.”
As she would not go there was nothing her mother-in-law could do about it. Her plan had come to nothing.
7: The heroine emerges
That summer Pang Bingxun and Sun Dianying went over to the Japanese with the Fortieth and New Fifth
Armies, after which the Eighth Route Army smashed them in Linxian. When all the Not-quite Nius heard that
several thousand men of the Fortieth and New Fifth Armies had crossed the Zhang river and were heading north,
they were just getting ready to spread the news when they learnt of their capture by the Eighth Route Army in a
Japanese strongpoint. Instead they kept quiet.
But the fact was plain to see, and they could not suppress news of the victory. As soon as the village cadres
heard the news they were delighted, and they gave it a great deal of publicity. From then on there was a general
change of view. Even, the people who had previously believed Not-quite’s talk about a change of regime now
realized that it was his regime which had collapsed. In these much happier circumstances Meng Xiangying’s work
naturally went more smoothly than ever.
Unfortunately that autumn brought the worst of a string of disastrous harvests. No rain fell throughout the
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summer, and the crops were so dry you could almost have lit them like matches. The ears of millet that autumn
were like gong-mallets with things like wax tapers a mere inch long on them. The maize did not even reach the
height of a man’s thigh, and half an acre yielded scarcely enough to fill a small basket. Then there were weeks on
end of rain and dull days in the autumn, so that not a grain of millet was harvested. The weeds grew taller than the
crops.
The government urged everyone to gather wild plants to eat during the famine. When the village cadres
discussed this, Meng Xiangying was put in charge of organizing the women. Everyone in the village was
depressed by the bad harvest, and some were even saying, “We can’t possibly survive after all these years of
getting no crops in, so why should we bother gathering a few handfuls of leaves?”
Meng Xiangying went to every house to encourage the women. “We won’t die, but we’ll have to eat if we’re
not to,” was the sort of argument she used. Another was, “It won’t be any good trying to gather wild plants once
autumn’s over.” A third was, “A mixture of wild plants and grain husks is better than husks alone.”
Besides talking, she took some of the keener women to make a start at the work. It now appeared that when
some of the families without any food had said they would rather be left to die in peace they were only giving
vent to bad tempers, because when they saw the courtyards of Meng Xiangying and her helpers filled with wild
plants they went out gathering too. Meng Xiangying organized the women into four teams that went separately
into the mountains every day. Within a week all the edible leaves had been stripped from the trees on the
mountains nearby and were drying in the women’s courtyards. When the area round their village was exhausted,
they went to other villages; and when there was nothing left west of the river, they went east of the river. They
went on until the autumn winds blew all the leaves from the trees. By then the twenty or so women had gathered
some forty tons of leaves.
When they had finished gathering leaves they heard that a local herb could be sold for a dollar a pound, so
Meng Xiangying now organized the women to collect it. Organizing this was easier because the huge piles of wild
food that every family, had meant that nobody was thinking now in terms of dying of starvation. Everyone was
reminded of Meng Xiangying whenever they saw the leaves, so that no sooner did she mention organizing the
women to gather the herb than everyone in the women’s families said, “Go with her. That girl knows what she’s
doing.” They gathered over ten tons of the herb, which brought in more than 20,000 dollars.
8: Dividing the household
It has been said that because Meng Xiangying could work to beat the famine, her mother-in-law and husband
turned over a new leaf. On careful inquiry this turns out to be quite wrong.
Mother-in-law had no objection to eating the wild leaves Meng Xiangying brought back, but she disapproved
of her going out to gather them. “She’s luring a gang of young women to go out.”
“Going out” originally had two meanings. There used to be a vicious kind of coal-mine boss who would buy
workmen to the death' (which meant that if the man did anything wrong he could be beaten to death) and keep
them locked up at the bottom of the pit, only letting them out to see the sunlight once every five or ten days. This
was called “going out.” The other kind of going out was when a prisoner was let out from his cell into the prison
yard. Being locked up again in his cell was called “being put away.”
Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law was not totally against her going out, as was proved by the way Meng
Xiangying used to go to the fields for harvesting and thinning seedlings when she was first married. The motherin-law’s idea was that she should be the one to decide when Meng Xiangying went out and when she was put
away. According to the old rules, if a young wife went out of the house on her mother-in-law’s orders she had to
be back within the time set. If she asked to be allowed out, it was up to the mother-in-law to give or refuse
permission; and even if permission was given, the daughter-in-law still had to have a careful look at her motherin-law’s expression before she went. She could be beaten, scolded, or given no food if she was late back. By the
old rules it was unthinkable that Meng Xiangying should organize all the women in the village. This was why her
mother-in-law felt that she could not possibly be allowed to go out like this.
Several other mothers-in-law shared such ideas. Not-quite Niu’s wife used this chance to spread a rumour that
eating wild plants was no remedy, with the result that some of the older women would not let their daughters-inlaw go. Meng Xiangying had to call the women to a special meeting to look into the matter before the rumour
could be quashed.
After the tree leaves and the herbs had been gathered Meng Xiangying summed up her achievements and her
mother-in-law did the same. Instead of adding up how many wild plants and herbs Meng Xiangying had gathered,
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the mother-in-law’s summary was that she was less and less like what a daughter-in-law should be. In her view, a
daughter-in-law should be like this: her hair should be combed as straight as a broom handle and her feet should
be as small as lotus-leaf cakes; she should make tea, cook, husk millet, mill flour, offer soup and hot water, sweep
the floor, and wipe the table clean. From the moment when she started the day by emptying the chamberpots till
she set the bedding out at night she should be at her mother-in-law’s beck and call, without wandering off for a
single moment. She should hide whenever she saw a stranger, so that outsiders would never know you had a
daughter-in-law unless you told them yourself. This was how she felt daughters-in-law should be, even though she
had not always lived up to it in her own youth.
She felt that Meng Xiangying was getting further and further from being a model daughter-in-law: she wore
her hair in a bun; her feet were getting bigger every day; she climbed mountains all the time; and, as if it were not
enough for her to go rushing around her own village, she went off three or more miles away at times. Instead of
discussing things with her mother-in-law and keeping some of them from the worker, she told him everything.
As the mother-in-law made this summary she thought gloomily, “What am I to do? I can’t beat her, I can’t
swear at her, I can’t control her, and I can’t sell her. She won’t regard herself as a member of the family much
longer. Anyone would think the worker her own father.”
After many sleepless nights she finally thought of a solution: to divide the household.
She asked Not-quite Niu to be the witness to the division. It was a fair one—if it had not been, Meng
Xiangying would probably not have agreed to it. Meng Xiangying and her husband took two-thirds of an acre of
level land and the same amount of slopin land, but they did not get any grain. “It’s all been eaten,” her mother-inlaw said, “because we harvested so little.” After the division the husband went back to his mother’s house to eat
and sleep, which left Meng Xiangying free to go her own way by herself.
9: Meng Xiangying’s influence spreads beyond the village
After the division, in which all the food she got was less than three pounds of turnips, she had nothing to eat
but the wild plants. As she had no grain at the New Year, she borrowed nearly three pounds of millet, seven of
wheat, and one of salt.
As the district government office is some fifteen miles away they could not oversee work there, and, besides,
local cadres were very hard to find. The district Women’s Association found it most unreasonable that someone as
good as Meng Xiangying was both at working herself and at organizing others to beat famine should be driven
from home and left to go hungry. Besides, it hindered work throughout the district. They asked higher authority
for permission to issue her with some grain to help her out, and kept her there to organize some of the Women’s
Association work at the district level.
Meng Xiangying has been a most successful district cadre this year.
In the first month of the lunar calendar she was chosen as a labor heroine, and she came to the Fifth Subregion’s Labour Heroes’ conference. As she was passing through Taicang Hamlet on her way back, the head of the
Women’s Association there asked her what lessons she had learnt about how to organize women.
“When there’s trouble, explain the rights and wrongs,” said Meng Xiangying. “Lead by doing the work
yourself, and set a good example.” She went on to talk at length about organizing the women to unbind their feet,
gather firewood, carry water, collect leaves, and pick herbs.
Following her example the head of the Taicang Women’s Association led the women of her village in digging a
canal over a mile long and clearing two and a half acres of waste land.
On the fifteenth of the second month Meng Xiangying did some campaigning at the temple fair in Baishan
Village (some thirteen miles from Xiyaokou). The women from many villages all thought her methods were good.
This year the women in the seventh district of She Xian county have worked very hard at food production, and of
the very many labour heroines many became heroines as a result of her influence.
Her own achievements have been even more remarkable. In the spring she organized the women to hoe 93
acres of wheat and dig two acres of level land as well as seven and a half of hillside. In the struggle against
locusts that summer they cut over ten tons of grass for burning to smoke them out. There is no need for me to go
into her other achievements—harvesting wheat, loosening the soil, raking with branches, stripping the twigs of
the paper-mulberry tree, and gathering wild plants to eat—because it has all been reported in the press.
10: Some questions
Why are Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law and husband still on such bad terms with her? Is it because she
walks too steadily now that her feet are a natural size? Is it because she does so much work that there is not
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enough left for them to do? Is it because she has loosened the soil too far? Is it because she has taken all the edible
leaves from the trees?
Her mother-in-law has never made any such announcement.
I have not written about Not-quite Niu or Meng Xiangying’s mother-in-law and husband very respectfully. Am
I giving them no chance to change in future?
Meng Xiangying is only twenty-two this year. Another chapter can be written at the Labor Heroes’ conference
every year, so we’ll see who has changed for the better and who for the worse.
B
South Slope Village was full of poor people. Pumpkins and pea pods disappeared from the fields, and the
hiring of crop-watchers didn’t solve the problem; everybody still had to look out for his or her own. One called
Qiu-sheng was the worst offender, for he had a wife and five children to feed but no land of his own. In fact they
got by almost entirely on wild greens, stealing just a few pumpkins and pea pods as opportunity allowed.
Widow Tian feared crop theft the most, for the pumpkins and pea pods on her land came out early. South Slope
Village had but thirty or forty families, and of them only Mr. Wang and Widow Tian were landowners. Mr. Wang
had ten mu or so, but he was imposing. No one dared steal from him. Widow Tian had only half a mu, yet since no
one bothered Mr. Wang, all the bad luck fell on her.
Every year, then, during the summer and autumn harvest seasons, she went down to her field to watch over it.
In the spring of 1946, South Slope Village underwent land reform. Mr. Wang was classified as a landlord; his
ten mu of land were divided up and given to the poor. Widow Tian was a middle peasant, so she got to keep her
half-mu.\fn{The Communists conducted some land reform before they had freed the entire country from Nationalist domination. Prior to
this, however, villagers were themselves classified into broad categories of landlords, rich peasants, middle peasants, poor peasants, and
landless laborers; and land to be redistributed was taken from the landlords and rich peasants, and divided among poor peasants and
landless laborers, with middle peasants being left relatively undisturbed .} That summer the vines on her land bore fruit

particularly early again, so Widow Tian went down to her field as before to guard them. The children in the
village told her,
“You don’t need to guard them this year. Now everybody has his own.”
She didn’t believe them. Having never been out to any fields but her own, she didn’t have a clue about Mr.
Wang’s former holdings.
No wonder she was skeptical. She knew what she’d been through. For the past several years, Qiu sheng and his
flock had seemed to be deliberately teasing her—something would be missing from her field the minute she left it.
Once, after she’d gone home for a bowl of rice, she caught Qiu-sheng advancing toward her field just as she
returned.
“Sister,” he begged piteously, “Spare me a tiny pumpkin! My children are starving.” In a bad mood, Widow
Tian retorted,
“What makes you think any are left? A thief has stolen them all!”
Knowing that she meant him, Qiu-sheng couldn’t very well answer back. He just kept on pleading. Widow
Tian didn’t want to send him off mad because she was afraid he’d steal from her again. She looked over her ripe
pumpkins. There wasn’t a one she could bear to let go. After an interminable search, she finally picked for him
one that was the size of her fist.
“What a shame,” she said, “it was still growing.” Then she sent him packing.
Just then Mr. Wang happened to be strolling by, fanning himself. Pointing at Qiu-sheng’s backside far off in
the distance, he said,
“It’s terrible, isn’t it! Such people this village has produced—you can’t ever rest easy about them, not till
you’re in your grave.”
He kept on going without a hitch in his stride. He’d expressed exactly what was troubling her: she wouldn’t
forget those words for the rest of her life. So when the children told her, “You don’t need to guard them this year,”
she refused to believe it.
But facts were facts, whether she believed them or not. One day she got a heatstroke and stayed home for three
days without losing a single thing. She said she’d go back to her field when she was well, but. there were lots of
things to do. A few more days passed without her guarding them, and her vegetables were still there. Ten days
passed, still without any losses. Finally she marked the pumpkins she was saving for seed by cutting little crosses
into them, having decided not to watch over them any more.
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When the autumn harvest was nearly over, she went over to Qiu-sheng’s courtyard and saw a dozen or so
pumpkins stored there, two of which had crosses cut into them just like hers. She was suspicious and had a mind
to ask him about it. But she was afraid to raise a ruckus without proof, so off she went to her field to check. She
ran straight there, without even stopping at home on the way. Halfway there she ran into Qiu-sheng himself,
driving an oxcart loaded with pumpkins.
“Qiu-sheng!” she asked, “Whose pumpkins are those? Where did you get so many?”
“They’re mine,” he said. “I over-planted!”
“Why did you plant so many?”
“In the old days, my kids drooled at every pumpkin they saw, so this year, when I was allotted my own halfmu, I planted the whole field with them. Who would have thought these bulky old things would grow until they
got out of hand, till there was no way on earth of eating them all? How much better it’d have been if I’d planted
grain.”
“Can’t you sell what you don’t eat?”
“Sell them? Who has any need of them this year? Where can I go with them? There are still more in the field!
If you want some, ask the kids to tote a load over to you, just like when I ate yours in the old days!”
So speaking, he drove the oxcart forward.
Widow Tian had no heart to go inspect her pumpkins.
187.180 Remembrances Of The May 4th Movement\fn{by Teng Ying-ch’ao (1903-after 1976)} Hsin-yang, Honan
Province, China (F) 4
At the time of the May Fourth Movement in 1919, I was just sixteen sui, a student at the Tientsin Chihli First
Women’s Normal School. As today I think back to the events of thirty years ago, since thirty years is not a short
time, and since in the twisting complex course of the Chinese revolution many of my memories have already
faded, I shall talk here about only those things I can remember.
On May 4 of that year, the Peking students held a demonstration demanding the “indictment of the traitors”
and the “abrogation of the Versailles Treaty.”\fn{ Which concluded World War I and confirmed Japan in her territorial holdings
on the Shantung Peninsuela:H} In their exasperation the students set fire to the residence of Chao Chia-lou and angrily
beat the traitors.\fn{A reference to the Chinese delegation to Versailles:H } The next day the news reached Tientsin and
shook the students of all the Tientsin schools into action. Discussion meetings were held everywhere. In response
to the nationalistic movement of the Peking students, on the seventh the Tientsin students held a demonstration
and very quickly organized the Tientsin Student Union, which, together with the Tientsin Association of Women
Patriotic Comrades, led by students from the women’s schools, later founded the Tientsin Alliance of All Circles
for National Salvation.
At that time, reacting with purely patriotic enthusiasm, we shouted slogans that, besides the two mentioned
above, included “Abolish the Twenty-One Demands,” “Return Tsingtao,” “Boycott Japanese goods,” “Promote
Chinese goods,” and “Don’t sell out the nation.” At that time the Peiyang warlord government adopted a policy of
repressing the nationalistic student movement, using all kinds of repressive measures against the students,
including the police, bayonets, bullets, fire hoses, fists, and even arrest. The struggle forged and tempered us,
gradually raising the level of our consciousness. And then, as both the new thought tide and new culture quickly
flooded old China after the First World War, and the success of the Soviet Russian October Revolution began to
influence the youth of China, new progressive elements were added to the May Fourth movement, causing it to
advance.
The May Fourth nationalistic movement and the New Culture Movement were fundamentally anti-imperialist
and anti-feudal in nature, but at that time these ideas were not yet clearly formed in our minds. Not until after the
founding of the Chinese Communist Party in 1921 was it clearly pointed out that the Chinese revolution was an
anti-imperialist, anti-feudal bourgeois democratic revolution.\fn{It was originally led “by Western-trained professors and
their university students”:ENC,V,1966} Only then did our awareness gradually become clarified. At the time of the May
Fourth movement we did not know that “the intelligentsia must unite with the workers and peasants.” At that
time, however, we had attained a kind of spontaneous direct awareness of the fact that in order to save the nation,
we must send out a “call to awaken our fellow compatriots.” Therefore, we strongly emphasized propaganda work
and organized a number of lecture teams.
At that time I became the lecture team director for the Association of Women Patriotic Comrades and lecture
department director of the Student Union. Our lecture teams went everywhere, on a fixed regular schedule. Tied
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to the customs of feudal society, the women first could not lecture on the streets with the men but were limited to
various meeting rooms, educational facilities, and public auditoriums in the city. Every time we had a large
audience we would speak on the need for everyone to stand up and resolve to save the nation with one mind, and
to achieve the goal of punishing the traitors. We described the grievous bitterness of the Koreans after they had
lost their independence. We demanded the freedom to hold patriotic meetings and opposed the suppression of the
students by the Peiyang government.
Sometimes tears streamed down our cheeks as we talked. The audiences were very moved. In addition, we also
went around visiting homes, often going to relatively out-of-the way places, to the poor districts, to bring our
propaganda from door to door. Some received us very warmly. Others slammed the door in our faces or kicked us
out the gate. But we were never discouraged by such obstacles and went right on knocking on other doors.
I remember that during the summer vacation that year, we once went to the western outskirts of Tientsin. As
we were returning we ran into a heavy rainstorm that soaked every one of us to the skin, but none of our spirits
was dampened. The next time we went out again, on schedule.
On the other hand, we also strongly emphasized the functions of written propaganda and newspapers. The
Student Union Report, published every three days by the Tientsin Student Union, later became a large-format
daily, as large as an edition of the Peking People’s Daily is today. Each issue was printed in over twenty thousand
copies, not a small number. The chief editor of this paper was Comrade Chou En-lai. The Association of Women
Patriotic Comrades also published a weekly. These two papers reported the current national and international
news, the news of the various patriotic student movements throughout the country, and of the struggle to oppose
oppression. It also contained editorials, political and literary essays, and so forth.
Concerning the concrete facts of the students’ demands for science and democracy during the May Fourth
Movement, I can offer only a few examples from the situation in Tientsin at that time, and from among my own
activities.
*
Owing to the reactionary Peiyang government’s toadying to Japan abroad, its harboring of traitors at home, and
its unrelenting suppression of the students, we did not have the freedom to be patriotic. Our most pressing
democratic demands at the time were the democratic rights to freedom of assembly, association, speech, and
publication. For these demands we were suppressed many times and struggled many times.
For example on October 10 of that same year, the Tientsin Alliance of All Circles for National Salvation called
a conference of all the people throughout the city of Tientsin to continue the demand for the punishment of the
national traitors, for the dismissal of Ts'ao Ju-lin, Lu Tsung-yti, and Chang Tsung-hsiang, for tightening the
boycott of Japanese goods, and for a demonstration march. We had already heard a rumor that the Tientsin police
chief, Yang Yi-te (also known as Yang Pang-tzu) was preparing to use armed force to break up our meeting and to
stop our march.
But we were not in the least frightened. We made preparations in turn to deal with the armed police. It was
planned that the meeting place would be set up and arranged such that the townspeople would be standing
completely surrounding the speakers’ platform. Then a group of students would be organized to form a circle
around the outside of the townspeople. Then, around the outside of them, forming the front ranks, would be a
circle of women students who would be the first to break through the ranks of the encirclement by the armed
police. In addition, each one of us would be carrying a flag, the specially purchased hard bamboo poles that could
be turned into weapons should the event turn into a battle.
Before the scheduled time of the meeting, the townspeople and the ranks of students began moving in a mass
to assemble at Nan-k’ai Square. As we expected, a large body of police moved in with bayonets fixed on their
rifles to surround all of us in the square. We then proceeded with the meeting according to schedule, down to the
point where the demonstration march was to begin.
At that point we came into conflict with the police. At first we students pushed forward, on the one hand
pushing, on the other shouting to them, “the police ought to be patriotic,” “do not strike the patriotic students.” At
the same time, because they were already using the butts of their rifles to beat us—many fellow students were
beaten, some had their eyeglasses broken—we also started to defend ourselves with our flag poles, or we would
use the poles to knock off their helmets. As soon as they bent down to pick up their helmets we would surge
forward through the break in the line.
Just as the battle was getting tense, a rank of outside reinforcements arrived—luckily, the Student Union
propaganda team arrived, driving their bus into the square. This inside-outside pincer attack opened up a hole and
a large column of people broke out following the bus, whereupon the demonstration marched around the city,
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right up to the police station, where we questioned Yang Yi-te and raised our opposing views with him right
through the night until daylight the next day, when we finally dispersed.
The incident greatly aroused the indignation of the female students. From this point on they no longer heeded
the restrictions of feudal custom. The next day they were out on the streets, stopping at nothing, marching and
lecturing on the streets in full daylight, declaiming the beating and wounding of the students by Yang Yi-te.
*
After the October 10 incident, the suppression became more and more severe. In little more than a month the
Tientsin Alliance of All Circles for National Salvation was closed down by the police. Ma Ch’ien-li, Ma Chtin,
and other leaders, twenty-four altogether, were arrested. Next to be closed down was the Tientsin Student Union;
we could not carry out our activities publicly. We moved into the Leased Territory, where the family of a fellow
student lent us a small room to continue our work to maintain the struggle.
In December, to seek the reopening of the Alliance of All Circles for National Salvation and of the Student
Union, and the release of the imprisoned representatives, we organized a large grievance demonstration of all the
Tientsin students and surrounded the provincial government offices to demand that the then provincial governor
Ts’ao Jui come out and give us a reply. But he would not show his face. We elected representatives to meet with
him, but the main gate of the provincial offices had already been closed tightly and was guarded by a large body
of military police who would not let the representa- tives enter. Our representatives—four in all, including Chou
En- lai, Kuo Lung-chen (female), and Yü Fang-chou-slipped through a hole under the main gate entranceway, but
as soon as they were inside they were beaten and arrested. The large group of students outside became even more
incensed and determined not to leave.
Near midnight, the reactionary provincial government then put into effect its ultimate measure, using bayonets,
rifle butts, and fire hoses violently to force the students to disperse. It was a bloody tragedy. Many students were
badly beaten. Blood flowed from broken heads. The seriously wounded had to be taken to the hospital. From this
experience we learned to recognize even more clearly the vicious face of the reactionary government. We realized
then that patriotic freedom and democratic rights cannot be attained easily, without struggle and bloodshed.
During the second year of the May Fourth Movement, the final period of the movement, our work undertook
the serious tasks of opposing illegal arrest, of planning to rescue the representatives by demanding that the cases
of the imprisoned representatives be presented to the courts for public trial, and of arousing the aid of public
opinion. We worked straight through till summer when we finally obtained the release of the entire group of
twenty-eight persons.
*
We were not only affected by the suppression of the reactionary government outside of school. Even within the
school, we were suppressed by the school headmaster and the teaching staff who prohibited us from engaging in
activities or meetings outside of school.
For example, on May 7, 1920, we students at Women’s Normal came into conflict with the school authorities
when we wanted to participate in a big meeting commemorating the anniversary of the May 7 national
humiliation.\fn{The day in 1915 on which Japan delivered its ultimatum containing the Twenty-One Demands, which would have given
Japan extensive control over the Chinese government and serously compromised her sovereignty within her own borders } Although we
did finally burst out to attend the meeting, when we returned there was already a notice posted inside the school
that announced the expulsion of every one of the more than two hundred students from the school.
We were really angry, but not at all intimidated. We were certainly not going to submit. Without a thought for
food or sleep, we worked into the night putting together our luggage and moved out of the school together. But
the school authorities had locked the main gate and would not allow us to move out. They had also locked the
telephone room. The whole school rocked to the racket we made that night.
When morning came, the entire student body was still resolved to move out. Eluding the surveillance of the
police, we moved to an area in the botanical gardens outside the school where we called a discussion meeting and
maintained the struggle for a week. In the end, with the assistance of our families and public opinion, the school
authorities were forced to rescind their order. Not until after they had removed the public notice expelling us did
we all return together to the school in victory.
Although at that time we still did not know about serving the people with one’s whole heart and mind, our
breasts were filled with patriotic fervor. This revolutionary spirit of total commitment gave us the courage to
sacrifice everything for the salvation of the nation, for national independence, for the struggle for democratic
freedom against the forces of feudalism.
*
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Along with the development of the May Fourth patriotic movement emerged the movement for the liberation
of women. This was also one of the important elements of the May Fourth democratic movement. It raised such
issues as “male-female equality,” “opposition to arranged marriages,” and the demands for “public social
intercourse,” “freedom to love,” “freedom of marriage,” “admittance of women to the universities,” and
“emloyment of women in all institutions.”
In Tientsin, we first of all merged into one the separately organized men’s and women’s student unions, and
worked together. At first there were obstacles to putting this into practice. There were some women students who
did not agree; some were concerned that public opinion (might disapprove; some were afraid that after uniting,
some people would make jokes about the free mixing of men and women.
But the positive, progressive elements among both men and women students were extremely natural and open.
In our tasks, mutual equality was respected, and everyone worked together with one heart and aim of saving the
nation, and for the common struggle. The women competed with the men in all tasks, and women students did not
want to fall behind others. The positive elements among the women clearly understood that they themselves were
pioneers, that they must not become the laughing-stock of society, so as not to block the road for others coming
afterward, that they must work conscientiously and create the model for others to follow. The positive elements
among the male students at that time, under the flood tide of the new thought that had dealt a severe blow to the
idea that men were superior to women, were very respectful of their women fellow students.
Everyone shouldered equally the work responsibilities. In each department of the Student Union, for each man
in a position of responsibility there was also a woman. The Student Union advisory council also had one male and
one female chairperson. The status and function of the Tientsin Women’s Normal students in the Student Union
were absolutely the same as those of the Nankai students. The men’s and women’s student associations of Peking
united later than did the student associations of Tientsin. They were very envious of the union of our Tientsin
Student Union and of the good results of our work.
At that time the most obstinate element obstructing the union of the men’s and women’s student associations in
Peking was the Student Union of the Women’s Normal College, which was under the control of T’ao Hsüan, who
later threw her lot in with the reactionary Kuomintang.
*
As the influence of the October Revolution of Soviet Russia and the new thought tide swept into China, the
New Culture Movement gained increased momentum along with the development of the May Fourth nationalistic
movement. This was the primary content of the May Fourth “Science” slogan. Periodicals such as Hsin ch’ingnien (New Youth), Shao-nien Chung-kuo (Young China), and Hsin Ch’ao (New Tides), published in Peking, were
widely read and appreciated by large numbers of students. To raise our practice of the new culture, the Tientsin
Student Union held weekly academic lecture meetings to which progressive professors from Peking such as
Comrade Li Ta-chao were invited to lecture on opposition to classical Chinese and the eight-legged essay, on
advocating the use of colloquial Chinese, on how to practice writing in the colloquial, and on the use of
punctuation symbols. From the vantage point of today, these seem rather common and ordinary. But at that time
these were extremely fresh and important problems.
At the end of the May Fourth summer, some twenty of us male and female students who were relatively
progressive and positive elements felt that we needed a body that was organized a bit more tightly than was the
Student Union, that would be more capable of doing some scientific and new thought tide research, so we
organized a small group—the Chüeh-wu She (Awakening Society). The members of this group often discussed
and studied the new thought tide together.
At that time I was the youngest and did not participate in formal discussions frequently, but I often listened to
the male and female members who were older than I discuss socialism, anarchism, guild socialism, and so forth.
No one had a fixed faith as yet; nor did any of us understand communism. We had only heard it said that in the
most ideal society it was “each gives according to his ability” and “each receives according to his needs.” We
knew only that Lenin and the October Revolution of Soviet Russia had succeeded; we knew only that their
revolution had liberated the oppressed majority, that they wanted to realize a classless society, and that these
attracted our sympathy and admiration for the October Revolution.
At that time we still could not obtain individual works on these problems! The Awakening Society did not last
very long—only a few short months. After the unfortunate incident of the surrounding of the provincial offices
mentioned above, a number of the society members were put in jail (including Ma Chün and Chou En-lai). Some
members left for other places upon graduation, leaving only a few, and they could not undertake any activities
because of the severely adverse circumstances.
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In the summer of 1920 one group of our members, including Chou En-lai and Kuo Lung-chen, emerged from
jail and soon went with Liu Ch’ing-yang and others to France to further their studies. I and other society members
also graduated and left to work in various places. Our little group ceased to exist. But we were in touch frequently,
and some kept in contact by mail. By 1920 there was a Chinese Socialist Youth Corps (which later became the
Communist Youth Corps). After the founding of the Chinese Communist Party in 1921, more than half of our
twenty-member society sooner or later joined either the party or the youth corps. Some constituted the earliest
members in the organizations of the party or youth corps in various places.
The Tientsin Socialist Youth Corps was founded in early 1924. Later, the party organization was established.
By this time we already knew clearly what the proletariat was, that we must struggle for the benefit of the
proletariat and the working people, and we had firmly resolved that the objective of our faith and struggle was
communism.
*
The twenty-odd members of the Awakening Society have changed much in the past thirty years. There are
those who were early deserters from the revolution. There are those who pursued only their own personal
pleasures and did not follow politics. Some fell to run over to the reactionary Kuomintang camp. But there are
those who have upheld the revolution throughout and are continuing the struggle today.
Some courageously sacrificed themselves as honorable Communist Party members. Comrade Ma Chün (a
Moslem) at that time was one; he was the finest student leader, and in 1927, when secretary of the Peiping
Municipal Committee of the Chinese Communist Party, he was arrested and murdered by Chang Tso-lin. Comrade
Kuo Lin-i was another; she was arrested at Tsingtao in 1931, and upon release went to Tsinan where she was
killed by Han Fu-chü. Both these persons when arrested shouted loudly, sang the international anthem, and met
their deaths with honor. Comrade Yü Fang-chou, who was a member of a small group of progressive students of
Tientsin, during the time of the land revolution led an uprising in Yü-t’ien (about 90 km northeast of Tientsin) and
was sacrificed.
In speaking of them, I cannot repress a feeling of sadness and respect that I feel for them, and for other
countless revolutionary martyrs. At the same time I am filled with hatred for the enemy. We must certainly march
forward on the bloodstained path of the revolutionary martyrs, to carry out the revolution completely.
1904

150.70 & 123.110 1. An Autumn Night 2. The Way Of The Beast: Two Short Stories\fn{by Sha Ting aka Yang
Ch’eng-fang (1904/05/06-after 1948)} Sichuan [or Szechuan] Province, China (M) 14
1
It had just stopped drizzling. Eddies of cold wind were blowing over the hills, and now that night had fallen—a
gloomy night filled with the usual, biting, autumn chill of that mountainous area—the street looked deserted and
completely dead, especially in the neighborhood of the township office. Situated in a desolate, out-of-the-way
place, the little town overlooked a roaring, torrential stream and had its back against the flank of a lofty range of
hills. Even in fair weather, as soon as the tall, impressive gate of the township office was closed, hardly a shadow
was to be seen out of doors.
Moments earlier, however—not much longer perhaps than it would have taken to swallow a biter or two—the
so-called parade ground, where merchants and peddlers came to throw up their stalls to show their goods on
market days, buzzed with activity. It was an exhibit of an unusual nature that had drawn about it the entire
population of the town: men and women, young and old, all hoping for a little color to add to their dull, unhappy
lives. Had it not been for the sudden break in the weather, they might have been lingering there still. But as it was
only the scattered rubble of a market day remained: a few simple, thatched shelters, some improvised stoves used
for cooking the curdled blood and fat intestines of slaughtered hogs, the one or two homeless dogs—nothing else,
except the howling of the wind, the rustle of rushing waters and the biting cold.
Nevertheless, had one been searching meticulously for a human form out there in the dark, his task would not
have been very difficult, for a wandering prostitute, dragged to the place earlier in the day, was still on public
exhibition. Her professional name was Hsiao Kwei-feng, and she had arrived at this small town that very
afternoon. Luck had been against her from the very start. But her unexpected misfortune did not trouble her most
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now. At this moment all she wanted was to be able to lie down. If only she could rest her tired legs for a while!
How unfortunate it was that the ground had been turned into a slushy pool of mud.
She had been sitting upright for many hours. Her trousers and the hind flap of her dress, which had been
tucked up behind her, were soaked with muddy water and, worst of all, she had traveled on foot over fifty li
earlier that day without having eaten a thing. On reaching the town she had stopped by the stream to comb and
wash herself; she had daubed some cheap, perfumed powder on her face and had put on a dress of printed silk and
a pair of red shoes embroidered with white flowers. So dressed, she set out t find an inn in the town. Almost
immediately she met an unexpected foe.
As far as she could remember, misfortune had not struck her a more cruel blow within the last two years. She
did not mind much having been insulted and abused, for she had long since grown accustomed to such treatment.
But this time she had been slapped in the face, dragged to this place and put on public exhibition. If she had not
shouted back, perhaps, she might not have been locked in the stocks, lashed by the cold wind as she sat in the
mud. Perhaps she would just have been driven out of the town as a few other girls of her profession had been
several days ago, and that would have been all.
There was not a wall or anything against which she could lean. Nothing around but thin air! Many a time she
made up her mind to lie down in the mud, only to shrink back at the thought that the dress she had on was the
only presentable one she possessed.
Now, driven to despair, she began to sniffle and sob.
“What crime have I committed?” she muttered to herself, swallowing her tears. “I haven’t stolen anything or
robbed anyone! …”
Her grief grew deeper with each sob. For the first time the full realization of her miserable fate dawned upon
her. Simply to fill her stomach, she had to wander to the edges of the earth, to befriend and please whomever she
met, to suffer blows and torrents of abuse. And now, she had fallen lower than an ordinary criminal, for she ha
never seen a criminal suffer as she was suffering at the moment, exposed to the fury of the elements with her feet
fast in the stocks.
She continued whimpering for a while, and then suddenly stopped to catch her breath, probing the darkness
around with her frightened eyes.
“Will they really make me spend the whole night here? Oh! …”
To her surprise, she found herself shouting and struggling furiously, and a strange courage seemed to come to
her. She was no longer weeping. Her voice grew louder and louder as her anger mounted. She refused to spend the
rest of the night like this.
At the sound of shrieks and screams, the gate of the township office creaked open.
“You aren’t complaining of injustice, are you?” Some abuse—not too offensive—followed.
“Of course I’m complaining!” the girl snapped back, forgetting for a moment that it was a guard of the
township government she was addressing, and that she should plead meekly if she hoped to regain her freedom.
“Why don’t you come and try it for a change? I’m cold and hungry, and my back is aching terribly from sitting all
the while. I haven’t stolen anything or robbed anyone. …”
“Too bad I’m not the one who locked you up!” the guard cut her short as if to prove his own innocence.
“I don’t care who locked me up here! Even a criminal has a right to a shelter from the wind, a little hay. …”
She gulped hard, gasping for breath, and stopped struggling as her strength failed her. The guard heaved a deep
sigh in spite of himself.
“As if I were to blame!” he mumbled under his breath after a short pause.
And then, giving another sigh, he retreated behind the high, black gate. This was Hsieh Lao-wa, slow-thinking,
sluggish and stout. The years he had served as a township guard had not changed his countrified manner. He
turned slowly now to bolt the gate, but no sooner had he lifted his hands for the purser than he drew them back
and let them fall to his sides. He had heard Chen Yao-tuing, the squad leader, approach the gate breathing heavily.
“A real pain in the neck!” he growled angrily. “A wildcat in human shape! …”
The squad leader was long and lank and about thirty years old. His hands were covered with scabs. The only
son of a small landowner, he was interested in nothing except gambling at dice and cards, though he was almost
always the loser. He had come to fill his present post less than a year before in order to avoid being press-ganged
into the army. In his boredom a wicked idea had flashed into his mind—to have his fling with this vagrant whore
without having to pay for it. This thought had gripped him for the whole evening, and driven him back here from
Teh Wa-tze’s tavern.
An insidious smile spread over the squad leader’s features as he paused facing the guard.
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“All right, you can go and sleep now,” he drawled lazily, his smile turning into something bashful.
“Sleep? I am not that lucky, huh!”
“What a fool you are!” the squad leader hastened to add. “Didn’t I tell you that I’d keep watch for you! …”
The guard stood a moment hesitantly.
“You’re quite sure you won’t go out and spend the night gambling?” he asked distrustfully.
“Gambling? Even the drinks I had were on credit. Look for yourself if you don’t believe me—not a cent left!”
To convince the guard he patted his pockets vigorously.
The guard lifted his gaze obliquely at him, shook his head, and finally resolved to steal a nap. But he was in no
haste to leave. Instead, he stood there motionless, straining his ears. “As if I’d put her in the stocks!” he mumbled
again with a sigh as the girl’s sobs pierced the darkness of the night.
He wanted to speak to the squad leader about her, but after a loud yawn all he said was, “There are only the
two of us here tonight, you know!”
Then at last he turned and went inside, leaving the squad leader by himself at the gate.
To satisfy his craving, the squad leader had done a great deal of thinking. With none of the clerks quartered in
the office, and the township head having gone to the county seat to seek medical attendance, the entire premises
were occupied by only a few guards. To get them out of the way had been rather easy since most of them had their
own homes. Only Hsieh Lao-wa, a bachelor, had proved a real problem. Chen had volunteered twice to stay on
duty in his stead, but the stupidly loyal guard couldn’t trust him not to go gambling! Now, at long last, when he
had almost given up hope, he had succeeded in disposing of Hsieh without much difficulty.
He did not go immediately for the whore beside the flag pole on the training-ground. On the contrary, to
pretend that he had no ulterior motive, he half closed the gate and sauntered after the guard. Inside was the main
hall of what had formerly been a temple. The wooden statue of the God of the Eastern Mountain that used to be in
the center of the hall had been removed. Under a long-out-of-use kerosene lamp hanging from the main beam
stood a dining table and a few stools. Some statues of minor deities still remained on the sides, and at the foot of
one portly figure flickered a lamp—a cracked bowl filled with oil. Some wood crackled as it burned in front of the
altar. The squad leader sat himself down beside the fire, alert for any indications of movement from the back hall.
Soon, he heard the guard yawn again, and then there was the sound of straw sandals dropping to the floor,
followed by the squeaks of the wooden cot and silence …
But still Chen did not move, for an overwhelming weariness had taken hold of him. As if infected with the
other’s yawning, he gave a yawn too, and his scabs, warmed by the fire, began to itch. One thing about scabs is
that, once the sores start itching, the earth seems to hold no greater bliss than the satisfaction afforded by a good
scratching. But finally, with a foolish smile on his face he gave a sigh, made up his mind, and stood up. Leaving
the fire, he tiptoed to the gate, opened it with great care, and walked like a thief into the night.
The wretched woman was still sobbing, no longer under any illusion that someone might come to her rescue.
The appearance of the guard and his remarks had reminded her of her disastrous ncouter that day. Never in all her
miserable life had she seen such an imposing woman as the one who had directed the attack on her. Everybody
seemed to obey her. The most astonishing part of it all was that even the tough-looking ruffians and scoundrels
had been the woman’s allies. And the moment she, Hsiao Kwei-feng, had voiced a protest, they had jumped on
her like a pack of bloodhounds and put her in the stocks.
It was little comfort to recall that two or three girls she knew has suffered similar treatment at the hands of
jealous hags. They had had their only presentable clothes torn to shreds or their faces so gashed with broken
crockery that they had been unable to ply their trade for quite a long while. That was perhaps worse than what she
was going through. But at the moment she almost envied them , for she felt so miserable that the loss of her
clothes or even of what remained of her looks mattered little to her. If only she could have some food, a warm
fire, and a place to stretch out in!
Seeing nothing around but impenetrable darkness, she started screaming again.
“What a wicked shame!” she shouted. “What is my crime? I haven’t stolen anything or robbed anyone. …”
She stopped abruptly when she heard the hurriedly approaching footsteps of the squad leader. He stopped in
front of her and laughed foolishly, not knowing what to say. It was not his first encounter with a woman; he was a
married man with children. But this was his first experience with a woman who was treated by all as a piece of
merchandise.
His smile looked particularly stupid because a primitive desire was choking him and he was afraid to make a
fool of himself.
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“Why on earth did you turn up here today of all days?” He blew out his breath in relief at having found a way
to start a conversation.
“Was that my fault?” she retorted. But she was grateful that there was at last someone to whom she could
complain. “Even if it were my fault, I should be allowed to clear out, shouldn’t I? Why treat me like a criminal—
even worse than a criminal! Stuck up here without any shelter. …”
She paused to sob, and her tears fell in real earnest. “For Heaven’s sake, do me a favor!” she pleaded, weeping.
“I’ll never forget it! …”
“You’ll not forget me, you mean?” the squad leader put in quickly with a grin. “Trying to take advantage of an
honest man, eh?”
He had not meant to say this, but once out with it he lost all his nervousness. He assumed an attitude which he
thought was most fitting in dealing with a prostitute. He blabbed with her flippantly, resorting to the most vulgar
and sordid expressions.
Her response was quick and true to her profession, for she now saw a gleam of hope. If all went well, she
would perhaps get the food, warmth and rest she needed so desperately. So urgent was her yearning for these
things that she even dispensed with the usual preliminary flirtation. She promised to comply with all his wishes,
speaking even more brazenly than he did.
Presently the squad leader released her feet from the stocks and led her into the office, groping through the
darkness. Inside, he made her sit by the fire and turned to go to the kitchen for some left-over rice. But he stopped
before he had even got started. Another idiotic smile came over his face as he scrutinized the small and shrunken
form of the whore.
“You’re not going to burn the bridge after you’ve crossed over it, are you?” he said, heaving a sigh of
disappointment.
She lifted her head and replied wearily, “What do I have to gain by cheating you?”
The petulance of her tone and her look showed that, had it been up to her, she would have paid no attention
even though a lord of lords had come into the place. All she wanted was to be left alone squatting on her haunches
by the fire so that she could bury her head in her arms and relax. But suddenly she remembered that she had to
have food, and noticed the frown on the squad leader’s face. She forced a coquettish smile, and hastened to add, “I
won’t eat my words. Please see if there is any hot tea around. This thirst is killing me!”
“All right,” he answered slowly, ignoring her provocative manner.
Chen walked into the kitchen, cursing his luck inwardly. Her disheveled hair, her pale, haggard face with a
sharp nose and shrunken lips on which the powder and rouge had been washed off by the rain and her tears, the
sickly, scrawny figure, her mock smile and petulant voice—all these aroused his disgust. A growing
disappointment began to cool his ardor.
Perhaps that was why he was able to keep calm and not lose his head when he discovered the guard standing
there on his return. Hsieh had hurried out of the bedroom a few steps ahead of him. The fear that something
untoward might happen had kept him awake; and when he called the squad leader but received no reply, he got up
hastily.
Without either of them having expected it, they found themselves standing face to face. The guard looked
greatly relieved.
“Aiya, I was afraid you’d gone out to gamble again!” he said.
“Gamble! Where can I go gambling?” the squad leader retorted with a grin. “You know I haven’t a cent!”
“So you’ve set her free?” said the guard, indicating the girl with a motion of his chin.
“What else could I do?” Chen tried to appear disgusted. “That continuous wailing of hers got on my nerves!”
“Sure!” The guard heaved a deep sigh. “A man ought to show kindness to others whenever he can.” He too it
for granted at once that the squad leader had done something praiseworthy. “I would have released her myself,
only I was afraid I’d no right to! And it’s not as if we were so strict about everything in this town. Oh-ho!”
He shook his head half smilingly and then took a seat by the fire, deep in thought.
The squad leader gave the rice to the girl, who had been awakened by their conversation, and sat down by the
blazing wood. A dark frown clouded his features. He had been afraid at first that the guard would find out his
scheme, and then Hsieh’s honest kindliness had made him feel a prick of shame. But now he resented the others
intrusion.
The only one who showed any sign of mirth was the girl. Roused by the sight of food, she forgot her
weariness.
“Aiya! What luck that you were here tonight!” she said gratefully, stirring the rice.
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“It must be awfully cold and hard by now!” remarked the guard with a yawn.
“Then why don’t you go and boil some water for her!” the squad leader suggested.
His tone was full of resentment, but the guard only looked worried. “I’ll go and see if there’s any kindling
left,” he mumbled and hurried off to the kitchen. In a little while he came back with a jug of boiled water and
three earthenware bowls. The girl was overjoyed. And Chen could not help smiling at Hsieh’s naïveté.
“No wonder they all say you’ve got a big heart!” he chuckled.
“Uh-huh, a big heart!” said the guard with embarrassment.
He filled a bowl and handed it to the squad leader. Then, raising his face which looked like a dried persimmon,
he glanced at the whore searchingly. “A good thing they didn’t scratch your face!” he said pensively, pulling out
his long pipe.
“There’s one thing I’d like to know,” she said to them both, stirred by the guard’s words. She stopped digging
into the rice, and started talking as if she would never stop. “Who the devil was that woman anyway? I’ve been to
quite a few places and seen a lot of bad men, and plenty of bitches too, but never one like her! It’s the first tie I’ve
set foot in this place and she accused me of having debauched some man of hers …!”
She leaned forward and gazed almost fiercely at the guard, and tears welled up in her eyes.
The shame and the unfair treatment she had gone through in the daytime flashed back into her mind. As she
was walking along to find an inn, trying to attract as much attention as possible on the way, she had passed a
black-varnished door decorated with dragons and heard a torrent of abuse coming from behind. She stopped
curiously, and turned to find out what was happening. To her amazement, a stout woman came rushing up to her.
She had a black mole on her upper lip and grotesquely frizzled hair, while her fingers were loaded with gold rings.
The girl no sooner opened her mouth than she was slapped in the face, and invectives and abuse were heaped on
her.
“Curse her!” she said smothering a sob. “Does she think she’s the only on =in the world with human parents?”
“You picked the wrong day!” said the guard, blowing out a wisp of smoke from his fleshy nose. “If only you
had come half a month earlier or when the township head were here, nothing would have happened to you. Why,
only a couple of days ago a batch of girls were drive away from here, and now you come—like a flour peddler
caught in a windstorm, see?”
He paused and knocked his pipe on the ground until he had dislodged the charred ashes from the bowl. At the
moment the squad leader suddenly broke into violent laughter.
“But what do you say to this—” Chen pulled a face, “aren’t you always bent on wrecking someone’s
husband?”
“No one is to blame for that but the chap himself!” objected the guard. “Some men don’t choose properly—
just take whatever’s handy. …”
The whore blushed, and to conceal her shame turned to eat again.
From what the guard had just said, she began to realize that they were referring to a particular individual here
who had something to do with her present plight. She did not know that since the township head had ruined his
health through loose living his wife was in the habit of unleashing her rage on every prostitute she chanced to
meet.
She took some more rice and pretended not to be listening. But a moment later, she put the bowl aside
abruptly.
“What do you mean by ‘wrecking someone’s husband’?” she snapped, raising her thin, high-cheekboned face.
“Have I ever been here before? I don’t even know what he looks like! Is he pockmarked? Smooth-skinned?”
“He was only joking!” put in the guard, smiling slightly to see how annoyed she was.
“Ah! Only joking!” repeated the girl. “Think no one else has feelings, and you can crack whatever jokes you
like, eh? Put yourself in my position, and see whether you can stand it!” She gulped again and her voice broke.
“Isn’t it true that all men were born alike? Is there anyone who’d do the accursed things I have to if she had any
choice!”
The squad leader who had been laughing stupidly all this time began to feel quite abashed. “Oh, come!” he
said at last with a wry smile. “You get offended too easily.”
“What does it matter offending someone like me! One who’s born to be trodden underfoot. …”
The end of her chopsticks pointing up, with the back of her hand she wiped off a big tear rolling down her
nose, and fell silent.
A moment later she began to eat again, but after a few mouthfuls she lost her appetite. She merely sipped the
water she had poured into the rice bowl.
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The guard stole a glance at her, then at the squad leader and lit himself another pipe. Chen made no attempt to
break the silence, but managed to keep a nonchalant smirk on his face. Nevertheless his ride was hurt. If he hadn’t
been for him, wouldn’t she still be out there in the cold night under the chilly dew, without food or a warm fire?
Eventually he forgot her wretchedness, but he also forgot his own ambition, and began to feel very sullen.
“See here!” he said as if he had suddenly remembered something. “When you hear the fifth watch sound,
you’ll have to go!”
He glared at her, but was disappointed because she did not take fright.
“Remember, don’t get us into trouble at daybreak!” After a short pause, he went on unconvincingly, “When we
put you back in the stocks, don’t start crying again and think we’ve let you down. It’ll be even worse for you if
there’s any misunderstanding, see?”
“Don’t you worry,” she answered dejectedly. “We know what’s good and what’s bad.”
“Well, if we hadn’t taken pity on you, Hsieh here and I would be sleeping under warm quilts now—a lot more
comfortable. That’s the truth, isn’t it?”
“All right,” put in the guard. “Take a few puffs and go to bed if you’re sleepy.”
The squad leader too the proffered pipe condescendingly, and began to smoke.
His first thought was to have a good smoke and then go to bed, leaving Hsieh to keep watch and do the
unpleasant job that had to be done when the night-watchman struck the fifth watch. But now that all his desire for
the girl had died, his heart felt much lighter. Besides he was used to going without sleep, and his scabs were
itching dreadfully again. So, after a few puffs of smoke, feeling wide awake and quite comfortable, he passed the
pipe over to the girl.
He shot a quick glance at her as he scratched his hand, and appeared completely calm and satisfied.
“You must be over twenty, I suppose?” the guard queried suddenly, having studied her for some time.
“Oh, no!” The girl forced a smile. After blowing out the smoke in her mouth, she told him she was only
eighteen.
“Hmm!” shorted Hsieh, half-suspicious, half astonished.
She knocked the ashes from the pipe with quick, nervous movements. “But it’s true!” she insisted, as if it were
a matter of extreme importance to her. “You can count for yourself. I was burn under the sign of the dragon,
which makes me eighteen this year, doesn’t it? I’ve never been one to lie about my age. What’s there to lie about?
You’re just the age that you are, and that’s that!”
The squad leader who was watching her with his head cocked to one side asked, “How long have you been in
your trade?”
“Two years next spring,” she answered very calmly, then drew a long breath and her fingers moved away from
the cowhide tobacco pouch on her lap. “Honestly, I don’t think there’s anyone in the world who would willingly
do this for a living.” She continued, sulkily: “I don’t care if you laugh at me, but I can tell you that there was a
time when my family could support itself like any other. We had a few mou\fn{1 mou = one sixth of an acre .} of our
own land, and rented several dozen mou. We even had a few pigs to sell every year. Who on earth could have
thought then that I’d ever fall so low?”
She spread out her hands, glancing pleadingly from the guard to the squad leader, and then hung her head.
After a moment’s silence, she straightened herself and filled the pipe.
“Oh, that bastard Diamond!” she cursed. “He’s the one who’s responsible for all we’ve suffered, the son of a
bitch!”
“Who’s Diamond?” The squad leader was curious.
“Why, he’s the lien-pao chief of our place,” she said as she lit a bamboo stick in the fire.
“So they don’t call him township head out there?”
“That’s his son who became township head.”
She got the bamboo stick aflame, but instead of lighting the pipe, went on:
“Maybe he was township head later on when all lien-pao chiefs began to be called township heads. Anyway
his son succeeded him as the township head after he came home from his training course—”
“Ah! That’s just what happened here then!” exclaimed the squad leader as if he had made a great discovery. He
threw a glance at the guard.
“Oh, yes! Now I get it!” The guard also looked as if he had found a solution to a puzzle.
Chen stopped scratching himself and gazed intently at the girl.
“Your parents are still alive, are they?”
“I lost my dad the year before last.”
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“Yes, ‘All crows under the sun are black!’” the guard muttered under his breath, paying no heed to the other
two’s conversation. Then he rose to his feet and went for more firewood, a mocking expression somewhat tinged
with indignation under his face. When he returned, he repeated, “Yes, ‘All crows under the sun are black!’”
As he sat down and began to feed the fire he heard the girl describe her elder brother’s fate.
“Why, where you live, couldn’t you buy his freedom?” he asked with surprise, forgetting the fire.
“We paid twice!” she said ruefully. “But it was no use. They press-ganged him into the army just the same!”
She stretched her aching back and yawned repeatedly in spite of herself, but she did not fail to notice their
concern for her.
“You can imagine what happened after that,” she continued, pausing at almost every word. “With the house
full of kids. My mother’s unable to move, and that sister-in-law of mine was so feeble, she fell ill every time she
went out into the wind. There was practically no one to do the work! At first we thought we could at least work
the few mou that were our own. But we ate a lot more than we grew on the land. Then ma sent me to one of the
Mienyang textile mills, telling me that it was easy to earn money there.”
She began to nod drowsily, but catching sight of her flimsy clothes she sat up with a start. “All crinkled like
salted cabbage!” she moaned. “And she’s kept my bag!”
“She’ll give that bag to you, all right,” the guard said soothingly. “Why don’t you go to sleep now?”
“Aiya! How lucky I was to meet you fellows today.” She gave another yawn.
She tried to smile to show her gratitude, but her head had already dropped upon her knees.
“Please let me sleep a little longer,” she pleaded as if in a dream. And in no time she was snoring.
The two men exchanged a grin and sighed almost simultaneously.
“She may catch cold,” said the guard.
“Not by such a warm fire!” retorted the squad leader impatiently.
He was not annoyed by the guard’s concern for the girl, but what she had said had set him thinking about
himself. His family, too, had paid bribes more than once to keep him from being press-ganged into the army; but
still he had not been able to avoid serving among the township office guards. His father was in a poor state of
health, his mother unable to stand the strain of much work. And now that it was time to sow the wheat, his poor
old man was certainly going to be in a pretty bad fix. …
“I’m afraid I’ll have to ask for leave for a couple of days,” he said to himself. Then he turned and shouted to
the guard, “Heh! How about the two of us having a game?”
“It’s all right with me,” said Hsieh with a sigh after a second’s thought.
They brought over a stool and put the improvised oil lamp on it. the squad leader pulled out a greasy pack of
cards, and they began to play, gradually forgetting everything else—the darkness, the fact that it was midnight, the
fat, red-capped and black-robed statue with its protruding lower lip.
It was only while they were shuffling the cards that they glanced from time to time at the girl, or stirred the
fire, before they lost themselves again in the game.
2
It was an autumn day marked by intermittent wind and rain. As the situation worsened, I was summoned to the
city by my uncle, Ji Xianmo, to stay with him. Indeed, even on the surface, all was not well in the city. Not only
were the iron-shaped helmets apparent everywhere, but so were gangs of bandits and brotherhood members
dressed in civvies.\fn{Members of secret societies, local militia, and bandits were closely associated in the minds of ordinary people at
this time.} As for the local gentry and landlords, those who were the least bit famous, the likes of Golden Calf Mao,
for example, had already skipped town as soon as reports of the Red Army entering the Fu River Basin had been
confirmed. Those who remained were packed and poised for flight, making sure they had teams of porters and
coolies around, sleeping fully clothed, and generally behaving like a bunch of scared rabbits. In short, it was sheer
chaos, as if everyone knew a great change would soon fall upon them, a change that would turn the whole world
upside down.
My uncle, a salaried scholar who taught language in a girls’ school, was considered a decent man. Mostly, he
enjoyed closeting himself in his study, where he indulged in fits of violent sneezing. His household was simple
enough, just my aunt and himself, plus a not-so-young serving-woman whom everybody called Old Woman Wei.
From start to finish, my stay in the city totaled three months, but the much-heralded coming of the Red Army
never did materialize. On the other hand, the different troops who kept saying that when the Red Army showed up
everything—property and wives included—would be communally shared, had certainly caused some
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unforgettable upheavals.
Just take our little circle, for example. My uncle’s hair has turned almost completely white; even his sneezing
has lost its former vigor. My sickly aunt has grown more frail, and the slightest mention of the dishes and bedding
that she lost in the ordeal sets her sniffing and lamenting until she is choked off by her own asthmatic coughing.
As for Old Wei, that poor serving-woman, she eventually lost her mind and took to wandering about the streets all
day, naked from the waist down. The sight of her in this already traumatized city only added to the desolation.
Of course, Old Mother Wei was fine at first. Even on the day I came to the city, she was still her usual self,
cheerful and talkative. In fact, compared to those preoccupied with evacuation, she appeared extremely at ease, as
if all the rumors and fears had nothing to do with her. She had been in my uncle’s employ for ten whole years.
Old Mother Wei was short. Some people called her the “Uppity Pepper,” but in reality her disposition was
most agreeable, to the point of being a little childish. Sure she was garrulous; especially after she had had a few,
she’d set to thinking that someone was out to get her and would lash out, weeping and cursing, at anyone and
anything. Yet she managed to live through all of it, brought up her son single-handed, and, on top of everything
else, found him a wife. Having been widowed early, she had probably seen more hardship than the run of poor
people. She was native to the area and had always lived in that wretched alley beside the city’s west wall. Her
husband had been responsible for patrolling the night watches.
Her daughter-in-law was from a peasant family, used to hard times and hard work. Her son was working as a
porter and made frequent trips to the provincial capital to buy sundry goods for the residents of the city. Now and
then he would make a trip for himself, heaving a load of salt over his shoulder and peddling it along the river, then
returning with medicinal roots for sale. Traveling in these unsettling times was not easy, and her son, Wei the
Elder, ended up having to stay over in Chengdu. With him away and her daughter-in-law having just given birth,
Old Woman Wei talked my aunt into letting her spend her nights at home, the better to keep an eye on the new
mother and baby. To me, however, on my first night in the city, her reason for going home was to make it easier to
run. Later, when I suggested this to her, she broke into delighted laughter.
“Aiiie!” she cried. “What’s there to fear? After all, what little food I have is in my belly, and what few clothes I
have are already on my back.” Then she told me the real reason, adding,
“One has an explosive temper and the other is still wet behind the ears. If anything should go wrong, why,
people will hound me to my grave!”
Obviously pleased with herself, she pursed up her wrinkled lips, then lit that contraption that she called her oil
lamp and headed out to the street, which was bustling with people and horses. I followed and helped my uncle
bolt the main door. The next morning she came especially early, and in the few days that followed, she almost
always arrived in time to prepare breakfast. She worked with more alacrity than before, as if she was taking part
in some sort of game rather than doing chores. At the same time, she grew even more talkative, and almost
without fail, the topic turned to her grandson and her daughter-in-law.
“Young people nowadays are not worth a damn!” she said, scrubbing away energetically at the stove top. “The
little one’s butt is almost pickled in his own pee!”
“Why do you keep on so?” Sometimes my aunt would try to stop her. =
“Why?"” returned the old woman. “You should come and take a look. So damn lazy she won’t lift a finger.
People often say: ‘Man may be down and out, but there’s always water aplenty.’ Washing one more diaper is not
going to break any sacred taboo, is it?”
Occasionally she repeated for us bits of news she had heard outside: Pockmarked Jiang’s daughter-in-law was
ravaged by some soldiers; Third Master Chen was robbed on the stone steps, and so on.
One morning, when even my sickly aunt was up and about, there was still no sign of Old Woman Wei.
Ordinarily, my aunt could have managed to put together a meal, but having stayed up the past few nights, she was
not in good shape. Besides we were supporting five to six laborers in the house, and to feed those fellows one had
to do some real cooking, which she was simply not up to. After a while, everybody became a little impatient. My
uncle finally lost his temper and shouted.
“This is all your doing, giving in to these ungrateful wretches and spoiling them!”
“And all you ever do is yell,” my aunt shouted back. “Why don’t you send someone around to check.”
Naturally, my uncle was not about to go out himself. As for the laborers, half of them knew where Old Mother
Wei lived, but my uncle couldn’t bear to let them show their faces on the street for fear of losing them to army
press gangs or having them lured away by more generous offers from other families. In the end, after another
interval of anxious waiting, I was told to put on a militia armband and go out to take a look.
The army horses usually kept at the front door had been taken outside the city to graze. Horse droppings and
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straw lay strewn about on the street. The lantern hanging from the eaves of the Forever Prosperous Store was still
shining pale and ghostly. Only one of the city gates was open. In one corner a stack of wood had been set ablaze,
and several soldiers had gathered around it enjoying its toasty warmth. Old Woman Wei was nowhere to be seen
and her dilapidated door was padlocked from the outside. I called a couple of times and hammered on the door
with my fists. A good while passed before someone in a bright yellow felt hat poked his head out from next door,
mumbling,
“Go on, hammer away! As if last night’s ruckus wasn’t bad enough.”
It was an old man with one good eye, his face wreathed in big fat wrinkles. After sizing me up carefully, he
blew his nose, rubbed his hands together, and dragged out the following story. The daughter-in-law of Old Woman
Wei had hanged herself at dawn. As for the old lady, she was screaming for justice in front of the yamen\fn{The
office of the county magistrate.} right at this moment, attempting to press charges against those soldiers for gang-raping
a woman barely out of pregnancy. This terrifying bit of news left me clasping the back of my head in shock. I
turned and rushed home.
The distraught serving-woman outside my uncle’s suite was easily recognizable. She looked even smaller than
usual, her face streaked with tears, holding the baby in her arms. Standing at the foot of the steps, encircled by my
uncle, my aunt and the coolies, she presented a pitiful figure as she narrated the whole incident. She sobbed, at
times stamped her feet and cursed. Her coiled-up hair had long since come undone and hung in disarray down her
back. When Old Woman Wei bent her head to pacify the screaming baby, my aunt suddenly pulled a long face and
interjected,
“But you, you should have told them. It has been less than a month since she gave birth.”
“What else could I have said?” wailed the old woman, stung by the unjust accusation. “I told them: ‘She’s not
clean. She just gave birth to a baby.’ I even said: ‘I’ll do it with the lot of you.’”
My aunt gasped. Suddenly realizing that she had said something wrong, the old woman fell silent, but almost
immediately resumed her tearful cursing,
“Bastards … good only for cannon fodder …!”
Then, as if she had lost her memory, she ceased her normal rampage and gave way to tears. Heartbroken, she
wept hard and long. For one brief moment I couldn’t believe that she who was standing before me was the same
strong and vigorous woman I had known. But on thinking of her utterance “I’ll do it with the lot of you,” and of
how she must have felt when she said it, I knew it was real. Equally convincing were her tears of despair. We
watched her in silence, for none of us could find the right words to comfort her. My uncle heaved a deep sigh,
and, his voice choking with emotion, said,
“To think that such a heinous thing could happen! No wonder we are all doomed!”
My uncle was not in favor of her taking her grievance to the magistrate again, but the old woman simply
refused to let matters rest. The soundness of my uncle’s judgment was quickly borne out, for the government
never did accept her written accusation. All they did was to order the headman of the ward to help her procure a
coffin and to lecture her at length about how she must not fabricate such immoral tales to disrupt society. It was
three days before she showed up for work again, after having entrusted her grandson to the care of another family.
However, the old woman did not forget the insult and the injury done to her. Although her back seemed more
stooped than before, and she had developed such a way of squinting at people you’d have thought she was peering
directly into the sun, she had a mouth that could still talk, and could talk as tough as before. Whenever she was on
her break, she would blast away with her curses, beginning with the army and proceeding on to His Excellency
the magistrate. And yet, as abruptly as she had begun, her anger ebbed to be replaced by despondent tears.
“Damned bastards … fit only for the executioner’s ax … How am I going to break the news to them?”
What worried her most was her son and her daughter-in-law’s family; she didn’t quite know how to deal with
them when the time came. Then, one day at noon, my uncle was by himself in the main suite, fuming. His granary
had been confiscated by the provincial government and turned over to a troop of bandits. Some of the coolies
were sunning themselves on the steps. A pockmarked man with a flat chubby face was sucking on his pipe and
spinning a tale. In Zengzichang, a group of soldiers dragged a young girl into a field and took their pleasure with
her. Half a month later, the girl gave birth to three babies. They were only two inches or so long, one was red, one
black, and one white, all born with army caps on their heads …
I listened, fascinated by this strange, vengeful tale made up by country folk. Suddenly, a woman with green
leggings up her shins came through the door, three timid-looking companions following in the shadow of her
broad frame. Old Woman Wei stood up, her hands trailing water. Alarmed by the sight of these people, she
dropped the laundry she was doing.
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“Sister, how are you?” Nervously, Old Woman Wei came out with a greeting. But the other party just strode up,
grabbed her, and started to pull her toward the door, saying loudly,
“Let’s go! We don’t want to quarrel in somebody else’s house.”
“Hey, hold on. Let’s talk things over calmly.” One of the coolies stood up and attempted to play peacemaker.
“There’s nothing to talk about,” said the woman with the green leggings. “Even if you had cooked me like a
chicken and eaten me up, there would have been at least some bones left.”
“Sister! How can you be so unreasonable?” said Old Woman Wei, who was becoming a little angry herself.
“What? You have the gall to call me unreasonable? You bitch!” A resounding slap landed on Old Wei’s cheek,
and soon the two women, arms flailing, were tangled in a heap. Actually, Old Woman Wei hardly retaliated. All
she could do was to shield her head with her elbows. The three companions from the village made only halfhearted attempts to stop the fight. Knowing full well that it would be a thankless task, they never really got
involved. The two women continued their noisy brawling until my uncle chased them out. As soon as they were
out the front door, they went at each other again with blows and profanities, fishwife-style.
By then quite a crowd of idle spectators had gathered, and they followed the min-drama with all the
seriousness of connoisseurs, now and then breaking into applause to show their approval. Later, it was also the
consensus of the crowd that directed the two parties to sit down and talk peace over a cup of tea. I was unable to
squeeze my way into the teahouse and had to stand behind the group, but .I could still hear the women arguing
back and forth. It took them forever to get back to the main issue, though not for lack of trying on the part of Old
Woman Wei, whose explanations were perversely interrupted again and again. She had finally gotten round to
describing the savagery of the soldiers when the woman with the green leggings launched herself at her, wailing,
“Didn’t you bother to tell them? You have a cunt for a mouth or something?”
“What else could I have said?” Old Woman Wei protested indignantly, her eyes bulging with the effort. “I said:
‘She’s not clean.’ I even said: ‘I’ll do it with the lot of you.’”
At that point, raucous laughter erupted. I wheeled around and ran home. Uncle, who was standing at the door,
asked me how the peace talk was progressing. I could only shake my head and went straight to my room. It was
almost dark when the old woman returned, her collar ripped, her forehead crisscrossed with scratches. Without a
single word, and ignoring all our questions, she walked toward the stove, her head bent so low that she looked like
a single shadowy mass.
From that day on, her usual uninhibited swearing was seldom heard again. Now, with her eyes reddening, she
would occasionally mumble.
“The longer you live, the stranger the world becomes. Even my husband never raised his fists against me …”
The only thing that could bring her comfort was her grandson. Any spare time she had, she would go to see
him, but she always came back, looking disconsolate. At times she was moody and silent, and at times as she
trudged along the passageway that led to the kitchen, without warning she would fling out her hands in a resigned
gesture and moan to herself.
“Poor motherless baby!”
Her grandson’s condition seemed to trouble her a great deal. Once she walked straight up to my aunt and said
plaintively,
“He’s down to skin and bones!”
“Then why don’t you get someone else to take care of him?” suggested my aunt.
“In times like this, you think it’s easy? With all this fighting going on?”
Not long afterwards, the young life ended. Old Woman Wei had not enjoyed a moment’s peace the whole time
he was ill. As soon as she finished the cooking, she would rush off. When questioned about his condition, she
would usually shake her head, and her eyes would brim over with tears. It was early one morning that her
grandson died. When the news reached her, it sent her reeling. She straightened up before the stove in a state of
shock, her voice trembling.
“What am I going to do?”
At first, she showed no emotion and spoke as if in a trance. But immediately she was racked by sobs, and like
a woman possessed, her hair dusted with ashes from the stove, she tore away to see her grandson. It was as if she
thought she had the power to snatch him from death. However, Fate was not quite finished with her. The finishing
touch, in the form of a little incident, was waiting for her when she came back that afternoon.
There had always been this woman living across from my uncle—the wife of some company commander. Fat,
heavy body, hair cropped short, she could be often seen sitting in the doorway with her thighs spread wide,
nibbling on melon seeds as she looked out on the world. Whenever she spied Old Woman Wei passing by, she
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always tried to have a little fun at her expense. There was so much malice in this woman. She instructed her
young son to spread open the crotch of his pants and run around Old Woman Wei, crying,
“Hey, I’ll do it with you.”
Usually, Old Woman Wei would simply walk by with her head lowered, fearful that any response would get
her into trouble. But on this particular day, she had reached the end of her endurance.
“You low-down, no-good, short-life son of a bitch!”
Sobbing and cursing, she turned around and went after the boy, who easily eluded her by scurrying up the
steps. At the same time, the protective mother had already hurried over, glaring threateningly at the old woman.
“Who do you think you are? How dare you curse him?”
“Every time I pass by he badmouths me.”
“Badmouths you? How?” Watching the old woman stutter and stammer, the commander’s wife gave an evil
smile and pressed on with her questioning. “Come on, tell me! What kind of bad things does he say about you?”
“You are all doomed to hell. No good will come to you! Go ahead, insult me!”
Old Woman Wei threw all caution to the wind and let herself go, giving vent to her anger and pain.
Immediately, she felt the commander’s wife grab her hair and box her ears hard, once, twice, several times From
that day on, the old serving-woman withdrew into silence. She constantly made mistakes in her work, and as soon
as my aunt scolded her, she would sulk and retreat to a corner where she would sit and weep. My uncle kept
threatening to fire her, but finally her son came to take her away. By this time, calm had returned to the city, since
all the uniformed troops had pulled out to continue their “seek and destroy” mission in other districts.\fn{ A
reference to extermination campaigns conducted by the Kuomintang against the Communists .}
One rainy afternoon, we were all inside clearing up odds and ends, taking stock of what was missing,
unwrapping neat packages, and removing what was needed immediately. Baskets and bundles were scattered all
over the floor, and the main suite was so disorganized and messy it looked like a loading dock. Every now and
then my aunt would heave a sigh, or burst out with an oath as more and more unexpected losses came to light, and
the injustice of it all slowly overwhelmed her. Rummaging through a dust-covered bundle, she kept grumbling,
“I bet it would have been better if the Communists had really come and communized everything.”
“Why are you just standing there?” My uncle was yelling at Old Woman Wei. “Go search inside the walls
again!”
Slightly taken aback by the rebuke, the poor serving-woman started for the door. With her head topped by a
blue kerchief and her face covered with dust, she looked like a beggar. She had just shuffled across the threshold
when once again she stopped dead in her tracks. Her son had appeared at the top of the steps in front of her. We
were all taken by surprise. Immediately all noise and activities stopped. The solid bulk of the porter drew near the
door. His voice, when he spoke, was sullen.
“Come, let’s go!”
Without so much as a glance at anyone, he plucked off his bamboo hat. The old woman threw her apron over
her face and started sobbing.
“Don’t you start in on me,” she said, peevishly. “I’ve had about all that I can take.”
“Me start in on you? What on earth for?” Wei the Elder retorted in a similar tone.
“Wei the Elder,” intervened my aunt, trying to be sympathetic. “What’s past is past. Nobody ever wanted it to
happen. And if you don’t mind my saying so, it hasn’t been exactly an easy time for your mother.”
Wei the Elder just gave a strange sort of chuckle. He soon grew impatient.
“People don’t like to hear about unpleasant things. If you want to weep, do it in your own home. Look at me.
I’m not sad at all. Go get your things, and be quick about it.”
In an oppressive silence, the sobbing old woman went into the room next to the kitchen. We all felt stiff and ill
at ease, as if we were in a Catholic church. Wei the Elder turned his face toward the small courtyard. The rain was
still coming down softly, the sky was low and gray. All of a sudden, my uncle’s face became all contorted, but it
was merely a false alarm and the sneeze never came.
The serving-woman finally reappeared, a bulky bundle under her arm. Without saying good-bye, and without
even a backward glance, she walked out, head bent low, closely followed by Wei the Elder. I wanted to ask
whether they needed something for the rain, but I said nothing, as if I had a lump lodged in my throat. We just
watched the fine drizzle come down and sighed.
Two days later I left my uncle’s house. When I next visited the city during the first lunar month, Old Woman
Wei had been insane for quite some time. One day I ran into her on West Street. Her hair falling about her face,
she had nothing on but a garishly embroidered jacket. The street was almost deserted except for the few women

206

who had been standing at the door watching the world go by. When they saw her approach, they retreated back
across the threshold, disgust written all over their faces.
Swaying and tottering, Old Woman Wei came over, carrying her trousers in one hand, and brandishing a
battered bamboo pole in the other. After advancing ten paces or so, she stopped, and with a dreamy gaze, surveyed
her surroundings. Finally, tap-tapping on the cobblestones, she cried in a long drawn-out voice:
“Hey! I tell you she’s not cleean … I’ll do it with youuu …!”
For a moment I stood stock-still. Then, burying my head low to keep myself from screaming, I fled.
123.114 & 150.84 1. Rumbling In Xu Family Village 2. Rain: Two Short Stories\fn{by Ai Wu (1904-after 1949)}
Fanxien (Xindu) County, Szechwan [or Sichuan] Province, China (M) 12
1
On the streets of Xu Family Village, there were no stalls, no vendors ringing little bells, no people walking
with baskets dangling from their arms, looking to and fro. Only an air of desolation and fear hung over the place.
The door panels of the shops were all firmly shut. The tattered, earth-red New Year’s couplets, medicine
posters, and the sign with a round-faced gentleman contentedly smoking a cigarette stood out more than usual.
A dusty wind blew from the plains, brushed across the horse and camel dung on the street, at times emitting a
coarse, mournful sigh.
Men hid in their homes. With arms folded across their chests, they frowned and paced back and forth. Every
few moments, they fixed an eye to a crack in the door and peered out anxiously, as if trying to see through the
mysterious fog that enveloped the town.
Old women clasped incense sticks in their hands, knelt before the statuette of Guanyin,\fn{ The goddess of mercy.}
and chanted their prayers in nervous, hushed voices. In the past, they had cushioned their knees with thick reed
mats; now these were the least of their concerns. Young women rummaged through baskets, trunks, and
cupboards, looking for their valuables, unaware that their foot bindings had become undone and were dragging
about snakelike on the floor. Watching papa here and grandma there, anxious children timidly tailed them crying
“mama,” as if sensing that they were about to be abandoned.
The clatter of Japanese horse hooves, leather boots, and officers’ swords on the cobblestones passed through
the streets in waves. This symphony of sounds had not been heard in the town for thousands of years. Now each
sound trampled upon the hearts and souls of the people in the houses and spattered the thick black blood inside.
Fearfully the villagers held their breath and silently awaited the first knock on the door. Once they heard the
knock, they would understand that death had come to visit. Yesterday, the head of the village, Master Feng San,
had ordered someone to strike the gong and to announce that the Japanese were there to exterminate bandits. No
one should be frightened. So everyone felt a little easier. But it was difficult for these harmless folks, who really
had never seen a Japanese soldier, not to feel worried, especially after hearing many frightening tales. In the end
all were swept away by a tide of fear.
The clatter of horse hooves, leather boots, and officers’ swords on the cobblestones flowed like a current
through the village toward the Guandi\fn{ The god of war.} Temple. There, in front of the temple, was hoisted a pole
with a white cloth flag. A large red soup dumpling was painted smack at its center. Unfurled against the gray sky,
the flag fluttered noisily in the chilling spring wind.
Slightly across from the Guandi Temple was the Feng residence. In front, a white cloth flag emblazoned with
the red soup dumpling was also hoisted, only it was smaller. Master Feng San stood respectfully beneath the flag
with a small retinue, as if they were awaiting the arrival of distinguished guests. But the nose on the broad, lumpy
face was not very dignified. It was necessary for him to wipe off a handful of snivel every once in a short while.
Very soon, a short military officer followed by four soldiers on horseback trotted toward them. As soon as the
officer dismounted from his sweaty horse, he was greeted by Master Feng San, who vigorously bowed his round
head covered by a brimless hat. He wiped off a handful of snivel, cleared his throat, and said:
“General Yasuzaka, my good sir, you have come just in the nick of time. In one or two days, the bandits in the
mountains will arrive.” He wiped his nose again.
“I humbly represent all the villagers in expressing our deepest gratitude.” After he finished, he feigned another
bow.
Captain Yasuzaka, donning the title of “general,” handed his whip to one of his men and, as was his habit,
smoothed out the thin mustache curled above his lip. He then stuck out his chest and answered curtly in proficient
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Chinese,
“It is my unshirkable responsibility.”
The Feng residence was soon filled with an atmosphere of revelry between China and Japan. Milk squeezed
from the fertile Manchurian soil,\fn{ Before the Japanese began their invasion of China, they had first seized Manchuria and
transformed it into a Japanese protectorate, named “Manchuko.” Ironically, at its head, they had placed the last Manchu Emperor, Pu Yi,
then 28, as Emperor of Manchuko (1934) in order to strengthen the legitimacy of their control; but it was they, and not the Manchu, that
wielded ultimate power in the Manchu homeland } aged sorghum wine, passed through the lips of those happily

socializing.
*
The sound of a gong spreading peace could be heard up and down the street. Wang Laosan, the night
watchman who walked about with an arched back, beat his gong vigorously and called out as loudly as he could.
His wrinkled sallow face appeared both excited and anxious. Because Captain Yasuzaka had given him one yuan,
Wang changed his lazy old ways of tapping the gong.
At the sound of the gong, many shops half opened their doors, and heads with startled looks peered out.
Clutching the incense sticks for the gods, Old Woman Zhang hurried toward the door. Tugging at her son who had
arched his body forward, she asked anxiously:
“Laoer, Laoer. What is Third Brother Wang calling? Eh, ‘'m old. I can’t hear.” Without looking back, her son
merely replied,
“Business as usual, he says that the Japanese soldiers also give—Hey, Proprietor Liu, are you going to open
your wine shop? Prosperous business to you.”
The last phrase was for the chubby face peeking out through the half-opened door across the street. As soon as
the round-faced man heard the greeting, he squeezed his fat body through the door. Wiping his forehead (a habit
whenever he was troubled), he said,
“Eh, it’s hard to say, well, we’ll see. Your cigarette shop, keeping it open? Second Brother Zhang!”
After he spoke, he turned his fat face to look left and right. At this moment, a few people dashed across the
street, as if fearing that if they did not, their backs might be pierced by bullets. Some women and children pressed
their faces against the window lattice and peeked out. A few small hands stuck out through the windows. All in
all, traces of life finally returned to the street.
Old Woman Zhang understood what her son had said. Relieved, she happily chanted the sutra, Amituofu!
Suddenly realizing that she was holding onto the incense sticks that should have been placed in front of the deity,
she scolded herself,
“Aiya, what an old fool … an old fool …”
With the half-burned incense in her hand, she quickly turned around. A seven-year-old boy unexpectedly ran
forward and smashed into the incense. In pain, he let out a startled cry.
“Fuck, what has gotten into you?” The man called Laoer jumped back, frowning as he cursed.
“Aiya. Puppy, where did you burn yourself? Stop crying, stop crying.” Old Woman Zhang patted him with her
six-fingered hand.
“Eh … grandma’s no good … grandma’s no good … the Japanese soldiers are no good … don’t cry, don’t cry.”
“Ma, be your aged self. Be careful what you are saying!”
Laoer rushed back to the door, fearing that someone else might have overheard. Unexpectedly, a man wearing
a black woolen uniform and a cap tilted to the side burst in right under his nose, calling loudly:
“Any cigarettes? Give me two packs of Forts.”
For a moment, the startled Zhang Laoer was dumbfounded. He just hiccuped, stammered, and frowned. This
customer with a local accent was known to all as the village bum. In the first half of the year, he was unable to
pay his bill and was stripped of his clothes by Butcher Cai in the middle of the street. He disappeared afterward.
But that aroused as little attention as when a mangy dog dies. Now, wearing clothes that shocked the common
folk, he unexpectedly reappeared with arrogant airs. This definitely made people look twice.
Laoer instantly understood. He swallowed, affected a smile, and was just about to speak. But someone who
came over from next door interrupted.
“Lao … Laomo?”
Laomo pushed his cap higher, revealing the entire scarred forehead. He made a low chuckling noise out of the
corner of his contorted mouth without saying a word.
“Oh, I was just thinking … cigarettes? They’re on me.”
Laoer promptly took out a pack of cigarettes. Fatty Liu, the proprietor of the wine shop across the street, also
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hurried over, his stomach protruding in front. He grabbed Ma Laomo’s shoulder with his pudgy hand and greeted
him loudly,
“Hey, Brother Ma, I heard that you were working in a Japanese company.”
He was then lost for words, because he had always looked down upon Ma Laomo and would never have called
him “brother.” He just wiped his forehead and continued in a halting voice,
“That’s … great. Oh, you, brother, you’ve struck it rich … great!”
Having finished, he looked him over from head to toe. For three minutes, his eyes were glued to the pair of
glossy black leather shoes. One of those who had crowded around to see the excitement grabbed Ma by the hand
to look at his gold wristwatch and asked,
“This must cost a lot of foreign money. Ah, you have struck it rich.”
Ma Laomo took the pack of cigarettes Zhang Laoer handed to him. After a few puffs, he swept a glance at the
people all around him and gave an arrogant smile, as if to say, “Look, after all, our Laomo has his day, in the past
you …” He then blew a ring of blue smoke into the air and spoke slowly,
“No, I didn’t make a fortune, nor am I rich. This is nothing!” His mouth contorted by a hideous smile, he
continued in a solemn tone,
“Nonetheless … I do get on well with a few Japanese friends.”
On hearing this, the envy on people’s faces glossed over with awe. But Butcher Cai, the short man standing
behind Proprietor Fatty Liu, instantly sank into a mire of regret: a few months before, he should not have
embarrassed the big-bellied thug over a half-catty of meat right in the middle of the street. Gasping silently, he
was about to sneak away. Just then, a hairy chin suddenly emerged over Cai’s shoulder calling,
“Eh, Brother Ma, the Japanese soldiers won’t be reckless, will they?”
Butcher Cai could not get out of the way. He found himself directly in Ma’s sweeping line of vision. Ma
Laomo at that instant appeared much more forgiving than what Butcher Cai had imagined. His gaze rested on him
coldly only for an instant before shifting elsewhere. Squinting his right eye, he dismissed it, saying:
“Humph, reckless? They’re ten times better than Lao Zhang’s soldiers!”\fn{ Either Zhang Zuolin (assassinated in 1928)
or his son and successor Zhang Xueliang, the warlords in control of Manchuria and the Peking region until the Japanese invasion of 1931 .}
Having listened attentively, everyone let out a sigh of relief. Not that they believed his words, but his comment
affirmed their hopes. Ma Laomo took a few drags on his cigarette and blew three rings of blue smoke. Squinting
his right eye once again, he threw a cold sidelong glance at Butcher Cai again and then turned to the others
saying,
“However, Captain Yasuzaka said that in dealing with bad Chinese, don’t expect him to be courteous.”
Butcher Cai shivered, as if a death sentence had been declared. As he was trying to slip away, Ma Laomo
blocked his way, grabbed and shook his shoulder, and said gently,
“Hey, master, I’ve got a good deal for you. Tonight the Japanese want to slaughter a few pigs. As you can see,
I’m not looking for anyone else. I want to take care of an old friend.”
He let go of Cai’s shoulder and blew a puff of smoke in Butcher Cai’s face. He then raised his hand to reveal
the shiny gold wristwatch, took a proud look at it, and announced:
“Oh, I have to go to Fatty Feng San’s residence for dinner.” He squinted his right eye and gestured at the
crowd, saying,
“So long, folks.” Then he straightened his back and strutted noisily in his glossy black leather shoes in the
direction of the Guandi Temple. At the Guandi Temple, soldiers walked about gaily in two’s and three’s, their
bayonets shining behind the black helmets.
The crowd dispersed immediately, slipping behind half-closed doors. But the head with the brimless hat
remained outside and stared with curious apprehension.
“Puppy, do you want to get killed? Hurry, come inside quickly.” Only the hoarse voice of Old Woman Zhang
rose and fell in the momentary silence on the street.
*
Six or seven Japanese soldiers, helmets tilted on their heads, laughed and joked merrily as they walked over.
They stood at the head of a lane, looked down it, exchanged knowing smiles, and then disappeared into the lane,
pushing and tugging one another. Along the lane, women’s pink garments, a snow-white cotton shirt, blue striped
pants were drying on a line. The clothes swayed gently in the cool spring wind.
The pink blossoms of some peach trees fanned out brilliantly above a dirty old limestone wall. A flock of
sparrows was pecking around for food beside the wall. At the sound of leather boots, they skimmed past the
Japanese soldiers and landed noisily on the tree branches.
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The night before, the soldiers had reminisced about the cherry blossoms in their hometowns. They felt a bit
intoxicated by the springtime in this foreign land. Under the eaves of a house, they caught sight of a girl of fifteen
or sixteen. Looking tense, and frightened as a mouse, she was hurriedly taking the laundry off the line. The
soldiers stopped, stared at her, and smiled greedily. A soldier with pustules on his face pulled a roll of paper bills
out of his pocket and deliberately counted them.
“Girl, you want to die out there!”
Her face all contorted, an old woman shouted as she ran to the door. As if she were yanking someone out of the
water, she pulled the girl inside the house and slammed the door shut. A pair of women’s pants fell from under the
girl’s arm on the doorstep.
The Japanese soldiers had not expected this snub. One of them angrily spat a big wad of saliva on the ground.
Stuffing the paper bills back into his pocket, the soldier with the pustules on his face lifted the abandoned pair of
pants with the tip of his bayonet. Catching the angry soldier by surprise, he dropped them on his head. The soldier
cursed and grabbed the pants, ripped them in half, and threw them on the wet ground beside the steps, which was
stained by blue soap-bubbles and a few coral-colored earthworms. Grinning, the other soldier again lifted the
pants with the tip of his bayonet and hung them on a nail on the old woman’s door. He shouted,
“I’ve hung up a Chinese flag for you.”
Everyone broke into raucous laughter. At the noise of the laughter, the door of another house jerked open
halfway, revealing a man’s frightened face. A spirited black dog shot out from between his legs and barked loudly
at the foreign soldiers, who were wild with laughter. The dog’s master shouted at it distraughtly and cursed,
fearing that the animal would get him in trouble.
These soldiers, who had no way of amusing themselves, lifted their boots and began kicking the barking dog as
if it were a soccer ball. Startled by the attacks, the dog snarled and attempted to run away. It unfortunately ran
right into the soldier with a bayonet, who gave one handy stroke. Blood and intestines spilled out as the blade was
yanked from the dog’s stomach. Yelping, the dog disappeared from the lane with his insides dragging and blood
dripping. The dog’s master was so frightened that he slammed the door shut, as if he too had been stabbed in the
stomach.
The sound of boots moved away toward the main street. An assistant in the tailor’s shop stuck his head out the
door, spat in the direction of the soldiers’ backs, and quickly withdrew. He grabbed a piece of thread off his
shoulder, passed it through his mouth and said,
“Humph, those dogs!”
At the blacksmith’s next door, Ah Long—that heavy fellow—swung his hammer more ferociously, as if to let
his anger out on the iron scrap on the anvil.
The wind from outside also seemed to howl with anger. Seeing the bloodstains on the ground and the pants
hanging on the door, people were stricken with fear, sadness, and anger. The spring on the lane a moment ago
seemed to have vanished along with the foreign soldiers.
By the time the brave dog-killers turned down the main street, shops had begun to open one after another. In a
good mood, they wanted to drink and so walked into Fatty Liu’s wine shop.
When he saw these foreign guests entering his shop, Fatty Liu did not know what to do except to nervously
wipe his forehead. Not until he saw them laughing and cajoling like innocent children did he calm down. He
quickly ran to greet them, cleaned the tables and chairs himself, and tried his best to be solicitous. He called back
to his helper,
“Xiaoer, bring some wine quickly. Bring the good kind.:” He then swung around, put on a cheery face, and
respectfully awaited the orders of the foreign guests. The soldier with pustules on his face mockingly ordered in
broken Chinese,
“Go, cut up a plate of Chinese pig for us to eat.”
The soldiers who understood Chinese broke into a loud laughter. Fatty Liu was baffled, but he continued to
force a smile on his face. Another soldier who had a little mustache smacked the acne-faced one on the back and
said,
“Stop your nonsense!” He then turned to Fatty Liu and ordered,
“Hurry and bring us good wine and meat. The more the better!”
The sumptuous Chinese food made these foreign guests eat and drink to a stupor. When they left, the soldiers
politely settled the bill. What they paid was not cash, however, but a round of bullets from a 38-caliber gun
instead.
How would Fatty Liu dare to accept the bullets! Nervously wiping his forehead, he immediately understood
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what this all meant. Restraining his grief, he returned the bullets with both hands with a forced smile on his face,
saying,
“Gentlemen, if you don’t have any money, don’t worry about it. I would not dare to take the bullets.”
If he had said, “Gentlemen, I am honored by your coming; please accept my humble offer of the wine and
meat,” he could have avoided any grief. However, he lacked the necessary eloquence and intelligence to pull it
off. Not only did he lose money, but he was insulted as well. The soldier with a small mustache scolded him with
a stern red face,
“How dare you! We, the soldiers of the imperial house of the Great Japanese Empire, are not freeloaders.”
As he spoke, a few soldiers staggered across the street to the Zhang family shop to buy some cigarettes.
The soldier with the small mustache finally took the bullets from the pleading Fatty Liu as if he were doing
him a favor. Then he strode out of the shop. At this moment, Zhang Laoer in the shop across the street re-enacted
a similar farce.
As soon as the Japanese soldiers were out of sight, Fatty Liu and Zhang Laoer threw a glance at each other
from afar without uttering a word. Abruptly they slammed their doors shut.
The news of these incidents traveled faster than the wind. Instantly, the shopkeepers hurried to close their
doors tightly. The banging noises followed one another like exploding firecrackers. The street, which had just
come alive, was again reduced to a desolate wilderness.
A dusty wind coming off the plains moaned and wailed as it blew over the horse and camel dung.
*
The desolation in Xu Family Village lasted well into the afternoon—an overcast spring afternoon. A gray mist
hung over the peaks of distant mountains. A south wind wailed and howled over the plains and through the
forests. A sorrow never known in ages shrouded the village. Fear ripped the hearts of the villagers, shedding thick
dark blood.
Because Captain Yasuzaka and Master Feng San wanted to revive commercial activities, the households of
Fatty Liu and Zhang Laoer were driven out into the desolate street. The doors of the two shops were each sealed
shut by a notice with a vermilion seal:
The unauthorized closing of this shop has impaired the public order of this town. It is hereby sealed as a warning to all.
Headquarters of the 11th Detachment of the Northeast Army of Great Japan stationed in Xu Family Village.

Clutching an old hen, Old Woman Zhang grabbed Ma Laomo, who had posted the notice.
“Laomo, Laomo, please don’t … don’t bring us harm … remember, I nursed you when you were a child …
Laomo, Laomo, in the name of your mother … oh, my entire family!”
She cried hoarsely, twisting her wrinkled mouth. Ma Laomo pulled his arm away and yelled,
“What do you think you are doing? Tugging at me.”
But his heart softened when the old woman reminded him of his mother, who had died of consumption and in
poverty. He sighed and pointed to a row of foreign soldiers in the middle of the street leaning on their rifles and
said,
“What can I do? It’s their …”
Ma suddenly looked as if he had remembered something important. He quickly raised his wrist and looked at
his shiny gold watch. He pushed aside the old woman who was nagging him and said impatiently:
“Don’t waste my time.”
Fatty Liu handed the baby he had been holding to his wife—a woman who sat on a large bundle at the side of
the street crying uncontrollably. Wiping his forehead, Liu rushed up to Ma Laomo, grabbed his hand, and pleaded,
“Brother Ma, Master Ma. I beg you to be kind … have pity on me.” He raised his chubby hand and pointed,
“Please look!”
Ma Laomo threw a sidelong glance in that direction and saw three chubby-faced children sitting fearfully
beside a sobbing woman holding a baby. He chuckled out of the corner of his mouth and snorted as if to say,
“Your family eats pretty well!”
“Please don’t board up the shop, even if it means paying.”
Fatty Liu did not let go of Ma Laomo’s hand. Only at the mention of money did Ma Laomo stop. Squinting his
right eye, he asked in a low voice,
“How much?” Then feigning sincerity he said,
“We’re old friends. I, Ma Laomo, wouldn’t think of not helping you out.” But what he was thinking to himself
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was,
“Today you come and beg from me. Why didn’t you ever let me have a cup of wine on credit in the past?
Fuck.”
“You set the price. I’ll pay.”
Sensing that he might have a little room to maneuver, Liu finally raised his hand to wipe his forehead. This
time, there was real sweat.
The Japanese soldiers marched away. Without raising his arm, Ma Laomo stuck out three fingers, looked out of
the corner of his eye and said,
“This much.” Fatty Liu stammered,
“Thirty yuan? I’ll borrow it right away.”
Ma Laomo snorted and sneered. Squinting his right eye, he stared at Fatty Liu and said,
“You think you can get off so cheaply?” He paused for a second and then said seriously, “You must
understand, the Japanese are in control!”
More sweat appeared on Fatty Liu’s brow, but he did not wipe it. He asked nervously,
“Eh, eh … how much do you want after all?”
“Three hundred yuan!” Ma said curtly. “It may still not be enough. Perhaps General Yasuzaka will want 400 or
500 yuan …” He drew the last syllable out especially long.
Zhang Laoer had rushed up beside the two men and was about to plead for something. But as soon as he heard
what Ma Laomo said, he was dumbfounded. Ma Laomo knew exactly what he was going to ask. After glancing
over Zhang’s general store and his mother, wife, and child, who were huddling together and crying, he said gently,
“For you, 100 yuan will be just fine.” Seeing that the two men did not continue their pleading, he gestured to
the crowd and noisily followed after the Japanese soldiers in his glossy black leather shoes.
“If one doesn’t burn incense every day, what’s the use of hugging the Buddha’s feet when in need?” Old
Woman Zhang started crying loudly. Zhang Laoer crossed his brows and cursed angrily,
“So a villain gets the upper hand, and … Proprietor Liu, what shall we do?”
Fatty Liu was silent. He sat dejectedly on the street, his head in his hands, motionless. Only his fat cheeks
twitched uncontrollably. The children in the two families suddenly burst into a loud wail. Carrying their
possessions like refugees, the two households finally walked down a lane to the homes of relatives for the night,
crying as if they were in a funeral procession. Fatty Liu’s family went to stay at the blacksmith shop with the big
sign “Zhou Hongxing,” and Zhang Laoer’s family went to Li Jiachang’s tailor shop, which had no sign.
The shops were finally reopened. Round-faced Master Feng San hobbled along with the mustachioed Captain
Yasuzaka to take a look around the town. They exchanged knowing smiles. All was in order in Xu Family Village.
After the inspection, the gong began to signal another announcement. Hunching his back, Wang Laosan
shouted excitedly,
“On the orders of Master Feng San, the village will reward the Japanese soldiers with food and drink this
evening. Those who have chickens send chickens, those who have ducks send ducks, and those who have pigs
send pigs.” When the women heard the news, they pressed their hands to their bosoms and grieved,
“My heavens! … My heavens …!” The men leaped back into their houses and swore loudly,
“Fuck your ancestors for eight generations! Reward!”
*
In a spring night in North China, a deep chill filled the air. Occasionally the helmets of a few foreign soldiers
flashed under the dim lights on the main street. The deserted side streets were immersed in a silent darkness.
Although a few weak rays escaped through the cracks in the doors, they appeared all the more wretched. There
were no moon and no stars. The boundless sky was raven black, reflecting immeasurable sorrow.
Heavy footsteps were heard coming down the lane. Two assistants in Li’s tailor shop put down their needles
and thread and tiptoed to the door. They opened it a crack and slipped out to take a look. Gradually they made out
the form of a man in the darkness. He was not wearing a military uniform. They could already tell that he was not
wearing leather boots. They gathered up their courage to ask,
“Who is it?”
“Fuck your mother.”
The shadow swore loudly. Catching this not altogether unfamiliar roar, several doors swung open. People and
light streamed out, and the man’s angry face became more visible. It turned out to be Butcher Cai. People eagerly
asked:
“Did you make a fortune?”
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“I was just saying, ‘We’re all down on our luck. There’s only one person doing well.’”
“ …”
Butcher Cai did not respond. Everyone figured out that things were not the way they had expected. So
someone said,
“At least you must have eaten your fill. You slaughtered for a whole afternoon.”
“Fuck! Who had the appetite,” Butcher Cai again exploded. “My stomach was bursting with anger!”
At first everyone had been jealous of his good fortune. But now they began to pity him. Several rushed to ask
what had angered him. But he was speechless. It appeared that the sympathetic questions finally caused his pentup feelings of the afternoon to explode. He gave the cobblestones a violent swack with the iron rod he used to kill
pigs and roared:
“Fuck Ma Laomo’s mother! Fuck his ancestors for eight generations!”
Then, fuming, Butcher Cai rushed into his house. His distraught state nonetheless amused the crowd a bit.
Proprietor Zhou of the blacksmith shop stroked the short whiskers on his pointed chin and said with a sigh to
Fatty Liu, who stood there dazed,
“Cousin, it looks like he didn’t benefit at all. Ay, only Fatty Feng San and Ma Laomo would.”
“Those sons of bitches, they’re more despicable than the Japanese.” Fatty Liu cursed and then wiped his
forehead as if it would relieve his own suffering a bit.
“Humph. Drag them here and cut them up into pieces with a pair of scissors,” an assistant of the tailor
interjected excitedly.
“No, put them on the anvil, and hammer them into pulp,” the assistant at the blacksmith’s shop insisted loudly.
An assistant named Ah Longjoined in,
“That’s not tough enough! I say … I say. Take the red-hot iron poker from the furnace and brand their naked
bodies all over.” Old Woman Zhang, who was leaning against the door and listening attentively, burst out
childishly:
“Let everyone take a bite out of them!”
“Ha, ha, ha,” Proprietor Zhou began to laugh, the short whiskers on his pointed chin shaking. “Old mama, are
you going to break your vow?\fn{I.e., not to eat meat; Buddhists are by vow vegetarians .} Ha, ha, ha. Without teeth, how
are you going to take a bite?”
The crowd joined in the mirth. It sounded like a mountain waterfall crashing on pebbles. For a moment, the
desolate lane regained the liveliness of spring.
Suddenly the clatter of leather boots could be heard at the head of the lane. Startled, everyone snuck away to
their houses. The laughter ceased as abruptly as the snapping of a huqin\fn{A normally two-stringed musical
instrument.} string. Doors shut quickly one after another. All the lights were extinguished in an instant.
The marching noise of some dozen leather boots broke through the silent darkness on the lane. There were also
noises of people staggering and stumbling. All the peaceful citizens on the lane held their breath and listened.
Their pounding hearts were strung together by along thread of fear.
Everyone heard the footsteps stop in front of the old washerwoman’s house. Then several boots kicked on the
door. Bang! The door was kicked down. Everyone shivered.
“Help! Help! Hel—“ the old washerwoman cried out in a raspy voice.
“Ma! Ma … ma—” Her crying daughter let out a shrill, trembling scream.
The cries of the two women suddenly stopped. It was as if struggling chickens had had their necks wrung. The
women sank to the ground hysterically and cried,
“Bodhisattva, bodhisattva!” Men shook with rage.
“Ai, the bastards, the bastards!”
Children clung tightly to the adults, too frightened to cry.
*
One minute passed … two minutes passed … half an hour … the door of another house, no two, three houses,
was being pounded … pounded … pounded. Ah, the sounds of fists pounding on doors echoed through the lonely
chills of a spring night.
Ay, again there were the pleading cries of women that were suddenly broken off.
Ah, horror … horror … horror.
A thought suddenly struck Proprietor Zhou of the blacksmith shop. He jumped up calling,
“Laojiu, Ah Long, quickly add two bars across the door. Right, that’s fine.” Turning around, he shouted,
“Xiaoqi’s mother, you and Cousin Liu must hide.” While they secured the door with more bars, Ah Long and
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Laojiu angrily yelled,
“Heck … if we only had guns, if we only had guns …” The two women were scared stiff. Holding a baby each
in their arms, they asked each other,
“My heavens, where shall we hide?” Fatty Liu wiped his forehead as he searched for a place to hide.
Thump, thump, thump … someone suddenly kicked the back door.
Everyone froze with panic.
“Quickly, under the bed, quickly. . . quickly. . . ." Proprietor Zhou's voice trembled, as he pushed his wife
under the bed. The wife of Fatty Liu followed.
“Waaa …” The child hit his head under the bed and started to cry.
“Ah, sweety, don’t cry, don’t cry!”
“Damn. Don’t make a noise.” Proprietor Zhou nervously scolded. He could no longer care if she was a cousin
or not. “Pinch the baby’s mouth shut.”
Then it went silent under the bed.
Thump, thump, thump … Someone was kicking the back door more fiercely, and then lunged at it with his
entire body.
“Curse his mother! Who cares about this fucking life!”
The three fellows, Laojiu, Ah Long, and Fusheng, rushed over. Two held knives and one a club.
“Oh no! Oh no! You’ll ruin me! I can’t afford this!”
Proprietor Zhou ran madly to block their way. Fatty Liu, his belly shaking, tried to hold them back.
The back door suddenly fell in. A short, sturdy man tumbled inside. He shouted repeatedly,
“Save me, save … save …” He was choking with words. When they pulled him off the floor, it was that poor
bastard Butcher Cai! They caught their breath and examined him closely. His shoulder was bleeding profusely.
His collar was dotted with bright red spots.
“What happened?”
“Who tried to kill you?”
“Who did it? Who did it?”
Butcher Cai did not seem to notice his wounds nor hear what they were saying. He just yelled,
“My wife, my … give me a …”
He caught sight of Fusheng's knife, grabbed it, and rushed out. The three assistants of the blacksmith, each
holding a weapon, dashed into the darkness after him. Proprietor Zhou ran to the door and shouted nervously,
“You’ve gone mad … you’ll get into trouble … you—”
“Don’t … quickly … hey!”
Not knowing what he was saying, Fatty Liu hurriedly picked up the door panel. Proprietor Zhou turned around
abruptly and slumped into a chair. His face was ashen, his muscles twitched and his mustache quivered. He
muttered,
“I’m finished … finished …”
Liu placed the door panel on the ground and with his belly shaking, ran with difficulty to Zhou’s aid. At the
same time, he called under the bed,
“Cousin Zhou, Cousin Zhou, come out quickly! (Everyone was panting.) Look! Look!”
The two women, who were nearly frightened to death, crawled out from under the bed, covered with cobwebs
and dust. When Cousin Zhou saw the state her husband was in, she was mad with worry.
“Goddess Guanyin, the most efficacious Goddess Guanyin. Have pity on us …” She then started to wail.
Proprietor Liu’s wife took a look at the baby in her lap: his lips pinched black and blue; he was gasping and his
eyes were rolling. Trembling with panic, she grabbed Fatty Liu and cried,
“Baby’s daddy, baby’s daddy … look, Oh, baby, baby.” She held the child’s face close and sobbed. Fatty Liu
was so nervous that he wiped his forehead uncontrollably, as if by wiping he could produce a trick for the
emergency.
No one had thought to close the back door. The light that shone through attracted a handful of Japanese
soldiers, who stumbled in. The room was instantly filled with the strong stench of alcohol.
*
A drunken Japanese soldier was leaning beside the door of Butcher Cai’s house. Looking up, he hummed the
tune he used to sing under the cherry tree in his hometown. The pistol that protected him was hanging loosely in
his hand.
Butcher Cai eyed his target, clenched his knife firmly, charged forward, and plunged the knife into the soldier’s
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stomach. The man sank to the ground without a struggle as if he were made of rubber. Butcher Cai quickly pulled
out his knife, and instantly finished him off with another skillful cut to the throat. When he rushed into the house,
he saw his son Ah Yang crawling on the floor and crying hysterically. Ah Yang’s mother, who should have been
holding, kissing, and consoling him, was struggling with a short man in uniform who had pressed her onto the
bed. Clenching his teeth and clutching the knife with both hands, Cai mustered all his strength and plunged the
knife through the man’s back. Using the weight of his entire body, he pressed down on the knife, trying to push
the entire handle into the body. The man howled with pain, struggled, and became motionless.
Feeling that the man was dead, ButcherCai straightened his back in order to pull the body off his wife. But it
seemed stuck. He looked closely. Ahh, his wife’s stomach was pierced through by the knife driven into the bed.
Warm blood from the two bodies was gushing onto the bed and dripping from the bed to the floor.
His wife’s mouth was still tightly bound by a white handkerchief. Blood and froth trickled down her cheek.
When he saw her, Butcher Cai felt sick. His arms went limp. Paralyzed, he sank on the bed and began to sob.
“Daddy, daddy … hold …”
Ah Yang had stopped crying. He stretched out both hands and called pitifully. But when he saw that his father
kept sobbing and did not comfort him as he always had, he was confused. At this moment, Laojiu, Fusheng, and
AhLong made their way into the room. Butcher Cai jumped up instinctively. He thought they were Japanese
soldiers, but as soon as he saw who they were, he sat down once again and wept. The three men were struck dumb
by the sight of the bloody scene. Finally, Ah Long rubbed his hands and came up with an idea.
“Brother Cai. She’s dead. Crying won’t bring her back. The Japanese soldiers won’t leave you alone. Leave
quickly.”
“I don’t want to live! 1 don’t want to live!” Butcher Cai shouted, steaming with anger. He appeared to be
bursting with energy. He jumped to his feet and pulled out the knife that was stuck in the two bodies. He gritted
his teeth and said, “I’ll fight to the bitter end,” and started to rush out of the house. Ah Long dropped his knife and
grabbed him.
“You want to die, on your own?”
“Don’t you want your Ah Yang? Hey, call for your daddy, call.” Laojiu picked up the child and held him in
front of his father. The child was still crying, but stretched out both hands to his father. Cai looked at his child,
then looked at his wife lying in a pool of blood. Tears welled up in his eyes. He dropped the bloody knife on the
ground, instinctively picked up his child, and sat down on the white wooden bed. Two warm streams of tears
trickled down his cheeks.
Ah Long rubbed his hands together again and pricked up his ears. The door pounding and the cries for help had
disappeared. Yet near and far the hysterical crying of babies could be heard. Ah Long said to Fusheng,
“We shouldn’t stay here. First let’s hide the bodies of the short devils.\fn{ A derogatory term used by many Chinese to
refer to the Japanese.} Let me see. Yeah, under the bed.”
He helped Laojiu and Fusheng drag in the body of the Japanese soldier who had fallen right outside the door.
They were about to hide the two bodies under the bed when Ah Long stopped and said,
“Wait a minute. Aren’t we foolish!” He then removed the pistols and bullets from the two bodies. As if to scold
himself and the two others, he said,
“What a fool not to take the treasures right in front of your eyes!”
“You’re not afraid? Where can we hide them? The Japanese will …” Laojiu took the revolver and dropped it
on the floor, his eyes wide open with horror.
“Haven’t you been a blacksmith long enough?” Ah Long barked as he picked up the gun.
“Buddy!” Laojiu was startled when he heard Ah Long’s question. “You want to give up our trade?”
“You think you can survive in these times?” Ah Long pointed with his revolver to Cai’s wife lying in the pool
of blood. “Brother, it has all become clear to me tonight. Look at her. Now is not the time to be well-behaved.”
Laojiu suddenly felt despair.
“Where can we go? Then—”
“It doesn’t matter. Anywhere without Japanese soldiers,” Fusheng responded. He had already agreed with Ah
Long’s idea, but only now revealed his feelings.
“There is a place. There is a place. I’ll tell you.” Ah Long handed Fusheng a gun and placed the other securely
in his belt. He thought a moment, rubbed his hands, and said,
“Over there in the mountains.” His voice was extremely low. “I’ll tell you when we get on the road. Hey,
Brother Cai!” He raised his voice again. “Don’t be upset. Hurry, pack a few things together and come with us.”
Stirred by these words, Butcher Cai also felt that escape was the only way out. But he was in a difficult bind
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because he did not know what to do with his child. Should he escape with him? Inconvenient. Should he leave
him behind? He wasn’t that cruel. He could not leave his child, just as he could not leave his wife, who had died
so tragically. He looked wretchedly at Ah Long and said,
“But my child.”
But before he finished his sentence, he heard the short devils calling for their companions. The voices and the
sound of leather boots were approaching the door. Everyone jumped up with a start. Ah Long immediately
grabbed his revolver and loaded it. He ordered Fusheng,
“Quickly.” Laojiu hesitated for a moment and then made up his mind. He spit into his palms twice and again
took hold of his knife—a knife he had hammered out with his own hands in Zhou’s blacksmith shop. Butcher Cai
became resolute. He plopped the child on the bed where the mother was lying, leaped forward, and picked up his
knife from the floor. The knife was still dripping with the blood of his wife and enemy. He ran to the door, gritted
his teeth, and muttered,
“I’ll fight to the bitter end.” It was as if he were reciting some charms in order to conjure up the necessary
strength. The face and body of the abandoned child were immediately smeared with warm, thick blood. He
struggled to get close to his mother, stretching out his bloodied hands and crying,
“Mama, mama … Yangyang … hold.”
Blood pumped quickly through the veins of the four men. The air was so tense it was about to explode. The
sound of leather boots drew closer every second. Finally a drunken short devil rushed into the room. Butcher Cai
kicked him. The drunk staggered a few steps and tumbled over. Butcher Cai leaped forward and whacked him.
With one stroke of the knife, the helmet-covered head was severed from the body in black uniform.
“Splendid! What a pig slaughterer!” Ah Long could not refrain from shouting his praises. He sighed in relief.
Another Japanese came rushing through the door. But as soon as he saw the blood and the corpses, he turned
around and dashed out. Ah Long would never want to miss this chance. As swift as the wind, he chased after him
and shot the man in the back. The soldier fell to the ground in the darkness.
The Japanese soldiers, deeply intoxicated on this spring night in a foreign land, were startled by the gunshots.
They hurriedly buttoned up their uniforms as they rushed out of the houses. Facing the light, the four armed
fellows pounced upon the dark outlines of the fleeing soldiers. The dim streets, steps, and corners soon became
the battleground for the oppressors and the resisters. The families of those who had been abused angrily rushed
out to look for the half-dead short devils. They either clubbed them on the head or added a few stabs in the small
of the back with their kitchen knives. Two assistants from the tailoring shop each carried red-hot irons and pressed
them onto the soldiers’ back.
“Fuck, you burned me.” A person who was bending over in the dark jumped up and shouted.
“It’s one of ours, one of ours. Let go, you devils.”
Those nearby could hear that the men wrestling in the dark were cursing in Chinese. They pulled them apart.
*
In the end, all sixteen short devils were killed in the dark. Ah Long rubbed his hands as he supervised the
distribution of the sixteen guns and rounds of ammunition, all fitted to the belts of good men-tailor’s assistants,
bricklayers, handcart pushers, and horsemen. Ah Long had suddenly assumed the status of elder brother. He spoke
decisively and solemnly.
“Brothers, let’s go to the other side of the mountain. It’ll be too dangerous by daybreak. Let’s be off!”
“No!” Everyone shouted. The families of the abused shouted most fiercely: “We want revenge!”
“We’ll fight to our death against the Japanese soldiers!”
“Yes. Fight to the bitter end!” Butcher Cai shouted angrily, grinding his teeth. He looked for corpses of
Japanese soldiers, which he hacked wantonly.
“Are you out of your mind? There are so few of us. Let’s leave with Brother Ah Long.” Laojiu spoke with a
sharp voice, warning the excited crowd.
“No. We would rather die here.”
“We’ll shoot anyone who wants to escape!” Butcher Cai scolded and gnashed his teeth.
“Right!”
Ah Long rubbed his hands and abruptly pulled out his gun. He shouted,
“All right! Let’s go and round up more supporters. We’ll exterminate the patrol and collect a few more guns.
Everyone, please listen to me.”
At this moment, a Japanese patrol, which had heard the gunshots, marched over. Their leather boots could be
heard entering the lane.
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“Brothers. Get ready! The short devils are coming.” Ah Long shouted and retreated to the steps where he stood
loading the gun. Suddenly someone shouted in the darkness.
“A large troop is coming.” Half the crowd holding cleavers and wooden clubs panicked and ran helter-skelter
into their houses.
“Cowards. Those with guns, load them and lie low.” Ah Long swore. The sound of boots suddenly drew nearer.
“Fire!”
Ping, ping, ping. More than a dozen guns went off. The five members of the patrol entered the line of fire and
slumped , into the darkness. The shooting stopped. Someone shouted,
“They’re dead! We’ve killed them all.”
Those holding clubs and knives again stormed out of their houses and eagerly finished off the dying soldiers.
*
Land mines in the Manchurian plains exploded.
Xu Family Village was rumbling.
Everywhere the angry roar of the oppressed was surging.
The Guandi Temple and the Feng residence were ablaze.
Bright red tongues shot up into the sky, as if to engulf the boundless darkness.
2
“Good daughter, your clothes are drenched! Take them off immediately! Why are you standing there in a
daze?”
Mother was impatient, worried. She couldn’t refrain from helping her daughter peel off her rain-soaked
clothes, half scolding, her heart reaching for the daughter.
“What’s the matter? Aren’t you feeling well?”
“Ma, I’m okay, I feel fine.”
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing snatched her wet clothes and hung them up, then stood before the window, silent, absorbed in
the sound of the rain. Lightning flashed through the black sky; the buildings opposite were revealed starkly for a
moment, then were smothered by darkness. A blast of thunder; windows shivered, stammered; the eaves
surrendered a splattering of rain, which beat the ground. Layers of storm sounds settled upon each other and
reverberated with increasing intensity.
Mother glanced through the window and sighed: “The weather has gone wild—it’s raining harder and harder.”
She turned a happy, thankful look to her daughter. “It’s lucky you ran fast—any slower and you’d have been
soaked through. Quickly, go eat. Aren’t you hungry?”
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing did not answer. She stood entranced, motionless; her eyes would not be coaxed from the
scene outside the window. It was as though something out there had possessed her.
Mother p;ut Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s dinner on the table, looked at her daughter and, somewhat perplexed, asked,
“Kuei-ch’ing, what’s with you today? Did something happen?”
“Ma, nothing’s happened.” Hsu Kuei-ch’ing hurried over and sat on the k’ang.\fn{A note reads: A k’ang is a raised
platform that serves as a bed. It is heated by the flue from the stove running across its length underneath. The Chinese also sit on it by day
to sew, read, eat, etc.} she picked up her bowl and chopsticks, then said ruefully, “Why does it have to rain so much?”

“Why are you concerned about the rain now? No matter how hard it rains you’ve made it home. Go ahead and
eat.”
Yet as she said this, the mother lifted her head to examine the ceiling for evidence of the rain seeping through.
When she heard the rain falling harder still, she too became concerned.
“Ma, don’t you realize that at this very moment there are lots of people who are still walking in the rain?”
Kuei-ch’ing was clearly disturbed. Her thin, curved eyebrows drew together and her small eyes glistened
anxiously. Another terrifying roar of thunder shocked Kuei-ch’ing—she could no longer eat—and unconsciously
she muttered, “Could have been struck by lightning … could that happen?”
“Hurry up and eat. Don’t worry about them, they would find shelter in people’s homes.”
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s face was filled with disappointment. She put down her bowl and mourned: “What homes?
There are no homes on that road.” Even as the words left her lips, she realized she shouldn’t have uttered them.
She ducked her head and began to eat vigorously.
Mother surveyed her quizzically—then, triumphant with insight, she said: “You should have asked Little
Chang here to sit out the storm. Then, when the rain stopped, we’d have let her go.”
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“Ma, Little Chang doesn’t concern me. Today is her day off so she didn’t come to work.” Hsu Kuei-ch’ing
answered with annoyed impatience, then added, “I am worried about those who live in the country.”
“Aiya, why be worried over nothing? There are three hundred and sixty days in a year, it’s got to rain once in a
while.” Mother lectured: “Do a good job on the train and you’ll have nothing to worry about. Sometimes you
really go out of your way—you’re good to everybody. You become concerned about things that you have no need
to be concerned about. Other times you couldn’t care less about people—you loose any sense of propriety—for
instance, when Little Chang visits here and stays a bit to long, you actually become annoyed.”
“Ma, don’t talk about Little Chang anymore. I don’t like her—all she likes to do is play cards; she has no
desire to study at all.” To show how much she disapproved of Little Chang, Hsu Kuei-ch’ing punctuated her
remark with the shaking of chopsticks.
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing was a conductor on a commuter train that circled the city. The steel company operated the
train primarily to transport workers to and from the factory. Many workers lived in villages surrounding the city
and depended on the train. A few of the young workers had taken an interest in Hsu Kuei-ch’ing. The pretty and
slightly aloof way in which she carried herself attracted them. Sometimes they would plan pranks to play on her.
Each day she made her rounds with a ticket puncher in hand, and as she arrived beside the young workers she
would say in a business-like tone, “Ticket-check.” Her admirers would hand her their meal or vegetable coupons,
along with very serious expressions, and act as though there were nothing amiss. Other young men would pretend
to be so deep in slumber that even a clap of thunder could not awaken them. These antics annoyed Hsu Kueich’ing and sometimes she would curse them in her mind, “I wish these devils would go to hell.” But she never let
these words escape her lips.
There was one young worker who was unlike all the others. On boarding the train he would immediately lean
against the train window and, with the utmost concentration, read his book, sometimes pulling out a small
notebook in which he would make calculations with a pencil. The summer sun, in its twilight position, sparkled
through the fields of sorghum, slanting its rays through the train window and across his face, but his eyes did not
once shift their attention from the book. In the winter, the sun would have set by the time the young worker
boarded the train. He would swiftly find a seat near a light. If the light was weak, he would stand up and lean
against the seat, trying to be as close to the light as possible. This young man began to attract Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s
attention. Other young workers read on the train, but none pursued their treading with such unfaltering dedication.
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s father had been a locomotive engineer. When he was afflicted with severe arthritis two
years ago, he was hospitalized and, finally, sent to a convalescent home. Since then, he had received a long-term
disability salary that was, according to regulations, somewhat reduced from his previous salary. Therefore, the
family’s financial situation had become difficult. The daughter was forced to look for work as soon as she
graduated from elementary school, so that she could supplement the family’s income. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing became a
ticket-checker on the train. At the time, she had a good cry about not being able to go on to middle school. On her
way to work in the morning, she sometimes ran into former schoolmates with handsome book-satchels slung from
their shoulders. She saw them striding along willow-lined avenues towards the middle school, their faces, flushed
with excitement, lifted toward the fresh-risen sun. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s eyes would fill with tears on such occasions.
Her ticket-checking job was on three alternating shifts, scheduled according to the needs of the commuting
workers. The first week of the cycle, she would report to work in the morning, the next week in the afternoon, and
the third week she would go to work at midnight. This made it impossible for her to attend evening school
regularly, and she grieved over the lost opportunity, feeling that it was her last chance to learn. She asked the
leadership to transfer her to another job, but they could not find an appropriate job for her within a short time and
told her to be patient.
From the moment she took notice of him, the young worker became a symbol of perseverance for Hsu Kueich’ing. When she noticed the pencil or the book in his hand, she felt a surge of courage within herself. She would
reason: “Don’t I have a lot of spare time myself? Why should I play cards with Little Chang and the others when I
can get books to read?” She was inspired by his example, and her pocket soon bulged with books. In the evening,
as she read beneath a light, she would sometimes become so exhausted that her eyes could not stay open and she
would doze off. But awaking with a start, she would see the youthful, glowing face of the young worker bathed in
sunlight or lamplight, concentrating with characteristic intensity, and she would urge herself to read on, brimming
with self-encouragement. She would tell herself: “He works eight hours a day in the factory, and when he boards
the train he reads without resting. At this very moment, he’s probably checking tickets—that’s not tiring work.”
By telling herself this, she was able to persevere in maintaining a constant study schedule.
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It had been a year since Hsu Kuei-ch’ing noticed the young worker for the first time, but she still didn’t know
his name. There was one thing about him that she was absolutely sure of: the young worker always left the train at
the Willow village Station. Yet several times she was puzzled when he rode past willow village and disembarked,
several minutes later, at the next station, Clear Water. Each time the young worker missed his stop, Hsu Kueich’ing noticed that he was so intent on mathematical calculations that he refused to put away his pencil. She
decided that his village lay somewhere between the two stations. However, one day, by chance, she overheard his
conversation with two other young workers as they left the train at Clear Water: “Little Ch’en, now you must walk
three or four extra li.” And he said, “It doesn’t matter—I had just enough time to finish a math problem.”
Hsu Kuei-chi’ing was certain then that the young worker’s village was closer to the willow village Station. She
pondered about which village it was. Four or five li past Willow Village Station, by a green sorghum field, there
was a village surrounded by willow trees, revealing patches of white wall that could be seen from a distance. In
the winter, the village bared itself and could be seen in detail from the train. Glittering snow blanketed the fields,
threads of naked willow branches patterned the dark gray roof-tiles which appeared to be closer than in summer.
Unconsciously, she imagined it to be a beautiful village. More people boarded and disembark at Clear Water than
at the other stations, and the train stops there longer. From this station two broad roads forge across the fields,
each flanked by rows of young willow trees. One of the roads stretches toward Willow Village.
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing stood in the doorway of the train, gazing into the distance, and fantasized about how it would
feel to walk that road—it became a dream—she could imagine nothing closer to her heart than to be walking
toward Willow village. This fantasy danced through her head for an instant, then disappeared. But ever since then,
she felt sorry for the young man each time she saw him leave the train at Clear Water Station: why did he make
himself walk three or four extra li just to finish a math problem? She questioned his behavior but, at the same
time, admired his determination. At times, when she reached the young man in her ticket-checking routine, she
would feel an urgent desire to say: “Don’t make yourself walk farther than you need to—get off at the willow
village Station.” But since they had never spoken before, she would suppress what she really wanted to say, and
instead just come out with a “Your ticket please.” He never uttered a word, nor did he look at her. He merely
fumbled for his ticket, eyes never straying from the book, and absently held the ticket within her reach. She would
clip the ticket and hand it back to him saying, “Here’s your ticket,” and he might extend his hand to accept it.
Sometimes he was so intent on his reading that he would absent-mindedly leave his arm in the same pose that had
offered the ticket, casually waiting for her to replace the punched ticket between his fingers. He simply did not see
her.
This daily encounter became a source of frustration to Hsu Kuei-ch’ing. How could she turn the process of
transferring a train ticket into a relationship that would accommodate sincere advice? She could not possibly
suggest that he disembark at Willow Village when she was not even in a position to say, “Good day.” Often, after
puzzling over such a small dilemma, she laughed at her own vexation and realized that the source of her anxiety
was mostly her own imagination. With such laughter she dissipated the whirl of thoughts and feelings that
bewildered her, and her encounters with the young worker became no more significant than the scenes that swept
past the train windows: like an apple orchard, or a cottage enveloped in a haze of blossoming trees, images which
flowered past the window panes, then vanished again in the wake of the train. But strangely, the young worker’s
glowing face, and those eyes all intent on a book still appeared to her from the farthest corner of her mind
whenever she had a novel idea. Try as she would, she could not escape the image of that face, nor did she really
want to.
Little Chang fanned the playing cards in her hand and called out, “Little Hsu, come play a round or two.” Hsu
Kuei-ch’ing, without thinking, skipped to the card table. But as she picked up the cards she began to look
introspective and uncomfortable, then quickly she pushed th ecrds away and left the table, pulling a book from her
pocket. Little Chang tried to tease her into playing, but Hsu Kuei-ch’ing would not budge.
Some mornings, she would still pass her old schoolmates with their clever bookbags, but now she would quip
proudly to herself: “Now let’s see who learns the most.” At times like these, she discovered how bright she felt as
a result of her disciplined reading, and she admired the young worker even more.
The burgeoning basic-construction program began to employ many young village women to work in the
factory. Women workers began to ride the beltway train. As she checked tickets on the day-shift, Hsu Kuei-ch’ing
noticed two or three young women sitting with the young worker. They were also reading, and she observed that
they too disembarked at the Willow Village Station. She gradually became aware of a keen anxiety within herself
but did not know the cause of it. sometimes she assuaged her anxiety by telling herself how ridiculous she was to
be bothered by a guy she didn’t even know. She would turn her back and say to herself, “Why worry about
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someone else’s business? They’re not your concern.” But if Hsu Kuei-ch’ing caught sight of the young worker
sitting alone, without the two or three young women workers, she felt a surge of satisfaction. She smiled, without
knowing why.
On the day of the storm, black clouds were gathering in the sky as the train pulled out from the factory station.
Dark swirls engulfed the sun before it dipped into the horizon. Expansive fields clutched the bending, shivering
trees that bordered the irrigation ditches. The sorghum grain outside the train windows was like shimmering
waves on a turbulent sea. Gazing at the swollen sky outside, the workers feared that when it came time to walk
home they would be drenched in a torrent. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing sensed the workers’ tension as she was checking
tickets. At last she came to the young worker and saw that he was spellbound by some diagrams drawn in pencil:
circles, squares, an ellipse, rectangles, all manner of shapes that mad him unaware of the storm threatening
outside the train window. Kuei-ch’ing peeked at the diagrams with great interest, but was unable to decipher what
he was doing, and moved on after checking his ticket. She wondered how the young worker could be so absorbed
that he was unperturbed by the impending storm, but then calmly accepted this behavior as being part of the core
of his nature.
The rain was still waiting to be released when the train reached Willow Village Station. At Clear Water Station
the tempest broke loose. Workers raced from the train to the station seeking shelter. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing caught sight
of the young worker, the last man to leave the train, dashing towards the station. Scolding him, she muttered to
herself, “You deserve the wrath of this storm—why didn’t you get off at Willow village?”
A thick mist swathed the fields and the rain fell more densely. Sky and earth melted into a darkness that
obscured even the row of poplars in front of the train station. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing decided: “It’s just as well that he
found refuge in the Clear Water Station: If he had left the train at Willow Village he’d be on the open road now.”
She no longer worried when she remembered that the summer deluge would spend itself quickly and that in a
short time the young worker would be strolling home.
Clear Water is the largest station: it marks the halfway point on the beltway railroad, and trains moving in
opposite directions meet there. there is a large waiting room with a candy and cigarette shop. By the time the train
reached Clear Water all the home-bound workers had reached their destinations, and people traveling to work
began to board the train. As the train collected workers along the route to the factory, the rain kept on at a manic
pace, dashing raindrops against the train windows. Many workers boarded the train dripping with water; small
puddles formed in the carriage corridors. Each time Hsu Kuei-ch’ing passed a soaked young man, her fear revived
and she thought to herself, “I’m sure that young worker is almost drowned I the rain by now.” She hoped that the
rain would stop but it persisted.
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing’s shift ended when the train arrived at the main station. She rode the trolley home. As the rain
pelted the earth with rernewed force, lightning shattered the sky, and explosions of thunder seemed to penetrate
each crevice of the land. Obsessed with the vision of the young worker huddling within Clear Water station,
trapped by the storm, Hsu Kuei-ch’ing asked herself, “How will he sleep tonight? He may lose his senses and try
to brave the storm to walk home—that would be his end.” This image twisted her heart, tormenting her until, as
she reached home, she felt dazed, as though she had lost her soul.
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing finished her dinner, then repeatedly ran to the window to watch the sky. She saw nothing but
the dark swallowing the earth, until a jagged knife of lightning illuminated the street in eerie detail. Thunder
spilled across the sky. The rain grew sharp. Now Hsu Kuei-ch’ing felt calmer: the storm had become so violent tht
the young worker certainly could not have attempted to walk home. He certainly was not stupid; he was certainly
in the clear Water Station at that moment waiting for the warring elements to subside.
These “certainties” lightened her heart, and she began to envisage the waiting room at Clear Water Station. The
beltway train stops at clear Water to wait for the train from the opposite direction to pass. Hsu Kuei-ch’ing often
had time to run into the station to see what new political posters had appeared on the walls. Consequently, she was
familiar with the layout of the station. She imagined the young worker sitting beside the glass counter, reading in
the light of the shop and occasionally munching on a roll, perhaps stopping to make diagrams with a pencil. Hsu
Kuei-ch’ing began to smile at this vignette—she thought he must be an amusing sight, studying with absolute
concentration as he absent-mindedly chomped on the roll. Swiftly Hsu Kuei-ch’ing pocketed her smile; pulling
out from her drawer volume one of the Middle School literature books, she spread it out on the table and began to
read.
Mother was upset to see her getting ready to sit up late and said, “You’ve been through a lot today, you should
go to bed early tonight.”

220

Hsu Kuei-ch’ing kept reading as she replied, “I must use every spare minute to read—some people even study
in the train station—I would be ashamed to give up now after seeing their example.”
This reply confused Mother, who asked, “Who in the train station are you talking about?”
Hsu Kuei-ch’ing felt her face swelling hot and red, she lowered her head farther into her book. Mother waited
for her to explain herself, but the daughter only continued reading, lost in concentration. Mother decided not to
disturb her, and took out her needlework.
The tempest continued to thunder and howl outside the window.
183.116 Hsiu Hsiu\fn{by Lin Hui-yin aka Phyllis Lin (1904-1955)} Hangzhou, China (F) 5
Because of the political situation, my family had temporarily moved to ——. On the ground floor of the Chang
residence, a Western-style house across the way, lived Hsiu Hsiu. She was eleven that year, and I was thirteen. At
first, we felt awkward with each other, and whenever we met, we would both blush and try to avoid one another.
But we always ended up staring at each other, aware that there was something that drew us together and stopped
us from giving in to the impulse to run. One afternoon, we purposely stood not too far apart in front of the Chang
residence, watching a noisy crowd trading old clothes and shoes for china bowls.
Hsiu Hsiu turned out to be the smarter of us. She pushed her way through the crowd and shyly pointed out a
pair of beautiful little bowls, telling me, as if it was a secret just between us, that she wanted to go home and get a
pair of old shoes to trade for them. I watched excitedly as she went home, happy anticipation rising within me.
Shortly after, with admiration and delight, I observed the comedy of Hsiu Hsiu’s exchange with the vendor and,
finally, I became Hsiu Hsiu’s friend.
That little picture of Hsiu Hsiu still occupies a warm spot in my heart today. After all these years, I can still see
Hsiu Hsiu, her braids done up with lengths of bright red yarn, her bright eyes open wide and her little mouth
pursed, half-running, half-skipping towards me, with one hand behind her back holding a pair of old shoes. The
vendor held a pipe clenched in his teeth as he loomed like a tall dark shadow above his two baskets of china
bowls of every hue, beautiful as clouds. Curious bystanders strained forward to watch.
“Who would want such tiny little kiddie shoes?” The vendor spit his words from the corner of his mouth where
his pipe protruded.
“They’re leather, still new!”
Hsiu Hsiu gazed lovingly at the old leather shoes she held. Each shoe had two buckles and had obviously done
her proud on many occasions. The vendor seemed finally persuaded. He removed his pipe, stuck it in his gray
belt, and took the shoes to look them over. Hsiu Hsiu knew she had to seize her chance and immediately reached
for what she had been hankering for so long—the two little flowered bowls. But the vendor’s hand swooped
forward like an eagle’s claw and snatched back the two little bowls which were as perfect as a dream. Hsiu Hsiu
did not say anything, but when she raised her flushed face, her eyes were moist and glistening with
disappointment.
I heard jeers behind me and felt Hsiu Hsiu’s isolation and the oppressive weight of the insults. Unawares, a
sense of injustice arose within me.
“You can’t bully her just because she is little!” I heard my voice ring with authority beneath the vendor’s
shoulders. “Either trade the shoes for the bowls or give them back to her!” The vendor ignored me and Hsiu Hsiu,
busily doing business with other customers, the shoes still clenched in his hand.
“Trade the bowls with them, Old Li, she’s just a child,” the kindly voice of an elderly onlooker suddenly spoke
from the crowd. Taking advantage of his years, he picked the two little bowls out of the basket again and handed
them to me and Hsiu Hsiu.
“Take the bowls, children, and run along.”
I took a bowl from him in surprise, not knowing what to do. Hsiu Hsiu thrust her friendly face towards me and
tugged at my sleeve. With a cheerful smile, she motioned me to push out of the crowd with her. That old man
perhaps did not realize that what he had put into our hands was more than just two bowls. It was also a new and
beautiful friendship.
From that time on, we became closer by the day. In the mornings, I would accompany Hsiu Hsiu to the shop at
the western end of the street to buy a few things. Actually, Hsiu Hsiu had specific duties. She had to buy
condiments like oil, salt, soy sauce and vinegar which her mother would need for that day’s cooking. When I saw
how confident she was in asking for things in the shop and the ease with which she paid or collected her change, I
secretly admired how capable she was and envied her experience. What surprised me the most, though, was the
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impression her mother made on me. Sallow and thin, her mother was a weak, helpless woman. Since she was
sickly, she also seemed very ill-tempered. She made Hsiu Hsiu do everything for her, yet not a moment went by
that she was not nagging and scolding the child.
At first, I didn’t think Hsiu Hsiu had a father. After a while, I discovered that Hsiu Hsiu’s father was actually a
very wealthy man. His name was Hsü and people called him Master Hsü. Like many fathers of the time, he had
another household somewhere else. Hsiu Hsiu and her mother had been sent to live in two small ground-floor
rooms in the house of his relatives, the Changs, like some forgotten widow and orphan. Hsiu Hsiu told me that she
had been to her father’s house. That was before her new second mother had any children. Her mother made her go
ask her father for some money. Hsiu Hsiu blushed and bowed her head as she told me this, struggling with her
shame, anger and sense of injustice. I did not dare say anything, but Hsiu Hsiu’s unhappiness quickly passed.
Looking up again she told me that at her father’s house they had a wonderful foreign dog, a big one.
“When my father told him to sit, he sat.” There was also a grandfather clock about which Hsiu Hsiu could not
stop thinking:
“It had a door in it.” Her eyes sparkled. “Every hour on the hour, the door opens and a bird pops out to chirp
the hour. It was—it was a gift from my father to my second mother,” Hsiu Hsiu confided.
“I still remember once my father picked me up in his arms,” Hsiu Hsiu said. She often told me about things
that had happened in the past.
“I was still very small, I didn’t understand and fussed to get down. That must have really displeased him.”
Hsiu Hsiu thought regretfully of her misbehaviour and lamented over the little bit of fatherly affection she’d
known and lost. I tried to console her:
“You were too little to know better.”
“But … last time I went to my father’s house, I irritated him again.” Hsiu Hsiu had perhaps agonized over this
incident more than once.
“When I was getting ready to leave that day,” she said, continuing her tale, “my father opened a drawer and
asked my second mother if there wasn’t some little thing that they could give me to play with. When my second
mother didn’t respond, I started to worry that she might not approve, so I said I didn’t want anything. When my
father heard that, he angrily slammed the drawer shut and said, ‘Very well then!’” At this, Hsiu Hsiu's normally
clear voice grew noticeably hoarser.
“As I was trying to explain, my father had already stood up and handed me the money for my mother, and said,
‘You tell her to go to a doctor if she’s sick. I won’t care if she gives herself an overdose.’”
This time, as Hsiu Hsiu told me about her unhappy encounter with her father, she started to sob quietly. We had
been sitting on the threshold of the back garden gate playing and it was not until the sun set and the sky grew dark
that she slowly made her way home, her back slowly disappearing into the darkness of the Chang residence.
*
When the weather grew hot, we often invited Hsiu Hsiu over to our house for soft drinks, lotus root and
watermelon. My mother gave Hsiu Hsiu the old floral cotton shirts which had become too short for me. She
played in our home happily, helping us sort vegetables, make bean jelly and cut up fruit for jam. She came to
listen to our Chinese tutor’s lessons and stories. All this time, her mother would be sitting at her window, fanning
herself with a cattail fan and, every now and then, calling out in her tremulous voice, “Hsiu Hsiu! Hsiu Hsiu!”,
and muttering to herself about how Hsiu Hsiu would not come home, “just like her father. Can’t keep her home.”
One day as it was getting dark, Hsiu Hsiu said she had a stomachache and hurried home. At dinner time, an
elderly maidservant of the Changs came to our kitchen and told us that Hsiu Hsiu had taken very ill. Her mother
wouldn’t call a doctor; all she was capable of was sitting anxiously by Hsiu Hsiu’s bed crying. When my family
heard that, they asked old Nanny Ch’en to go over to take a look at Hsiu Hsiu and take some medicine for her. I
stole along behind Nanny Ch’en. I saw my .little friend, ashen-faced, lying in bed moaning. In the suffocating
summer night and the dim light, the room seemed even more disorderly than usual. Yet, aside from knocking on
the side of the bed with crossed, trembling hands and calling out to Hsiu Hsiu occasionally, the jaundiced, sickly
mother did nothing for the child. Huge mosquitoes bit the child’s arms and legs, while large drops of sweat
gathered at the edge of her brow and ran down along her hair-line. Old Nanny Ch’en bustled around nervously,
patting Hsiu Hsiu’s back and asking her mother for boiled water to prepare the medicine she’d brought. I took the
opportunity to slip over to Hsiu Hsiu’s bedside and call to her. When Hsiu Hsiu heard my voice, she struggled to
open her eyes and gave me a smile. She spoke softly and with difficulty,
“There are mosquito coils over in the corner. Would you mind lighting one?” She was obviously used to her
mother's inadequacy.
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“Her mind is still clear,” said old Nanny Ch’en, relieved, and she went to brew the medicine. But Mrs Hsü
started to grumble at her daughter:
“How often have I told you not to drink other people’s drinks or eat their fruit. Those aren’t for the likes of us
—our systems can’t cope. But you won’t listen to me. Now you’ve brought big trouble upon yourself. How am I
supposed to live if you die?” Between groans, Hsiu Hsiu was still trying to defend herself, whimpering,
“It has nothing to do with that, Ma. I was thirsty this morning and drank a lot of spring water.”
My family sent someone to bring me back home. I remember not being able to sleep well that night, thinking
about Hsiu Hsiu and having all kinds of nightmares.
Hsiu Hsiu was ill for almost a month. To this day, I don’t know what her illness was. They had a couple of
herbal practitioners to see her, and each one brought a lot of folk remedies. Her mother fed her rice porridge every
day. She had no real medical attention, and no nutritious food.
Since Hsiu Hsiu’s mother blamed us for her daughter’s illness, my family dared not send her any food. When
she started to recover, I could only bring children’s magazines and the like when I came to play with her every
day.
After her illness, Hsiu Hsiu lost all the color from her intelligent face. She seemed gentler than ever and she
had an almost unearthly purity, as pretty as a holy child one sees in pictures. She spoke in such a fragile and
charming voice that those who heard it couldn’t help but develop a soft spot for her in their hearts. Whenever I
thought about her, I wondered how God could be so cruel as to torment such a beautiful, sensitive and lovable
child with an environment like that. Although both her parents were living, she was even more lonely and forlorn
than an orphan. Aside from offering her a little bit of childhood friendship and being her playmate for a short
time, I had no way to protect or help this child in her struggle against fate.
Her father had come to see her once when she was ill. He only stayed for a very short time because he couldn’t
stand the pent-up complaints of her mother. He went so far as to lose his temper, chastising them without mercy,
or you might say, roundly humiliating them. He contemptuously left some money and departed, declaring that he
would never come to see them again.
I knew that Hsiu Hsiu had secretly been longing for her father to visit them. But every time, it always ended up
being contrary to her childish expectations. This made her very sad. This time, she could no longer contain
herself. She spoke up boldly and complained to her mother,
“Mama, it was all because you made such a fuss that father got annoyed and left. He will probably never come
back again.”
Actually, Hsiu Hsiu was at the same time blaming her father for the hurt she felt. Once she told me quietly,
“Father is really heartless. Mother might be a little bad-tempered, but she really suffers a lot. She is in poor
health. You know, she’s had six children, but I am the only one left—and I’m a girl. She used to cry in the middle
of the night, mourning her dead children. During the day, she was constantly busy sewing. She looked quite
different then and was also very good-tempered.”
Although Hsiu Hsiu told me, her friend, her feelings and sympathy for her mother, Mrs. Hsü heard only her
complaints. And this gave her an excuse to exaggerate her own suffering, to rail at her daughter and cry.
There came a day when some members of the Chang family found her scolding too excessive and went to
intervene. This made Mrs Hsü even more hysterical. She sat on the floor in uncontrollable anger, gnashing her
teeth and beating her breast, wailing as if she had lost her mind. By the time I came to hear of it and went over to
see them, Hsiu Hsiu’s eyes were red and swollen from crying and she was curled up in a corner of the bed,
whimpering and trembling like a lost child. Out of curiosity, some neighbours came over too. I heard people
discussing them as they left:
“Mr. Hsü had a baby boy last month and a few days ago, they held the banquet to celebrate its first month.
Mrs. Hsü was already so upset she had not eaten properly for days. And when Mr. Hsü came today and scolded
her and Hsiu Hsiu, she became so incensed, she would gladly have killed that other woman. Then, after all that,
Hsiu Hsiu still defends her father and blames her mother. So she goes wild with anger and takes it all out on the
child.”
I heard some other people sympathizing with Hsiu Hsiu. One said,
“It’s a karmic debt. That child, Hsiu Hsiu, must have owed them something from her previous life. Poor little
thing, to suffer so at such a tender age. That illness didn’t kill her, so she probably hasn’t repaid the whole debt
yet.”
*
Hsiu Hsiu’s situation got worse day by day. It really did seem as if she was paying off a karmic debt. Her
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mother’s ill temper rapidly worsened. Although she had not provided effective help during her daughter’s illness,
worrying about the child’s health really did add to Mrs. Hsü’s own frailty and nervousness and she became
extremely irritable. She would rail wildly at Hsiu Hsiu over the smallest things, and several times she beat her for
no reason. The Chang family, unable to stand any more of it, frequently came downstairs to intervene, which led
to many unhappy quarrels and even more trouble and awkwardness for peace-loving Hsiu Hsiu.
I don’t consider myself very superstitious, but others’ comments on Hsiu Hsiu’s karmic debt made a great
impression on me. I kept thinking about it and could not rid myself of the notion of causality and retribution that it
implies. I had read books like Strange Stories from the Leisure Studio and Journey to the West,\fn{A classic Buddhist
tale by a Chinese Buddhist monk } and my childish head was already pumped full of ludicrous fantasies. I took in these
superstitions unwittingly, and they naturally had quite an effect on me. Soon, I even started to tell Hsiu Hsiu
surreptitiously about the power of the Bodhisattva Kuan Yin.\fn{ The Chinese Buddhist Goddess of Mercy } We secretly
copied the picture of Kuan Yin Holding a Willow Twig into our books, and in our back garden, facing west,
frequently performed silly acts of devout worship or burned a few mosquito coils in place of incense. I even
taught Hsiu Hsiu to secretly chant “Amitabha, save us from our suffering, Bodhisattva Kuan Yin”, in her hour of
need, telling her it could protect her against unexpected disasters. Gentle, suggestible Hsiu Hsiu, thin and pallid
after her illness, would close her eyes innocently, her long eyelashes brushing her face beautifully. She would join
her little palms and chant her devout, childish supplications to Bodhisattva Kuan Yin, who was believed to bring
solace to the suffering.
“But, elder sister, what about Jesus?”
One day, she suddenly felt that there was something slightly fishy about the gods she had placed her trust in.
Both of us had attended missionary schools, and the education we received there—like that of many children at
the time—was contradictory to our customs at home.
“That’s right, there’s Jesus too!”
I was also confounded and had no explanation to offer. If the very idea of gods was open to question, then so
was the notion of their mercy or justice. However, a child adrift in a lonely world without her parents’ love needed
a god to turn to. As far as I know, Hsiu Hsiu came to revere both Kuan Yin and Jesus equally.
*
Thus the days gradually passed. The weather began to turn cool. Once again, Hsiu Hsiu was sent on errands to
the nearby shop. Her delicate frame buffeted by the cool breezes of early morning, was no longer as lively as it
had been in the early summer. When she saw people she knew, she would always grow quiet and shy. Aside from
coming over to invite me out, she seldom came to our house to play.
Suddenly one morning, strange, excited voices issued from the ground floor of the Chang residence. Mrs. Hsü
was cursing loudly and angrily through her tears, complaining and wheezing. Interwoven with her shrill voice was
a man’s voice, deep and furious. Something serious had obviously happened. With the prerogative of childhood, I
flew over to look for Hsiu Hsiu. There was a very impressive car in front of the Chang residence, and the door to
Mrs. Hsü’s was open a crack. All the Chang family servants from upstairs-the cook, the household servants and
the nannies-shuffled back and forth along the corridor, listening in on the uproar.
Inside, the place seemed in more disarray than usual. The newly-bought meat was still sitting on its lotus leaf
wrap. A bunch of vegetables as withered as a clump of grass lay discarded on the table, emitting a smell
reminiscent of the kitchen stove or the market-place. There was a stack of bowls and chopsticks, some clean,
some dirty, next to a basin of water. The Beauty brand cigarette calendar that hung on the wall had been knocked
awry.
The strangest thing of all was the cigar smoke, which I had never smelled before in that apartment. Master Hsü
sat on the wooden bed on the east wall of the apartment. He was frowning mightily, his face seethed with anger.
His cigar clenched in his teeth, he was at pains to puff away in seeming unconcern. Mrs. Hsü, restrained in an old
wicker chair by an elderly neighbour lady and a serving woman with little bound feet, was still whimpering
intermittently in a tremulous voice.
As I went inside, Hsiu Hsiu also came into the room, holding the hand of Mrs. Chang from upstairs. She
lowered her head when she saw me, tears welling up as she rubbed the back of her hand over eyes already red and
swollen with crying. The moment Mrs. Hsü saw that someone had come in, she started to wail shrilly. She
complained to Mrs. Chang,
“Third Aunt, just listen to the unreasonable things that our master has to say! All I have left is half a rotten life,
but I still can’t just let them take it from me! I have suffered for twenty years. Are they going to kick me out now?
Have they no conscience? I came to his family when I was seventeen. What haven’t I had to put up with from the
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in-laws?”
Mrs. Chang looked at Master Hsü. Hsiu Hsiu also opened her eyes wide to look at her father. At first, the
master only concentrated on his smoking, in a cruel silence. Then he suddenly stood up, pointed in Hsiu Hsiu’s
face, and upbraided her:
“Listen, I’ll have no more nonsense. The family land deeds must be returned to me, no matter what. It is
ridiculous, absolutely ridiculous, that you should control the family land deeds! Where is the logic in that?”
The couple exchanged a great many angry words. Mrs Hsü accused her husband of abandonment, of
withholding money from her, of forgetting their past feelings for each other, of transferring his affection to
another woman, of no longer caring about her and her child, and of squandering his money on another woman.
The master retorted that his wife had no sense of propriety, and did not know how to please; that since he could
not change her, he could only marry another woman who was agreeable and tender towards him. He absolutely
refused to admit that he had in any way treated Mrs Hsü badly.
Once the issue of the land deed was brought up, both insisted on their views. One said that the deed was her
insurance in old age. The other said that it was a family inheritance and could not be left up to her. They wrangled
on till lunch time, the master becoming more and more belligerent while Mrs. Hsü wheezed and gasped for air,
reduced from ranting and crying to whimpering.
People began to disperse. When my family urged me to go home to eat, Hsiu Hsiu had been sitting silently in a
corner of the room, watching her mutually hostile parents helplessly and listening to the interjections of Mrs.
Chang from upstairs, who spoke rationally and fairly, especially on Hsiu Hsiu’s behalf. Mrs. Chang’s main point
was that, for Hsiu Hsiu’s sake, they should both be less stubborn. She said,
“The child has become very frail since her recent illness.” She also said,
“Mrs. Hsü wants to keep something for the future. When a girl grows up, she has to be married off. You really
have to start preparing for it now.” Then she said,
“I can see that Hsiu Hsiu is a very intelligent child. You should start thinking about sending her to school next
spring if not sooner.” She made a suggestion to Master Hsü:
“As I see it, you should set aside some money each month for Hsiu Hsiu. In this day and age, girls can’t just
stay home doing housework and not go to school.”
The good words of the mediator were sheer provocation in the ears of two petulant people. When Mrs. Hsü
heard them, she said sarcastically,
“Now that he has a son, what does he care about his daughter?” The master retorted,
“Even if I gave her money, I can’t see her stingy mother letting her go to school.” Mrs. Hsü felt even more
wronged at this,
“Am I the one who would not let her go to school? You said there was no need for girls to do much study.”
Whatever the case, both stuck to their views and were only anxious to vent their mutual hatred for each other.
Neither had any intention of finding a reasonable way of resolving their disagreements, and needless to say,
neither had any consideration for Hsiu Hsiu at all. At that moment, I resented Hsiu Hsiu’s parents deeply. How I
wished I could reason with them, pour out all the injustice I saw and wake them up, make them repent. In the end,
I was too young and their situation was too serious.
*
I did not have the power to interfere and dejectedly, I restrained myself. But as I gnashed my teeth in hatred for
them, I turned from time to time to see my little friend sitting there to one side, looking on helplessly, staring
stolidly ahead at nothing.
Suddenly, I had a very strange feeling. I realized that these two people, two very repulsive people in my eyes,
were the parents of meek, peace-loving Hsiu Hsiu. I understood very well that even though Hsiu Hsiu might hate
them a little at that moment, rooted in her gentle heart was an inexplicable but profound love for them.
I went home for lunch saddened, but as soon as I finished, without waiting for the others to leave the table, I
was back at those ground floor rooms. Unexpectedly, it was quiet in front of Hsiu Hsiu’s apartment. Outside, the
wind gusted. Leaves and dirt swirled in the alley.
I softly pushed open the door and went in. I almost let out a cry, I was so startled by the condition of the room.
The things that had been on the shelves above the desk had all been dashed to pieces and lay strewn about on the
floor. The master and Mrs. Hsü were obviously not. there. There was no sobbing, no gasping, no scolding voices
to be heard.
There was Hsiu Hsiu looking pale, hugging to herself her shattered hopes and boundless sadness, sitting next
to the elderly serving woman. The stink of cigar smoke still lingered over this wretched, yet comical scene.
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“Hsiu Hsiu, what happened?” The rims of Hsiu Hsiu's eyes went red, and she tried to elear her constricted
throat.
“My mother would not hand over the—the deed. My father got angry and started to throw things around.
Finally, they almost came to blows, but the auntie from next door stopped them. My father left in a huff; mother
was helped upstairs to third aunt’s.”
The elderly serving woman took a broom and began to sweep up the broken things. Suddenly, in the pile of
rubbish, I spotted some shards of flowered china. I hurriedly pulled Hsiu Hsiu over and we bent down to examine
them.
“Hsiu Hsiu!” I cried out, “Aren’t those your two little china bowls? Your father broke them too?”
Hsiu Hsiu nodded tearfully without answering. The two baskets of cloud-like floral china bowls and the early
summer scene once again drifted across my mind. I squeezed Hsiu Hsiu’s hand and fell silent myself. Outside the
autumn wind rattled the broken shutters. We watched the serving woman with her little feet sweeping the
beautiful remains, along with pieces of broken teapot, other cheap bowls, stale tea leaves and leftover food, into
an old wicker dustpan where everything became buried in dust and dirt.
Our childs’ minds were bewildered by the trials and tribulations of this world—that year, Hsiu Hsiu was
eleven, and I was thirteen.
*
That winter, Hsiu Hsiu;’s bewilderment finally ended early on the morning of the first snow.
A thin layer of ice covered the river behind the Chang residence. At noon, the sun cast a pale glow upon it
through layers of mist. No longer would Hsiu Hsiu have to brace herself against the frigid wind to walk down this
road. Without realizing it, she left her bewilderment behind in my heart, and to this day, I can see her wafting back
and forth between the Chang residence and the little shop.
181.84 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Law Shee Low (1904-after 1982)} China (F) 4
Before the bandits came, the living conditgions were not too bad. If you had money, you could stay home and
take it easy. If you were poor, you could still farm or hire yourself out as a farmer. Life was very simple. We had a
bit of money because my grandfather owned land. We had three generations living under the same roof and we all
got along fine, including my sisters-in-law.
Then when I was 12 years old, the bandits came and took everything.\fn{ The Republicans overthrew the Manchu
Empire; but they inherited a country which rapidly fell apart into sections dominated by warlords and their private armies. No central
government effectively controlled the entire country (exclusive of Tibet) until the Communists finally overcame the last resistance to their
rule in 1949. For a while, the legitimate government of China was no more effective at internal rule than any of the feuding warlords; and
because of this, banditry and lawlessness in general were the order of the day } They destroyed our farmland and property and

we became poor. There was no calling for doctors, so my father went to the city to be a teacher. But he had a hard
time collecting tuition; the students were so poor. Sometimes they would pay him with clothes, sometimes ten
gan\fn{Catties} of sweet potatoes or ten gan of preserved olives.\fn{1 gan = 1⅓ lbs} Every other day my sister and I
would carry our baskets over to help him lug it all back. After two years of almost no pay, he returned to the
village and became a doctor again.
We had many mui tsai before, at one time at least three. We had slowly married them off one by one. When we
became poor we couldn’t afford to buy new ones. There was no more money for my sister and me to continue
with school, so we stayed home and learned to cook and take care of the house.
We were very capable and we learned fast. We did all the water carrying and washing. Every morning we had
to draw water from the well for cooking, for tea, and for washing. My grandmother, mother, and an aunt all had
bound feet, and it was difficult for them to get around. When they got up in the morning I had to go fetch the
water for them to wash up and carry the night soil buckets out. Every day I swept the floor, washed the dishes,
chopped wood, and tended the garden.
We also had to wash the floor whenever it rained because the brick floors would get so dirty. I would help
grandmother with the cooking, and until I became older I was the one who went to the village marketplace every
day to shop.\fn{It was all right for Law to go to the marketplace and shop as a girl, but once she became a woman Chinese custom
dictated that she not mix with men in public places }
My brothers never helped us. They continued going to school. It was work for girls to do.
*
My parents decided to marry me off to a gam saan haak from the next village. We were poor and there was no
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other way. If we had money, I’m sure my mother would have kept me home instead. We had no food to go with
rice, not even soy sauce or black bean paste. Some of our neighbors even had to go begging or sell their
daughters, times were so bad. So my parents thought I would have a better future in Gold Mountain.
My husband was thirty-four years old to my eighteen years. His father died when he was seven. He had an
uncle who sponsored him to America as his paper son when he was sixteen. There, he sewed in order to pay back
the debt. He said he was a salesman in a clothing store. My grandmother didn’t like him, but the matchmaker was
able to convince my grandfather.
It was a blind marriage. I didn’t even have the nerve to look at him when he came over to our house for a visit.
Oh, we were so stupid then!
My husband was a Christian in America, so we had a Christian ceremony. He got an American minister to
perform the ceremony. I wore the traditional Chinese tunic and skirt set but had an American-style veil and carried
a bouquet of flowers. My parents didn’t object, since China was starting to become more modern.
After the wedding we lived in this big house in Shekki\fn{ The county-seat of Chungshan (Zongshan) County in
Guangdong Province} that was rented from another Low person for eight dollars a month. There was his sister—the
one who had a nervous breakdown because her husband in America had left her childless and never bothered to
send money home—her mother-in-law, and some mui tsai. They gave us part of the house to live in until we left
for America nine months after we got married.
*
I came as the wife of a U.S. citizen. My husband didn’t have to stay at Angel Island [but I did]. Unfortunately,
he forgot to give me some papers and so they wouldn’t let me off the ship. All the other Chinese passengers got
off, then the Japanese women. There was this young kid, a son of a friend of mine, who didn’t have his papers
either. The two of us had to wait almost half a day, standing throughout because there were no chairs.
Fortunately, we arrived during the daytime and it was nice weather. But we were beginning to worry that they
would not take us to Angel Island. The kid was only nine years old and skinny. He began to cry. I was young then
and able to endure it.
[Upon arrival] we didn’t have to take a full physical examination, just give a stool sample. They gave us each a
basin, and fortunately I was able to eliminate and passed. Those found with hookworm had to go to the hospital.
Liver fluke was considered incurable.\fn{ In 1903, immigrants arriving with trachoma were deported; those with hookworm in
1910; and those with liver flukes in 1917. Parasitic diseases were considered to be dangerously contagious to the general population }
There was a young bride who had it and was deported. After that, we were told to leave our luggage in the storage
shed by the pier and just take what we needed. We would be allowed to retrieve things later. I put some clothes in
a bag and took some bedding—a comforter, blanket, and two pillows—that my husband had given me.
The kid was to stay in our\fn{The women’s} barracks,\fn{The usual policy with boys under the age of 12} but his father
hadn’t given him anything to take except a big towel for washing. So he helped me lug the bag and bedding up the
stairs into this big room. There were about six or seven women and four double-decked bunk beds, all with
springs but no bed- ding.\fn{The interviewer here notes that most other women she interviewed for the book Island recalled that
there were between 30 and 50 women in the barracks at any one time } I took the top bunk and gave one of the pillows and the
blanket to the kid. Later when I left, he returned my things to me. I often wonder what happened to him.
It was like being in prison. Every morning we would all get up at 6 A.M. and they would let us out for meals
and then lock us up again when we came back. The food was terrible! We always ate after the men were done.
The bean sprouts were cooked so badly you wanted to throw up when you saw it. There was rice but it was cold. I
just took a few spoonfuls and left. Same food all the time, either bean sprouts or cabbage.
We began craving salted fish and chicken. We wanted preserved bean paste. The food was steamed to death; it
smelled bad and tasted bad. The vegetables were old and the fatty beef was of poor quality. They must have
thought we were pigs. Whenever my husband sent me food—dim sum,\fn{Chinese dumplings and pastries}
cantaloupes, Chinese sausages—I would share it with everyone. The old white lady we called Ma delivered it.
They would call out my name and search it for any hidden coaching notes.
The kid’s father never sent him anything good to eat. That was sad because he didn’t like the food. He stuck
with me, since he was alone and he knew me.
There was nothing much to do. Ma was a good person, brought us knitting things, but we didn’t know
how.\fn{To knit} She was willing to teach us, but we weren’t in the mood.
Once a week she would take us for a walk up the hill. I never went. Mostly, we just sat there and waited out the
days, staring out the windows. We hardly even chatted. No arguments, no jokes. Everyone was just worried about
not being able to land.
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There were two women who had been there for over three months. They didn’t cry, didn’t seem to care. They
even sang sometimes and joked with the cleaning man. Whenever Ma offered to take us out for walks, just the
two would go. They were friends and appeared very happy and carefree. The younger woman was very nice and
helped us dress our hair. They had little going for them, but they managed to struggle on. Later, when they told us
that people had hung themselves in the bathroom, we were afraid to go to the bathroom alone; even when we went
to bathe, we made sure we had company.
One woman who was in her fifties was questioned all day and then later deported, which scared all of us. She
told us they asked her about [life in China:] the chickens and the neighbors, and the direction the house faced.
How would I know all that? I was scared. Later, when I went for the interrogation, they told me to drink a few
mouthfuls of cold water to stop the fear, so that’s what I did.
There was an inspector, a Chinese interpreter who was very nice, and a white girl taking notes. The white
inspector asked when did I marry, what is my surname, my age, and that was about it.\fn{ Actually, according to her
interrogation transcript, she was asked a total of 51 questions } When the interpreter asked me whether I had visited my
husband’s ancestral home during the wedding I said no because I was afraid he was going to ask me which
direction the house faced like the woman told me and I wouldn’t know. Evidently, my husband had said yes. So
when they asked me again\fn{ This time in the presence of her husband } and I said no again, my husband said,
“Choi!\fn{For fortune’s sake} You went; why don’t you say so?” The immigration officer hit the table with his
hand\fn{In objection} and scared me to death. So I quickly said,
“Oh, I forgot. I did pass by\fn{In the wedding sedan chair} but I didn’t go in.”
So they let me land. But when they led me back to the barracks I thought I would be deported, so I cried. Later,
they called me to get ready to leave on the four o’clock boat for San Francisco. So I quickly changed my clothes
and the others happily helped me pack.
Only the kid was sad to see me go. I just hope the other ladies took care of him.
*
When we got here, lots of people had no work. We were so poor we just had pickled vegetables for dinner. We
rented a room on Stockton Street for eleven dollars a month. We did everything in that one room: sleep, eat, and
sit. We had a small three-ring burner for cooking.
There was no ice box, and my husband had to shop for every meal. We did not use canned goods and things
like that. We ate only Chinese food.
There was no hot water, and we would all hand wash our clothes. We used to dry them on the roof or in the
hallways.
That’s what happens when you are poor. It was the same for all my neighbors. We were all poor together.
My husband worked as a cook in a restaurant twelve hours a day for $60 a month. It was a restaurant run by a
Low in Chinatown that catered to Blacks. There were fights all the time, frightening and brutal. Sometimes they
couldn’t pay for their meals. It only cost ten or fifteen cents a meal, they told me, but people were poor.
His earnings barely covered the rent and food. I had to learn how to sew, so my husband bought me an oldfashioned sewing machine and when he got off work from the restaurant he would teach me how to sew.
The building we lived in was filled with Lung Do people, about six or seven households.\fn{ Law Shee Low is
from the Lung Do district of Chungshan County. Immigrants fromthat district dominated the sewing trade in San Francisco } Many
people in our building sewed, men included.
At first someone from the Low clan brought me things to sew a dozen at a time, then every day by the dozen.
Someone else showed me how to do the seams and how to gather. This one teacher I had—a Mr. Wong from a
neighboring village—specialized in baby clothes with beautiful decorations, embroidered pockets and all. He
taught me well and I made over two dozen pieces a day. The pay was over a dollar a dozen.
I did that for ten years or so. It wasn’t a lot, but it helped to cover some of the food and rent. I just gave it all to
my husband, since he did the shopping.
Usually he bought enough for one meal—pork, vegetables, fish, and that was all. Whatever he brought home, I
cooked. Later, I would ask him to buy a chicken to make soup. Sometimes we would pay to have men deliver the
groceries to us. You just called and they delivered. That way with children at home you didn’t have to go out and
waste time shopping. They would deliver pork and vegetables, and then you could cook a simple meal like pork
hash and vegetables. In those days, we had only two meals a day. My husband might help make the rice, but I
always did the cooking.
I had a total of eleven childfren—seven daughters and one son survived. They were all born at home. Who had
money for the hospital? Sometimes one of the neighbors would help me. If not, I managed myself. That’s the way
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it was.
Many [of my neighbors] had ten or more children.\fn{ Was it because women then didn’t know about birth control? she was
asked} We didn’t know. We would be pregnant every year without realizing it. Even if we didn’t want it, we didn’t
have money to go see the doctor. The midwife wanted us to have more babies. She was having a hard time
because no one could afford to pay her. She charged $25 a baby.
I lost two sons.\fn{In childbirth} Another died when he was three. We didn’t have any money and he had a bad
cough. Their father sent him to the public hospital and he got worse. The doctors were no good. He kept losing
weight, so we brought him back to Chinese Hospital. He died soon after. He was a good boy. I cried for years; it
was so tragic.
Fortunately, he liked kids. Other men would beat their children and kick them out of the house. He wasn’t like
that. He never changed their diapers or carried them, but he bought food for the kids. There was a woman who
had eleven kids. On the sly she bought a barbecued duck and fed it to the kids, afraid that if the husband found out
he would beat her to death. She told us.
Other men would scold their wives for having girls. One woman who had four children told me her husband
would drag her out of bed and beat her because she didn’t want to have any more children. We heard all kinds of
sad stories like that, but my husband never picked on me like that. He wasn’t a bad person and he did care about
me. Sometimes he would help me hang out the wash. When he was afraid I wasn't eating, he would tell me to eat
more. He was just a bit stubborn.
When he was first unemployed\fn{ During the Depression} he went and played Chinese dominoes one night. When
he came back in the early morning I said to him, when he presented me with a chicken,
“I don’t want to eat your chicken; I don’t like you to gamble.”
So he stopped gambling and spent more time sewing. But he continued going out every day, right after he ate.
We didn’t talk much. We didn’t argue. Good or bad, we just struggled on as long as we had work to do. There
was no time to feel imprisoned, there was so much to do. We worked like crazy. We had to cook, wash the clothes
and diapers by hand, the floors, and sew whenever we had a chance to sit still.
Who had time to go out? I sent all the kids to the Baptist church on Sunday, but with so much to do I had no
energy to go myself. There was a nice missionary lady who tried to teach me English when I first came to San
Francisco. But after I became busy with my baby, I told her not to come any more. There was no time to attend
[the family association] banquets, get involved with any women’s group, or even help with the war effort. I
wanted to help, but we were barely able to keep ourselves alive. And with one baby after another, there was no
time for things like that.
When I first went out to sew I put my daughter, who was a few months old, in a basket. But after a few weeks
of that I came back to sewing at home. It was much easier. At home I could work and take care of the children.
There were jobs for women in the cannery and fruit orchards, but I couldn’t do that because of the kids.
Besides, it wasn’t proper. Nice Chinese ladies always stayed home and took care of the housework, children,
and husband. It was a pity, but that’s the way life was for us ladies then.
It was the same for all my neighbors. We were all good, obedient, and diligent wives. All sewed; all had six or
seven children. We did not go out and waste our husbands’ money. Besides, we were so dead poor, who had the
money to go shopping for new clothes? Every now and then, he would buy me some material and I would make
clothes for myself and the kids. As for shoes, since I didn’t go out, one pair of shoes would last me ten years. I just
tried to send money home whenever there was money to spare.
I heard there was a building known as the Empress Building in Chinatown, where the wives beat the husbands
if they were unemployed or did something wrong. But it wasn’t so in our building. We were all good women—
stayed home and sewed, had the delivery man bring the groceries so we never had to go out. Once in a while a
widow in our building would take us out to visit friends in the evening when there was no sewing to do. Three or
four times a year she would take us shopping. On New Year’s eve she would take us out to buy flowers. Later,
when the children were older, I would take them to go see Chinese movies every Saturday.
*
Those were very poor and tough years for us.\fn{ She is speaking of the 1930s} When my uncle who became
penniless died and we were all asked to help with the funeral expenses, we could only afford to give a few dimes.
We were so poor, we wanted to die. My husband had taken our savings and opened a restaurant in Oakland with a
friend. He took my sewing money and lost it all.
Then he went to Suisun to pick fruit. When there was no more work, he had to go to Vallejo. [He] just made
$40 a month at this restaurant; he gave me $20 and kept $20 for himself. I sewed at home and made another $30
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or $40. So we struggled on.
Then business got slow at the restaurant and he quit and came back. We got two machines and we both sewed
at home. He would help with the easier pieces and I would do the harder ones. Then things got worse and we had
to use up our savings. When we had no money for rent, they tried to evict us. We convinced them to give us some
time.
Joe Shoong was giving out rice, so my husband went and carried back a fifty-pound sack.\fn{ The owner of the
National Dollar Stores sewing factory and chain of retail stores, Joe Shoong was the wealthiest Chinese American at that time. He was also
Law Shee Low’s clansman and landlord } Food was cheap then. A dime or two would buy you some sung.\fn{Vegetable or
meat dishes to go with the rice}

Things got better when Roosevelt became president. [The children’s] father got in line for milk and relief funds
that the government passed out.\fn{ To the unemployed} He also enrolled two of the kids in the nursery school at the
Chinese YWCA. Two white women took care of them for a few hours every day, gave them breakfast and naps.
*
I sewed at home until my youngest daughter was five. By that time they didn’t allow us to sew at home
anymore. So I sewed in the factories for another twenty, thirty years, until I was sixty-five and able to retire.
Sewing was better than picking shrimp; it was cleaner. There were many different patterns, but once you learned
the pattern, it was easy.
I would stop work to go shop at twelve. Then after I prepared the food, I would go back and sew. I always
came home at five to cook dinner. At six we had dinner. Then I usually brought home some odds and ends to
finish.
At one point I also baby-sat one of my granddaughters for a few hours. I would take her to the factory while I
worked. Then I would take her shopping at twelve. Then when I went home to prepare the food she had her milk
and napped. After my daughter came to pick her up I would go back to the factory and sew. Between the children
and sewing, I never had a free moment. Thank heaven I had good health and was able to go on like that for years.
Fortunately, all the children came out well. They never gave me any trouble. I never had to scold them. They
went to school, came home and ate, then went to bed.
They even took care of their own weddings. We didn’t have any money to help them. But they understood my
situation and have always been good to me. My oldest daughter was sick for a long time, and my husband had a
heart condition for quite a few years before he died. My sewing money barely covered the rent.
Fortunately, they\fn{Her children} all helped pay for the food. I thank heaven for getting us through those hard
years. Now they always remember my birthday. They chip in for my rent, the electricity, insurance, everything;
and they give me spending money.
For the last ten years I’ve been able to send money home to China. They asked me who I wanted to live with,
but I decided living here by myself was more convenient. They are worth all the struggles.
292.118 Excerpt from The Sun Shines Over The Sanggan River\fn{by Ding Ling (1904-1986)} Lingli, Hunan
Province, China (F) 11
1
The heat was sweltering
Although it was only about four miles from their starting point, Bali Bridge, to the river Yang, White Nose’s
chest and flanks were soaked with sweat. However, she was Hutai’s best mule, and pulled well, though the cart
track was so muddy. The sun hanging in the west was hidden by a clump of roadside willows, but the heat was
still intense, and the muddy water spattered into the cart from the wheels felt warm against bare legs. At last
leaving the flooded road, the cart came to a dry place. Only then did Old Gu, who had been urging on White Nose
continuously, relax. Sitting up straight, he reached for the tobacco pouch behind him.
“What a downpour there must have been, Dad! Look at the state this road is in, like a muddy stream!”
Da, his elder daughter with her son on her knee, was sitting to the right of the old man, a little further back.
She wore a new cotton gown with blue flowers on a white ground. Her hair had been cut and hung straight down
at the back, combed up high in front. She was looking about her cheerfully, for to be going home with her father
was a piece of rare good fortune.
“The river’s in flood, you sit still!”
The old fellow beat a rat-tat-tat with his pipe. It was proving a difficult journey.
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When they started across the river, the two cart wheels were practically submerged, and all that could be seen
of White Nose was her big spine which seemed to be writing through the water. Old Gu’s daughter held her child
more tightly and gripped the side of the cart, while water from behind spattered forward. The old man flicked his
whip, calling out encouragement to the mule as the cart rocked from side to side. The stretch of water in front of
the cart, lit up by the sun, dazzled the eyes so that the old man could not see clearly, and sweat poured down his
wrinkled face. The cart bogged down, then was extricated again, rocked violently, then righted itself again, till at
last White Nose emerged from the river, and slowly planted her four hooves in shallow water. On the river’s south
bank, the cart once more reached the road and a gust of wind rose, delightfully cool!
As on the north bank of the river, rice was growing here in great profusion. Millet was thick and tall, the neight
of a man’s shoulder. Kaoliang screened almost everything else, its leaves as wide as maize leaves. The soil was
moist and black, and a rich odor emanated from the thick growth. Then there came vegetable gardens encircled by
irrigation ditches, the land neatly divided into patches of dark and light green. Each time Old Gu passed this way
he felt an inexpressible longing to own such a fine piece of land. He could never have enough land, and he could
not resist saying to his daughter:
“In the section north of the river the land round Bali Bridge where you live is the best. The water has to be
changed every other night, and you have to keep at it all the time. … my father-in-law says the orchard land in our
village is good. I hear this is a bumper year.”
Thinking of the orchard trees at her old home, laden with bright red fruit, Da recalled how she and her family
used to burn piles of weeds in the orchard and pick fruit there, piling it up into little mountains, then packing it
into baskets to take to market—what fun it had been! But that reminded her of the pear tree which had been
crushed by a neighbor’s willow tree.
“Has that willow of Uncle Qian’s been cut or not?” she asked, frowning. The old man shook his head without
saying anything.
“Humph! And we’re supposed to be relatives!” she said impatiently. “But couldn’t you ask the village cadres
to settle the matter? Or if it’s beyond them there’s always the district court.”
“I’m not quarrelling with him over that. One tree can’t ruin me, and I can make it up by sweating some more in
other ways. Besides, only half of it was born down, and we’re getting quite a few pears from it this year.”
He sighed. Last spring when Old Gu’s son was digging an irrigation ditch he had grazed a willow tree
belonging to Schemer Qian and growing on the ditch. Later the tree fell in a high wind, coming down across the
ditch and crashing into Gu’s pear tree, tearing half of it off. Qian wanted the Gu family to pay for the damage to
his willow and would not let anyone move it. Young Gu wanted to argue it out with Qian and ask why he didn’t
look after his own tree. But his father would not let him. The whole village could see quite well the great tree was
slowly dying. They thought it a shame, but only discussed it in private, not wanting to meddle in other people’s
affairs.
Now the old man turned to look at his daughter with eyes that constantly watered. Only after a long look did he
wipe his eyes, turning round again and saying to himself:
“Young people have no sense!”
He devoted all his attention once more to the mule. The cart had passed Balihuai Village and the Sanggan
River could be seen ahead. The sun was sinking towards the western hills, and from the fields on both sides of the
road rose swarms of mosquitoes. They bit the little boy so badly that he cried. His mother flapped her
handkerchief to drive them off. Pointing to the trees at the foot of the mountain on the other side of the river she
soothed the child:
“We’re nearly there, we’re nearly there. Look, all those are fruit trees, filled with red and green fruit. We’ll go
and pick it, and it’ll all be for you. There, there …”
Once more the cart was rocking through the river. This was in the lower reaches of the Sanggan River; five
miles further on, at Hezhuang, it joined the river Yang. The Sanggan flowed from Shanxi\fn{ Province} to southern
Chahar,\fn{Chahar Province, in existence from 1912-1936, mostly covering territory in what is part of eastern Inner Mongolia }
carrying prosperity with it, and here its lower reaches were even richer.
Now Old Gu was giving all his attention to White Nose, mentally thanking his stars for such a good best and
for Hutai’s strongly built cart with its rubber tires. It would have been no joke traveling that muddy road and
fording two rivers without it.
Once more the cart gained the river bank. When it reached the farms, the peasants who were still hoeing the
fields stared at both cart and passengers and wondered:
“Has the old man bought another cart? The crops aren’t in yet, where could he have got the money?”
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But they had little time for speculation. It was getting dark, and they bent again to their painstaking weeding.
Gradually the ground began to rise. Slowly the cart passed fields of kaoliang, millet, flax and mung beans, and
reached the area of orchards. Both sides of the road were thickly planted with trees surrounded by low mud walls,
some branches overhanging the walls. Most of the fruit was still green, but some of it had already turned an
inviting red. Voices could be heard from the orchards, for people liked to go there to look at the fruit growing
riper every day. Passing the orchards the cart turned into the street. Idlers were squatting outside the gate of the
primary school in front of which was a stage, while a group of villagers were sitting beside a wall. Others were
leaning against the window of the co-operative keeping up a desultory conversation with the people inside, while
watching the street. The rubber-tired cart attracted the attention of these characters, some of whom came running
over. A few called out:
“Where did you get that cart? What a fine mule!”
With a mumbled reply Old Gu jumped down from the cart, took the bride and hurriedly turned off at the
crossroads in the direction of his home, giving his daughter no time to greet her friends.
2
Old Gu was fourteen when he came with his brother to Nuanshui. He had been a shepherd while his brother
worked as a hired hand. The two of them had toiled for forty-eight years, their blood and sweat dripping into the
barren land to which their hopes were fixed. As year after year passed and the country changed hands repeatedly,
their hardships began to tell on them. However thanks to their hard work they gradually acquired land and became
able to hold up their heads. Since their family grew fast they needed more and more land. Because they had many
hands and the whole family of sixteen, men and women, old and young alike all worked on the land, they were
able to conquer it. Their acreage increased until they had to hire a number of day laborers. People in need of
money sold their land to Old Gu, and spendthrift sons of ruined landlords’ families after a bout of gambling made
over their title deeds to him too.
At first he used paper to wrap up these title deeds, then a piece of cloth, and finally a small wooden case. He
also bought a house with two large courtyards from Landlord Li, and everybody said that in recent years his was
the only family to prosper, since both his family and fortune were increasing.
His third son was luck enough to attend school, and brought home a primary school’s graduation certificate.
He could write and calculate, and was a hard worker. Being a straightforward youngster who took part in the
village activities he was made vice-chairman of the Youth Association. And so long as this chairmanship did not
interfere unduly with his work, his rather raised no objection.
Gu’s elder daughter Da had married into Hutai’s family at Bali Bridge. Hutai’s family was quite well off. In the
past two years they had bought carts, and owned a mill. Bali Bridge was on the railway, so the Hutai family did
some business in trading too. As the women in the family did not have to work on the land they gradually grew a
little sophisticated, like to dress in foreign materials.
Da was in her late twenties. Old Gyu’s other daughter Er had married Yi, younger son of Schemer Qian who
lived in the same village. Qian was one of the most prominent men in the neighborhood. When he sent someone
to arrange the match, Old Gu, fearing to offend him, had to agree, although he disliked Qian because he was not a
proper farmer. After her marriage Er often came home and cried to her mother, although the Qian family led a
comfortable life, the women doing little work and not cultivating the land. They depended on rents and, even
more, on Qian’s other activities. Hence, although they owned little more than sixty mu of land they lived better
than most people.\fn{One mu = about one sixth of an acre; an acre is ten yards short of the size of an American football field, minus
the end zones}
The previous autumn the village cadres had urged Gu’s second son to join the Eighth Route Army. Old Gu
considered that since the Japanese had surrendered, his boy would not have to stay in the army long. The farm
could do without him because the family had been fairly well off the last few years. Since he had three sons he
could very well let one go. And he had not asked for any compensation. His son, stationed in Zhuolu County
town, often wrote home. As long as there was no fighting Gu felt easy about him. He would wait for a while and
see.
That spring Schemer Qian had sent his son tool. The young man wanted to join the army, but his wife, Gu’s
daughter Er, was unwilling. She dared not say anything, however, seeing that her father-in-law approved. Qian
said he was supporting the Eighth Route Army, that the Communists looked all right to him. He also reasoned
with Gu:
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“It’s better for him to go. Nowadays things have changed, and to have people in the Eighth Route Army is all
to the good. You know, we’re called ‘army dependents.’”
3
The arrival of Hutai’s rubber-tired cart gave the Nuanshui villagers something new to talk about. Nuanshui and
its neighboring villages were in the mountains, off the main line of communication, and none of them could boast
of so fine a cart. In the past, Landlord Li had only owned an iron-wheeled cart which he had sold to Landlord
Jiang two years ago, and this year the co-operative had bought an old cart from Li’s brother. Now how had Old
Gu got hold of such a fine cart? Some of the more curious made enquiries and found there was my mystery. It was
because Hutai at Bali Bridge was ill and could not use the cart, that he had let his relative borrow it for a few
days. Sure enough the next day and the day after Old Gu made two trips with the cart to fetch coal, whereupon all
were satisfied and asked no more questions. The only person in the village not to believe his story was Schemer
Qian.
Schemer Qian came of a peasant family, but during the past years the villagers had virtually forgotten his
origin. Although they all knew quite well that Wenfu, who cultivated two mu of vegetable garden, was Qian’s
older brother, Qian himself seemed like a rich man from another world rather than a peasant. Though he had only
studied with a tutor for two years he behaved like a city gentleman. All he said and did was premeditated.
In his youth he had liked to travel. He had been to Zhangjiakou\fn{ A prefecture-level city in northwestern Hebei
province, near Peking} and even to Peking one year, coming back wearing a big fur cloak and hat. While still in his
twenties he grew a moustache. He knew all the ward chiefs and was on very familiar terms with them. Later he
got to know the members of the county government, and when the Japanese came he established contact with
higher circles. It had come about that if any of the villagers had to be chosen as ward chief, made to contributed
money or act as porter, his word was law.
He never held office either as xiang\fn{\fn{An administrative unit composed of several villages } leader or ward chief.
Neither did he engage in trade. Yet everybody treated him with respect and sent him presents and money. He was
spoken of as the man behind the scenes and wielded great power. His family lived just like city people, with wine
and fragrant tea every day and white flour and rice as regular fare, not seeing a kaoliang or maize dumpling from
one end of the year to another; and hey all dressed fashionably.
Now that the Japanese had gone and the Communists were in power, with the arrival of the Eighth Route Army
people on all sides were settling old scores. The previous year the villagers of Nuanshui had given Landlord Xu,
the former xiang head, a public trial, and confiscated his property. He had fled to Peking and his family had gone
to Zhangjiakou. That spring they had also tackled Landlord Hou and fined him one hundred piculs of millet.\fn{W
defines a picul as a traditional Asian unit of weight, “a shoulder-load, as much as a man can carry on a shoulder-pole.” In 1834, this came to
133 and a third pounds in Hong Kong}

But Schemer Qian sat at home not doing a stroke of work, smoking cigarettes and fanning himself. Because his
son had joined the Eighth Route Army and Qian had fond a village security officer to be his son-in-law while
many village cadres were his friends, no one dared to lift a finger against him. When villagers met him they
smiled and greeted him politely. But they preferred to keep out of his way, because if he to a dislike to you he
would take secret steps to injure you. He only had to say a few words, and you suffered without even knowing it
was his doing. Behind his back the common people called him a “racketeer,” the foremost of the eight racketeers
in the village.
When Qian heard that Old Gu had borrowed Hutai’s cart he chuckled to himself:
“A straightforward fellow like you, Old Gu, learning to tell lies too? If Hutai were really ill, would he let his
daughter-in-law come home? Isn’t it time to get in the garlic? Hutai must have planted at least four or five mu of it
this year, for this is the year for them to grow vegetables at Bali Bridge. An the women in his house alone couldn’t
string all the garlic. There must be more in this than meets the eye.”
Qian felt he must get to the bottom of the business, for he was incorrigibly inquisitive. It upset him if he could
not get to the bottom of any secret at once. He set about investigating this matter which everyone else believed to
be plain and above-board.
At breakfast time he watched his daughter-in-law carefully. After hurriedly setting rich and dishes on the table
on his kang,\fn{An enclosed brick platform through which heat is piped. It serves as a bed at night } Er turned to go. She was
very afraid of he father-in-law.
“Have you been home?” he asked her.
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“No.” Er stopped, and glanced suspiciously at Qian. She was a grave-looking woman. Eyeing her glossy black
hair, her father-in-law went on:
“Your sister is back.”
“She came back yesterday evening with your father. People say she was dressed very finely. After all Bali
Bridge is a big village, all the women there like to dress well.” The speaker was Qian’s wife of nearly fifty, who
had already lost two or three teeth, and yet wore a wig to which she often fastened flowers. She had just begun
eating, and now joined in the conversation.
Qian’s glance had fallen on the silver bracelets on the woman’s wrists. His searching scrutiny made her feel
her rough hands very awkward, and she crumpled the corners of her dress till her snow-white tunic hid the ruddy
hands from sight. When her father-in-law took up his wine cup she made another attempt to leave, but he spoke to
her again:
“After the meal go home and have a look. Ask your sister how the harvest is there.”
When she left the room Er hurried to the kitchen where her sister-in-law and nephew were eating, and her
cousin Heini was boiling water to make tea. In her excitement she could not help exclaiming:
“Heini!”
Everybody in the kitchen stared at her. Heini blinked her great black eyes, then broke into a laugh:
“Er! Whatever’s the matter with you?”
Er was about to tell her when Qian called for Heini from the northern room. Heini hastily made the tea and
took a tray with two cups and the teapot in to her uncle. Er followed her out, then stood looking at the two
pomegranate and Oleander trees in the courtyard. A butterfly was fluttering among the flame-colored flowers.
Qian told his niece that he wished her to accompany ‘Er home to see the visitor from Bali Bridge. She should
ask what illness Hutai had and what news there was, because living by the railway they heard all the news quickly
and were the first to know of any changes. He was worried about the Kuomintang troops and the possibility of
civil war.\fn{The Kuomintang was founded in 1912 chiefly by Sun Yat-sen. His party and the Communist party were allies, and were
essentially pat of the same Republican movement until Sun’s untimely death in 1925; whereupon Chaiang Kai-shek, who was an antiCommunist, became leader of the Kuomintang, and in 1926 massacred many of the Shanghai Communists, believing they were plotting
against him, and resenting their growing power in the Republican movement. A year later the civil war mentioned by the author began in
and continued until 1937, when the two sides merged to fight the Japanese. It began again in 1946, eventually resulting in a Communist
victory on mainland China in 1950. The author’s reference dates the beginning of this novel to a time immediately before 1927:H }

“What does that matter?” said Heini. “I shan’t ask. It’s nothing to do with us.” But she was scolded, and dared
not protest any more. Still she thought to herself,
“Uncle just likes to poke his nose into other people’s business.”
But when she had had breakfast and changed her dress she went with Er to the Gu family. She meant to be sure
to ask the questions her uncle had told her to, without necessarily telling him all the answers. She had grown a
little fonder of him, because she felt he had become more understanding recently, and seldom scolded her. Indeed
he sometimes showed signs of sympathy.
4
After leaving her father-in-law’s home, Er felt like a bird released from its cage, grown younger again. She was
only twenty-three. Like a wild date tree she loved the fresh morning wind and blazing sun. she was not pretty, but
sturdy and strong, with something charming in her awkwardness. However, since her marriage she had changed.
She had never worn the complacent look of some brides, but seemed like wild grass torn from the earth and
wilting. She got along all right with her husband, who was a simple young fellow. They made a respectable couple
and did not have to use wiles or ruses to get along with each other.
That spring she had been unwilling for Yi to join the army, and cried for some indefinable reason—not entirely
because she would miss him. Yi too had felt rather reluctant o go, because she was so young and had no children.
But since his father insisted, he braced himself and left. She had wanted to live on her own, because that spring
her father-in-law had divided fifty mu of land between his two sons and registered them as separate families. But
in practice he did not let them separate. Schemer Qian said that if the family separated there would be no one to
cook for him, and that he was now one of the proletariat and could not afford a servant. As she came of a peasant
family, Er enjoyed working in the fields. She liked hard, simple labor and felt thoroughly bored just cooking,
sewing and waiting on her in-laws. She had asked permission to go with Heini to the literary class, but had been
refused.
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Actually none of these things accounted for her uneasiness, which was due largely to fear. Fear of what? She
dared not admit it, even to herself, but she feared her father-in-law
Coming out of their lane they reached the centre of the village. The primary school occupied the best building
in the place, the former Dragon King Temple. Usually clear, well-conducted singing and happy laughter could be
heard from here, and only in the evening did things quieten down. under two big trees outside the school gate
where some stone benches had been set at random, men often came to enjoy the cool and smoke. Women would
sit a little further off sewing shoe soles or minding children. In the space opposite this school was a big, empty
square platform, the remains of what had once been a stage. In front of it were two large locust trees, their dense
leaves intermingling to weave a natural canopy over the space before the platform. An occasional peddler or
melon vendor often rested here. On the left behind the stage was the co-operative, and on the right a bean curd
mill. Beside the co-operative a big blackboard news had been set up and on the bean curd mill wall was written in
large characters the slogan:

Follow Chairman Mao Forever!
A wide road ran south, with brick houses on either side where the rich families of the village lived. To the west
were small lanes where all the houses were of mud, squalidly packed with people.
Coming out from the northeast corner of the village Er and Heini took the road leading south. Old Gu’s family
had moved several years previously from the west section to this central street, and were living in a house that had
belonged to Landlord Li, whom the villagers called “Money-bags.”
Mrs. Gu and her grandchildren were at home, and Da was washing her nephews’ and nieces’ clothes. In he
morning half the courtyard was in shade and it was not too hot. Mrs. Gu was sitting beside her daughter stringing
runner beans, the two of them chatting together. The children were dragging a stool which they had set upside
down in the yard. On the front they had tied a string, and inside placed a brick.
As she rounded the gate-house Er called out a greeting. Da looked round, and seeing Heini’s tall figure behind
her younger sister she stood up, holding out her wet hands, and went to meet them. After looking one another over
from head to foot they started chatting, and Mrs. Gu said:
“Heini! What good wind blew you here today? Have you had a letter from Yi recently?”
When they had sat down in the shady part of the courtyard Da brought a fan from the house for Heini, who
opened it and looked at the picture on it.
While r helped with the beans, Da described to them how someone in her village had changed into a wolf It
was all hearsay, but the people who told her believed it was true, and it made a good story. Then she talked about
a well-known Mr. Ma in their village, an old scholar who had written a petition to the county government
accusing the village cadres of “ruining the country, injuring he people and plotting high reason”. He had
denounced them as puppets. When the village cadres brought this letter back from the district nobody could
understand it, but all asked, laughing,
“What are puppets?”
Now nobody in the village would have anything to do with him. Even his son refused to talk to him. Formerly
it was because of him, the lecherous old brute, that the son’s wife had run away. He really was the limit: although
over sixty he couldn’t keep his hands off women. He had a terrible reputation.
After Da had hung her washing out to dry, they went in to the northern room. The screen window was broken
and Mrs. Gu had never had it mended, so the room was full of flies. Even Mrs. Gu admitted they had spoiled a
good house.
Mrs. Gu took the stringed beans to the kitchen and brought back a pot of tea, and they went on gossiping. Da
described an opera she had seen recently, called The White-haired Girl, in which a tenant’s daughter was illtreated by the landlord. The girl’s father was driven to commit suicide, after he had been forced to sell his
daughter to repay debts. Then her mistress beat her and the landlord raped her. When she became pregnant she
dared not face people, and finally they wanted to sell her again …
Da said the opera was so well acted that many of the audience were moved to ears. A woman living next door
to them had cried the most bitterly, because he life had been much the same. She had been sold like that too.
When the opera was over no one wanted to leave. And on the way home all cursed the landlord, saying,
“He got off too lightly. He ought to have been beaten to death, but they just arrested him and took him to the
county court. Who knows when he’ll be shot?”
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After a while Heini grew tired. She said good-bye and went home first. Forgetting her uncle’s orders, she had
not asked a single question, and the others did not detain her. After she had left they started discussing her, her age
and her misfortune in having no parents. Because even though she dressed fairly well, nobody cared for her, and
she was not married yet. What would become of her no one could tell.
Last of all Da spoke of all the rumors at Bali Bridge. Their village cadres had attended a meeting in the town of
Ping’an where everything was humming with daily meetings to share out property an divide up land. It was said
things would start moving soon at Bali Bridge. Her father-in=law was worried because last year when a mass trial
was held, someone had been killed and his property confiscated. And now they wanted to share out property again
—plenty of people had their eyes on Hutai’s land. Her father-in-law intended to plead with the cadres. If they
wanted to share out land, well and good, but they shouldn’t try him at a mass meeting. Because he was afraid hey
would take both carts he had let her father bring one back. He would tell people he had sold it until this trouble
blew over. Then miming her father-in-law, Da said:
“The Communists are all right, but they only help poor people. Anyone with a little property is in for trouble.
The Eighth Route Army doesn’t beat or curse people, and what they borrow they return. The last half year or so
we’ve made a little money in business and, frankly speaking, life is much better than when the Japanese were
here. There’s just one thing—they’re always telling poor people to stand on their feet. But a man can only stand
on his feet if he himself works hard for a living. The poor can’t get rich simply by dividing up other people’s
property.”
5
Heini’s father had died when she was five. Her mother struggled along for two years, but they had little land.
Things went badly, and having no son she was forced to marry again. At first she wanted to keep her daughter
with her but Schemer Qian would not agree to it, saying the child was his brother’s flesh and blood. And so Heini
went to live with her uncle.
Neither her uncle nor aunt were fond of her. They decided to bring her up as a maid-servant, and hoped later to
make money out of her, because even as a child she was good-looking, with a pair of clear limpid eyes.
Qian had a daughter older than Heini called Dani, who was not pretty but artful like her father and fond of
bullying people. Heini could not get on with her. Her aunt had no will of her own, and though not exactly bad, she
acted largely as an echo—whatever her husband said was right; she always agreed with him. This agreement,
however, did not arise from any real similarity of outlook. It merely served to cover up her lack of intelligence
and ability, and to remind others of her existence.
Heini’s two cousins were uninteresting too, but she was not influenced by them. She was warm-hearted, hardworking and innocent. She liked her Uncle Wenfu, a market gardener who was Qian’s brother. She often went to
his allotment to play, and did as he told her. This honest man was a widower who would have liked his niece to
live with him, but Qian would not hear of it.
From the age of ten Heini attended primary school for four years with Dani, and proved a good student. After
going home she often went out again to play, and liked to help people. The fact that she was Schemer Qian’s niece
made some people want to have little to do with her, but after meeting her once or twice they realized she was a
good girl and forgot her family connections. She grew taller year by year and became a beautiful young woman,
but did not realize it, and paid no attention to the young men who kept stealing glances at her.
When Heini was seventeen her uncle hired a man named Cheng to do the cooking. He had been a tenant of
Landlord Li, but when Li sold his land to Old Gu, the latter cultivated it himself, not needing any tenant, so Young
Chang went to Schemer Qian’s family as a cook. Seeing he was young and strong Qian made him do all kinds of
jobs. At that time Yi and his brother were still cultivating five mu of vineyard and Young Cheng had to work on
the land too. With him in the household there was no need to buy firewood any more, nor to go to Xiahuayuan for
coal. His wages were low and he was a distant relative, so the schemer said he was looking after him, whereas
actually he was exploiting him. After Young Cheng had worked here for a year he became Qian’s tenant, and was
now working eight mu of his irrigated land.
Since Heini found no warmth in the family, it was quite natural that this newly arrived sturdy and grave young
man should become her friend. Sympathizing with him she often stayed in the kitchen to help tend the fire and
wash the dishes, and sometimes stole up the mountain with him for firewood. Young Cheng was down-trodden
too, having been fatherless since childhood, and forced to sell his labor power to support his mother and himself.
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This friendship meant a great deal to him, and the longer they were together the better the understanding between
them.
However they were found out and separated. Schemer Qian was not going to let his niece marry a poor man.
He stopped Cheng’s job and found a piece of land for him to cultivate. Because Cheng was an honest fellow with
few friends or relatives he had to depend on his employer, and Qian was still able to get him to do various odd
jobs.
After Young Cheng moved out of the house, Heini felt all the meaning had gone out of life. At first she did not
dare, but later she secretly made shoes and socks and took them to him. Although Young Cheng was afraid too, he
could not but respond to Heini’s encouragement. They met in secret sometimes under the vine trellis in her Uncle
Wenfu’s vegetable garden, sometimes in the orchard. He often promised her:
“I’m determined to save money, and once I’ve money I’ll come and marry you.”
At such times she hated her uncle and felt how unfortunate she was to have no parents. She would stand
behind Young Cheng, leaning close to him and swearing to be true, saying,
“You know, not a single person cares for me except you. If you aren’t true to me, I shall become a nun.”
A year passed, but there was no hope for them. When Schemer Qian began to arrange matches for the two
cousins, Heini was worried and cried, and Young Cheng could only hold her hands tightly, unable to think of any
way out.
Just then the situation suddenly changed. Japan surrendered and the Eighth Route Army came to their district
the villagers who had done underground work came into the open, everything was recognized and the peasants
clamored to settle accounts with the landlords. Young Cheng threw himself into the movement, and it made a new
man of him. He joined the militia of which he later became an officer, and that summer when the peasants’
association was set up he was elected chairman.
By liberating the village the Eighth Route Army also liberated Heini. Her uncle dropped his match-making and
changed his attitude to her, appearing much more kindly. The increased respect with which Young Cheng was
regarded in the village delighted her, for although they were seeing less of each other she did not think he was
fickle.
She failed to realize Cheng’s new dilemma. As a matter of fact he was deliberately keeping his distance. He
knew that all the villagers hated Schemer Qian, that although the latter had escaped mass trial twice he was none
the less the worst enemy of the poor. Now as chairman of the peasants’ association Young Cheng ought to identify
himself with the masses and not go marrying Qian’s niece, while an affair with her would be even worse. He
eared this connection might damage his position and set tongues wagging, the more so since the marriage of
Qian’s daughter Dani to the village security officer had caused general displeasure.
Hence he must burden his heart. Although his deliberate coldness to Heini was very painful to him, and he felt
not a little ashamed of it, still he was a man, he could set his teeth and stick it out.
Some of the village cadres, however, saw Heini in a different light. They considered her one of the oppressed,
and invited her to teach the women’s literacy class. She made a patient and conscientious teacher, obviously doing
her best to show that she wanted to identify herself with the new regime and that she was progressive. But in spite
of the good impression she made, she could not recover her old footing with Young Cheng.
Gradually Heini realized the danger confronting her. The more she wanted to hold him the less confident she
felt of doing so. Thee was not a single person she could turn to in her trouble, yet now her uncle seemed to
understand her wretchedness, often showing sympathy. While unable to understand his motive. Heini felt rather
grateful to him, and the girl lapsed into a melancholy out of keeping with her simple and carefree nature.
6
Only when Heini reached home, and saw through the branches of blossom smoke wreathing out from her
uncle’s window, did she remember the points he had told her to fin out. But she thought:
“Oh, it’s just because he sits at home with nothing to do.”
Voices could e heard from her uncle’s room. Pressing her face against the window Heini had just caught sight
of Teacher Ren sitting opposite the kang, when her aunt called from the western verandah:
“Heini! When did you get back?” Coming away from the window Heini looked sulkily at her aunt, then gave a
little snort and went to her own room.
“What’s the point of sneaking like that?” she thought scornfully.
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Schemer Qian tweaked his moustche, narrowed his eyes and glanced sidewise at the primary school teacher.
Ren puffed at his cigarette, then went on relating the news:
“The paper reports this as Sun Yat-sen’s idea. A good deal has been done at Ping’an. All the rich have been
forced to produce their title deeds. Probably Zhoulu won’t escape. None of the places under the Communists or
the Eighth Route Army can get out of it.”
“Of course, that’s the Communist way, or rather their—their policy. What’s that policy called? Let’s see, what
did you say just now it was? Oh, yes, ‘Land to the tiller.’ That’s it. ‘Land to the tiller.’ That’s very good, an
excellent way to tempt the poor! Hah, very good indeed.”
By now Qian’s eyes were reduced to two slits. After pausing for a moment he went on:
“Only—well, world affairs aren’t as simple as that. After all, Old Chiang\fn{ Chiang Kai-shek} has American
backing.”
“Humph, the Communists always say they are working for the poor, for the people, but that’s just so much fine
talk. Mr. Qian, you should go to Zhangjiakou to see. Hah! Who live in the best houses? Who ride in cars? Who
are always coming in and out of the best restaurants? Aren’t they the ones who’ve grown fat? Mr. Qian, nobody
wearing an old-fashioned long gown can get anywhere nowadays.” So saying Ren looked searchingly into the
other’s long face. Qian gave his sleeves a shake, brushed the ashes off his light jacket, and said with a slight sneer:
“A new dynasty uses new ministers. Are you complaining, Old Ren? You’re a teacher in primary school, you
should serve the people!” He laughed. Being laughed at like this caused Ren some embarrassment, and he could
not help saying,
“Whatever happens I have to earn my living by teaching. Always, everywhere, I have to take my cue from
others. I can’t afford to complain. Only I feel they are going too far. Look, we teachers have to guided by the socalled Commissioner of Popular Education. That doesn’t matter, Mr. Qian. But you know as well as I do the socalled commissioner is no other than that Freckles Li. The bastard knows a few easy characters, but he’s a fool.
Yet without any sense of shame he keeps coming to issue orders for this, that and the other.” He sighed. Qian went
on laughing.
“Freckles Li had eight mu of land himself, and last year after the struggle against the landlords he was given
more, so now he has ten mu. He and his father and that adopted child-bride of his can live quite well, yet they’re
still considered as poor peasants. In your case, how much land do you have? … Ah, but you are not a laborer!”
“Each month I get a hundred catties of grain, no more, but that hundred catties isn’t easily earned. In addition
to the ‘capital’ put in past studies, nowadays one has to learn folk dances too. They like that low-class stuff. Tao
Yuan-ming would not stoop for half a picul of rice,\fn{Tao Yuan-ming (372-427AD) famous Chinese poet, gave up his
government post, with its meager pay in terms of rice, rather than bow to his superior } but for one hundred catties of grain I have
to put up with reckless Li’s insolence. Ugh!”
“Well, a hundred catties of grain a month is not bad. Never mind, if they are sharing out property or dividing
up the land you may be sure they won’t touch you. Just as in my case—I’m not afraid of them. For instance, this
spring I gave fifty mu of land to my sons. Now there are only we two old people left and Heini, with just a little
over ten mu of land for the three of us. Each year we only get over ten piculs of grain, so we’re neither poor nor
rich, simply a borderline case. Let them make all the trouble they like. We see through the vanity of this life and
mind our own business.”
Ren was a graduate of the rural normal school who had come to teach in Nuanshui two years before and the
longer he was there the more superior he felt to everyone else. He had no friends. In the beginning he had seen a
good deal of Landlord Li, but later considered that fallen landlord too much of a weakling. There was another
teacher named Liu with whom he should have had much in common. Ren did not mind that Liu’s standard was
lower than his own, but Liu relied on flattering the village cadres and always led the school children in singing,
“Without the Communist Party there would be no New China,” or writing posters and shouting slogans. Because
of this he was trusted and regarded as superior to Ren.
This made Ren feel aggrieved, and gradually Schemer Qian came to be the only person he could talk to.
Sometimes he felt Qian was a real friend, who recognized his ability and could help him. Whenever he heard any
news, he liked to discuss it with Qian to work off his depression, for although there was nothing to be hoped for
here, and he sometimes left feeling even more depressed, he sometimes derived comfort. Today he had come in
looking rather pleased. But when Qian received the news he brought so coolly, without any sign of disturbance,
Ren felt a little put out.
It was noon of a summer’s day, without a breath of air. Inside the house it was oppressively hot, and Qian told
his wife to brew another pot of tea. Ren was fanning himself with a little fan plaited from rush leaves, staring
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vacantly at the photographs on the opposite wall and at the scrolls with pictures of beautiful women. Guessing
how bored he felt, Qian offered him another Sun cigarette, saying,
“Old Ren, it’s a good proverb that says, ‘Dreams can’t be trusted.’ I wager Old Chiang won’t let the
Communists have it all their own way. Wait and see to whom this village belongs eventually. Do you imagine this
rabble can control the country? Take Yumin, who’s one of the top people asked to decide big and small matters.
That’s a good cadre chosen by the Communists! Bah—Landlord Li’s hired man! In the old days he had to bow to
everyone. Or take the chairman of the peasants’ association. I know everything about that Young Cheng. He was
in my household. If these riffraff are allowed to manage affairs they’re bound to mess things up. Now they are
simply relying on their guns and their numerical strength. Another thing, why must they always start the struggle
and never finish settling accounts? I suppose this is the only way to tempt the poor—this talk of giving them land
and grain naturally pleases them. As a matter of fact, they’re fools. Who can they rely on later when the
Koumintang army comes and the Communists make off? When that happens the old status quo will be restored,
and the old rulers will take charge again. As for you, Old Ren, no one in the village has your education. Even
though you can’t be given any office because you weren’t born here, at least you won’t have to put up with these
insults for nothing.”
“You must be joking. I’m a plain teacher and I don’t want to be an official. Only I don’t like seeing good
people oppressed, Mr. Qian. That brings us back to the same subject—in the land reform this time I advise you to
be on your guard.” When Qian saw the conversation had come back to this, he tried to change the subject.
“I’m not afraid of land reform. If they make a thorough job of it, I may even get given a little irrigated land.
When my son Yi left I didn’t ask for any compensation. Only we should advise the poor it’s better not to take
land, so that they won’t suffer later. In school you can sometimes teach the poor children to tell their parents when
they go home the Communists won’t necessarily stay long in power! That would be a good thing to do.”
Ren thought this an excellent idea. Now he had something to do, he would carry it out very secretly. However,
he still believed Qian to be over-confident, and thought it his duty to warn him again:
“That fellow Yumin is very cunning. Don’t be deceived by the respectful way he talks. Another thing, you
never know when one or two people with a grudge against you may come into the open.”
“Oh … don’t worry, don’t worry! I’m not going to let those fools get the better of me. You go back and be on
the lookout. If there’s any news, come here. If the papers report any Kuomintang victories, tell people about it. It
doesn’t matter even making up a few. They’re no all fools in the village, and everybody has to think of the
future!”
As he was speaking he got up from the kang. Ren, who had put on his shoes and was feeling very pleased, took
another Sun cigarette from the table on the kang, and Qian promptly struck a light for him. They heard the
bamboo curtain in the room opposite move, and involuntarily exchanged glances. Then Qian called out:
“Who’s there?”
“It’s me, Uncle!” came Heini’s voice. “I’m chasing the cat. She’s such a nuisance here.”
Ren involuntarily sat down again. Qian understood the young man, and knew why he kept coming to their
house and trying to win his favor but he gave him a glance and said:
“I won’t keep you. The children will have finished their lunch and be ready for class. Come again when you
have time.”
He parted the Japanese-style gauze curtain patterned with flowers, and Ren had to hurry out. In the central
room were the ancestral tablets and god of wealth; on the red lacquer chest gleamed polished brass sacrificial
vessels. The whit of a paper fan could be heard from the room opposite.
Qian immediately lifted the bamboo curtain leading to the courtyard and the two of them went out together, to
be met by a gust of hot air. A few bees were buzzing about in the sun, blundering against the window. Qian saw
Ren to the gate-house where once again they exchanged significant glances.
7
In the stifling noonday heat Old Gu’s daughter-in-law took advantage of the midday siesta to go home to see
her sister-in-law, Gui. The latter lived at the west end of the village in a mud house with a little courtyard fenced
in with kaoliang stalks. The courtyard had a vine. House and courtyard were small but neat as a new pin.
Gui had just been taking food to her husband, and was washing dishes by the stove. Her young sister-in-law
stood by her side panting, keeping a secret watch from the window.
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“Is all you’re tell me true?” asked Gui, catching hold of the girl, while the two of them turned and leaned
against the door. “Oh, I warned your brother against it. Look how he got into debt for ten piculs of grain to buy
five mu of vineyard! Oh, if only we’d known, we shouldn’t have bought so much land.”
The news was so sudden she did not know what to fix on first. It sounded advantageous but at the same time
she was afraid they might lose by it. Taking a ragged cloth off the wire she mopped the perspiration on her face,
then sat down on a stool to think it over again.
Before Gui had finished thinking or had time to discuss it with her, her sister-in-law hurried off. Old Gu’s
daughter-in-law was sorry for her brother and his wife, because apart from this little house and the five mu of land
they had bought they had nothing else but debts. Moreover, Gui was a village cadre who had been pushed into the
position of chairman of the women’s association, which was, in her opinion, a piece of bad luck.
This chairman of the women’s association had come here as a refugee from the north over four years
previously, and after an introduction from a fellow villager had started living with Vineyard Li. He wanted to
marry her because it would cost nothing, and she saw he was a straightforward fellow, so with both parties
agreeable they got married without much ceremony. She was an intelligent woman of nearly forty, not a bad
match for a bachelor of over thirty. The two of them got on well, and gradually began to look like a respectable
household. People thought Vineyard Li lucky to have such a good wife, who was used to hardships and knew he
difficulties and cares of life. She managed the house well, and was good-tempered. All the occupants of the mud
houses in that western section spoke well of her, and the previous year when Nuanshui was liberated and they
wanted to set up a women’s association they proposed her.
In vain she pleaded ignorance and the fact that she was not a native of the village. She was elected, and
whenever there was any business she summoned the others to meetings. Later she organized a literacy class, and
took charge of that very conscientiously too.
Still sitting on the low stool she looked up at the sky above the courtyard. There wasnot a cloud to be seen, all
was azure blue. She felt there might be a storm. One day Nuanshui was bound to be stirred up again, when
everybody would seem to go off their heads once more. She recalled the previous year and that spring, and how
hard she had worked, going from house to house to fetch the women. When the men called them backward, the
women said:
“We don’t understand anything! We can’t make head or tail of it!”
At meetings no one opened her mouth, nobody voted for anything. She knew no more than the others, yet she
had to stand on the platform and shout. But later when some people were given land she and her husband received
nothing but a little grain which lasted less than four months. They had bought five mu of land cheap, but they
owed ten piculs of grain which they had been allowed to borrow as a favor on the part of the village cadres.
And now the village was to be stirred up again. She felt this might be a good thing as far as she was concerned.
If only they could pay off that debt of ten piculs … Still …
She was just going to think it over again when he bell for the women’s literacy class sounded. At once she
stood up to comb her hair and fasten it firmly, then changed her tattered blue cotton jacket for a new white blouse
and, without waiting to wash the bowls in the pan, locked the door and hurried off to class. She wanted to find
someone to share this news with.
The literacy class was held in the big hall of Landlord Xu’s house, a large building which had been divided up
the previous year among six or seven families with no homes of their own. It was a fine building, originally well
furnished but now in a state of disrepair and disorder. A number of tables had been left in the hall for the class.
The few young women who had arrived had clustered together to look at an embroidered pillow-case, and were
talking with such animation of the prices of threads and aces, it was impossible for them to notice how upset their
chairman was.
More and more women came, chattering like magpies. Babies at the breast had been brought took who had to
be amused. Then Heini, who was their teacher, arrived. At her arrival they started studying, but some women at
the back kept whispering or passing remarks about their teacher.
Gui sat on one side by herself, no longer eager to speak to the others. Looking from one to another she realized
hat the women left in the literacy class—about half of the original number—were comparatively well off. The
poorer ones simply had no way of coming. If she insisted on it they put up a show for a few days but then stayed
at home again or went into the fields. That only left these young wives and girls without a care in the world who
enjoyed the literacy class and came for two or three hours a day to learn a few characters. By coming to this lively
place to exchange news of their neighbors and joke together they could throw off their family yoke and boredom.
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The spring had slipped past this way, and now the summer was nearly over. Now it was Gui, chairman of the
women’s association, who seemed different from the rest. For the first time she realized with amazement how out
of place she was here. Although neither old nor withered, she was coarse and weather-beaten. Good as she was at
dealing with people, still she lacked interest.
All of a sudden she wondered just why she was there. These young women certainly did not need her, and sh
was not sure they did not despise her, yet she wasted three hours a day sitting here. Yumin had told her that
women must organize themselves before they could be emancipated, and be able to read before they could have
equality with men. But that was just fine talk.
She looked at the women again. They did not need emancipation, nor want equality. Neither did she. She and
Vineyard Li were a poor couple, quite content with poverty. She in particular, who had many times been on the
verge of starvation, ought to be satisfied with their present life. Of course she was not entirely content, there were
still things to hope for. With a debt of ten piculs of grain they needed a little prosperity, for if they failed to clear
themselves after harvest life would become even harder for them.
What was the god of her sitting here? It was all very fine for Yumin to talk. He had insisted on dragging her
into this women’s association, with all his talk about serving the poor. But they were not serving the poor, while
she herself was even growing poorer.
“‘Prosperous’—means rich. If you are prosperous you have a lot. It means you have more than you need.
‘Clothes’—the clothes that we are wearing”—Heini pointed to the backboard, speaking inlear, silvery tones.
“Do I have more clothes than I need, damn her!” Gui stood up, cast a look of dislike at Heini with whom she
was usually on excellent terms, and went out into te courtyard.
This was the first time Gui had ever left the literacy class early. She felt as if she had had a surfeit of
something, and at the same time an emptiness as when she had gone hungry too long. The lane was deserted
except for a couple of dogs lying there with their tongues hanging out. Reluctant to go home she decided to go
and see Yu, the shepherd’s wife, who was vice-chairman of the women’s association but had not attended the
literacy class for a long time. She felt sure Yue would be pleased to hear what she had to say, and they would see
eye to eye.
255.155 Excerpt from Little Pear: The Story Of A Little Chinese Boy\fn{by Eleanor Frances Lattimore (1904-1986)}
Shanghai, China (F) 9
1
There was once a Chinese boy called Little Pear. He lived with his father, his mother, and his two sisters in a small
house at the edge of a village in China. All around the village were flat fields of cabbages and beans and onions, and far
away on one side was a great highway that led to the city, and far away on the other side was a river. Little Pear’s
mother used to say to him,
“You may run and play out of doors, but do not go too near the river. You might fall in.”
Sometimes, though, Little Pear would disobey his mother. He loved to stand on the high bank and look down on the
swift muddy river and the ships sailing down it toward the sea. He would hold very tight to a huge willow tree with
both hands and think,
“I can never fall in—not if I am very careful, like this.”
Little Pear was a very mischievous child. His sisters said he was naughty. His father said he was naughty and
would cry,
“Ay-ah! what a bad boy you are!” But his mother said,
“He is very little; when he gets bigger he will be good; you wait and see. It doesn’t matter if he is naughty now,
sometimes!” And they all loved Little Pear very much.
Little Pear was five years old. He had a round, solemn face with eyes like black apple seeds. He didn’t look
mischievous at all. His head was shaved, except for one round spot just over his forehead where the hair was allowed
to grow and was braided into a little pigtail tied with bright-colored string. His mother thought this looked very
beautiful. He was always very gaily dressed in flowered jackets buttoned down the front, and striped trousers, tied in
around the ankles with wide strips of cloth.
The two sisters of Little Pear were very good little girls. One was called Dagu, because she was the biggest; and
the other was called Ergu, because she was the second one. They both wore jackets and trousers like Little Pear, but
you could tell that they were girls instead of boys because they wore tiny gold earrings and because their jackets
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buttoned down the side. Dagu’s hair was braided into one long braid, and Ergu’s was parted in the middle and braided
into two shorter ones. Dagu was quiet and gentle and helped her mother about the house, and when Little Pear was a baby
it was Dagu who carried him around on her back and taught him nursery rhymes. But when Little Pear grew older it was
Ergu who played with him the most, for she was only two years older than he, and she was a tomboy besides.
The house that Little Pear lived in, like the other houses in the village, was made of sun-baked bricks the color
of dust. There was only one room, with an earthen floor and paper windows. You couldn’t see through the windows
unless you poked your finger through the paper, but they made the room a little lighter. There was one door, with a little
window in it, that led into the courtyard in front of the house. All around the courtyard there was a high wall, and in it
there was a gateway leading to the street. There were two stone lions in front of the gateway, on either side of the red
painted door. They had curly manes, and mouths that looked as though they might be laughing or might be roaring; Little
Pear could never decide which.
The house was at the end of the street and at the edge of the village. You could stand in the gateway and look across the
flat fields toward the river. You could not see the river, but you could see the tall masts and sails of the ships. It gave Little
Pear a happy feeling to stand there and think of the river and of the sea and of the whole world! His little pigtail would
stand straight up with excitement!
Inside the house there was very little furniture. The family all slept on a huge square bed made of gray bricks and built
against the wall. It was wide and flat and hard. The pillows were shaped like long rolls, and they were hard too; but Little
Pear and his family rolled themselves up in their warm quilts and slept very comfortably. There was a brick stove at the back
of the room where Little Pear's mother cooked the meals, and there was also a fireplace under the bed. In the winter they had
a fire burning there to keep them warm. During the day they put a small table with short legs on top of the bed and gathered
there for meals.
Their only pet was a yellow bird, who sang sweetly from his cage which swung by the open doorway.
2
One winter day when the sun was shining brightly and the frost lay on the hard ground, Little Pear said,
“Oh, Mother! I am going out to play. I will take very good care of myself.” His mother put two extra coats on
him, with quilted linings, and a cap with flaps over the ears.
“Run along and have a good time. Don’t fall!”
And she laughed as he disappeared through the front gate, because he looked so funny and fat in all his padded coats.
Even if he should fall down, he couldn’t possibly feel the bump. Little Pear ran down the village street.
“Come and play!” he called to his friends.
His friends were all out playing along the street. Some were playing tag, and some were tossing shuttlecocks, while
others were watching from their door. ways.
“You play with us,” they, called to Little Pear.
“Oh, no!” he answered. “I am going to the pond on the other side of the village. I am going to slide!” And he
ran on.
Soon he came to the house of his friend Big Head. He looked inside the courtyard. There was Big Head, with his
baby brother on his back.
“Big Head!” he called, “will you play with me? I am going to slide on the pond!”
Big Head was Little Pear’s best friend. He was a little older than Little Pear. He had a round solemn face too, and his
head was shaved, like Little Pear’s. But instead of only one pigtail, Big Head had three—one over his forehead and one
over each ear. He shook his head sadly when Little Pear asked him to come and slide.
“I cannot come,” he replied. “My mother has gone to market and I am minding my baby brother. Will you stay with
me?”
“Not now,” said Little Pear, “for the sun is shining and I must go and slide.” And he ran on. At the end of the
village Little Pear almost bumped into a friendly pig.
“Pig,” he said, “you should look where you are going! Do you want to come and slide with me?” But the pig
didn’t understand, so Little Pear ran on, down a path and across a field, until he came to the pond.
“This is fun!” he thought, and he began to slide. He slid and slid, and the wind came up and blew him about like a tiny ship.
Sometimes he fell down—kerflop; but he was so bundled up that he couldn’t feel the bumps.
“I should like to be a boat and sail down the river,” thought Little Pear, “or I should like to be a kite and fly up
in the sky—but, ay-ah! it is fun to be a little boy and slide on the pond!”
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Just then there was a great noise, as several boys appeared from the village and ran toward the pond, followed by a puppy.
They fastened on some skates, which were flat pieces of wood. Each boy had only one skate, which he slid along on, pushing
himself with the other foot. They started across the pond toward Little Pear, shouting, while the puppy scampered and slid at
their heels, barking loudly. The biggest boy had a long pole with a spike on the end of it. He pushed it between his legs, and
this made him go very fast. Before Little Pear could blink his eyes the big boy had come up to him.
“What are you doing on our pond?” he cried. “This is no place for little fellows like you. Go away home to your
mother!” This made Little Pear so angry that he sat down hard, but he said as proudly as he could,
“I can skate, too!”
The other boys came sliding up and circled around him, and the puppy looked inquiringly in his face. They
laughed when Little Pear said that he could skate.
“You cannot skate when you are sitting down,” they said rudely, “and besides, you have no skates!”
Little Pear wanted to cry, but instead he picked himself up and trotted to the edge of the pond. Then he turned
around, and\fn{The text ends suddenly here, and it appears that a few words have dropped out of it:H }
“When I grow up I will spank you!” he cried.
The big boys continued to skate in circles around the pond, and Little Pear started sadly for home. Suddenly he
stopped. No, it would never do to go home now, when it was such a fine day. He didn’t want to go home; there was too
much to see out of doors. He turned back across the field in the direction of the highroad.
The highroad was really high. If you stood on one side of it you couldn’t see what lay on the other side. But
after you had climbed up the path to the top of the highroad you could look down at the flat fields on the other
side, and see away in the distance the small dust-colored houses of other villages.
The highroad stretched across the fields for miles and miles. It led into villages and out of villages, and still it kept
going. Little Pear knew that if he followed it he would reach the city; and he wished that his legs were not so short. On
either side of the highroad there were trees. There was a row of peach trees first and then a row of willow trees behind
them. In the spring they were very beautiful, but now it was winter, and the wind swept along the highroad and cracled
their branches.
Little Pear began to feel hungry, but there were so many sights to see as he trudged along that he didn’t remember
how long it was since he had eaten. Rickshaws went by, with richly dressed people riding in them. Little Pear
wondered how the men who pulled the rickshaws could run so fast, because some of them had very heavy loads. In
one there was a fat man with several bundles, and in another there was a whole family riding, a mother with three
children. Yet the men who pulled them ran so quickly that they all soon left Little Pear far behind.
Carts went by, and men traveling with bundles slung over their shoulders. Little Pear looked longingly at the carts
and wished that he might ride in one. They, were fine carts, with two great wooden wheels, and sides and rounded top
covered with blue cloth. The drivers sat in the open front with their legs crossed lazily and sometimes flicked the horses
with long whips they held, with red tassels on the end. The carts plodded along slowly, but even they went more quickly
than Little Pear.
Little Pear trudged along and wondered how far away the city was. Suddenly a man passed him and stopped.
“Where are you going, little traveler? You are very small to be alone on this great highroad,” he said.
The man was tall and young and had a kind face. He wore a long blue gown, with a black satin waistcoat over it. On
his head he had a small round black hat, with a braided button on top. Little Pear looked at him and smiled.
“I am going with you,” he said.
“But I am going to the city. It is too far for short legs like yours.” Then Little Pear looked very sad.
“I have never seen the city,” he said. “Can I get there and back by sunset?”
The kind man asked him where his home was, and when Little Pear told him that it was in the village of Shegu he was
very much astonished.
“But that is a long way! How far you have walked! We are nearer to the city.” And he lifted Little Pear to his shoulders,
saying,
“I will take you with me, and when we reach the city I will send you home by a friend of mine who has a cart.”
Little Pear was very happy. From the shoulders of the tall man he could see the whole world, nearly. This was
a great adventure, and he kept thinking,
“How proud Ergu will be to know that her brother is a traveler!”
Jingle, jingle, jingle! A donkey trotted by with bells around his neck and gay saddle-bags. A man was sitting on
his back, and he smiled at Little Pear.
“Should you like a ride?” he asked.
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“I am riding!” replied Little Pear, and he held tight to his new friend and laughed as the donkey tinkled away
into the distance.
The sun was setting, but Little Pear had forgotten that he should be at home. He was growing sleepy and hungry, but he
kept thinking,
“I am seeing the world!” At last the tall man said,
“Look! There is the great city!”
Little Pear sat up straight with a jerk, and looked. There, not very far away, were the high gray walls of the city.
The highroad led straight up to the city gate. It was a huge archway, and above it was a tower with a roof of curved
tiles. As Little Pear and his friend drew nearer, the city walls seemed to grow higher; and as they were about to enter
the gate, the tower above it seemed to reach the sky.
Inside the city walls there were crowds of people filling the streets. There was a tremendous bustle of carts,
rickshaws, and traveling men selling their wares. Everyone was in the middle of the street, as there were no sidewalks.
The shops along the street had open fronts, so that you could see what was inside them. There were food shops and
basket shops and lantern shops and silk shops, and every other kind of shop you could possibly imagine. Lights blazed
out from inside the shops, and red and gold signs and banners swung in front of them. There was so much noise and so
many lights that it made Little Pear blink. He meant to say, “I like the city!” but instead he said,
“I am so hungry!”
The kind man took him to a shop where there were round trays heaped high with steamed dumplings, fresh and
hot, and other trays filled with delicious twisted breads. When Little Pear had eaten all that he could hold he fell
fast asleep.
Late that night a cart rattled into the village of Shegu, and the driver stopped at the first house to ask if a little boy had
been lost. The family ran out in great excitement.
“Little Pear, the son of Mr. Huang, ran away today!” they cried. “Perhaps it is he!” and they peeked inside the cart.
There, wrapped in a warm quilt, was Little Pear, sleeping soundly. They showed the driver of the cart the house where
Little Pear's family lived, and Little Pear was soon safe in the arms of his mother, with all his family about him, and as
many of the neighbors as the small house would hold.
“You were a naughty boy to run away,” said his father; and his mother said,
“Ay-ah! he was very naughty, but I am so glad to have him back that we shall not spank him this time.” And
they all crowded around Little Pear and asked him many questions.
“Oh, Little Pear,” cried Ergu excitedly, “what did you see in the city?”
“I ate some dumplings,” replied Little Pear sleepily.
3
For some time after Little Pear’s trip to the city he was very good. Perhaps he was sorry to have frightened his
family so. Anyway, he was very good, and one day his mother said,
“Little Pear, here are some pennies. Run along and buy yourself a pretty toy.”
“Thank you!” said Little Pear, reaching out in delight for the pennies. They had holes in the middle and were all strung on a
string which was tied so that they could not slip off. Little Pear started forth in great excitement, almost tripping over the high
doorstep. As he hurried along the street he counted his pennies—one, two, three, four—four pennies! He couldn’t remember ever
having been so rich before.
On each side of the street were walls made of sun-baked bricks. Over the top of the walls you could see the roofs of
the houses. Some were made of gray tiles, and some were made of straw. In the walls were many gateways, leading into
the courtyards of the houses. They had different-colored doors: red doors and black doors and once in a while a green door
dotted with gold paint.
“Little Pear! Little Pear!” called a voice suddenly. Little Pear turned around, and there was his friend Big Head, calling
to him from his gateway.
“Come and see my new top!” he cried. “It is the most beautiful top in the whole world, and the fastest spinner!”
“Ay-ah!” exclaimed Little Pear, and he looked at the top admiringly. It was certainly a beauty—a great pearshaped silver top, with stripes of scarlet, pink, and green.
Big Head proudly spun it, and it twirled round and round, while a crowd of children gathered to watch. Little
Pear slipped away toward the street where the shops were, thinking,
“Perhaps I can find a beautiful top like that! I have four pennies.”
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Little Pear walked along the street, humming happily, and the very first shop that he came to sold tinware. There were
little tin teapots and tin saucepans, and they hung in bunches in front of the open shop and rattled merrily in the breeze.
Little Pear stopped and looked at the tinware and thought that he would like a teapot of his own. But then he looked at his
four pennies and thought of the top, and so he walked on.
“Hot chestnuts, hot chestnuts!” called a man in a loud sing-sing voice, standing behind a tray of smoking hot
chestnuts, just off the charcoal. Little Pear wrinkled his nose in joy as he sniffed the delicious smell. But he looked at his four
pennies and thought of the toy shop at the end of the street, and he walked on.
“Tang-hulurs! Tang-hulurs!” called a man coming toward him, and this time Little Pear stopped short
with his mouth wide open. For the man was simply laden down with tang-hulurs, which were Little Pear’s
favorite candy. He looked at the red fruit, eight or ten on a stick, all covered with candied syrup, and he jingled his
string of pennies. He thought that he would be perfectly happy if he could have a tang-hulur.
“How much?” he asked the man.
“Two pennies a stick!”
Little Pear untied the string and gave the man two of his precious pennies. Then he started on toward the toy
shop, nibbling at his tang-hulur.
The toy shop was very wonderful. There were wooden swords painted in pink and green and gold. There were
funny little monkeys made of clay covered over with chicken feathers, and round boxes made of gourds, all delicately
carved. The boxes were stained orange or green or brown, and they had crickets inside of them that made a queer little
singing noise with their wings. There were cloth tigers, with smiling faces and green glass eyes. And, yes, there were
tops! Tops of all colors, striped and plain.
“This one,” said Little Pear to the shopman, pointing to one as large and beautiful as Big Head’s.
“The tops,” said the man, “are four pennies.”
“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” cried Little Pear, “and I bought a tang-hulur with two of my pennies! There are not
enough left.”
“Come back some day when you have more money,” said the shopman; but suddenly Little Pear had a much
better idea. He ran down the street until he met the tang-hulur man again.
“Another tang-hulur, please!” he said, and handed the man his last two pennies in exchange for another
delicious stick of candy.
Then very happily he trotted along till he came to the home of Big Head. Big Head was sitting on his doorstep alone,
holding his top. He looked very much surprised when he saw Little Pear with two tang-hulurs. One tang-hulur
was almost gone, but the other hadn’t had a single bite taken out of it.
“Oh, Little Pear, how good they must taste!” said Big Head. “I do love tang-hulurs!”
“So do I,” replied Little Pear, “but I will trade you my whole tang-hulur that isn’t eaten for your top.”
But that Big Head would not do. He was a little older and wiser than Little Pear; so he said,
“I cannot give you my precious top, but I will share it with you if you will share your tang-hulur with me.”
So that is what they did. They took turns eating the tang-hulur until it was gone, and then they took turns spinning
the top, and they were perfectly happy.
4
Crack-crack-crack! Firecrackers were popping, gongs were ringing, and all through the village there were crowds of
people coming and going. For the New Year’s festival had started. In China they celebrate the New Year for two whole weeks,
and all during that time everybody has a holiday.
“This is the time of good things to eat,” said Little Pear to Ergu, as they sat on the high doorstep of their gateway, between the
two stone lions. They were happily munching some round flat cakes, and listening to the jolly noise of firecrackers coming from
farther down the street.
“I wish the New Year’s festival would last forever!” said Ergu. Nobody has to work now, and tonight there are going to be
very beautiful fireworks—and we all have new clothes!”
Little Pear looked proudly down at his new mustard-colored trousers and purple jacket. He had a bright green string tied
around his pigtail, and he wore a silver chain aroud his neck with a dragon clasp in front. It was a good-luck chain. His mother
hoped that it would keep him from running away.
Ergu, too, had on new clothes. She had on a bright red jacket and bright red trousers, and down her forehead there were three
spots of red paint, which were just meant for trimming, and made her look very pretty.
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Crack-crack-crack! The firecrackers were popping steadily farther down the street. Suddenly Little Pear
jumped up.
“I am going to watch them!” he cried. “You may finish my cake.”
“Don’t go too near the firecrackers!” called Ergu as Little Pear ran off. “Take care, because you have on your
new clothes!”
Little Pear ran along, and the farther he got from home and the nearer to the middle of the village, the more people there
were. The streets were crowded with people, all smiling and happy, for everyone was having a holiday. Little Pear pushed
his way through the crowd, taking care not to step on any chickens or to tumble over any babies. In the very center of the
village was the biggest crowd of all; for there in the middle of the street was a man who was setting off firecrackers—small
ones and big ones and middle-sized ones. Firecrackers that were separate and went off—pop! And firecrackers that were
all strung together and went pop-pop-pop-pop-pop!
All the boys of the village were standing around the man, watching him with their mouths open.
“Stand back!” he said to them. “Don’t come too close. It is dangerous to come too near to the firecrackers.
Stand around in a circle, and not so close.”
Little Pear pushed his way through the crowd quite easily, he was so small. So9on he was standing at the edge
of the circle, where he could see all the firecrackers very plainly as they went off. He stood and watched excitedly as the
man lit the firecrackers one by one from a piece of punk.
“How I should like to light one!” he thought. Just then a big boy spoke to the man.
“Let me set off a firecracker!” he begged. “I want to set off a big one with a very loud bang.”
Little Pear looked up at the boy. It was the biggest of the boys who had chased him off the pond. When the man
said to the boy, “Yes, you may light just one firecracker,” Little Pear thought,
“Perhaps he will let me light just one too if I ask him. That will show that I am a big boy too.”
The big boy struck a match and lighted a large firecracker. Then he stepped back quickly.
“Bang!” went the cracker, shooting up into the air.
“Ay-ah!” cried everybody. “What a beautiful firecracker that one was! And what a loud noise it made.”
“Please,” said Little Pear to the man, “may I light a firecracker too?”
“You are too small,” said the man.
“You are too small,” said the big boy; and everybody else said,
“Oh, yes, he is too small.” Then Little Pear said,
“Why, no! I am not too small. I can light a small firecracker!” The man laughed in a kind way.
“All right,” he said, you may light one. But be very quick and very careful.”
Little pear picked out a tiny firecracker. Then he stood it up in the middle of the circle and drew in his breath as he
leaned over and lighted it.
“Stand back, everyone!” he cried. But in his excitement Little Pear forgot to stand back himself.
“Pop!” went the firecracker, and it flew right up and hit Little Pear!
“Oh!” cried Little Pear—and “Oh!” cried everybody else. “Are you hurt? Did it burn you?”
“No,” said Little Pear in rather a surprised voice, but he looked down at his clothes, and there, right in the
middle of his very best, brand-new purple jacket was a hole burnt by the firecracker.
“Oh!” cried Little Pear, more loudly this time. “My beautiful new jacket!” he suddenly remembered that Ergu
had told him not to go too near the firecrackers, and he felt so ashamed that he began to cry. The people all tried to
comfort him.
“Never mind,” they said. “That was a fine firecracker that you set off! And as for the hole, why, your mother
will mend it so that it will not even show.”
Little Pear felt better then, and he thought that if he was a big enough boy to fire off a firecracker, he was too
big a boy to cry. He pushed his way through the crowd again, in the direction of his house. He was taking care
again not to bump into any babies or to step on any chickens—when all of a sudden, bump! Somebody ran into
him. It was Ergu.
“Oh, Little Pear!” she cried, “I have been looking for you. Father has brought us some beautiful new kites for New
Year’s presents. Come quickly and see.”
When Ergu and Little Pear reached home, there, sure enough, were the kites. One was like a huge yellow butterfly, and one
was like a giant goldfish. Little Pear was so delighted that he forgot all about his new jacket until his mother said,
“I smell something burnt.”Then he remembered.
“It’s my new jacket,” he said, his voice growing very small. “I lit a firecracker, just one; but it burnt a hole in
my new jacket.”
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“Oh, Little Pear, what a bad boy you are!” cried his mother. “But I am glad that it is only your jacket that is hurt,
and not you. Firecrackers are very dangerous, and you must never, never, light one again! At least, not until you are a
very big boy.”
That night the family stood in their doorway, watching the fireworks that were to celebrate the New Year’s festival. All
the sky over the village was bright with the beautiful many-colored lights. Little Pear and his sisters were all dressed in their
very best new clothes, but if you looked closely at Little Pear’s purple jacket you could see a tiny hole, neatly darned. As he
heard the hissing noise of the sky-rockets and watched the sparks falling across the sky, Little Pear decided that when he was a
very big boy he would send off one million firecrackers and two million sky-rockets—but that now, after all, it was nearly as
much fun to watch!
5
One day during the New Year's festival Ergu said to Little Pear,
“Let us take our new kites out to the field and fly them. It is such a windy day that they will fly very high.”
Little Pear hopped with joy, because he had never had such a beautiful big kite before. He could hardly wait to see
it flying up in the sky.
“Be careful, children,” called their mother from the gateway as they started off toward the field. “Ergu, take
care of Little Pear! And, Little Pear, don’t lose your kite!”
She watched the children as they left the village and started out across the field, and smiled, because Chinese mothers
like to have their children fly kites. They believe that good spirits fly down to them along the kite-strings and that evil
spirits fly away from them up into the sky.
The children chattered happily as they walked along. When they reached the middle of the field they stopped.
“This will be a good place,” said Ergu. “There are no trees anywhere near that can tangle our kites, and feel how the wind
blows here! They will go very high.”
Ergu’s kite, the huge yellow butterfly, was nearly as big as she—but Little Pear’s kite, the giant goldfish, was so
huge that when he carried it you couldn’t see any little boy at all. As they unwound the string the wind pulled the kites
with great jerks as though it wanted to pull them away. Ergu and Little Pear held tight to the sticks and unwound
the string carefully, never letting go for one second. Soon the yellow butterfly was way up in the sky.
“Oh, oh!” cried Ergu. “How beautiful it is! Little Pear, you are very slow. Hurry, and let your kite go up as high
as mine. Then they can talk to each other.”
Little Pear couldn’t reply, because it took all his breath to hold on to his kite-string. The wind tugged and pulled
it so hard that it almost made him lose his balance. He sat down on the ground and held on tight and wondered if
he’d soon be flying too! And he patiently unwound the rest of his string. Ergu was running about the field, looking
over her shoulder at her kite that was sailing swiftly across the sky.
“Oh, Little Pear!” she cried. “This is such fun! This is just like flying myself!”
And then she stopped suddenly, and her eyes and mouth all grew very round, for what did she see? There was
poor Little Pear holding tightly to his kite-string, and the wind was tugging at his huge kite, and carrying it farther
and farther up into the sky—and Little Pear along with it! His toes were off the ground, but he still held tight to his
kite-string.
“Oh, Litle Pear!” cried Ergu, and before she knew it she had let go of her own beautiful yellow butterfly and
rushed to the rescue of her small brother. The wind was carrying him along so quickly that she thought she could
never catch up with him! The wind blew the kite, and blew Little Pear, but it blew Ergu, too.
With the wind behind her she ran very fast. At last she caught hold of Little Pear’s jacket—then she caught hold
of Little Pear Himself! And then they both sat down on the ground.
“I wonder if we shall both be blown away, now,” thought Ergu; but no, the two of them were too strong for the wind.
They stayed right where they were. Then together Ergu and Little Pear wound the string around the stick again, and
carefully, carefully, drew the kite down from the sky. When the huge goldfish lay on the ground at last and Little Pear was
winding up the last part of the string, Ergu looked up at the sky where her butterfly was a yellow speck and felt very,
sad indeed.
“But I’m glad it wasn’t Little Pear that disappeared,” she thought, “and he very nearly did.”
“Were you good children?” asked their mother when they returned home.
“Oh, yes, we were very good!” cried Ergu and Little Pear together.
“I didn’t lose my kite!” said Little Pear.
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“I took care of Little Pear!” said Ergu. And they were so hungry from playing in the wind that they ate a very
large supper of fried cornmeal, bean sprouts, and hot tea.
6
It was a warm spring day. The peach trees along the highroad had bloomed, and now the trees were laden with small
green peaches. The willows were pale green with their feathery new leaves.
In the fields the farmers were working. Water was running swiftly through the ditches they had cut, criss-crossing
the fields. These ditches were meant to water the onions, the beans, the cabbages, and all the other vegetables, but the
children of the village thought that they made splendid rivers for toy ships.
Little Pear and his friend Big Head each had a ship. They were made out of kaoliang, which is a kind of millet.
The outside of the stalks can be peeled off in strips, and with these strips, and the pith inside, Chinese children make
all sorts of toys. Little Pear and Big Head were racing the ships that they had made, but they were sometimes
interrupted by the farmers.
“Go away!” they would shout. “Bad boys! You are trampling on our vegetables!” And then Big Head and Little Pear
would move away very quickly to a part of the field that was farther off and start another race.
“Big Head,” said Little Pear, “let’s pretend that this ditch is the Yellow River. My ship is a junk with three sails
and I will race you to the next turn.”
“My ship has seven sails!” cried Big Head, and he put his piece of kaoliang in the ditch right beside Little Pear’s,
and the boats started off down the great Yellow River. The water carried the little boats along rapidly, and the two boys
ran along the banks, calling out excitedly,
“Mine’s ahead!”
“No, mine!”
“Mine is now!”
“There goes mine!”
And they didn’t notice that they were drawing nearer and nearer to a very angry farmer. Suddenly:
“Chuba!” shouted the farmer. “Go away! How dare you trample on my vegetables? Run quick, or I will beat you!”
Big Head and Little Pear were so astonished that they, forgot all about their race. They forgot that their boats were
sailing the Yellow River. They started to run very fast.
“Chuba!” cried the farmer again, and he began to chase them. He was a tall man with a shaved head, and he had long
legs. Big Head and Little Pear didn’t look at him closely, but they thought that he looked rather fierce. They ran and ran. They
ran in the direction of the highroad. Little Pear looked over his shoulder once, but then he went on running faster than ever,
because the farmer was carrying a hoe. This made him look more fierce than before.
“If—we—reach—the—highroad,” said Big Head between puffs, “we—can—hide on the other side.” Little Pear nodded,
but he couldn’t say anything because he was rather fat and he had never run so fast before.
By and by they reached the highroad and looked behind them. The farmer had stopped chasing them and had
gone back to his work.
“He—was—only—trying—to—frighten—us,” said Big Head, still puffing.
Little Pear nodded. They sat down to rest under the nearest tree, and pretty soon they remembered their race.
“I wonder where our junks are now,” said Little Pear.
“Perhaps the race is over,” said Big Head. “I think mine won.”
“No, I’m sure mine did!” But they didn’t feel like going back just then to see.
“Look,” said Little Pear suddenly. “Do you see anything in the tree above us?”
“Yes,” said Big Head, “peaches!” And sure enough, the tree was laden with peaches, but they were green.
“I wonder if they taste good,” said Little Pear. “I should like to eat some, for I am very, very hungry.” Big Head
was a little older than Little Pear, and a little wiser.
“They would give you a very bad tummy-ache,” he said.
Little Pear sighed. He thought that just one peach couldn’t possibly hurt, and he felt hungrier all the time.
“Big Head,” he said, “I shall eat just one peach, and then if it doesn’t hurt me, I can eat some more.”
Big Head agreed that one peach would probably not hurt any one; so they found a stick and poked the tree. No
peaches fell.
“They are stuck too tight,” said Big Head. “Wait a minute! I will climb the tree!” Big Head started climbing, but
every time he climbed a little way he slid back a little way.
“This is a very hard tree to climb,” said Big Head.
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“I know,” said Little Pear. “Put your hands on your knees and I will climb on your back.”
“That is a good idea,” said Big Head.
So he put his hands on his knees, and Little Pear climbed on his back; and just as Little Pear had gathered three
peaches, Big Head fell down with Little Pear on top of him! When they were right side up again they collected
the peaches. Big Head said that he didn’t want any, not even one, and that Little Pear could have them all.
“But be careful,” he said. “If the first one hurts you, do not eat the others.” So Little Pear ate the first one
carefully, while Big Head watched him anxiously.
“Does it taste good?” he asked.
“Yes,” replied Little Pear, “and it doesn’t make me feel bad at all. I don’t think another one would hurt me.”
So he ate the second. Then he looked at the last one for a while, and it was so small that he finally ate that too. He
and Big Head decided that perhaps green peaches were good for children.
But later in the day Little Pear’s mother said to him, “You do not look very well”; and when he wouldn’t eat his supper,
which was steamed dumplings stuffed with cabbage, with bean sauce, she said,
“This child must be ill.” Then she put him to bed.
All night long Little Pear tossed and turned in his far corner of the wide, hard bed. In his sleep he kept talking about
fierce farmers, and peaches, and the Yellow River, and junks, and a hoe, and peaches—and he was very ill. Next morning
Big Head came to see him, looking rather worried.
“What happened?” he asked. Little Pear shook his head sadly.
“Green peaches are not good for children, after all,” he said.
When Little Pear was well again he and Big Head sailed their boats many more times in the ditches and had
many more races, but neither of them ever ate green peaches again.
7
“Cheep, cheep, cheep!” sang the canary in his cage near the doorway. “Cheep, cheep!”
And he jumped from his perch to his swing and back again. Little Pear looked up at the bird from his seat on the
doorstep.
“I wish I knew what it is you are saying!” he said.
“Cheep, cheep!” replied the bird, cocking his head on one side and looking down inquiringly at Little Pear.
“He is talking to me,” thought Little Pear, and he got up quickly and tugged a stool over to the cage and
climbed up on it so that he could see the bird better.
“What are you saying?” he asked. “Are you hungry? Why, there is your dish all filled with seeds and you
haven’t eaten them!”
“Cheep, cheep,” said the bird.
“Perhaps he is thirsty,” thought Little Pear, and he looked in the other dish; but no, there was plenty of water
there.
“There can be nothing the matter with you, foolish little bird,” said Little Pear severely. “You have food and
you have water and you have a beautiful cage.”
But the canary said “Cheep” this time so sadly that Little Pear knew that he wanted something.
The sun was shining brightly, and it was nearly summer. The fields around the village were green with growing
vegetables. Little Pear climbed down off the stool and stood in the doorway. He looked across the sunny courtyard
and through the open gateway to the world outside. From where he stood he could see the green fields and far
away beyond them the row of green willow trees by the river. The world seemed very wide and very beautiful.
High up in the sky were some small white clouds, sailing laziliy along. Some pigeons flew by, and as Little Pear
watched them he heard music. Theywre tame pigeons, whose owners let them fly about; but first they hafd tied
queer little reed whistles to their tails. As the pigeons flew through the air the wind played music on their whistles.
“What a good time the pigeons are having!” thought Little Pear. He watched them until they had flown out of
sight behind a curved roof, and then he turned back to look at the little bird in its cage.
“I know what you want to do,” he said. “You want to fly away!”
“Cheep, cheep, cheep!” said the canary excitedly, and Little Pear climbed on the stool again and pushed up the
door of the age.
“Come back by and by!” he said. But the canary was in so much of a hurry to fly away, across the fields and into the
sky, that it didn’t even wait to say “Cheep.”
Later that day the family was gathering for the afternoon meal.
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“I must feed the bird, too,” said Dagu. But when she looked up at the cage she saw that it was empty.
“Oh, where has our canary gone?” she cried.
“He flew away,” said Little Pear.
“You naughty boy, did you open the door of the cage?”
“Yes,” said Little Pear anxiously, “because he asked to go.”
“Will he ever come back to us?” asked Ergu.
“I told him to,” said Little Pear.
The family were all sorrowful because their little bird was gone. Each day the children looked at the empty cage
and watched the sky to see whether the bird was flying back. When one day their father came home with a brandnew cage with a little yellow bird inside it, the children jumped up and down with delight.
“Cheep, cheep, cheep!” the little bird was singing.
“He did come back,” cried Little Pear.
“It’s the very same bird,” cried Ergu.
And perhaps it was. …
19.6 & 19.40 1. Dog 2. Piglet And The Chickens: Two Short Stories\fn{by Pa [or Ba] Chin aka Li Fei-kan (1904-after
1995)} Chengtu [or Chenghe], Szechuan Province, China (M) 20
1
I do not know my own name (if, indeed, I was ever given any) or my true age, for evidently I arrived in the
world a thing of chance, picked up from nowhere and dropped down again without thought—like a stone
carelessly tossed from one place to another by some passer-by, to no particular purpose. I do not know who my
father was or my mother. I was simply a thing abandoned, left behind, forgotten, marked by the same brown skin,
dark hair and eyes, the same flat nose and short build you see in hundreds of millions of others, among whom Fate
placed me, for a while, to live.
I went through a period of childhood, as every one does, but mine was in many respects unique. No one gave
me any affection, no one warmed or comforted me; my earliest memories are of hunger and cold and bitterness …
Yet I remember (not exactly, for I had little idea of time, but nevertheless there was such a day) a lean, tall,
wrinkled old man who stopped before me and, nodding his head, remarked,
“At your age you certainly should be in school, studying. Education—that’s what is important to a man.”
He spoke in a low voice which seemed full of tenderness, and his face was very serious. His advice impressed
me, and, forgetting my anguish and the raw cold, I earnestly set forth to seek an education.
Buildings stood here and there, some splendid as a palace, and others not quite so magnificent. It was the latter,
people told me, that were called “schools,” where one might get an education. I kept thinking all the time of what
the old man had told me, and finally, without waiting for an invitation, I stepped boldly into one of the schools …
“Get out! This isn’t the place for you!”
Everywhere it was the same. Later I tried all the buildings, from the richest structures to the humblest, but no
matter where I went, whether I was greeted by cruel faces or kind, that same sentence was repeated over and over
again:
“Get out!”
The words struck me like a lash, and, frightened, full of fear and pain, I lowered my head, cringing, trying hard
to think, while the echo of children’s laughter and merriment in the schools rang in my ears.
Was I, after all, I began to wonder, really a human being? The more I thought about it the more my doubts
increased. I tried to put the question aside, to avoid answering, but all the time there seemed to be some mocking
voice in my ears for ever asking,
“Is it really possible that you belong to the human race?”
Lonely, depressed, helpless, my very existence utterly ignored by the world, I at last sought refuge in the
ruined temple where I sheltered at night, determined to seek an explanation from the God who dwelt there.
“God is merciful, God knows all,” I thought. “He will solve this question for me.”
The curtain that once hung before Him had been torn aside; the image sat alone, bare, rotting, covered with
dust, with one arm missing. I knelt before Him and prayed.
“Almighty God, help me to understand, to fmd a solution to the riddle: Am I a human being?”
Silence. His dusty mouth did not move, his eyes gave no answering gleam of response …
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Eventually I reasoned things out for myself.
“How, indeed, is it possible for a thing like me to claim any relation to other men, who are obviously quite
different?” I thought. “Warmth, comfort, human feeling, the privileges of man—all these are denied me—and I
live on refuse, stuff that real people can not eat and throw away. It would be an insult to humanity if I were
considered a part of it! Certainly I don’t belong to the world of men …”
But if not a man, I thought, still I must have been put on earth for some end, and perhaps there was a use for
my body. Everything could be bought and sold; why not me? Putting a straw price-tag on my back I went to the
market, to offer myself for sale. I stood first at one place, then another, exhibited all angles of my head and body,
inviting buyers to bargain for the object. If anyone should actually buy me, and feed me the left-overs, I was
determined to be as faithful as a dog to his master.
I waited there in the market all day, shifting from one comer to another, but nobody made any proposals.
Wherever I went people only looked at me with jeering eyes. Only some small boys took any real notice of me,
and they were interested simply in making fun of the price-tag on my back. Hungry and tired, I crept back to the
temple, stopping on the way to pick up from the road a crust of dry black bread, hard and covered with dust,
which I swallowed without any hesitation. It occurred to me that if I could eat such things I must have the
stomach of a dog.
The ruined House of God was very still. There was nobody there but me, and I lay down heavily, disgusted at
my utter uselessness in the world. Whatever I was, it seemed clear that it was an article of no value to men. I wept
bitterly, but even tears, though a precious gift, brought no relief to an unclassified monster like me. Nevertheless, I
went on crying, for I had nothing else to do, and I had nothing to give myself, in fact, but these tears. I wept not
only in the temple, but going forth and standing before the doors of the rich I continued to weep there.
Outside the gate of a great house I hid myself, starved, half-frozen, crying, bitterly swallowing my own tears,
and then crying even louder to forget the pain in my stomach. A young fellow in foreign clothes passed close by
and went into the house, but did not seem to notice me at all, and then a middle-aged man followed him in, but he
too failed to see me. Along the street people moved to and fro, but none even glanced at me. Did I really exist?
Finally a towering fellow came out, and he saw me, beyond question, for drawing near he cursed and shouted,
“Get out! This isn’t the place for you to cry!” He began to kick me, as he would a dog.
My tears were at last exhausted, and pulling my limbs together I dragged them wearily back to the temple.
There I knelt once more before the battered God, this image my only friend, and again I prayed:
“Almighty God! Though it is apparent that I am not a man, Fate has put me here, and I must live in the world.
I’m a lost orphan. I don’t know my father or my mother, and yet I need some one. Adopt me then, Just and
Generous One, take me as Your son. I don’t belong to the human race at all, and I shall never know the love of
man.”
The God did not open His mouth. He did not reject me. At last I had a Father—the armless image, the Just and
Generous.
*
I had to go out every day to beg something to eat, and when I had filled my stomach with what I could pick up
I hurried back home with a new pleasure, for I felt somehow for the first time that I belonged in the world. I had a
Father—the God of the temple. It is true He never opened His mouth, and He offered me no word of comfort, but
He was always there, one Person who did not desert me …
Time winged swiftly along and I grew up. I remained convinced that I was not human, and repeatedly assured
myself that this explained my curious existence, but nevertheless I felt now and then the sensations of a man
inwardly moving me. I could not help longing for fresh food, clean clothes, and a warm, comfortable bed inside a
beautiful house.
“But these are the appetites of a man!”I told myself. “How can you dream of enjoying such privileges?”
Nevertheless, I continued to think about the enticing goods I saw displayed in the shop windows. And then,
yes, even women allured me, with their flashing smiles, their soft white legs, smooth as jade, but warm to the
touch, I imagined. Could you believe it! A thing like me—I wanted to touch them, to caress them. Always I put
down such wild desires, remembering, on going nearer, that I was but a thing of unknown origin.
But one day I saw, walking close to a pair of the softest, the shapeliest, the loveliest legs, a small white dog,
and considering this I thought, “You see! Not all the privileges belong only to men. We dogs also have our
rights!” Becoming suddenly brave, I rushed to embrace those legs. To my amazement somebody seized me,
tripped me, and threw me to the earth.
“Are you mad?” exclaimed the man, who kicked me fiercely.
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Returning to the temple I concluded sadly that I was even lower than a dog.
“Father, God, my Father,” I prayed, “make me into a real dog, a small white dog like that one, sharing the love
and comfort of men!”
*
Brown skin, black hair, flat nose, short stature—these, like many genuine men, I possessed. But I observed that
there are in this world people belonging to the human race and yet with white skin, yellow hair, a high nose, and
very tall.
These men, I noticed, strode boldly down the street, singing, shouting, laughing, as if they alone existed, and
indeed the others, walking at a distance, dared not pass near them. This was a discovery for me, that human beings
were divided, and above those I saw most there were others, higher still. I began to notice these especially
privileged ones more and more often. Among them were many who wore round white caps, white shirts bordered
with blue, and white trousers,\fn{ A note reads: Foreign sailors.} and they were always laughing and playing,
sometimes fighting, sometimes smashing bottles over the heads of the brown men, sometimes kissing women or
riding with them in rickshaws, the women sitting in their laps and dangling soft bare legs.
People all seemed to respect these men very highly, everybody got out of their way, and evidently they were
the noblest of mortals. I took care not to go near them, for my presence was certain to be offensive; but one
evening, when I sat resting beside a wall, rubbing my bloody, mud-covered feet, hungry as usual, and tired, some
people came suddenly before me. I looked up, and was terrified to see that it was some of this noblest class of
humanity. Too late! I could not escape, but dully sat waiting for what fate had in store for me. They yelled at me
to get out; they kicked me and called me a “dog.”
Dog? And nothing worse? When I went back to the temple that night I thanked God, my Father, that these lofty
beings considered me no lower than a dog. It gave me new hope. If I were recognized as no less than a dog, that
should entitle me at least to the rights of a dog, and once more I thought of that small white animal running beside
his mistress’s shapely body.
The very next time I saw a pair of entrancing legs moving gracefully down the street I rejoiced, and,
remembering that in the eyes of the white men I was now defInitely a dog, I at once exercised my rights. I leapt at
the legs, tightly embracing them, and forgetting everything else. Mingled shouts and screams came to my ears,
heavy blows landed on me, hundreds of pairs of hands pulled me from every side, but I neither felt nor heard
anything: I clung on joyously to that pair of twinkling legs.
When I opened my eyes again I was lying in a cold dark cell, and no human sound was to be heard. My whole
body ached and I could scarcely breathe …
God, the Father, the Just and Generous One, still sits dustily in his temple, but never, never again shall I pray to
that armless image!
2
Outside the window, as the sun shone brightly through the green leaves of the gently swaying trees, I noticed
the dark shadow of a small insect on the back of a fully open leaf. A bright spot passed in front of my eyes. A
small white butterfly which had been perched in a tree flitted by, disappearing into the blue sky that silhouetted it.
My eyes were still following its outline when the eaves of the house blocked my view. A little sparrow peeped out
over the eaves, but immediately drew its head in and hopped away. As the tips of the trees began to sway heavily,
I felt a slight coolness permeating my room. Directly in front of my window was a pumelo tree with several fruits
the size of bowls hanging from its branches. The weather was already burning hot, even though it wasn’t yet time
for the pumelos to be ripe. Absently, I rubbed my forehead with my hand and found it covered with beads of
sweat.
It was about nine in the morning, the most peaceful time in the compound. In the house around this time every
day I could read for two or three hours. Thus morning was my favorite time. Although it was hotter than usual, I
still felt tranquil.
This was my home, even though I no longer was familiar with the place. After being several thousand li away
for over ten years, I had returned home less than a month ago. The house had five rooms including a main wing
and side wings with over ten people living in them. There was a reception room in the middle of the house which
served as both living and dining room. It was not overly crowded, but at the same time not particularly
comfortable either. During the day everyone was gone, some to school, others to work at the office, leaving me at
home all alone to lounge around like a guest. Other than visiting a friend or relative occasionally, reading, writing,
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or just chatting to those at home, I had nothing to do. I think that “leisurely and peaceful” is the perfect
description of my life at that time.
I heard a sound of leather shoes on the stone path rise, then gradually disappear. I knew who it was and
scowled. The reaction may have been unconscious but it certainly was not unfounded. I raised my head and gazed
out the window at the blue sky and green trees in anticipation.
“Shit! What bastard is spreading nonsense about me again? It's not illegal to raise pigs! With the cost of living
going up the way it is, who isn’t looking for a little spare cash? Raising pigs is a business too!” bellowed a voice
as clear and crisp as if it belonged to a seventeen- or eighteen-year-old girl.
Without looking, I knew it was Widow Feng, in her early thirties. More than an hour ago I had seen her
standing next to the pumelo tree in the courtyard. She wore a contented smile as she watched a little black pig,
with up-turned mouth, wallowing in the mud, and five small yellow chickens leisurely pecking away at insects.
As her eyes followed the movements of the pig and the chickens, she mumbled under breath. A chi-pao\fn{A note
reads: A tight-fitting sheath with a high mandarin collar and side slits.} of black silk covered her short, plump body.
Her dark yellow face was flat and round, with narrow lips exposing two rows of snow-white teeth. I chuckled
to myself, thinking that this person under the pumelo tree with the pig and chickens made a very fine painting.
Almost as if she felt me watching her, she suddenly turned her back to me and walked away, slightly embarrassed.
A good many squabbles occurred in our compound on account of that pig and those chickens. About twelve or
thirteen days ago on Ch’ing-ming Festival\fn{ A note reads: A spring festival roughly equivalent to Easter time, around April 5,
at which the Chinese worship at the graves of their ancestors. It is also known as “Tomb-sweeping Day.” } morning, the son of the
tenant who lives in the left extension chased the little chickens into the outhouse. The widow then began to jump
up and down in the courtyard, cursing the Wang boy in a shrill voice. As usual, her tirade opened with, “You sonof-a-bitch” and “your mother’s!”\fn{A note reads: A profanity.}
“You son-of-a-bitch, every goddam day stirring up my chickens. You’re never happy until you’ve scared a few
to death. What have I ever done to you? You just love to play? Fine. But why don’t you go somewhere else? Why
keep coming to my place? Do you really think I’m afraid of you? Just wait until your father comes home and then
I’ll settle the score. You son-of-a-bitch, you bastard. Just wait and see how I get even with you. One of these days
you’ll know what sort of a person I am!”
“You get even with me? Go ahead! As if I were afraid of you, you old hag! I don’t give a damn who the hell is
messing around with your chickens. You’ll come to no good end slandering people like that.”
“You’re cursing me? If it wasn’t you, you son-of-a-bitch, then who was it? And if you weren’t bothering my
chickens, why would I scold you? You say I’ll come to no good end, but you’re the one who’s going to drop dead!
Fuck you.”
“Come on, come on. I’m waiting. Drop your pants, and then we’ll see who’s afraid of whom!”
Widow Feng was in such a frenzy that she was kicking her legs about. Neither was willing to relent, and their
language became even more offensive, so much so that I couldn’t bear to listen any longer. After another half hour
or so of bickering back and forth, the Wang kid seemed to lose the battle and slipped away. Widow Feng
victoriously cursed on for a while, and then the compound quieted down.
After lunch I went outside and saw the chickens scratching leisurely about under the tree. As I passed by the
small separate courtyard on the side of the alley, the door to the house was wide open and inside a mahjong table
was set up. Among the four women players was that same middle-aged woman who had fought with the kid just a
while ago. As if she had a perfect hand, she broke into a smile accompanied by happy chuckles. When I returned
home in the evening, those same four ladies were still glued to the mahjong table. The only difference was that a
fifty-watt lamp had replaced the sunlight.
There was another time when two of the chickens had run into my house looking for food, but my youngest
nephew chased them out. Widow Feng had just come from the right wing and saw what was going on. Grumbling
on the stairs, she began to raise her voice and gave the chickens a piece of her mind.
“You don’t have any sense of shame. You have food in your own house, but you won’t touch it. Instead, you go
out looking for strange things to eat. When people throw you out you don’t even dare open your mouths to say
anything. You’re really good for nothing.”
Not a soul responded. I told my nephew not to pay any attention to her. In his room he cursed her awhile, then
buried his head in his books.
However, she continued her harangue. “You take a beating and can’t make a sound, you cheap critters. If you
run into someone’s house again tomorrow, if they don’t beat the shit out of you I will.”
Still, nobody paid her any mind, and so she declared herself victor. About half an hour later, I saw her sitting at
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the mahjong table again, pouting and looking unhappy.
The next day when the little chickens came over to our house as usual, my nephew was not in. I let them roam
around freely and peck. Widow Feng happened to be talking to someone in the compound and should have seen
the little chickens entering my house. But instead of breaking her chickens’ legs, she left, still talking and
laughing.
Another time, a chicken was missing and noone knew whether it had run off somewhere or, as she said later, it
had been killed by the Wang kid. Or it could have drowned in some ditch. At any rate, she never found it. At dusk
she just stood in the compound yelling:
“You son-of-a- bitch, you son-of-a-turtle, you still-born child, you chicken thief, you mother-fucker, if you take
one bite your belly will burst and you’ll die of poison. You'll choke to death on it, and when your stomach,
bowels, heart, and liver rot out I’ll throw them to the chickens and dogs to feast on. You’ll die a horrible death.”
Nobody said anything. I stood deliberately under the window watching her rant and rave.
She was wearing a striped undershirt with black silk pants. Her hands danced about, and she stamped her feet,
while her white teeth made her dark yellow complexion even darker.
“Whoever stole my chicken should have guts enough to stand up for himself instead of hiding behind his
mother’s petticoat. My chickens aren’t easy to swallow. You take one bite and you and your family will never
have offspring.”
“Old Dame Wang Curses the Chicken, live at the Szechwanese opera,” said my nephew with a soft chuckle as
he came up next to me. I also found it hard not to laugh.
She kept up her tongue-lashing for a whole hour. At about ten the next morning, she stood in her doorway and
was at it again, using almost the same language as before, but with some new additions.
“So you stole my chicken because you think I’m easy to bully, huh? Tomorrow, when I get to the bottom of
this, I’ll either beat the shit out of you or throttle you, you dead son-of-a-turtle. You’ll never see old age! Ai, if life
wasn’t such a struggle, who’d be willing to be bothered raising chickens? You little thing, giving me such a hard
time, you short-lived …”
“Whom are you referring to? Make that a little clearer,” the Wang kid interrupted coldly as he walked out of
the house. He was not more than eleven or twelve years old, with a long, thin face, slightly high cheekbones, and
a protruding chin.
“Who else? Yes, I’m pointing my finger at you, you dead son-of-a-turtle! So what? Fuck your mother, fuck
your ancestors,” she countered, her feet kicking and face purple, screaming as if she were about to pounce on him.
But she and the kid were still separated by the courtyard between them.
“If you’re accusing me, then say it right out; don’t beat around the bush,” said the child with the air of an adult,
pointing his finger. “So you’re bringing up my mother and my ancestors again, eh? I think you’ve gotten so used
to being fucked that you can’t talk about anything else. Who gives a damn about your chickens? If you’re afraid
someone will steal them, take them to bed with you.”
On hearing this, the woman became even more enraged. This time she actually jumped into the courtyard, but
checked herself after only three or four steps. Saliva sprayed from her mouth as she sputtered:
“Okay, you’ve cursed me. I’m not going to argue with you, you dead son-of-a-turtle. I’ll just wait until your
mother comes home and have her straighten this out for me. Your father must have fucked the brains out of your
mother, otherwise how could she have given birth to a short-lived son-of-a-bitch like you?”
A heated battle of words ensued. The language became so foul that I didn’t want to listen anymore. The only
thing I could do was to sacrifice my reading time and go out to visit a friend.
All this happened two days ago.
*
The pig was a new addition, so no major argument had occurred over it yet. However, I had heard complaints
about it quite a number of times. With the arrival of the pig the whole place seemed a little dirtier and the people
of our compound all appeared disgruntled. Some just grumbled about it, including my nieces and nephews, but no
one had protested to Widow Feng yet. This time she suddenly broached the subject herself, probably because she
had heard something said. However, the whole thing had nothing at all to do with me, so I just ignored it.
“Widow Feng, you’ve really figured it all out, raising both chickens and pigs,” an old lady said in an envious
voice. “Today the price of pork went up to over eight dollars a catty.”
“Mrs. Yen, you don’t know. Just talking about raising pigs and chickens gets me all upset. Day after day I
worry and don’t sleep well at night. One moment that son-of-a-turtling yellow weasel will come drag my chickens
away, the very next the pig will run into trouble. I don’t know how many fights I’ve had with that son-of-a-
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bitching Wang kid over these little chickens. It’s really, really frustrating. It’s not that I’ve nothing to do after
filling my stomach, it’s just that the cost of living is too high. Otherwise why would any son-of-a-bitch want to
raise chickens and pigs?”
Widow Feng said this with a smile, as if she were perfectly content with her pig and chickens.
“Isn’t that the truth! For over two months I haven’t smelled the faintest whiff of lard, not to mention chicken.
Even eggs are selling for a dollar apiece. It’s really enough to scare a person to death,” old Mrs. Yen sighed.
“That’s right. Things are getting more expensive every day,” Widow Feng replied. Then she volunteered,
“When they lay eggs, I’ll give you some.”
“I don’t deserve it,” old Mrs. Yen thanked her, and after a pause, continued: “By that time, who knows how
much they’ll cost apiece.”
“Who could know,” chimed in Widow Feng. “I heard that in Kunming, Indanthrin\fn{ A note reads: Indanthrin is a
brand name for a German-made color-fast blue cloth similar to the American-made denim. It was very popular in Shanghai during the war
years, and, judging from this story, it was also well regarded in the interior .} has dropped to a dollar a foot,” Mrs. Yen

announced as if reporting some important news.
“How could that be? You can’t believe everything people say! Around here Indanthrin only goes up, almost
twenty dollars now,” added Widow Feng loudly.
While they were talking three little chickens, one after the other, hopped into our house and to my disbelief
meandered leisurely around the room.
“Look at that, they’re running off to someone’s house again. You can’t teach them anything. Mrs. Yen, you
wouldn’t believe how much I’ve worried over those chickens. Just talking about them makes me sad. You all
know I’m a mahjong addict, but these past few days I haven’t even touched a tile.”\fn{ The ivory-colored pieces
mahjong is played with are called “tiles.” It was a popular game in the United States during the 1920’s, but is scarcely known here now. }
“So that’s it. I thought it was a little strange that I haven’t seen you playing at the Changs’ recently. I can’t
believe you’ve given it up? And I hadn’t heard anything about your having a fight with anyone. So that’s what it
was all about. Certainly, playing mahjong is a pastime, but raising chickens is not only a pastime but also a good
business,” Mrs. Yen said patronizingly. She then rambled on to add one more flattering sentence: “Really, you’re
the capable one around here, Widow Feng.”
“Come on, Mrs. Yen, you’re making fun of me. How in the world can I be called capable?” said Widow Feng
in mock astonishment. “To tell you the truth, in times like these, I have no alternative but to come up with some
way to earn a little spare cash. If I had to depend on what my husband left, how could I survive? Mrs. Yen, just
think about it, when I first moved in here the rent was five dollars. Now, it’s gone up to fifty dollars and I hear it’s
going to go up even more.”
“I heard that your landlady, Mrs. Fang, is very well off. She has several houses, and since hers is a small
family, I don’t know why she’s still so greedy about the rents. The rents never stop going up!”
“The more money one has, the meaner one gets. These few broken-down rooms leak the minute it rains, and
tiles break loose as soon as the wind blows. If it hadn’t been so hard to find a place to rent in wartime, I’d have
moved long ago and wouldn’t have to put up with that old hag anymore,” Widow Feng said angrily.
“Hold it now, look who’s coming. Mrs. Fang is coming,” Mrs. Yen gave a low warning.
“Well, speak of the devil! If she didn’t have something up her sleeve she wouldn’t be coming around here. You
can be sure she’s up to no good,” Widow Feng mumbled.
Before long, the overbearing, high-pitched voice of a woman was heard:
“I say, where did the pig come from? My house is not a pig pen. Whose pig is that? Get it out of here.” Her
voice was ahead of her entrance. I heard her say:
“Widow Feng, you haven’t gone out visiting today?”
Widow Feng answered with a couple of polite sentences, whereupon her landlady again called out:
“Widow Feng, do you know who’s raising that pig? Pigs cannot be raised in my house! Things are getting
stranger and stranger nowadays—raising pigs in a courtyard! I won’t have it!”
“Mrs. Fang, how would I know? I’m hardly ever around,” Widow Feng said evasively.
“I simply hate pigs. They’re not only filthy and ugly, but they wander around everywhere, ruining everything. I
don’t mind renting for a low price, but if they mess the house up, where’s the money to fix it going to come
from?” the landlady complained. “These days it’s just not worth renting out houses. What can one do with that
measly amount of money? It isn’t enough to buy a few catties of meat, or even a peck of rice. So why should I
rent out a perfectly good house to be ruined by someone raising pigs?”
“Mrs. Fang, you shouldn’t upset yourself. I haven’t ruined your house at all. I’m the kind of person who loves
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cleanliness. When I live in a rented house, I take care of it as well as if it were my own. When my husband was
around, he used to praise me for this good habit of mine.” Widow Feng covered up with tact and logic.
“Well then, I really should thank you, Widow Feng,” Mrs. Fang replied sarcastically.
At that moment the crisp voice of a child cut in: “Widow Feng, your pig ran into our house again this
morning.”
“You devil! Who asked you to open your big mouth?” Widow Feng cursed resentfully.
“So it is your pig, Widow Feng. But didn’t you just say that you didn’t know anything about it?” Mrs. Fang
asked in surprise. I could tell from her tone of voice that she wasn’t happy.
“So what if it is mine? I haven’t broken any fucking laws. With things getting so expensive, who doesn’t want
to make some extra money? That’s what I call economics. If government workers can raise pigs, why can’t a
widow like myself?” Widow Feng answered, suddenly changing her tone as if she had arrived at a point where
covering up was no longer necessary.
“The house is mine, so if I say you cannot raise pigs, then you cannot.”
“But I’m the one who pays the rent, and if I want to raise pigs, it’s my own business. What can you do about
it?”
“I heard you. What can I do about you? I’ll kick you out, that’s what!”
“I won’t go! I can pay the rent and I don’t owe you a penny. So what grounds do you have for evicting me?”
“Okay. So you can pay, eh? Let me tell you then. Beginning next month, the rent goes up one thousand dollars.
If you want to stay here, then stay. If not, then move. I have nothing more to add, except that if you don’t get that
pig out of the house, the rent will go up another fifty dollars. I’ve made my point clear, and if you don’t do as I
say, don’t blame me later when I take action.”
“You’re just jacking up the rent at will. I won’t pay any attention. What right do you have to raise the rent? I’m
not that easy to bully around. I won’t add another penny to my rent and I won’t move either, so let’s see what
you’re going to do about it.”
“I won’t waste another word on you. When the time comes I’ll get someone to come collect it. The house is
mine, and I can raise the rent as much as I want. Whether you want to stay or not is up to you. Nowadays, with the
cost of living so high, this trivial amount is simply not enough. If I don’t raise the rent, what am I supposed to live
on?”
Mrs. Fang spoke forcefully. Without waiting for Widow Feng to answer, she turned her head toward the Wang
kid and said: “Wang Wen-sheng, now remember to tell your mother that beginning next month, the rent is one
hundred dollars higher and the security deposit is one thousand dollars more. Don’t get that confused. I have to be
going now.”
She turned and left. Widow Feng mumbled, cursed behind her back, “You old bat, you cheap hussy. You’re
almost fifty years old; what’s the use of trying to paint yourself up? The most you can manage is to bewitch your
old man. Don’t think you can get any respect from me. My money is for raising my pig, not to support a bitch like
you. So quit putting on airs. Maybe tomorrow a bomb will drop right on your house. See who gets the last laugh
then.”
“You want her house bombed? What good would that do you?” Wang Wen-sheng said, reveling in her
misfortune.
“Who’s talking to you? You son-of-a-bitch! It’s all your fault!” Widow Feng suddenly cursed shrilly. “You sure
know how to bad-mouth a person. But don’t think you’ll get any reward. Isn’t your rent going up too? Don’t think
you can curry the old hag’s favor that quickly! You shameless son-of-a-turtle.”
After this the feud broke out again between adult and child, and continued for more than twenty minutes. As
for the three chickens that were in my house, having played enough, they slowly filed out.
It seemed that Widow Feng had gone out for a while, since I didn’t hear her voice at all for the greater part of
the day. There was only a bee buzzing back and forth by the window. The sky was exceptionally blue and the
leaves on the trees were strikingly lustrous. It all made me a little drowsy.
Around noon I took a long nap, but was awakened by the sound of “move along, move along.” As I went
outside, I spotted Widow Feng bending over, herding her pig. She wore a contented smile as she gazed lovingly at
the little pig. Actually the pig was not all that small. It was already as large as an average-size dog. It had a gray
coat and an upturned mouth, and it waddled heavily from side to side.
In the evening, I talked with my nieces and nephews about Widow Feng. It was already past ten o’clock when
suddenly I heard sobs from the right wing. I knew they came from Widow Feng.
“The weasel’s come to carry off her chickens again,” my youngest nephew said with a happy smile.
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The same evening, Widow Feng flew into a rage over that weasel three times. One of the times seemed to be in
the middle. of the night and awakened me with her carrying on.
About ten o’clock the following morning, Widow Feng and the Wang kid were in the compound speaking
loudly. This time they were not swearing at each other, but on the contrary, her tone was considerably more
cordial.
“Wang Wen-sheng, I beg of you. Please don’t bother my chickens anymore. Just be good for once. All I have
left is this one chicken and it really hurts me even to talk about it. It’s been so hard just getting them to this point.
Last night every other one of them was dragged away by the weasel and only this one is left. I’m really distressed.
How can you keep on tormenting me? I’ve never done anything to you.”
The apologetic oration, delivered in a plaintive tone, satisfied Wang Wen-sheng. He smiled and without
answering, just kept on playing. His mother worked outside the city, coming home only two days a week. His
father was a government employee who had to be at work at seven in the morning and didn’t return home until
after five in the evening. There was no one to discipline the child, only a deaf maid sixteen or seventeen years old
looking after him.
When Wang Wen-sheng finally disappeared, Widow Feng, in a low voice, let loose one sentence:
“May that short-lived animal die a miserable death!”
The deaf maid stood in the doorway giggling, unable to hear what had been said.
After a while, Widow Feng went inside. The Wang kid leaped happily back into the compound. Suddenly he
climbed up a tree and, sitting on one of the branches, contentedly hummed a wartime song, while the little black
pig waddled back and forth down below. The solitary little chicken was listlessly pecking the ground for food. A
clear sound broke the quiet:
"Widow Feng, my mistress invites you to hurry over.” This was the voice of the maid from the small house on
the separate courtyard.
“Okay, I’m coming,” answered Widow Feng from within the house. In a short time she came out, neatly
dressed. She looked at the pig and chicken, and also at Wang Wen-sheng sitting up in the tree. Then, feigning a
smile, she said to him:
“Wang Wen-sheng, would it be too much trouble for you to keep an eye on my pig and chicken so they don’t
run off somewhere? When they get bigger I can sell them and invite you over for a special snack.”
“Okay!” Wang Wen-sheng nodded curtly. He gazed at Widow Feng’s disappearing shadow, and as before,
leisurely hummed a tune. But once her shadow had vanished from sight, he blurted out disdainfully:
“Hunh, if that pig of yours can grow up, then my name isn’t Wang! Who gives a damn about your food? You
bitch.”
In a flash he jumped down from the tree. As his body twisted, one leg collapsed under him when he hit the
ground. Fortunately he landed on his hands. As he got up, he saw the deaf. maid standing by the doorway
laughing. Snatching up a handful of dirt he threw it at her, but she managed to dodge it. Irritated, he cursed her:
“Damn your ancestors! You stupid laughing bitch!”
The compound quieted down again. As I looked out from the window, not a shadow of a person could be seen.
The pig was lying under a tree while the chicken walked listlessly about.
I had not yet removed my face from the glass , when I saw Widow Feng swagger into view. Her whole body
appeared to be vibrating to the sound of her clopping shoes.
“Now that pest’s gone, we can have some peace and quiet around here,” she said to herself. Suddenly with a
note of astonishment, she added: “The pig looks a little weak today. He couldn’t be sick, could he?”
As she was speaking she moved toward the courtyard, looking at her pig with much concern. There followed
the sound of “move along, move along,” as she hastened it forward. More than ten minutes passed before she
entered the right wing of the house. Soon after she came out again, and hurried out of the compound. At the last
moment she turned her back for one last look at the courtyard.
Three days later—actually, I don’t recall whether it was three or four days—at two o’clock in the afternoon, I
returned home drenched in perspiration. Not a cloud was visible in the sky and the sun was burning down on my
head.
When I got inside the main gate, I bumped into Landlady Fang, who was on her way out, seething with anger.
The sweat pouring down her face had streaked her makeup, leaving blotches here and there, baring all her
wrinkles. Her long hair, which had been set with a curling iron, lay disheveled along the nape of her neck. (At a
glance you could tell that her hair had just recently been curled. The day before yesterday I overheard my nieces
talking about the price of having a set—one hundred and fifty dollars!) Her portly body was clothed in a chi-pao
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of the latest style. She wore a cheap perfume (although these days it can no longer be called cheap). As its smell
rushed toward me, I thought to myself: “She’s really an old witch!” Following behind her was a solid middleaged man in a short Chinese jacket.
Widow Feng, her collar open, sat down in her doorway and cried:
“You bitch, you whore, pay me for my pig! Pay me back for that pig. You think I’m such a pushover. If
anything happens to my pig …”
I couldn’t help chuckling at this point, but she didn’t hear me.
“I want a life for a life. You think because you have money you can do anything. I live in your house, but I pay
for it. I haven’t broken any law raising this pig!” There ensued a long stream of profanities.
Old Mrs. Yen and Mrs. Chang, the one with the small house on the separate compound, stood to one side
discussing this event. During the conversation they faulted Mrs. Fang for a few things, but in general their tone
was temperate. From their conversation I learned that Mrs. Fang had sent a servant to talk things over with Widow
Feng. The talk failed, and there was a big scene. Mrs. Fang’s servant, on her instructions, had given the little pig a
few kicks. When these two ladies had finished their conversation, they approached Widow Feng and bent down to
comfort her.
Mrs. Yen intoned slowly: “Widow Feng, take it easy now. People who have both money and power, like her,
can we afford to provoke them? Besides, it’s such a trivial thing. Pigs have always been hard to raise. For the past
couple of days, it’s appeared so weak and droopy, as if it were sick. The way I see it, if you hurry up, you can still
sell it and get some money back.”
“No! No! I’ll raise him just to spite her! I’m not afraid of that old hussy! The most that can happen is that I’ll
have to move!” wailed Widow Feng stubbornly. Not long after, she stopped crying. She turned toward her two
friends and broke into a tirade of complaints, interspersed with a string of profanities. After listening to their
words of consolation, she left with them.
The compound was very still. Though no wounds could be seen on its body, the pig was lying on the ground as
if in a stupor. Suddenly it opened its eyes and gazed at me with a pitiful and helpless look.
I went inside to my brother and sister-in-law, who had returned from the country. They were discussing the rent
increase with my nieces and nephews. The landlady had just been here to announce it formally, her tone a little
warmer than we would have expected. She said she would only add fifty dollars to the rent and three hundred
dollars to the security deposit. For Widow Feng she had set harsher terms. As a result a heated argument ensued
which almost culminated in these two women hitting each other. The little pig had been beaten during their
argument. If it had not been for Mrs. Chang’s intercession, the matter would never have been settled so simply.
After about an hour, my youngest nephew came in and whispered to me, “Uncle, come quick, look, Widow
Feng’s giving her pig a bath. It’s really too funny!”
I followed him outside and stood under the window. The tree trunk didn’t block my view. Widow Feng had
pulled up the front flap of her chi-pao and was squatting on the ground. With brush in hand, she wetted it from a
basin next to her and scrubbed the pig. The pig grunted weakly, while Widow Feng lovingly consoled it.
That evening as my brother, sister-in-law, and myself were going out for tea, we saw Widow Feng bending
over her pig and carefully ushering it into the pen. (I really should explain here that the pig pen was behind
Widow Feng’s house and was reached by a small lane.) The little pig lay on the ground as if it were unconscious,
moving only slightly. Mrs. Feng displayed an amazing degree of patience. From beginning to end, she gently
swung her hands and softly called to the little pig.
On the following day I did not see the little pig come out at all. After another day had passed, at about noon, I
heard Widow Feng talking with old Mrs. Yen.
“Today he’s even worse. He can’t get up at all and hasn’t eaten a thing. All he does is roll his eyes around. I
look at him and he gazes at me, his eyes brimming with tears. It pains me to see him like that. Animals are just
like people. They have feelings too, and can understand, except that they can’t speak it.” Widow Feng sounded
melancholy and anxious.
“I think most probably he was hurt, and the internal injuries are serious. You should apply a little salve and see
whether that works,” offered Mrs. Yen.
If only he could talk, everything would be all right. I just don’t know where it hurts him, so I can’t do anything
for him. Worrying doesn’t do any good. Mrs. Yen, could you please ask around for me and see if anyone can come
up with some way?”
The conversation that followed was interrupted by my nephews and nieces. They raced in and called me to
lunch. Widow Feng continued talking, but it was impossible for me to hear clearly any longer.
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That very same day, before dark, the pig died. I saw Widow Feng sitting all by herself in the doorway crying
bitterly, and knew the pig was gone. She was no longer quarreling and her voice had quieted down. She buried her
head in her hands, desolate cries alternating with plaintive murmuring.
No one paid any attention to her. At first Wang Wen-sheng and his deaf maid, a smirk on their lips, watched
her for a while. He held a green pumelo as large as a rice bowl in his hands, which he had probably just picked
from the pumelo tree I had seen him climbing earlier. Later on he coerced his maid into playing catch with the
pumelo and they didn’t pay any more attention to Widow Feng. Those two were not the only ones who had come
to see the excitement, but after a while, the crowd dispersed. The cover of night obscured any shadow of her. The
dark engulfed any sound from her. This night, as usual, was driven out by the rays of the morning sun.
Thereafter, I often saw Widow Feng in the courtyard scattering feed for her only surviving little chicken.
Sometimes she would also feed the swallows who had flown out from under the eaves of the house and were
pecking for something to eat. Gradually the chicken grew larger. It leisurely hopped back and forth in the yard,
but always seemed a little lonely.
After a few more days had passed, toward the end of the month, Widow Feng moved out. I did not see her
move, nor do I know where she moved to, but I did hear that she had directed the cart hauler herself. She didn’t
have very much, but she still had to make three trips. Judging from this, her new residence seemed to be
somewhere in this vicinity. Nobody offered to help. She didn’t have a single close friend, but that was quite
understandable.
My youngest nephew told me about her moving. The most fascinating thing to him was the way she sat in the
rickshaw holding the little chicken against her breast as if she were embracing a child.
On the morning of the second day after Widow Feng had moved, the landlady came over to take a look at the
empty house and instructed the servant who accompanied her to sweep it out. That very same afternoon, a young
married couple moved in. The man was a native Szechwanese and the woman spoke Shanghainese. She was as
beautifully dressed as she was good-looking. It seemed I that this couple were newlyweds, being quite devoted to
each other. Every day around evening, after the husband returned home from work, the compound rang with
laughter and singing like silver bells.
Rumor had it that these newlyweds were relatives of the landlady. For this reason, the number of visits the
landlady paid to our compound increased. Thereafter, it goes without saying, the stairs in the courtyard were all
extremely clean, without any trace of pig or chicken tracks.
However, as usual, my house still leaked when it rained, and when the wind was strong, tiles came tumbling
down, sending sand and dust flying all around.
195.154 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chêng Tzü-hua (1904- )} Hai County, Shansi Province, China (M)
3
My family were middle peasants and my father was a merchant. My second brother also became a merchant,
but my elder brother was a doctor in the Kuomintang army. I was born in 1904 in Hai hsien, Shansi, and my name
was originally Ssü, but I was given away to my mother’s sister as she had no son. My adopted parents were poor,
and when my foster-father died, we had only an allowance from my grandmother to depend on.
At the age of eight I was sent to a classical school and found it very dull. After two years I succeeded in
changing to a modern primary school, from which I graduated at twelve. The family wanted to apprentice me to a
merchant but I opposed this and entered a higher primary school. A year later, the family were unable to support
me and insisted on my becoming a merchant. I hated this idea, because I did not want to be treated as a servant,
which was the way apprentices were regarded in the masters’ homes. Therefore, I ran away at the age of thirteen
to Yünch’eng where there was a free school which provided tuition, food, clothes, and books. I graduated there in
1921, at the age of seventeen.
Borrowing money from some classmates, I went to Taiyuanfu, where I entered the Kuominshihfan, a free
normal school. The master was Chao Tai-wan—he is now chairman of Shansi. One of Chao’s sons was a leftist;
his father put him in jail, where he died. Another was in Yenching University when the student movement began.
His father warned him that he would send a squad to arrest him for being a Communist, and he left the school
believing his father meant to do so. The progressive students in Chao’s school were dismissed if they expressed
any liberal ideas. Since most of the students were very poor and afraid of dismissal, they did not act.
In my fourth year I led my class to drive away the dean. We students went in a body to see Chao Tai-wan but
he was out. We talked to Yen Hsi-shan instead and told him of the dean’s dishonesty in appropriating funds from
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the food supply intended for the school and decreasing the quality of the food. This was in 1925 when the student
movement was powerful all over the country. Other staff members wanted to expel me, but Chao dismissed the
dean instead, for Yen Hsi-shan had been convinced by us.
Outside, the Taiyuan students’ union was rising in opposition to Yen’s taxes and had sent letters to our school,
but Chao Tai-wan suppressed them. Indignant on learning this, the student body rose up and drove all the
department heads from the school, about thirty altogether. We began by destroying furniture in the house of Yen’s
secretary; then, unsatisfied, we held a meeting and considered eliminating all the department heads. While this
was going on, the latter climbed over the compound wall.
At this time, Feng Yü-hsiang was fighting Yen Hsi-shan and was approaching Taiyuanfu. Yen, fearing Feng
would win the students’ sympathy, granted all our demands, abolished the chairmanship system in the school, and
granted student government, with professors in advisory capacity only. Chao Tai-wan left and Chao Pei-lien—
now chairman of the Mongolian and Tibetan Committee—became head. I was chairman of the student
government. We had over one thousand students.
I had been much influenced by the May Fourth Movement and intended to join the army to fight the Japanese
invaders. At this time I already felt there was no road to liberation except through revolution. I joined the
Communist Party in 1926 while I was still in school. I left school in the same year, and in December went to
Wuhan to study there in the Military and Political Academy of the Nationalist government.
This school was a branch of Whampoa Academy. In February 1927, however, when the split between the
Kuomintang and the Communists began, the schoo1 was reorganized and the cadets became a training regiment in
Chang Fa-k’uei’s Fourth Army.
*
On August 4 the cadet regiment was moved to Chekiang, but the Nanchang Uprising of Chang Fa-k’uei’s
troops under Yeh T’ing and others had already occurred on August I. Chang Fa-k’uei disarmed us, fearing that the
regiment would join the up-rising, but the cadets remained together without arms. The Communist Party unit in
the regiment assigned new work to the men. I returned to Wuhan and was sent to Canton and from there went to
join Yeh T’ing and Ho Lung. :By the time I arrived at Hong Kong, Yeh T’ing was a1ready defeated at Swatow and
Chaochow and I had no Party connection.
I joined Li Chi-shen’s army and became a soldier in the special battalion. The company commander was a
Shansi native, and he appointed me as.a dispatch bearer. Later I became an army clerk in Canton. Chang Fa-k’uei
now led his Fourth Army to Canton and my original cadet training regiment was there. At Chaochow they had
again been disarmed—most of them were radical students. Chang Fa-k’ue moved to the West River and prepared
to attack Kwangsi.
*
On December 11,1927, the Canton Commune was staged by my old training regiment from Wuhan, about
twelve hundred strong, together with the workers and part of the Fourth Army gendarmes, and under Communist
Party leadership. The regiment had just been rearmed by Chang Fa-k’uei to consolidate his rear. My battalion had
been moved to Shaokuan and I escaped to join my regiment during the uprising.
Within one day the uprising had control of Canton. Chang Fa-k’uei returned immediately and on the third day
counterattacked. The Kwangsi generals meantime had begun an attack on Chang, and ultimately he lost his base
in Canton to Huang Shao-hsiung. The special regiment of cadets retreated through Kwangtung to Hailufeng,
where we arrived a month later and joined the first soviet.
During the Commune the enemy’s armed force was about ten thousand men. Only fifteen hundred armed men
participated in the uprising, but in three days we captured ten thousand rifles. Chang Fa-k’uei and Huang Shaohsiung were both in Canton when the uprising occurred and both fled to Shameen. The troops in the city were
Chang Fa-k’uei’s and the police were under the mayor, Chu Hui-erh. Hsieh Ying-po was chief of staff to Chang.
The Communist Yeh Chien-ying was chief of staff of the whole Fourth Army and was much trusted. He became
our chief of staff during the uprising, while Yeh T’ing was commander. The Japanese mobilized two hundred
marines and landed in Canton but were driven back to Shameen. Ten or more in my company were wounded by
British machine-gunning from their gunboats. The government instituted during the Canton uprising had as
chairman Chang T'ai-lei, who was killed, and also included Yeh Chien-ying, P’eng Pai (then in Hailufeng), and Su
Chao-cheng (the labor leader). The uprising had been planned by the Communist Party of Canton.
There was no serious fighting during the uprising. Only, one divisional headquarters fought stubbornly for five
hours. We did not lose many men; neither did the enemy. Most of the workers joined the uprising—all except the
“Yellow” unions. However, Chang Fa-k’uei’s three divisions—more than ten thousand men—returned
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immediately and attacked the city. Meanwhile, about ten thousand workers had been armed by us, some of them
joining the regiment and retreating with us. Those left behind hid their arms, or else were killed by enemy troops.
On the third afternoon, one regiment of Chang’s troops arrived in Canton and was defeated. The main army
arrived next day, but we had retreated during the night. I do not know how many were killed. People on the streets
were shot or not shot depending on how they were dressed. All who looked poorly clad were likely to be killed.
Those who worked in government offices were killed because they had supported the uprising.
On the way to Hailufeng, the training regiment changed its name to the “First Division of the Chinese Workers
and Peasants Army.” We met the 2 nd Division on reaching Hailufeng in January. Under leadership of the special
committee there, we met to consider ways of consolidating and enlarging the soviet district. The soviet was about
four hundred from li north to south, and about three hundred li wide east to west, reaching to the sea. Land was
divided and a soviet was established with P’e-ng Pai as chairman. He was nearly thirty and had been a teacher.
His family were great landlords and he was a native of Haifeng.
After two months of struggle, the enemy attacked and the army turned to Huilai, Chaoyang, and P’u-ning. In
the capture of Huilai hsien town, I received a wound which crippled my left hand. Another attack, a month later,
caused us to turn back to Hailufeng. During this time, I stayed with a group of ten others in a mountain forest,
nursing my wound.
After a month, the wangtung provincial committee ordered us to return to Canton. I went to Swatow and from
there to Shanghai, where I arrived with only four dollars and no Party connection. I decided to return to Shansi to
make a connection there. I paid a boat servant a dollar as a bribe in place of a ticket and went to Nanking by boat,
binding the three dollars to my leg to avoid detection.
P’e-ng Pai also later returned to Shanghai, where he was arrested in 1928 and executed.
Yeh T’ing, who like P’eng Pai was the son of a great landlord, went to Hong Kong. He had been a cadet in the
first class at Whampoa Academy and was married to a rich overseas woman. The rest of the Hailufeng army
stayed in the district as partisans. Our army had been defeated. It fled to the seashore, where a boat was secured
from the peasants, who were sympathetic. When the enemy forces occupied Hailufeng, they massacred the
peasants, using the slogan:
“Kill every Red even if necessary to kill ten innocent ones to get one Red.”
*
I went in a troop train on the P’engpu railway to Hsuchow, arriving there with one dollar. I walked along the
railway to Cheng-chow, doing one hundred seventy li each day and traveling sometimes on the rods of the trains.
On reaching Shansi, I found that my old schoolmates had escaped or been arrested or been killed, and that an
order had been issued for my arrest. I hid in my grandmother’s house. Some old clothes were sold to provide
twelve dollars for me, and I escaped from Shansi. I went on to Nanyang, Honan, but on arriving there I found my
relative had already moved. Feng Yü-hsiang’s troops were then fighting General Yao Wei-chen—he was later
killed by the Red Army in Oyüwan—and, being broke, I joined Yo’s army. Half a month later I met a schoolmate
who was staff officer to the battalion and he helped me to promotion. I became a platoon commander. This
schoolmate also had lost his Party connection so we organized ourselves and began work on our own.
Yao Wei-chen was a colorful character—originally a bandit leader in north Shensi, and in Tingpien, Anpien,
and Yünpien, where he had organized the bandits into the Ching-kuochien, or “Pacification Army,” under General
Hu Chin-yi. When Hu went to Honan to fight Chang Tso-lin and died there, Yo became tupan\fn{Provincial military
governor} of Honan. He fought against Yen
Hsi-shan and Wu P’ei.fu, and was captured by Yen. Released, he went again to Shensi and organized bandits
into an army. Later he joined the Kuominchün of Feng Yü-hsiang, becoming commander in chief of the South
Route Army. In the Kuominchün war with the Kuomintang he was removed by Chiang Kai-shek. At that time Yo
was between forty and fifty years old.
In 1929, when General Yao moved to western Hupeh to fight Chang Fa-k’uei, three regiments were disarmed
by Chang’s, troops while crossing the river. My regiment, however, was not disarmed. It moved to northern
Hupeh. Chiang Kai-shek now sent Whampoa students to replace the old officers and thereby aroused resentment.
In two regiments, the 4th and 5th, the Communists led an uprising and joined the Kiangsi-Hupeh western soviet
district. I was in the 6th Regiment and had no news of the uprising. Chiang Kai-shek moved my regiment to
Ichang on the Yangtze River and appointed Chao Wan-hsien division commander of the new 1 st Division. On the
boat we were disarmed and returned to Hankow. There we and other regiments not in the uprising were
reorganized into the Fifteenth Independent Brigade. I was reappointed platoon commander in the 2 nd Regiment.
Few Communists were left now, but our past influence remained. Thus, in 1929, when the Red Army attacked us
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(the fifth column of P’eng Te-huai’s troops) near Tayeh and my regiment was sent out to fight, I led the 2 nd
Battalion in an uprising in the night.\fn{ This refers to the Tayeh Uprising} We had a Party committee in the brigade;
two companies of the 1st Battalion also joined the Red Army. The others—the 2 nd and 3rd battalions—were sent to
chase us, but the 9th Company of the 3rd Battalion joined with us. This frightened the Kuomintang so much that all
troops were withdrawn.
*
I was now with the fifth column of the Fifth Red Army. In March 1930, in the attack on Suichang, Kiangsi, I
was again wounded—a long bullet wound in the arm. In May, P’eng Te-huai brought the other four columns to
meet with the fifth column in eastern Hupeh. There we established the Third Army Corps, and organized the Fifth
and Eighth Armies.
In June I went to Shanghai to cure my wound and in January\fn{ 1931} was sent to the central soviet district in
Kiangsi and was there appointed regimental commander in the Thirty-fifth Red Army. After the Third
Surrounding Campaign the army was reorganized as the Independent Third Division and I was made division
commander.
In December of 1931 an uprising occurred among troops of the Kuomintang Twenty-sixth Route Army at
Ningtu. The 41st Division of the Fifth Army Corps was organized from participants in the Ningtu Uprising, and I
was appointed political commissar to the division. Half a year later, in 1932, I was made commander of the
division; then, later, I was transferred to the newly organized 14 th Division.
In November 1933 I entered the Red Academy in Juikin and a month later was sent out to become commander
of the 22nd Division. Later I was made chief of staff in the Kwangtung-Kiangsi military district.
In May 1934 I was sent to Oyüwan, arriving there in July. After a conference of the provincial committee I was
appointed to the command of the Twenty-fifth Army, while Hsü Hai-tung was vice-commander. We moved out on
the Long March to Shensi and from this time on I was with Hsü.
I had a strange wound in both hands during the Shansi campaign. As I was walking over the mountain holding
my injured hand with the other, a bullet entered my wrist above the old wound, pierced the bone, then entered the
palm of the other hand and came out through that wrist. Naturally, I cannot use my hands much. For two months I
had no use of them whatsoever.
1905

75.119 Quasimodo\fn{by Liu Zili (1905-1927)} Xianyang City, Shaanxi Province, China (M) 1
A picture was hanging on the wall in the room. A lump of white ice was bobbing up and down on the blue
waves in the black frame. It seemed to be knocking against the smooth glass.
There was a large bed in the room. A man was lying motionless on the bed. He had been ill for ages. A woman
was sitting as usual in the rocking chair. She was playing with a stone in her hand. It had been removed from her
husband’s abdomen. It was multi-colored and glistening. A chair with a carved back stood opposite the woman’s
rocking chair, on the left side of the bed. No one had ever sat in that chair.
The woman watched her deaf and dumb husband. He was at death’s door. She had no feelings and no illusions.
It would happen sooner or later. She just sat in the dust, day after day, waiting for the dust from another place to
settle slowly. If her dignified husband was really to be buried one day amid a grand ceremony, then the Quasimodo in her heart would leave the corpse, cross the hall, kick over the large crooked-necked vase by the inlaid wall
panel and sit down decidedly in the chair where no one had ever sat.
She would often engage in conversation with her husband. She spoke both for her husband and for herself.
Usually her first question would be:
“Hey, do you see the monster sitting on that chair?”
“No. I can see the sunlight shining on the seat and on the legs.”
“You really don’t see it?”
“How annoying! I think you should move the chair away from me!”
“No! I won’t. It can’t be moved. I’ll see it when it comes.”
Why was she waiting so devoutly for a monster, for a Quasimodo? Hadn’t she seen enough of her husband’s
face contoned by illness, his flesh stolen away as if through lack of affection, and spasms brought on by terror?
Her husband’s body was currently being crushed to pieces by a new power, and was forming itself into a new
indignation, one without form, without structure and without a soul. This image formed a striking contrast with
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his posture, bearing and intelligence before the illness.
Before the illness, his mind and body were at peace, his physique strong, his bearing elegant and his manner
very cautious. He belonged to that class of men who were universally considered to have breeding. He did everything without the slightest error: making love, taking meals, going out, coming home, greeting guests, seeing
visitors out, reading, writing, conducting experiments, listening to speeches: there were no exceptions. In short, he
conformed to the principle of ice. He melted in the season during which it was proper to melt, and froze in the
season during which it was proper to freeze. This brought down upon her an unbearable, ceaseless pressure and
terror.
After the operation to remove his gallstones, a colorless crystal was extracted from his body and placed in the
palm of her hand. It hadn’t left her hand since. This was to be a turning point for them. Afterwards his principles,
regulations, customs and habits slowly became flexible and then disintegrated, until one day at dusk the violent
pain in his abdomen suddenly disappeared.
However, the turning point came too late for her. His present irregular condition was the result of nothing more
than his vitality being sapped and his senses being weakened. This irregular form was not the one she had
envisaged in her mind’s eye. The masculinity and beauty she yearned for were embodied in Quasimodo. When the
bells rang out in the snow, Quasimodo made his way over, climbing, like a spring breeze. He stretched out those
arms as thick as tree trunks, and the sense of a river running dry could be gleaned from his panting.
At last he sat on the chair that was neither very large nor very sturdy, blocking the contact between his heart
and hers with his ape-like body. When the towering partition curtain fell, loneliness filled the room from all sides.
It was as though someone had touched a spider’s web that had remained undisturbed for a century. Sorrow and
misery permeated the air, which began to moan. At first she was pleasantly surprised by this, then she was
frightened, and finally her soul completely left her body. The crystal in her hand dropped to the pale wooden floor
with a thud. An extremely weak and muffled echo sounded in the room, just as though it were an omen. She was
pinned down by four arms. Her arms were slowly leaving her body.
Her statue was later placed to the right of the picture frame by her descendants. A large mahjong table was put
where the bed had been. The inlaid wooden panel had been replaced by a fake diamond ornament.
None of this could alter her husband’s fate. Time passed chaotically following her departure from this world.
His limbs detached themselves from his body after having decomposed. His body evaporated. But his indestructible head floated on the ice.
There was no land anywhere near the floating ice. The clear sea water made a ringing sound against it. A
colony of penguins was hopping about clumsily and crying without human feeling.
5.106 Living Together\fn{by Hu Yeh-P’in (1905-1931)} Fukien Province, China (M) 3
Ours is a small country town. Out of the whole population only the few landowners ever had meat to eat. The
rest of them—the farmers—lived on salt cabbage the whole year round. Their life was hard and monotonous, like
that of the oxen sweating in the fields.
Nevertheless, conditions now are vastly changed. Men who were once harassed and poverty-stricken have
become lively and merry. Even more striking is the gaiety and vivacity of the women. They used to live shut up in
homes of poverty, going through the futile round of cooking, washing, caring for the children, feeding the pigs—
shut up like prisoners in a jail without a ray of hope for the future. Now they are like birds soaring in the sky.
Their life has become free. They are no longer persecuted or oppressed. Nor do they fear their husbands any more.
They can make contacts with men as they choose. More than that, they are free to go with comrades to register at
the district soviet, and so embark formally on a common life together. Even for the children to whom they give
birth there is the provision of public care, so that the women are relieved of personal worry.
Among these women is the former wife of Wang Ta-pao, who ought now to be called by her own individual
name. She is Miss Wu, and is twenty-five this year. At the age of fourteen her parents married her to Wang Tapao. Strong as a man in body, she can carry two full buckets of water on her shoulders. Her face, tanned black by
the sun, shows her capable and frank. She curls her hair on a bamboo hairpin, to which is always attached a red
flower. She is one of those who used to be bound in the iron chains of domestic economy. Now she is
emancipated and does her share in the work of society. She is a member of the farmers’ committee and at the same
time a promising pupil in the Lenin Upper Primary School. She can read newspapers and public notices,
correspondence and pamphlets, and, more than this, she can draw little pencil cartoons of the fighting of the Red
Army.
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Her husband has made equal progress. Once Wang Ta-pao knew absolutely nothing. His comprehension
extended only to the question of the proper time for sowing seed and the proper time for reaping the grain. Now
he can give a dissertation on "Imperialism" or the "Counterrevolutionary Administration" and can explain what
"Revolution" means. He is a member of the Land Committee. His work is excellent, and he has developed
unusual ability at his task. He is an honest man, like most of the agricultural people here, and not a schemer.
Wang never treated his wife badly, and she was very good to him. Still they were always conscious of the fact
that there was something not quite right. Miss Wu saw so many points on which Wang did not agree with her. She
liked to raise sheep, for example, while he hated it. What pleased him was a litter of little pigs, which she on her
part did not like to feed. Over such small matters as these they were always quarreling. Although Wang Ta-pao
had been giving in to her recently and no longer argued with her over the raising of pigs, nevertheless she
continued to be conscious of the fact that their interests were mutually incompatible, and she saw clearly that it
was not actually a problem about sheep or pigs but a question of natures.
One day as she returned from a meeting of the Farmers’ Committee she said to Wang Ta-pao, “I have
something I want to tell you.”
Wang supposed that it was some committee business or else fresh news of the victories of the Red Army and
he replied in good spirits, “Please go ahead and tell me.”
“What I have to say is very simple,” she began. “During the last ten years you have not treated me badly. And
of course, as you yourself know, my behavior toward you has been correct. You have looked after me and I have
done a lot of work for you. In the first place, I have managed your home, and in the second place, I have borne
you two sons. But now I want to leave you, and I am preparing to go to- morrow with Comrade Chen to register.”
Wang Ta-pao listened in stupefaction, his heart beating furiously. The veins stood out on his reddening face.
“You can’t do that!” he stammered out miserably.
“Why can’t I? Do you think we are still living in the times of the landed gentry? Don’t forget that this is the
Soviet age. You must be more careful what you say.”
She was right. Wang Ta-pao could not oppose her. He hesitated a while and then bethought himself to say,
“Why do you want to leave me?”
“For no very important reason,” she replied reddening, “Only—well—I feel that living with Comrade Chen
would be better than with you. The soviet allows this. You mustn’t be cross with me about it. If you feel bad about
losing me, remember we can still see each other always at work … dear Comrade Wang.”
She left him rather cheerfully and busied herself in packing up her things.
Wang Ta-pao sat there in a reverie, meditating. From time to time he stole a glance at her back, and the thought
that she was about to leave him made him very melancholy. It struck him that he would soon be a lone bachelor.
He reflected also that to get another wife he would need to have a great deal of money to spend, a thing which
was out of the question for him. He sat buried in the single thought:
“I shall be lonely as a discarded carrying pole.”
That night he did not sleep although the woman who was still his wife lay beside him and urged him
continually, “Go to sleep. At dawn you must get up to work.”
Still he could not sleep.
The next day, after he had finished a part of his work, he asked for two hours’ leave and took his perplexity to
the people’s committee. The president sat with a cap on, writing in the office. Wang went familiarly up to him.
“Comrade Cheng,” he said, “I have come today especially to ask your advice.” He stretched out his hand.
The president was a young man of about twenty-five. He had been an apprentice in a dyeing establishment in
Wuhan, but during the great revolution of 1925-1927 he became a member of the Red Militia. Afterward,
although he had seen military service and had taken part in engagements against the counterrevolutionary forces,
he joined the civil administration. Recently he had been unanimously elected to the presidency of the People’s
Committee of this soviet.
“Welcome!” he said rising. “We’re going to talk. That’s fine!” He shook hands with a pleasant smile.
“I have a little problem,” Wang continued. “Are you not busy, Comrade Cheng? Probably you know me. I am
on the Land Committee. My name is Wang Ta-pao. I have spoken with you twice before. It was in connection
with my work.”
The president shook his hand again vigorously, giving him a warm fraternal smile.
“Yes, Comrade Wang, we have met before. What is your business now?”
“It’s a little thing, just a personal matter. And yet it concerns the People’s Committee. That is, I think it
concerns it. To put it simply in a word, my wife wants to leave me.”
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“Ah! There has been a good deal of that lately.” The president said laughing, “It is a good sign.”
“Yes, you’re right! The sign is very good—but—I feel very bad.”
“Why?”
“I and my wife, we’ve been married ten years now. We’ve got two boys. One’s eight and the other’s four.
We’re both very decent. The only trouble is that I have a little bit of a temper. But, after all, aren’t most of the men
hereabouts just as bad? I think it’s just because of this that she can’t get along with me and wants to leave me.”
The president listened smiling.
“Of course,” Wang continued, '”as a revolutionist, I approve of this sort of thing. But from my own point of
view, I don’t like it.”
“Whatever is good for the revolution ought to be done.”
“Yes, yes! That’s right! But, I tell you, getting a wife isn’t an easy matter. At the beginning, when I got this
one, I spent over a hundred dollars and used up almost everything I had. This business of getting married always
ruins the family fortunes and eats up the property. And now I haven’t that much money. On the other hand, it isn’t
pleasant to be a lone bachelor. All the men would say …”
“Then what do you propose be done about it?” asked the president with a smile.
“I have two conditions to submit. The first and best is that she shouldn’t leave me because I haven’t really
treated her badly. The second is that if she insists on leaving me, she ought to pay me back what I spent to get
her.”
The president laughed. Rising, he laid a hand on Wang’s shoulder and said to him earnestly, “Comrade Wang, 1
can give you this answer: that neither of your proposals can be considered in our soviet.”
Wang Ta-pao thought it over.
“Our women here are truly emancipated,” the president continued. “Registration is their freedom. They cannot
be held in any way responsible to make economic compensation. I am sure you know this already. Free marriage
and divorce do not exist in a counterrevolutionary system. They are good things.”
“I know that,” Wang replied in a disappointed tone. “From what you say it was no use for me to come to you
for advice. 1 wanted you to give me a plan for dealing with the problem.”
The president continued to speak earnestly and smilingly. Clapping him on the shoulder in a brotherly way, he
said, “Good! Don’t worry! I will tell you what to do. I will guarantee on my reputation as president of the
People’s Committee that in a month at the most you will have found yourself a lover—”
At the word “lover” they both laughed.
“To lose a ‘wife’ and to gain a lover—that has happened many times already in our soviet. 1 could cite you a
hundred cases in a week. 1 am sure you have seen cases of it yourself. At any rate, you have heard of it. Doesn’t it
occur all the time among us here?”
Wang Ta-pao nodded as he listened.
“Good. As far as your case is concerned I think the matter settles itself thus: Your wife wants to leave you.
That is not a question for discussion. In a revolutionary soviet, no one can prevent her. But I assure you that if she
does not decide to return and if in a month you have found no one to love you or if you still desire to buy a wife
with money, then I will compensate you myself for your financial loss, on my honor as committee president. Have
you any objections, Comrade Wang?”
“I have no objections,” Wang answered in great relief.
“Comrade Cheng, all that you have said is true. Our marriage system here is a revolutionary one, and the new
system is excellent. Only—well—I tell you. I’m not very handsome. I’ve got a few pockmarks on my face and I
don’t think I would have an easy time being attractive to women.”
“That has nothing to do with it,” the president replied definitely. “It is one of the old ideas to be pleased with a
pretty face. People of the soviet cannot have such notions. That idea belongs to the bourgeois and landowning
classes, and the people of the soviet must use their revolutionary power to destroy it. As a matter of fact, I think
the idea is already eradicated from among our people. The question now is only this: Comrade Wang, how is your
work on the Land Committee?”
“Are you asking me whether I work well or not?”
“Yes. That is the important thing.”
“Comrade Cheng, I will tell you quite frankly. The revolution can have Wang Ta-pao’s life if it wants it.
Although I’m not an educated man still I have done quite well on the work which has been given me. Besides
that, I am taking target practice and am preparing to join in the fighting of the Red Army.”
The president gave a pleased smile.
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“Comrade Wang, that is all that is necessary. I guarantee that in less than a month you will have a sweetheart
among our women comrades.”
Wang Ta-pao suddenly smiled.
“Have you anything further to say?” asked the president, laying a hand again on his shoulder.
“No, let it be that way.”
“Fine! Now, Comrade Wang, you wait and see whether I shall need to compensate you.”
The two men laughed and shook hands. The president removed his cap and in a brotherly manner gave him the
revolutionary salute. Wang Ta-pao left the office contented and saying to himself, “The marriage system is
certainly already revolutionized.”
Three weeks later he dispatched a short note to the president.
Comrade President Cheng,
The first thing I have to tell you is that it will not be necessary for you to give me the money.
The second thing is that all that you said was true.
The third thing is that I have just come back from registering with a girl comrade. It seems to me that
this one is nicer than the other. Naturally a sweetheart is better than a wife. We are starting a sweet and
happy life. In conclusion, thank you very much, and you don’t need to pay me anything.
Greetings of the revolution!
Wang Ta-pao

123.59 The American South\fn{by Yang Gang (1905-1957)} Jiangxi Province, China (F) 4
One Spring an American friend and I toured the American South. Our goal was to pass through every state in
the Deep South on the way to California. We heard that the best season to travel this route was spring, when the
lush subtropical climate fills the senses without being unbearably hot. By the time summer arrived and the South
got too hot, we would have left it behind for golden, glittering California.
My friend is of Northern European stock, with light brown hair and tiny yellow freckles on her white skin. Her
sharp, small brown eyes flit back and forth, giving the impression that she is bright and competent, albeit
occasionally lacking in composure. Her name is Erja. We decided to travel together to attend several lectures
down south. Erja belongs to an organization fighting racial discrimination, so she takes part in these lectures.
I have to admit that I was already biased against the American South because the region is notorious for its
discrimination against blacks. I remember on my voyage to America there was a waiter on board the ship who
told me that he simply did not feel American. (The reader should forgive me for not having noted the color of his
skin. Think about it. Which waiters serving Chinese passengers on American ships are not black?)
In New York, that so-called “city of freedom” with the Statue of Liberty ensconced at its head, I repeatedly
heard references to Harlem, a part of town that white folk fear to enter, shunning it as if it were a leper colony.
Actually, the place is nothing but a black community deliberately established by white capitalists. In fact, the
“black problem” seems to be synonymous with America. It also seems to be a large pustule growing on America’s
nose, clearly evident, with a stench palpable far out at sea. Thus I felt fully prepared for the pus-filled region of
the South, and was not expecting a wonderland.
Nonetheless, as the train passed through Washington, D.C.,\fn{ District of Colombia.} I felt I had entered a
barbaric world. The railroad cars were still very attractive. The whites still buttoned their collars neatly, their chins
cleanly shaven like red persimmons, while blacks in white aprons served them. The dining cars still used shiny
silverware and porcelain dishes, and the glistening yellow chicken was elegantly prepared with a side of fragrant
green vegetables. The whole car was filled with outwardly clean, attractive people, meeting the highest standard
of western civilization.
Yet amid this civilized world I had a shameful feeling of savagery. Our car originally had two black passengers
who were now nowhere to be seen. Perhaps they had disembarked at their stop. Nor were there any blacks in the
dining car. A thick woolen curtain had been draped heavily across the front end of the dining car, tightly covering
that constricted space, as if concealing something unfit for human eyes. Occasionally the curtain would be lifted
and a bald, white-frocked black waiter emerged with a tray of food held high. I caught a fleeting glimpse inside,
and saw nothing but black faces and black heads squirming in a tightly packed space like a forest thicket. But this
was only for a brief instant; the curtain was immediately drawn shut once again. The car was once again dazzling
bright, with dazzling bright white folk charting casually as before.
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This shocked me enormously. I must have stopped eating to stare at that peculiar curtain, because Erja nudged
me and said in disgust,
“What are you looking at? Black people eat in there. That’s precisely how they’re discriminated against.” She
turned her fork over and stabbed a piece of chicken, continuing to caution me in her worldly-wise way that I
should stop staring, lest the mistreated blacks notice and take offense.
After our meal, driven by curiosity, I decided to walk the length of the train to see what this racism was all
about. To be honest, even though I was born in multiethnic China, I had never seen one ethnic group command
another to do all of its menial labor. It seemed to be behavior out of the caveman era, completely incommensurate
with the dazzling bright, so-called western civilization before me.
I set out on my inspection tour without saying anything to Erja. I wanted to see the rail car reserved for blacks,
and above all to locate the two black passengers who had shared my car. The woman in particular had large,
expressive eyes that I found beautiful.
Once we passed D.C., there seemed to be fewer passengers, and some cars were virtually empty. I quickly
passed through seven or eight cars that hardly contained any passengers at all, let alone black passengers. I was a
little disappointed and was about to turn back, when I came upon a car that was separated into two parts: one
section was comparatively long, for whites, and the other shorter, filled with blacks piled up like grain in a
hopper. The black section seemed dark and dirty, probably because the car was too old, the light too dim, and the
passengers too noisy and crowded.
Suddenly I realized that every eye in this part of the car was fixed on me. And in the midst of these cold white
eyes I saw a pair of large hateful eyes directed at me like two daggers. I was terrified, and quickly turned to leave.
Even the woman who had shared a car with me was glaring at me with a hateful, poisonous expression.
After I returned to my compartment I didn't tell Erja about my encounter; I only looked out the window in
anger. Erja stared at me in puzzlement for a long time, not knowing what the matter was but likewise remaining
silent.
The farther south we traveled, the more often I had this we of unsettling experience. Because I was with a
white person, I felt constantly under attack by blacks; I could not inhabit their space, nor could they inhabit mine.
Even the streets were divided between black and white. As for restaurants, hotels, waiting rooms in train or bus
stations, rest rooms, trams, automobiles—white drivers did not transport blacks or enter black areas—any place
people mixed was divided into two worlds of black and white. Whenever whites and blacks meet, murderous
violence ensues, the one possible exception being when a white man rapes a black woman. A horrifying battle
from prehistoric times is being waged in the belly of this superficially gleaming American civilization.
At first I tried to discuss these matters with Erja, but she was unwilling to talk at length, instead responding
curtly,
“This is precisely what we are struggling against!”
She did not encourage me to pursue the topic further. She worried that if I were at an event with black
progressives I would make an offhand comment and offend someone. That would complicate her work. Once
when we were to attend a lecture in a black neighborhood, she insisted that we set out an hour ahead of time even
though it was only half an hour away, saying it was better to wait for the speaker than to have the blacks think we
were putting on white airs.
There was one, the fatherly New Orleans mayor, however, who refused to acknowledge such dynamics. As if
he were a man of great vision, he was bent on enlightening me:
“Don’t believe what those Northern folk say. They don’t live down South, so how can they understand our
affairs? They don’t understand blacks either. Blacks truly do not want to mix with whites, do they? We in America
are free; individuals are free to live as they choose. Blacks like the South. They like to be with their own kind. It’s
not a matter of discrimination; they want to be separate from us. You need to understand America is the freest
country in the world!”
This charlatan gave “Northern folk” too much credit. With the exception of the progressives, most Northerners
share the same attitudes and deliver the same old spiel about blacks as Southerners. Thus I was scarcely surprised
to hear him say this, but did not feel obliged to respond. The blacks themselves provide the real answers day after
day.
We arrived in Texas, the largest state in the Union. Texans are renowned for their fierce bravery, and the state is
also said to be the most liberal in the South. The University of Texas is located in Austin, the capital. The
university had recently fired its president for endorsing Roosevelt’s policies. When we arrived, the president had
just been forced out by the board of trustees. The students were very sad to see him go, so they used the occasion
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of our arrival to organize a farewell party for the president while also welcoming us.
Before the event, I overheard Erja and the students discussing plans to invite representatives of several black
youth organizations to the party. This was illegal; if the police found out, we could be incarcerated. But Erja and
the students decided to take the unprecedented step of staging an assault on the laws of reactionary authorities,
relying on the progressive atmosphere of the university and the relatively liberal reputation of the state.
The events that evening really were exciting. The students invited a military band, and erected the American
and Chinese flags. The band played the two national anthems, with the tune of “The Volunteer Army Advances”
as China’s anthem. The president delivered a speech, and many other speakers followed. We sang and played
games. Yet there was not a single black student representative present, not to mention performances by black
organizations. I don’t know how the others felt, but I was engulfed in a thick fog of gloom until the party ended.
As the party broke up, Erja immediately grabbed me, threaded her way through the crowd that had gathered
around to sign the petition and jumped into a friend’s car and urged the driver to get going. It seemed as if she
were trying to make an escape or going on some secret mission. When I questioned her, she merely whispered a
few indecipherable words in my ear. We didn’t leave for some time, for the owner of the car seemed to be
orchestrating some sort of activity outside. Gradually the small car was packed with four or five people speaking
in hushed voices about going somewhere, while also laughing and urging the driver to hurry up, lest we be late.
The car’s owner warned us to keep quiet for fear the wrong people would overhear. Clearly we were not heading
back home, but were about to embark on some risky venture.
And indeed, we arrived at a stranger’s house late at night. The owner was a man with a dark face and tight,
bristly black curls. His wife was lighter skinned, with a thin nose and lips suggesting she was biracial, a mixture
of Northern European and African descent. There were already a number of black men and women in their living
room, so when the newly arrived whites entered it became the kind of mixed event at which police have the right
to make arrests. I now understood why we had been so vigilant in coming. Here was concrete evidence of the
American freedom to which the mayor of New Orleans had referred.
The meeting had been organized by Erja and her friends. Because the University of Texas administrators had
not allowed blacks to attend the school party, they decided on this locale to hold a mixed meeting with
progressive whites and blacks. Our host was Mr. Carlton, the pastor of a black church who was quite well known
locally, especially among blacks, who regarded him as a man of great intellect. It goes without saying that there
are not that many intellectuals in the black community. His wife was said to be a brilliant graduate from a
prestigious black college in Tennessee, though at present she was not employed. The handful of other blacks in
the room all occupied fairly high social positions in the black community—doctors, teachers, and so forth. Erja
carefully and thoughtfully consulted with each one of them. She seemed to disparage the local whites with every
remark she made, trying hard to make each person forget about her bland colorless skin and accept her as one of
them so they would freely speak their minds.
Erja’s approach worked. Each one of those blacks—the cream of Austin society—unburdened their tales of
distress, turning the evening into a session of venting grievances. At first people reported what they had seen and
heard, but after a while they got to talking about their own painful experiences. One told about having endured a
tongue-lashing from a white man on the street because he failed to address him as “Sir.” Another told of being
tossed out of a restaurant up north because of his skin color. One recounted how he had so wanted to be addressed
as “Mister,” he paid a white prankster $200 to address him loudly as “Mister X.”
“My very bones laughed with glee when I heard that white pig call me ‘Mister.’” When the doctor finished his
story, he shook his head in despair, saying,
“It’s horrible to be humiliated; those white pigs definitely want us to remember we were once slaves! They’ll
destroy us this way. What hope do we have? How much longer will this go on?”
“That good-for-nothing mayor of New Orleans went so far as to claim that this happens because you have
freely chosen to live this way,” I said. Our host, the pastor, leaped off his seat, gnashing his teeth in anger, and
practically shouted,
“Free choice? What roads are open to us? What choices do we have? My wife couldn’t even go to Chicago a
few days ago. The train station refused to write ‘Mrs. Carlton’ down on her documents. They said, ‘How can a
Negro be called “Mrs.”?’ That’s exactly what they said. I’m a pastor with a Ph.D., but what can I do? My
ancestors were slaves, yet I am a free man and have attained a high social status; but my wife still can’t have a
formal title?”
“Forget it,” said a young female teacher. “What’s the point of trying to explain the logic behind all this? It’s
like the university party tonight. They said they were going to invite us even though we did not ask to go or even
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care to go. But did they end up inviting us?” she said, laughing scornfully.
Erja listened in discomfort, as though she were being unjustly condemned. Actually, the blacks in the room all
knew why they hadn’t been able to attend the party. Several white students apologized to the young black teacher
as they explained. The pastor also cut in, explaining that it was the university administration that disrupted the
plan.
But the more she heard, the angrier the teacher seemed to get. As her brown face turned red, she stood up and
said loudly,
“I don’t mean to offend anyone. I know that progressive whites oppose our oppression. But so what if they are
opposed? And so what if they are not? Aren’t they all in cahoots with the reactionaries? I say that what they really
want to ensure is that we do not rise up. All white people are the same; they hate us. We are burdened and
oppressed and lack self-respect; we trample on ourselves. We have become America’s blight, the white man’s
burden. They hate us. They may say nice things to us, but they hide their consciences, secretly following the
reactionaries. I hate them! I hate all white devils, especially progressives! As far as I’m concerned we should stop
hoping for anything from whites, we have nothing to hope for!”
Having said all this, the young teacher suddenly erupted like a kettle boiling over, and burst into tears.
Everyone in the room was upset by this angry outburst of despair. Some lowered their heads to wipe away their
tears, others looked up to stare at the teacher, with expressions of pity mixed with anger. The pastor and his wife
went over to the teacher and appeared to be holding her, patting her shoulders to calm her down. Erja’s face had
completely blanched, her brown eyebrows trembling above her small, sharp eyes. Throughout our trip the thing
she had most worried about and dreaded was encountering among blacks this type of deep-rooted mistrust and
hatred toward whites. For this would indicate that the problem exceeded white prejudice against blacks; it was
also a matter of blacks deeply prejudiced against whites. Such attitudes presented a serious impediment to
antiracist efforts, for they would be even more difficult to eradicate than the overt obstacles posed by the
reactionary opposition, especially when they were expressed in mixed-group meetings like this one. The white
youth in attendance had never encountered such sentiments before. What would their response be?
Erja lowered her head, rubbing her palms tightly together, small beads of sweat forming on the tiny yellow
freckles on her face. The atmosphere in the room was tense; the teacher could not stop sobbing.
“How can this be good? I’m afraid the only road for us is revolution!” someone said in a pained voice.
Erja seemed enlightened by the comment. She stood up and faced the teacher, mustering all her strength to say
in a calm, bold voice,
“Miss X, I am terribly sorry for upsetting you. But it is very good that you brought up this issue today and that
you could express yourself so candidly. Otherwise we will fall prey to the cunning schemes of the reactionaries.
Their true intention is to make us—blacks and whites who have been oppressed—look down on and despise each
other. They intentionally turn class issues into race issues, to divide those who have been oppressed. If we don’t
unite, we will never be able to enact significant change in America, let alone make revolution. Now, it’s better;
what we were discussing was the poison fed us by the reactionary party, so we need to spit it out. That way we
can unite even more closely and fight together to achieve our goals. Friends, in a system that oppresses people,
the oppressed—blacks and whites—have no way forward. At present every path has been obstructed by Wall
Street. The rulers of Wall Street want our labor, and they want our lives. We need to stand hand in hand to oppose
them!”
“Exactly. They are all too happy to have us hate one another. But it is good to speak out.”
Many voices chimed in. The room grew more relaxed, and everyone started talking all at once. A black woman
at Erja’s side leaned over to quietly whisper in her ear,
“If only we had united earlier the opposition would have toppled long ago. We need to do this now. We need to
draw a clear line between our enemies and our allies, uniting regardless of skin color!”
188.67 How I Left My Mother\fn{by An E aka Zhang Shiyuan, Ding Na (1905-1976)} Huailu, Hebei Province, China (F)
9
My classmates told me that Mother recently waited for me every day in the school reception room. When I
first heard aout it, I did not quite believe it.
“Mother is so highborn in her manners,” I thought, “and she puts a lot of stress on ‘status.’ How could she have
waited for me in the reception room with all the servants there? I remember that when I first moved into the
school dorm, mother was very upset that I would condescend so much as to share a room with poor girls. Maybe
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my classmates mistook someoneelse’s mother for mine. But they were very certain that it was my mother that
they saw. Perhaps she just asked about me a few times at the reception room, and my classmates were very
inaccurate when they said she was sitting there. Well, if she just wanted to ask about me, why bother dropping by
personally?”
I never understood why, and simply gave up. Although I did not believe that Mother actually came, I didn’t
dare go to classes. It wouldn’t affect my grades whether I attended classes or not. Especially at a school of fine
arts such as the one I attended, a few extra paintings at the end of the semester would guarantee good grades. But
today I had to go to school, to attend a meeting. At the meeting we would plan student demonstrations on a
broader scale in Peking to protest against Japanese imperialism and warlordism.
Unfortunately, this meeting would be held on campus. Recently, it was in fact rather hard for twenty people to
gather except at Peking University and Chaoyang University. It was easier to find space at PU, and CU didn’t
attract a lot of attention. But the students of our school had ways to deal with the authorities. The former president
had left and the new president was not sworn in yet. The students had maintained a good relationship with the
staff of the Dean’s office over the past six months or so. The staff members of the Dean’s office all supported the
Northern Expedition Army,\fn{The name of the coalition army of Nationalists and Communists that was sent out in 1926 to wipe out
imperialism and warlordism} and some of them had once worked in Guangzhou. Therefore, they wouldn’t interfere
even if they knew about our meeting. Besides, some of my classmates’ fathers and brothers were very influential
figures, and these students were fearless.
It was now November according to the lunar calendar, but it was very sunny in the North. As long as the sun
was out, it felt just like spring. It was as sunny today as the day before, and it was not windy. As soon as the
sunshine touched the window panes, I rose from my canvas recliner. I rolled up my bedding as usual and put it on
the empty shelf next door. Then I groomed myself and walked ten li\fn{1 li = c.⅓ mile} to class.
I was the earliest riser in the school. Class began at nine o’clock, and I set out around seven. Before, I used to
buy two freshly baked sesame biscuits, hide them at one end of my white scarf, and eat them in a quiet corner of
the street. I couldn’t relish them slowly as I would at home, but took big bites when no one was looking. Then I
covered my mouth with my handkerchief as if to keep away the dust and swallowed quickly. Recently, I [had] run
out of biscuit money; so I was free from the inconvenience of eating in such a manner. When I saw the peddlers
coming, I just walked on without even glancing at them.
Today we were supposed to convene at eleven o’clock. I left my room around seven as usual in order to go to
some of my classmates’ places to find out if Mother had indeed waited for me in the reception room. I got to
Lingyu’s house quickly. She confirmed that Mother had come for me, and she too, found it surprising.
”I suggest you change into a different outfit! Perhaps that way your mother won’t recognize you,” Lingyu said.
I walked with Lingyu to her bedroom. She found a black qipao for me from her wardrobe.
“Here, since you never wear black, this might help a little,” saying that she handed me the qipao.
I looked at her without taking it. Thinking that I didn’t recall, she said,
“Don’t you remember? Qin, you and I each made a qipao like this. You kept yours here. You can have it back
now.”
How could I forget this qipao? Since the three of us had the three dresses made, Qin and I had sadly parted
ways! Since that time, I never wanted to set my eyes on that dress again. That was why I asked Lingyu to keep it
for me.
Lingyu and I were not classmates. But because she was Qin’s best friend, she was also my friend. The three of
us hung out for over a year. We visited Hot Spring Hills, Fragrant Hills, Longevity Hills, and every known corner
around the Qinghua campus. We also enjoyed good food at many restaurants around Huguo Temple, Heavenly
Bridge, and indeed all over the eastern and western parts of the city. We took the city loop train sightseeing in the
suburbs. We chatted and sang all night, discussed on the phone the New Testament (Xin yue quan shu) and the Old
Testament (Jiu vue quan shu) for hours during the day, and we talked about films or sang arias from traditional
operas. We were care-free, and knew nothing about society and life.
However, to the question “What is the purpose of life?” the three of us had three different answers. I said,
“People begin to die on the day they are born. I hope not to leave any trace of me after death, so that no one
can talk about me, as if I had never existed.” Lingyu said,
“I don't understand why I should live. It would be best for the world to be rid of people. I’d rather women
remain unmarried and enjoy freedom until the end of their days.”
“I don’t care about the meaning of life. Nor does it matter to me if people talk about me after I die. As long as
no one irritates me, no one interferes with my life, my brother still loves me after he gets married, I will die
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contented at the age of thirty-five. I wouldn’t bother to think how heart-broken mother, father, and brother will be.
All I know is that I will be free from any responsibilities after death.”
Even though we had different opinions, we never imposed our views on one another. Sometimes we argued
about trivial things, yet we did that for the sake of argument and never cared who won. We often ended our
arguments by saying,
“Oh, you’re impossible!” We talked endlessly, but never fell out with one another because of our individual
ideas.
Lingyu knew my family as much as I did. She understands all the subtle feelings between Mother and me. She
knew that I was an obedient daughter to Mother most of the time, and that Mother loved me very much. But the
divergent outlooks on life caused a gap between Mother and me. My obedience gradually turned into revolt. She
could not avoid my rebellion, just like the rocks by the sea could not escape lashes from the waves. Mother had
mixed feelings of love and hatred for me, for I did not grow up to be the kind of person she had expected me to
be. Her hatred for me gripped her heart like a chain. Any slight move would cause her pain. But we were mother
and daughter! As long as feudal traditions existed, there was no way to resolve our conflicts, although I had once
hoped to work it out with her.
“AII right! I will bear it out! When I get married, we can get along as friends,” I said to myself.
However, I did not really want to marry as a way to end this pain. On the contrary, I did not want to get
married at all. My argument with Qin over this issue cost us our friendship. Qin had wanted me to marry her
brother and thereby gain independence from my impossible family. But I refused. Our different positions led to
our breakup! I admit that parental oppression sometimes made girls want to marry early as an escape. But that
was just one way out, and I did not think that I had to resort to that.
Lingyu also knew that Mother considered reconciliation with me. Sometimes Mother was so frustrated that she
would rather I died. She could then grieve and give me a decent funeral afterward. It would be easier that way.
She hated to see me take a path against her will. She could not bear the thought that her daughter could be thrown
into jail or beheaded!
Mother and I never articulated these thoughts, yet we could read each other’s minds.
However, I did not want to wear the dress that Lingyu had found for me. Lingyu whispered to me:
“Or, you could wait outside the school for a while. When more people arrive, you could go among them
unnoticed.”
I nodded and walked out of her house despondently. I did not remember today’s event until I reached the
school entrance. I entered with much misgiving, without turning to look into the reception room. No one stopped
me.
“Mother did not come today? Maybe my friends were mistaken after all,” I almost congratulated myself. I was
just thinking these thoughts when I heard my name called from behind.
“Yuan! Yuan!”
I turned calmly to see a forced smile on Mother’s face. Of course, Mother did not want to embarrass me. On
such an occasion, if she had embarrassed me, she would have embarrassed herself. Suppose she had been rude to
me, I would have been rude back and would not have followed her home. Then we would have hurt each other’s
feelings beyond repair.
“Let’s go home!” I suggested, putting on a smile, before Mother had time to say anything.
My classmates looked at me in surprise. Without bidding them goodbye, I left with Mother. Usually I would
take the rickshaw behind Mother’s, but this time Mother said to me,
“You take the front one.”
I did not expect that, but did not suspect anything. When the rickshaw started moving, I suddenly felt deeply
humiliated! I bit my lower lip and kept back my tears! I felt that I was under surveillance!
“I’m your daughter, not your prisoner!” I said in my mind. “Do I have to obey you just because I’m your
daughter? Did you bear and raise me to shame and torture me? Did you produce a machine to vent your anger
on?” Irritation, fear, shame, and anger filled my heart!
“What’s Mother going to do with me? … Fifth Brother and his wife will be ever so triumphant!” I was scared
to think of the moment when I would enter their house.
When we got to the railway station, we just missed a train. My rickshaw driver did not quite know where he
was going. It was noisy and dusty outside.
“Oh, how annoying! It’s so stupid of you!” I took out my frustration on the rickshaw driver, stamping my foot
petulantly. Unintentionally, I pressed on the bell and attracted attention from a lot of people. This so irritated me
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that tears came to my eyes. I did not raise my hand to wipe them away so as not to let Mother see that I was
crying. I did not want to show any signs of weakness. I kept my eyes wide open, looked into the horizon, and
forced my tears back.
“Take your time. No hurry,” Mother’s voice carried gently from behind. I knew she was trying to be nice to me
—to show me that she did not mean any harm by taking me home. But her effort really made me feel hurt by a
loved one.
“But I’m me! I’m a human being! Why do you bother to take me home?”
These words kept ringing in my mind. When we reached Fifth Brother’s house and saw him, he just smiled and
then turned away. He still held a grudge against me for taking away his microscope and medicines, although I did
not regret avenging myself. His attitude now made me wish I had destroyed his entire hospital.
The atmosphere was awfully tense. I did not say a word, nor did Mother and Fifth Brother. I made a phone call
to my school friends, asking them to send my belongings to me. Hearing my friends’ voices, I choked with tears.
Their laughter made me feel lonely, just like a ship that had lost its bearings in the sea, drifting aimlessly with the
waves. As Mother and Fifth Brother were both listening, I could only tell my friends that I wanted my things to be
sent to me. In fact, I did not want anything. I was simply trying to make my friends understand my situation, to let
them know that I had not missed the meeting for no reason.
When lunch was ready, I did not want to eat with Mother and Fifth Brother at the same table, because I did not
want them to know how I felt. So I said I wanted fried rice. When I was served fried rice, I went to another room
to eat by myself. Tears fell into the rice, and I had no appetite whatsoever. But I forced the food down my throat,
so I could get sick with indigestion and stay in bed without having to talk to anyone.
My school friends sent over what I had left in school: a little imported knife, a fountain pen, a box of painter’s
supplies, two painting albums, and a silk dress. They gave me some pretty envelopes and writing paper as gifts.
Mother took the dress in her hands and checked the buttons. She said,
“Is this the dress you plan to wear at my birthday celebration?”
“Yes.”
“I bet you wore it already?” Mother said confrontationally.
“No.”
“No? I can tell from the button holes,” she said, sounding very hostile. Perhaps Mother felt it was an insult if I
had worn the dress before her birthday. I restrained myself. I thought, I had a right to wear my dress whenever I
pleased. As long as I had decent clothes to wear on her birthday, it was all right.
“Maybe it was from trying it on,” I answered, holding back my impatience.
“How did the embroidery get rubbed?” I was about to lose my cool, but I checked myself!
“Maybe I did not keep it well,” I said.
“Try it on for me.” My God! How could anyone be so irritating? Oh, merciless God!
“Come on!” Mother demanded.
I would never want to wear this dress—this symbol of injustice!\fn{ The dress was a qipao, a gown worn in the early
Qing Dynasty by Manchus of both sexes and all ages (though by the18th century the word came to refer to exclusively a woman’s gown,
usually long, body-hugging, sleeveless,and laced. Wearing it became fashionable all over China when the Manchu dynasty was overthrown
in 1912, because it then embodied modernity and liberation, as swearing one-piece gowns had been a male privilehge previously. Its use in
China was forbidden between 1950 and 1970, but the fashion was revived in 1980 } I had to have it made because Third Brother

planned to host a public celebration of Mother’s birthday at his official post, so he could use the occasion to fleece
the local landowners and peasants of their money. He wanted Mother to serve as a bait for him and my sister and
me as Mother’s company. Mother wrote and told me to have a dress made. Reluctant as I was, I had to be
prepared, just in case Mother decided to go.
“Try it on!” Mother urged again.
Mother;’s words came as a gentle command. I put on the dress to avoid argument. Mother was very critical of
the dress.
Mother, Younger Sister, and I would be leaving the next day for Baoding, and then we would go to
Shijiazhuang. There, we would join some other families to collect gifts at Third Brother’s office.
At night I slept in a very comfortable room. The bedding was first rate, too. Yes, in this family, I enjoyed the
most material comfort. I had special privileges among my siblings; but I was also the sale object of Mother’s
oppression. In other words, I was given priority in both physical and spiritual terms. Because Mother took out all
her anger on me, she always tried to reward me in some tangible form. Therefore, I got compensation for my
mental suffering. I remember Fifth Brother once trying to ingratiate himself with Mother:
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“When I was little, I often longed to grow up so Mother wouldn’t scold me anymore! Now, when I’m away
from home for long, I miss Mother. Yet, I feel scared of Mother in less than three days!”
What he said upset me. I said to myself:
“If I could be free from being scolded, I wouldn’t mind not having a mother! I just don’t want anyone to
control my life. I’d rather live in poverty and give everything for freedom! Wealth, power, family, and kin
combined were not as valuable as freedom!”
My brothers and I received and responded to Mother’s. scolding differently. To them, it was merely annoying,
like the humming of flies and mosquitoes. For me, in addition to that, I had to deal with the anger and frustration
caused by differences of opinion with Mother. I could not and dared not argue with her. Nor was it of any use to
do so. In her old age, the historical changes that had taken place dampened all her ambitions in life. She had thus
become touchy and irritable. I was the one to bear the brunt of it.
At the end of every scolding, Mother and I would have the same conversation. As soon as I heard its
beginning, I felt so relieved that I would say to myself:
“It’s going to be over.”
“Don’t you think I’m right?” Mother would say.
“Yes, you’re right.” I would reply.
“Will you respect what I say?”
“Yes, I will.”
“Have you learned it by heart?”
“Yes, I have.”
“Will you disobey me again?”
“No, I won’t.” But she never demanded what I most feared, which is:
“Now repeat to me what I’ve just said.”
If she had asked that, I would have been undone. Even though I dreaded this and tried to be ready for it, I could
never bring myself to pay attention to her instructions in the recent two years. I only heard one sound:
“Buzz!” I only noticed one word:
“Nag!”
We went to Baoding the next day by train. When we got to Fourth Brother’s house, he had already left for his
factory. Only Sister-in-law was at home. She was nice to me. Fourth Brother was also a very good person.
Although he owned a factory, he liked to socialize and interact with people rather than obsess with his business.
Since he was not at home, I was rather quiet. In my family, I basically kept to myself and did not mind anyone
else’s business. Although Sister-in-law and I were on friendly terms, she did not really understand how I felt. So I
did not say much.
Mother did not really want to go to Third Brother’s place for her birthday. She knew that it was not only
exploitation but also showing off. Third Brother was muddle-headed about financial matters. Father hit him many
times because of it. Concerned that he might get reported to the authorities for taking bribes, Mother wanted to
cancel the celebration altogether. Although she became bad-tempered in old age, she still had good character. She
never fawned over the wealthy and befriended them only if they were virtuous people and if they initiated contact
with her. This was because she did not want her children to become vain and badly influenced. I never saw a
woman who cared less about money. Mother often said to us:
“Wealth is a trivial thing, but face is worth a lifetime’s fortune.” Whenever she heard us talk about money, she
would scold us:
“Money! Money! You are forever talking about money! People shouldn’t care for nothing but money! People
should have character and virtue! Open your eyes and think far! You lowly idiots!”
Mother always helped the less fortunate. She gave food, clothing, andd other necessities to her poor friends. In
return she asked that they should be industrious and thrifty. She often advised us:
“Don’t always look up. Look down. If all other people live in poverty, you will feel bad wallowing in your
riches.”
When Third Brother proposed to celebrate Mother’s birthday publicly, Mother never agreed. Everyone in the
family except Third Brother thought it was a wrong thing to do. But Third Brother insisted that he just wanted to
hold a birthday party for Mother. Normally, this was a filial act and a mother’s honor. What’s wrong with that?
But because I was forced to participate, I had a right to express my opinion. I said to Mother,
“I’m not going.” Seeing that I quit, Mother felt more reluctant to go.
“Why should we make other people spend money on us?” she said.
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Mother wrote to tell Third Brother her thought. She said if he insisted, he could do it without her presence.
Now, what remained was the struggle between Mother and me. I was thinking every minute of the day:
“How do I persuade her to go?” Mother was also thinking every minute of the day:
“I’ll stay for her.”
Maybe she had planned it all out? She had not scolded me a bit since she found me at school. Instead, she
overwhelmed me with three big themes: eating, clothing, and majiang! On my part, living in poverty for the past
few months, I was at the end of my rope and could do with a break. However, I was not going to live like this
forever. I knew full well that it was wrong to lead such a life. Since the money I used was not even honest money,
how could the life that I led using that money be anything but immoral? As long as I knew what I was doing, it
was all right, I thought. Therefore, I slept until eleven o’clock the next morning. I washed myself, ate breakfast,
and for the rest of the day, played cards, watched operatic shows, and occasionally scolded the servants. As New
Year was approaching, it was a time for relaxing, and I just enjoyed myself with the rest of the family.
Letters from my school friends reached me. Between the lines I could feel their youthful enthusiasm. They
called for me to rejoin them! They tried to persuade me to follow a path of real happiness. I became restless, for I
wanted to go back to school. Yet I lacked a reason to present to Mother. After all, school did not start yet. Mother
perceived everything, and she was no less restless than I was. I knew I would get out sometime, and I just agitated
to leave sooner rather than later.
Mother felt very differently. She knew that if I had my way this time, she would never be able to regain control
of me! Thus, she figured out a way, which was to make me get married. She said to others:
“Marriage will change her way of life, which will in turn change her thought. Gradually she will agree with her
mother and her family."” Convinced that she was right, she quoted a saying:
“All water returns to the sea.”
That saying really angered me. Lacking the courage to talk back, I said to myself:
“OK. Let’s wait and see!”
Did Mother really want me to marry? Not at all! As her first daughter, I served as the object of her anger.
Before that task was transferred to my younger sister, Mother would never let go of me, even though my younger
sister was just beginning to get promoted to the status of “target of Mother’s anger!”
Indeed, Mother felt a secret joy over me, her elder daughter, a joy that no one could share! I remember that
every day after I put on makeup and got dressed up, she looked at me with satisfaction as she would a flower, a
plaything, an exhibit. If I neglected to do this, she would feel disappointed, as if the exhibit had been removed
from the house. But Mother’s appreciation rather resembled eating ice cream. The coolness is in the eating, and
then it is over. By the same token, her pleasure in my appearance was also a fleeting one.
Recently she indeed talked with people about the issue of my marriage, as if it was really going to happen.
Since I knew she did it for self-assurance, I just considered it some plot in a novel.
*
Father ran a school, which was situated in an old administrative office complex. Behind the complex, there
was an unused lot and some dilapidated rooms. As it was rather warm today, my sister and I came to Father’s
school to look for some fun. We grabbed some newspapers from his office and went to read them outside.

Bloodshed in front of government office on March 18th.
Over twenty students died.
These words caught my attention. Tears streamed down my cheeks as my eyes moved through the lines! I did
not want anyone to see me cry, so I took the paper behind the office building. I read it again and again, and I could
not keep my tears back. I knew that if I cried my eyes out, other people could tell. But I could not help it.
The report on the death of my classmate Yao Zongxian saddened me the most. I recalled his looks, his words,
his paintings, his drama performance, and his speeches at our meetings. After I grieved over all the details, I read
through the entire report another time and wept more.
At last, I checked myself and held back my emotions. Through trying to distract myself with many irrelevant
things, I managed to regain my poise and put on a nonnal face.
For days, news of the tragedy and Yao’s death stuck in my mind. I could not enjoy life and was bored by what
was going on around me. My only wish was to become part of the struggle again.
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In addition, something else bothered me. I began to rise early in the morning, wash myself without waiting for
warm water to be brought to me, eat breakfast, and then shut myself up in my study reading, mending my books,
and putting my books in order without paying attention to anyone. Unexpectedly, this caused Mother to detest me
more. She blamed me for reading all day.
”Books! Books! Books can replace your mother!” she said.
“Books are dearer to you than your mother! Every time you take up a book, you ignore everyone. What good
will it do for a girl to read so much? Can you hope to support yourself by becoming a teacher? Just wait for me to
burn all your books, and then you’ll stop reading!”
I continued to read. Sometimes Mother would snatch my book from me. Then I would take up another one.
One morning I was awakened by a conversation between Mother and Younger Sister. I looked out of the
window to see Younger Sister kneeling in front of Mother saying,
“I’ll quit school and keep Mother company at home.”
It was so ridiculous! In the eighteen years of my life, I had never seen Mother reduced to doing this—having
another person take an oath on their knees. Maybe Younger Sister was influenced by the manner of family
disciplining in A Dream of the Red Chamber (Hong lou meng).\fn{The work of two authors—the first 80 chapters were
written by Cao Xueqin (1717-1763) and the last 40 by Gao E (1738-1815)—it was first published in 1791. } I never thought Mother
could have made her kneel, and I believed Younger Sister did it out of her own will! Although Mother often
scolded her children, she never abused us physically.\fn{ The hero of Dream is often abused by his father} 1 remember that
when I was young, Mother was sometimes at the end of her wits trying to stop Sixth Brother and Seventh Brother
from bickering. Then she would entreat them to stop:
“I beg you! I kowtow to you! Please stop this!”
Now, this was too big a scene for me to go back to sleep. “When a mother is angry, her daughters should stand
in waiting,” as the saying goes. I got up and walked over to Mother. I stood there, ready for her to begin
preaching. But contrary to my expectation, she softened up.
“Yuan!” Mother began. “For all these years, your father is as good as dead. My seven sons all pursue their own
careers away from home. I have no one but you two sisters. Because you go to school, I only get to see you a
couple of months a year. When I do see you, you don’t have anything to say to me. I think I have lived my life for
nothing! Now, quit school and stay with me at home. How many more years can I live? You can have whatever
we own in this house, and no one will say a word. Or, I will have your father sign a paper and put twenty thousand
dollars under your name.”
Mother broke down. So did younger sister. I did not have the courage to walk away. After a while, I said I was
sleepy and went back to bed. I faintly heard Mother say,
“Oh, Heavens! Just look at her temper! Before I even begin to scold her, she already got upset! She wouldn’t
even let me bring up the subject of quitting school. What sins did I commit in my former lives? Now I only wish
for my life to end soon!”
Mother was not simply threatening us. She really didn’t enjoy life anymore. She found this world more and
more removed from her ideals! She had placed all of her hopes on Father, and yet Father walked out with a
second wife. Then Mother invested everything in her seven sons, and yet they all left her to meet the expectations
of society. At last she had to depend on her daughters.
Things were fine when we were little girls. Now that we grew up, she missed us as much as she did her sons!
Mother was most reluctant and yet compelled to give up her demands on her daughters. Therefore, she felt lonely,
disappointed, hurt, resentful, and angry. She had failed in all her ambitions.
Mother was a brave woman, intelligent, capable, ambitious, enthusiastic, and loving. She did not want to fail.
When she saw her life falling apart, she thought of death.
*
Third Brother telegrammed from Shijiazhuang to inform us that Eldest Brother was critically ill with high
blood pressure. Nothing short of a blood transfusion could save his life. Eldest Brother and Third Brother were
Mother’s most beloved sons because they accompanied her through hard times. They did not enjoy school, so
Father punished them a lot physically. During those years, Mother never had a moment’s peace worrying about
them. It was a long time before Eldest Brother established his enterprise and Third Brother obtained an official
post, both in Shijiazhuang. Since they rarely saw Father then, Mother felt very relieved. Mother’s distress over
these two of my brothers over the years was one cause of her bad temper.
I eagerly waited for Mother to leave for Shijiazhuang, so that I could return to Peking. But I dared not express
this wish openly. Mother hesitated to go because she was afraid that Eldest Sister-in-law would give her a hard
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time. Mother was also concerned that she might feel uncomfortable to see Sister-in-law and their daughters pick
on Eldest Brother. She wanted to bring along Younger Sister and me, yet she didn’t like us to get too involved
with family affairs.
Her biggest dread, though, was my departing for Peking. She did not have the courage to confront me lest she
should lose. If that happened, she would find it hard to go on living.
“Yuan, do you think I should go or not?” Mother asked me.
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know?”
“No.”
“Tell me what you think.”
“I’m not in the position to judge for you.”
“I’m not asking you to make a decision for me. Just tell me your opinion.”
“If I let you go, I’m concerned that the journey will exhaust you. If something happens to you, I wouldn’t be
able to forgive myself. If I don’t let you go, you might miss seeing Eldest Brother for the last time should he not
survive. Then, I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself, either.”
“In that case I probably should go, right?”
“It is up to you. If my brothers ask about this, I can explain it more easily. I hope you will weigh the
consequences carefully.”
When at last she went, I did not feel joyful like a bird released from its cage. On the contrary, I felt sad and
depressed!
“If I walk out now, it will be too cruel!” But I asked myself, “If I don’t, where is the next opportunity? Eldest
Brother will probably die. Fifth Brother is a good doctor. He said it would be hard for Eldest Brother to recover. If
Eldest Brother dies [and] I walk out on Mother, what will become of her? But I have to go! It is not a question of
filial duty. It is society that spoiled our mother-daughter relationship! Even if she gets hurt or commits suicide, I
still have to leave! Otherwise, I would commit suicide myself! I have my social obligations, and I shouldn’t
commit suicide! I tried to repay Mother by wasting myself away (feigning illness and self-destruction). I tried to
return to Mother the physical body that she had given me; Mother accepted such gratitude. Unfortunately, we did
not succeed. I tried my best to be a dutiful daughter like a traditional woman, and she strove to be a good mother
by trying to make me conform to ancient codes of feminine conduct and by teaching me to tell right from wrong.
Yet the hammer of the times hit our heads and smashed our dreams! It was traumatic for both of us. I had to make
a critical decision right then. It was impossible to perform one’s filial duty and serve one’s country at the same
time! 1 could serve my country more easily than I could Mother, for even if I stayed with Mother forever without
marrying or going to school, she might still be displeased. This is so because the root of her problem was not my
course of action. She once said: ‘I have a personal problem. Even if you gave me a gold mountain, I would still be
unhappy.’ That means that my body and soul put together could not redeem my debt to her as daughter (If one
cannot please one’s parents, one is not filial.) ... Go! It is my only chance! If I get away, at least one life would be
saved.”
*
I suddenly remembered a classmate from middle school. She was actively involved in student movements. I
found her address and went to see her. When I entered her room, she was cooking corn meal for herself. Seeing
me, she was at once surprised and embarrassed. She hastened to cover the corn meal to greet me. Upon being
asked about the student movements in Peking lately, she hesitated to tell me. When I told her that I was going to
work in Peking, she was shocked, as if not believing what I had said. 1 asked her to help me find out the train
schedule to Peking, she agreed. After I took leave of her, I was certain about my trip back to Peking. I felt more
cheerful.
One morning in spring, I got up before dawn. 1 packed a bundle of necessities and went to Younger Sister’s
room. She could tell that I was leaving and did not say anything until I finished washing my face and combing my
hair.
“Are you going to come back?” she asked.
I did not reply. When I was completely done with my hair, I grabbed a handful of money from underneath her
bedding, maybe a little more than ten dollars.
“What shall I tell Mother?” she began to cry. The word “mother” pricked my heart like a needle! I said angrily
and painfully,
“What are you crying for? I’m not going to die!”
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I walked out of her room, trying to hold back my tears. She did not get up to see me off. The reason I went to
her room to wash myself was because I wanted to say goodbye. But Mother taught us to be firm, not to show
emotions, and not to try to please others. If I had shed tears in front of Younger Sister or revealed any feelings, I
would have lost face. Therefore, I scolded her, although I could not bear to leave her.
Carrying my little bundle and holding the money, I walked out of the house. I took a last look at everything in
the courtyard, the grass, the flowers, the trees, and the house.
“Farewell, my home for the last ten years!”
I planted, watered, grafted, debugged, and trimmed many of the trees and plants with my own hands. When
they were in full bloom, they attracted beautiful butterflies and complemented each other in their colorfulness.
Such scenes inspired me in a very poetic way. On summer evenings, cicadas sang in the trees. In the moonlight,
my entire family gathered together to share fruits, pastry, and stories. In those days, Father taught me to read
literature. When autumn came, we had fragrant fruits and melons to eat that we had grown in our own yard. My
siblings and I had various activities to entertain ourselves, such as watching cricket fights, raising long-horned
grasshoppers, flying kites, kicking shuttlecocks, chatting, and sharing what we had learned in school.
We had a lot of fun. The most beautiful season was winter when snow covered the trees. Everything looked
like a richly decorated crystal palace from afar. We made snowmen, threw snowballs, practiced skating, and broke
icicles hanging from the roofs. Sometimes the boys offended us girls, and soon we would reconcile. When
annoyed, we would tease, embarrass, and say angry words to each other. Once we made up, we would enjoy each
other’s company again, doing homework together, discussing novels we had read, going to the theater, or cooking
in the kitchen.
If Mother was in a good mood, she talked and laughed with us; when she was upset, her scolding silenced us
all. Father read all day. Sometimes he talked about poetry to me. But with my brothers, he always put on a stern
face. When he and I were alone, he might teach me a few lines from a Peking operatic drama. All of these
memories, I had to erase from my mind never to bring up again!
I walked out of the main gate without being discovered. I got to the railway station too early. I waited for an
hour and no train was anywhere in sight.
Suddenly Fourth Sister-in-law appeared in front of me. Looking very distressed, she said,
“Come home with me, all right? Wait until Mother comes back.”
“I’m going to school to make up an exam. I’ll return when I’m done.”
Fourth Sister-in-law knew full well that I would not follow her. But since she had found out about my escape,
she considered it her duty to come after me and try to persuade me to come home. Honestly, although Mother
quarreled only with me, the tension must surely have affected Sister-in-law, too. My absence would at least
restore half the peace. But if I stayed, Sister-in-law would have no objection.
Sister-in-law left. The train came. After I boarded, I learned that the train’s destination was Changxindian. All
passengers had to stay there for the night before they could go to Peking the next day. I found that a bit hard, for I
had never dealt with a situation like this before. Fortunately, there were two other students in the train who
promised to help me out. But somehow, the train kept going from Changxindian and reached Peking at dusk after
some stops along the way.
Once I was out of the railway station, I called a rickshaw and bade the driver to take me to my former
residence in East District. When I got there, I found the house empty. I called out for a long time, and no one
answered. The door of the next house opened. A middle-aged man stuck his head out and told me that the
occupant in the house had moved out a month before. I could not but go to Xiao Feng’s house. No one answered
there, either. I went to a female comrade’s place to find an empty house once again. On my way to A Zhang’s
house, a military police officer stopped me and asked to see my pass. I told him that I had none.
“You cannot go any further without a pass. Marshal law was declared,” he said. I ignored him and told the
rickshaw driver to go ahead.
“She just got off the train and did not find any of her friends after several attempts,” the driver explained on
my behalf.
The military policeman allowed me to go. The neighborhood where A Zhang lived was extremely desolate. I
was again stopped by a military police officer. But for the rickshaw driver’s negotiation, they would not have let
me go. It was very dark, and it took me quite some effort to find A Zhang’s house according to the address. But
the occupant told me A Zhang did not live there. He suggested that I go to the police station and try to find
information through residence registration.
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I got to the police station, and to my disappointment, I did not spot any name that even resembled A Zhang.
But since I was there, I was determined to find him. I returned to the same house and got the same answer. It was
getting late at night. The wind was biting cold. It was pitch dark.
I tried all the addresses I knew! The driver urged me hurry up, for he had to return the rickshaw. I hesitated for
a while and decided to go back to Xiao Feng’s place.
This time someone answered the door. He said he was a student of Peking University and did not know anyone
named Xiao Feng. Now, I was in despair! I had three solutions: one, go to West District; two, find a hotel; three,
go to a friend’s house. The driver refused to go to West District. I did not want to stay in a hotel. And I could not
go to a friend’s house in such a sorry plight at this time of the night. Furthermore, since graduation, I lost touch
with many of my friends.
I sat in the rickshaw telling the driver to keep going. When I passed Qin’s former residence, I remembered that
I was an honored guest there only six months before and was almost a host. Now, Lingyu’s family had all
scattered. I sighed for the unpredictability of life! Now that I thought of Lingyu, I could surely go to her place.
After I knocked on the door, I had the misfortune to learn that she and her family had moved to Tianjin three days
before. I remembered Lingyu telling me about it in one of her letters, but I did not expect them to leave so soon.
There was only a housekeeper there, so I did not feel comfortable staying. Now, my only choice left was to find a
hotel, which the driver persuaded me to do. He said he did not want to go much further.
All right, I would go to a hotel. I decided to go to Peking Apartments first, which was a meeting place for
students. But when the accountant learned that I was a student, he insisted that they did not have any vacant
rooms no matter what I said. Perhaps they got into trouble on March 18 th? So they had to be more cautious! I
thought I should go to a bigger hotel. It was only then that I realized I did not have much money on me. I could
only go where the driver would take me.
After trying several places in vain, I found a small hotel. A maid was nice enough to offer me her room. At last
I had a place to sleep. I got off the train at eight o’clock in the evening, and now it was three the next morning.
After fighting bed bugs for three hours, it was daybreak. I got up, convinced that I should try Xiao Feng’s
place again. Of course, Xiao Feng was not there. The same man (I could tell from his voice) recognized me and
gave me an address. I asked him,
“Why didn’t you give it to me last night?”
“How could I have given it to you then? I did not know who you were and where you came from. What if a
spy was following you?”
I smiled and left to look for the place. It was the contact point of a student society. They told me that A Zhang
came here every day. At that, I decided to go back to my hotel immediately to get my luggage. Walking out of the
door, I ran right into A Zhang. Pleasantly surprised, he talked with me. I said,
“I'm going to fetch my things. Wait for me here, and I’ll be right back.”
I came back with my bundle. In A Zhang’s company, I burst into tears. A Zhang tried to comfort me, and it was
quite a while before I recomposed myself. He took me to his house and cleaned out a room for me.
I stayed.
41.11 Midautumn Festival\fn{by Shi Zhicun 1905-2003)} Shanghai?, China (M) 5
It was the rainy season, and once again the rain was pouring down. I wasn’t at all bothered by the rain, what
really bothered me were the passing cars whose wheels as they sped by splattered muddy water over my trousers,
and sometimes even left me savoring a mouthful of the wonderful stuff.
When things weren’t too busy at the office, I’d often stare out of the window at the rain falling against the pale
sky, and tell my colleagues how I loathed the wheels of those cars. There’s no point in trying to economize when
it’s pouring rain; you could take the bus, travel in comfort, they’d urge me kindly. But I didn’t deign\fn{ Condescend.} to heed their well-intentioned words, since it was nothing to do with economizing. I just liked putting up
my umbrella and returning home midst the pitter-patter of the rain. My home was very close to the company’s
offices, so there was no need to take the trolley bus at the end of the working day. And there was another reason
why I didn’t like taking the bus when it rained. I’ve never had a raincoat and in rainy weather it’s usual for
everyone to wear a raincoat, and on such narrow buses with the people brushing past each other they are all
covered in water, and I, despite my quality umbrella, would inevitably arrive home drenched.
Besides, especially when night was about to fall and the street lights came on, walking along the sidewalk with
a momentarily free and easy mind observing the city in the rain might be muddy and messy but could after all be
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taken as a personal pleasure. The precise contours of people and traffic, coming and going in the misty drizzle,
would all vanish, the broad avenues would reflect the numerous yellow lights, and now and again green and red
traffic lights would glisten in the pedestrians’ eyes. When it rained hard, the sound of people talking nearby, even
when it was loud, seemed to hang in the air.
People often take such behavior as an illustration of how frugal my way of life is, but they don’t understand
that I draw a great deal of pleasure from it, even if the wheels of the passing cars do splatter mud all over me; and
I certainly wouldn’t give up the habit just for that. Yes, a habit, what’s wrong in calling it a habit? It’s already been
going on for three or four years now. Every so often, I’ll think that I really should buy a raincoat so that I can take
the bus on rainy days, and even when walking avoid having my clothes splattered with muddy water, but so far
it’s simply remained one of those things I ought to get around to one day.
During the recent days of continuous heavy rain, I as usual went off to work in the morning clutching my
umbrella, and in the afternoon returned home clutching it. It was the same every day.
Yesterday afternoon, lots of things really piled up at work. When four o’ clock came around, I saw that it was
still raining hard outside, so I stayed on alone in the office, thinking I might as well get a few more bits of work
out of the way, and save having an even larger pile to do the following day, while at the same time put off going
out into the rain until it had died down. In the end, I hung around until six o’clock, by which time the rain had
long since stopped.
When I got outside, although the street was already all lit up, the sky itself had in the meantime brightened up.
Trailing my umbrella, and avoiding the dripping eaves, I strolled along from the southern end of Jiangxi Road to
Sichuan Road Bridge, which in the end took me almost half an hour. It was six twenty-five by the big post office
clock. Before I’d actually started across the bridge, the sky had grown dark again, but I hadn’t noticed since I
knew nightfall was approaching. As soon as I stepped onto the bridge, the black clouds unleashed a sudden
downpour, which resulted in a resounding pitter-patter of rain. Looking down on the confusion of the pedestrians
scurrying for shelter on North Sichuan Road and both sides of Suzhou Creek, I even felt a slight anxiety in my
own mind.
What were they so worried about? Surely they knew this was simply rain, and presented no danger to their
lives. So why were they so urgently trying to hide? Maybe they were frightened of getting their clothes wet, but I
could clearly see even those clutching umbrellas and clad in raincoats quicken their pace. I felt that at the very
least this was some sort of unwitting chaos. But, if I hadn’t felt that I was taking a leisurely stroll in the rain, I too
might have dashed madly off the bridge. That’s what I was thinking as I opened up my umbrella, without even
noticing I’d already crossed the Tiantong Road intersection.
It was also raining torrentially down on the main road. It was quite a sight. Apart from a few cars, which,
breaching the rain one after another as if boring through it, sped by as normal, there was no traffic, no trolleybuses
or rickshaws to be seen. I wondered where they’d all taken refuge. As for people, there were almost none moving
about, but under the shopfront awnings and shelters you could see little groups of them both with and without
umbrellas, with and without raincoats, all huddled together staring out disdainfully at the rain in the face of which
they were helpless. For what kind of weather they’d bought their rainwear, I didn’t know. As for me, I was already
approaching Wenjianshi Road. I wasn’t at all put out. I had a good umbrella, and my face couldn’t possibly be wet
by the rain, and although my feet felt a bit damp, it would merely mean putting on a dry pair of socks when I got
home.
As I walked along, I surveyed North Sichuan Road in the rain and had a vague feeling that it was rather poetic,
but this “feeling” was certainly no substantial kind of thought; apart from an “I should make a turn here,” there
was no conscious thought in my mind at all. Stepping off the sidewalk and looking around I saw there was no
traffic about, and I had just decided to cross over and turn down Wenjianshi Road when a trolleybus I hadn’t seen
coming stopped right in front of me. I stopped and stepped back onto the sidewalk and stood next to a telegraph
pole waiting for the bus to go. Although I could in fact have happily crossed the street while the bus was
stationary, I didn’t do so. I’ve lived in Shanghai a long time and know the traffic regulations. Why didn’t I walk to
the other side of the street at the moment I could have crossed? I didn’t know why.
I counted the passengers descending from the first-class compartment of the bus. Why didn’t I count the ones
getting off in third class? It was no conscious choice on my part; the first-class seats were at the front of the bus,
the passengers getting off were right in front of me, so I could see them very clearly. The first passenger was a
Russian wearing a red raincoat, the next one was a middle-aged Japanese woman who hurriedly got off the bus,
opened up the plain Oriental umbrella she held in her hand, and, concealing her head in mouselike fashion,
rounded the front of the bus and turned into Wenjianshi Road. I recognized her; she ran a fruit shop. The third and
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fourth looked like merchants of our own from Ningbo. They both wore green rubber Chinese raincoats.
The fifth, and in fact the last, passenger to get off was a young woman. She wasn’t carrying an umbrella, nor
was she wearing a raincoat. It seemed she’d boarded the trolley bus after the rain had stopped, and on arriving at
her destination unfortunately found it to be raining hard like this. I surmised that she’d boarded the bus a long way
away. She must have got on at least a few stops beyond Carter Road. She got off the bus. She looked trim and
slender, but since she had her shoulders covered, it wasn’t until she stepped awkwardly onto the sidewalk that I
started to notice how beautiful she was. There are many facets to beauty. Granted, a pretty face is important, but
what also count are a graceful bearing, a well-proportioned figure, and a pleasant way of expressing oneself or at
least one that isn’t annoying. And this woman in the rain, I felt, would meet such criteria completely.
She looked up and down the street, then went to the corner and looked down Wenjianshi Road. I knew she was
urgently looking for a rickshaw to hail. But I could see, following her glance, that there was no sign of a rickshaw,
and the rain was still falling heavily. She turned around, revealing a vexed look on her face, and, knitting her
delicate eyebrows, she took shelter under the awning of a furniture shop. I also retreated under the awning, even
though the trolley bus had already left. The road was clear, and I could easily have crossed the street. But why
didn’t I cross over, and continue on my way home? Was it because I felt regretful at the thought of leaving this
young woman? Certainly not. I was totally unaware of any such feeling. Yet neither was it anything to do with
having a wife at home waiting for me to come home and eat with her in the lamplight. At that moment all thought
that I already had a wife had slipped from my mind. Before me was standing a beautiful companion, and one in
the midst of difficulty; lonely, standing and staring blankly into the incessant rain. It was quite simply for these
reasons that involuntarily I edged up to her side.
Although we were standing under the awning, and although there were no large drops of water coming down
from it, we were hit by the cool drizzle when the wind blew. I had an umbrella, and like a brave, medieval warrior
I could have used my umbrella as a shield, warding off the attacking spears of the rain, but instead the top half of
the young woman’s body was periodically drenched. Her thin black silk dress was little use against the rain and
merely emphasized her soft, shapely arms. She repeatedly turned and stood sideways to avoid the drizzle
attacking her breasts. But, I wondered, didn’t it matter then that her arms and shoulders were exposed to the
rainwater, letting her dress cling to her skin?
On clear days, the main roads were clogged with rickshaws touting for business, but now that they were
needed, there were none to be found. I thought about how poor the rickshaw pullers were at plying their trade.
Perhaps it was because there were too many people wanting to hire a rickshaw; demand was outstripping supply,
so that even on a bustling thoroughfare such as this, there was not a trace of a rickshaw to be found. Or perhaps all
the rickshawmen were themselves sheltering from the rain. In rain as heavy as this, were the rickshaw pullers not
entitled to seek shelter themselves? Until now the availability of rickshaws had never been of concern to me, and
yet here I was suddenly pondering the question. Besides, I was even thinking what a detestable bunch the rickshawmen were. Why don’t you pull your rickshaws by and accept this fare? Here’s this pretty young woman, in
discomfort and standing in the rain just waiting for anyone of you to pass by.
But however much I reflected along these lines, it didn’t produce the slightest sign of a rickshaw.
Now it was truly getting dark. Across the street a few men, who had been sheltering in the shop doorways and
who were only wearing shirts, had grown impatient and decided to brave the rain; risking being drenched from
head to toe, they made a dash for it. I saw that the young woman’s long eyebrows had knitted yet more tightly; her
eyes shone bright, as though she were very anxious. The gaze of her saddened eyes met mine.
From her eyes I could tell she was astonished by me. Why do you keep standing there? You have an umbrella,
and a pair of leather shoes. Who are you waiting for? In rain like this, who might you be waiting for on the street?
How could eyes boring through me like that not harbor some ill intent? From the way she shifted that inquisitorial
gaze from me to the darkened sky, I surmised she had certainly entertained these thoughts.
Yes, I had an umbrella. What is more, it was big enough for two. I cannot understand why this realization
hadn’t come to me sooner. But now that it had, what would it have me do? I could use my umbrella to protect her
from this excessive rain. I could go with her a short way in order to find a rickshaw. If it wasn’t far I could see her
home. If it was far, well so what? Ought I to cross this divide and make clear my good intentions? But might she
not have some other sort of misgivings about my intentions? Perhaps she might misread me, like I had just
guessed she had, and then turn me down. But then would she really prefer to stay here in the wind and rain, on
this chilly evening street, standing on her own until who knows when? Not a bit of it! The rain would soon have
stopped. It had already been raining without letting up for … how long?
In this rain I’d completely forgotten time flowing by. I took out my watch. Seven thirty-four. Over an hour
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now. Surely the rain couldn’t go on falling like this forever? Look at the road unable to rid itself of the flow, gutters already past containing the rainwater. How much water had already collected in them, whipping up eddies on
the surface, and how long before it would inundate the sidewalk? Impossible. It certainly couldn’t rain that long.
In a while she could surely be on her way. Even if the rain didn’t stop, it was likely a rickshaw would pass by, and
she would surely take it, whatever fare was demanded. So, should I leave then? Yes, I should. So why didn’t I?
Ten minutes went by like this. I still hadn’t left. The rain didn’t stop and there was not a hint of a rickshaw. She
continued to stand there as anxious as before. With cruel curiosity, I wanted to see how she would finally extricate
herself from such difficulties. Yet seeing her in such desperate straits, I was divided between impulses of
compassion and indifference.
Again she was watching me with astonishment. Suddenly, I realized why; how could I not have realized just
now? She seemed to be waiting for me to present her with my umbrella, and see her home. No, not necessarily see
her home, just see her to where she was going. You have an umbrella, but you just stand there. You want to share
your umbrella and shelter me from the rain, so what are you waiting for? her eyes said to me.
I blushed but didn’t bow my head in shame, turn on my heels, or walk away. Replying to a young woman’s
gaze with a blush of shyness was something that hadn’t occurred often since my marriage. I immediately felt odd
about it. How could I account for this? I couldn’t! But immediately a sort of masculinist sentiment welled up
inside me; I wanted revenge. Putting it like that makes it seem rather forceful, but at the very least I wanted to
subdue the urgent press of her mind on me.
Eventually I moved closer to the young woman and sheltered her with one half of my umbrella.
“Miss, I’m afraid there won’t be any rickshaws for a while. If you don’t object, I could accompany you on
your way. I have an umbrella.”
I wanted to say “see you home,” but it immediately occurred to me that she wasn’t necessarily on her way
home, so I resorted to this ambiguous way of phrasing it. While saying my piece, I tried to adopt as nonchalant an
air as I could muster, but she could surely see that concealed behind this unconvincingly calm attitude lay a
rapidly beating pulse.
For some time she stared at me with a hint of a smile on her lips. She was weighing up the motivation behind
my offer. Shanghai is not a friendly place, and people are not trusting in their relations with one another! Perhaps
she was putting off her decision. Would the rain really not stop in a short while? Would a rickshaw really not
come by? How about accepting his offer of the umbrella just for the time being? Perhaps on turning the corner
there’d be a rickshaw, perhaps I should just let him see me to where I’m going. Was there any harm in that? …
There wasn’t. But if I bump into anyone I know, won’t they be suspicious? … Then again, it’s really getting late,
and the rain doesn’t seem to be letting up. Then she nodded; a very slight nod.
“Thank you.”
A soft Suzhou lilt wafted from between her crimson lips. Turning into the western end of Wenjianshi Road, as
the rain pitter-pattered onto the umbrella, with a young woman at my side, I began to wonder at this chance
encounter. How could things have come to this? Who was she, this woman walking beside me, letting me shelter
her with my umbrella? Aside from with my wife, over the past few years I hadn’t done anything like this.
I turned my head and glanced over my shoulder. In a shop there were people taking a break from work who
were staring at me, or rather at us. Through the mist of the rain, I could see the suspicious expressions on their
faces. I started with fright. What if there was someone who knew me? Or could there be someone who knew her?
… I glanced back at her. She was just lowering her head and carefully picking out her steps as she went. My nose
had just brushed her hair, and it smelled so good. No matter which of us was recognized, if they saw us walking
together like this, what would they think? … I lowered the umbrella slightly so as to hide the upper part of our
faces. Unless people intentionally bent down, they wouldn’t be able to see our faces. She seemed to approve of
this move.
At first I walked on her left side, with my right hand holding up the umbrella. To give her extra shelter from
the rain, my arm was stuck right up in the air. I started to feel my arm aching, yet didn’t consider it a hardship. I
looked at her sideways, detesting the umbrella handle that obstructed my line of view. In profile, she didn’t look
as pretty as she did from the front. However, I made a new discovery from this perspective: she reminded me very
much of someone I knew. But who? I searched and searched my memory, she seemed very reminiscent … someone who almost every day came to mind, a girl I knew, with a physique similar to this person I was walking next
to right now, with the same kind of face, but now why for the life of me could I not remember?
Ah, yes! Now I had it! How was it possible that I couldn’t recall her! My very first girlfriend, my schoolmate,
and neighbor. Judging from her profile, wasn’t she just like her? We hadn’t seen one another for years. The last
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time we were together she was still only fourteen. It must be one, two … oh, seven years ago now. I’d married. I
hadn’t seen her again. She must have grown even prettier.
But it wasn’t as if I hadn’t seen her grow up; when I pictured her in my mind, she didn’t keep the posture and
appearance of a fourteen-year-old. Frequently in dreams, when asleep or in daydreams, I’d see her grow up. I
myself had constructed her as a beautiful twenty-year-old poised young woman with an attractive voice and
carriage. Often when I happened to be feeling sad, in my imagination she’d be a married woman, or even a young
mother.
But what was it about her that resembled her so. Her looks still had a lingering air of a fourteen-year-old.
Could it really be her? Why should she come to Shanghai? It was her! Was it possible for there to be two people
on j earth who looked so alike? Had she recognized me or not … I should ask her:
“Would I be right in thinking you’re from Suzhou?”
“Yes.”
It was definitely her. What an unheard-of chance! When did she come to Shanghai? Had her family moved to
Shanghai? Or was it, as I feared, that she’d married someone in Shanghai? Surely she’d already forgotten me,
otherwise she couldn’t allow me to be with her like this. Perhaps I’d changed so much that she couldn’t recognize
me; a good few years had gone by …
But did she know I was married? If she didn’t know, and now she recognized me, what could I do? Ought I to
tell her? And if it was necessary to tell her, how would I go about it?
I happened to glance to the side of the street where there was a woman leaning on a shop counter. She looked
at me with melancholy eyes, or perhaps she was looking at her. Suddenly it seemed that I’d stumbled across my
wife. What was she doing here? I was confused.
Where were we walking? I looked about assiduously. A small food market. She was probably getting close to
where she was going. I shouldn’t lose this chance. I wanted to know a little more about her, but should we resume
an already interrupted friendship? Yes, as long as it was just friendship. Or would it not be better to let her go on
thinking that I was merely a well-intentioned stranger wanting to help out a young woman? I started to hesitate.
What should I do for the best?
I still needed to know where she was headed. She wasn’t necessarily on her way home. Home. If it was her
parents’ home she was headed for there’d be no problem, I could go in, just like when we were kids. But if it were
her own home? Why didn’t I just ask her if she was married. Perhaps it wasn’t even her home, but rather her lover’s home. I imagined a cultured young gentleman. I began to have regrets. Why was I feeling so happy today,
when I had a wife at home anxiously waiting for me, while here I was minding other people’s business? At last
there were rickshaws plying North Sichuan Road. If I hadn’t been accompanying her like this with my umbrella,
surely she would have long since hired one. If I hadn’t felt it inappropriate to speak out, I would long since have,
turned around and walked away, leaving her standing in the rain.
So why not ask one more question?
“Might I ask your name?”
“Liu.”
Liu? It must be false. She’d already recognized me, she surely knew everything about me, she was kidding me.
She didn’t want to know me anymore, and she wasn’t interested in renewing our friendship. Women! Why had
she changed her name? Perhaps it was her husband’s name. Liu … what was her first name?
This little monologue of thoughts didn’t take up much time at all. They just quickly danced across my mind in
the few moments it took to cross the street with this bewitching young woman. I’d seldom taken my eyes off her,
so I hadn’t realized that the rain had now let up. There were more people coming and going in front of us now,
and it seemed there were a few rickshaws to be seen about. Why didn’t she hail one? Perhaps she was getting
close to her destination. Could it be that she really had recognized me, but not daring to say, had deliberately
extended our walk together? The gust of a breeze caught the hem of her skirt and lifted it behind her. She turned
her face to avoid the wind and closed her eyes in a coy yet sweet manner.
It was a very poetic pose that recalled a Japanese painting by Harunobu Suzuki entitled Visiting a Beautiful
Lady at the Palace in Evening Rain. She carries a lantern, sheltered from the wind and drizzle by a torn umbrella.
Passing at night before the earth god’s shrine, clothes and lantern swept up by the wind, she turns aside to avoid
the force of wind and rain; it had a rather unconventional feel. Now I noticed that she too had that sort of style. As
for me, perhaps I passed for her husband or boyfriend in the eyes of passers-by. I was quite proud that people
might make such an assumption. Yes, when I considered that she had indeed been my first love, my childhood
girlfriend, I was as happy as if their assumption really were the case. And I could tell that the scent wafted from
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her temples by the wind was the same as the perfume my wife used.
And then I thought of that old line of poetry, “Holding up a bamboo umbrella I accompany an elegant beauty,”
and found it fitted today’s chance encounter quite nicely. Suzuki’s famous painting once more came to mind. But
the beautiful woman depicted by Suzuki didn’t resemble her at all, rather it was my wife’s lips that resembled the
lips of the woman in the painting. Taking another look at her, it was odd, but I now felt that this definitely was not
the childhood girlfriend that just now I’d mistaken her for. This was a totally unrelated young woman. The
eyebrows and forehead, the nose and cheekbones, even taking into account the intervening years, bore not the
slightest likeness. And I particularly disliked her lips, which seen in profile seemed a little too thick.
I suddenly felt quite at ease, even my breathing was more relaxed. Half-consciously, half unconsciously
holding the umbrella for her, apart from gradually sensing my arm ache more and more, I felt nothing. It was as if
the form of the young woman beside me had already been released from the confines of my mind. Only now did I
realize night had fallen completely, and the sound of rain was no longer to be heard on the umbrella.
“Thank you, I can make my own way now. The rain’s stopped.”
She chirped into my ear, suddenly startling me, and I closed up the umbrella. A beam of light from a street
lamp shone onto her face, which seemed an orange color. Was she almost there, yet unwilling for me to see her all
the way, and so now was taking advantage of the rain’s having stopped to get rid of me? Couldn’t I think of a way
to see where she was eventually going?
“It’s no trouble; if you’ve no objection, I’ll see you all the way there.”
“There’s really no need, I can manage by myself, don’t bother coming any further. It’s already very late. So
sorry to have kept you.”
Evidently she didn’t want me to see her all the way there. But what if the rain started up again? I resented the
unsympathetic weather. Why couldn’t it continue raining for half an hour? Yes, just another half an hour I would
have done it. For a moment, I could see in her gaze—while waiting for my response—a particular sort of correctness, and I felt an icy chill, as though the wind had blown through the rain into my shoulders. I was about to
respond, but she was no longer waiting for a response.
“Thank you. Please go back. Goodbye,” she said faintly and walked away without turning around again.
I stood in the middle of the road watching her back, and soon after she disappeared into the night. I kept
standing there, right until a rickshaw puller touted for my custom.
In the rickshaw it was as though I were flying in a dream one would forget immediately upon waking. It was as
though something remained unfinished, as though there were a burden on my mind, but I was only vaguely aware
of it. Several times I thought about putting up the umbrella but immediately laughed off this unconscious thought.
Moreover, it wasn’t raining, it had cleared completely, and in the sky one could make out a few scattered stars.
I got out of the rickshaw and knocked on the door.
“Who is it ?”
It was the voice of the young woman I’d accompanied under the umbrella! I was bemused, how did she come
to be in my house?
The door opened. The hall was brightly lit, and the person who stood out against the light beside the halfopened front door was not that young woman at all. Rather, in the opaque light I recognized the woman who had
been leaning on the shop counter and eying enviously both me and the young woman I’d been walking with. I
entered feeling lost and confused. Under the lamplight, I found it very strange that now I could no longer find
anything in my wife’s features resembling the unreal image of that woman.
My wife asked me what had made me so late. I said I’d run into a friend and stopped off for tea and cakes at
Sullivan’s. Since we’d waited for the rain to stop, we’d sat there a long time.
In an effort to lend credence to this lie, I ate very little for supper.
1906

150.76 Ah Ao\fn{by Sun Hsi-Chen (1906- )} Shaoshing, Chekiang Province, China (M) 5
Throughout the day, from early dawn, Ah Ao had remained hidden under a bed in the small dark room, her
head bent, her body still, scarcely daring to breathe.
At the foot of the Purple-Red Mountain, down which spilled a dense growth of fragrant pines and other trees, a
small stream ran into the open cornfields, and beside it stood a row of seven houses, most of them old and
dilapidated. This place was known as Tao Village, although none of the inhabitants was named Tao. In four of the
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seven houses lived the family Chen, the house on the western end was a family temple reserved for the spirits,
while in the center of the row stood a comparatively new and handsome residence (some eighteen years old)
which was owned by Chin the Rich.
It was in the seventh house, poorest of all, consisting of five little rooms, where the Wang family dwelt, that Ah
Ao lay hidden. Half of this house was in fact mortgaged to Chin the Rich who, two years before, when old Wang
died, had lent his widow forty thousand cash to pay for the funeral feast and obsequies. Consequently she now
lived with her son, Small One Brother, and her daughter, Ah Ao, in only the nether part of the little hut, which did
not belong to Chin the Rich. In the room next to the kitchen—or rather in one corner of the kitchen itself, since
the bed was separated from it only by a few thin planks—Ah Ao, in secret dread, trembled and stifled her lungs all
day.
Some grindstones and empty bamboo baskets leaned against the wall of the kitchen, which was just now very
noisy. Thee were four square wooden tables, with long benches ranged on each side, and they, with their
occupants, completely choked up the little room. Altogether one could count more than thirty men, including not
only the make population of Tao Village but also guests from the neighboring villages of Yu and Red Wall. They
sat drinking and feasting in exuberant mood. Most of them wore blue or white cotton shirts and trousers and were
in their bare feet. Chin the Rich, Wu the Merchant, who could read and write, and the Hairy-Headed Village Elder,
respected for his age, wore long gowns, however, made of linen. Only on rare occasions did these long-gown men
visit such a lowly establishment, and it was plain that they were now quite aware of the extraordinary dignity their
appearance lent to the feast.
The food seemed simple enough, with but four big bowls of meat, fish, turnips and soup, spread on each table,
but they were refilled again and again, and each time emptied almost as soon as replenished. Later on, besides, the
women of the village would have to be fed. Everybody gorged, helping himself to great hunks of meat and full
bowls of wine without any pretense at etiquette; their presence at the feast was not in the interest of good will, but
a punitive measure against the mother of a shameless daughter. Never mind the financial burden to Widow Wang!
It was the way of justice.
The fact was that only by mortgaging the other half of her house had the unhappy woman managed to get
together the money to finance this strange banquet. A sentimental person might have observed that what the
guests clipped between the blades of chopsticks was actually Widow Wang’s flesh and blood; for the feast meant
utter ruin to her. By this sacrifice, however, she was saving the life of her daughter, who was, no one could deny
it, guilty of that crime. Now, although a crime of such a nature necessarily required two to commit it, the
unwritten but powerful law of custom nevertheless made her alone responsible, and gave any villager the right to
attack insult, abuse or kill her, as he saw fit. By what other means, then, could the child’s life be saved, than
through this, an expensive banquet in honor of the offended villagers, with the especial aim of winning mercy
from Chin the Rich, Wu the Merchant and the Hairy-Headed Village Elder? Even though it meant her own death
in the end, still the Widow would have gone through with it.
Two days before, in the afternoon, she had sent her son to Chin. He had bowed, begged mercy and requested
the loan of thirty thousand cash, pledging the rest of the Wang House as security. Then with this money the boy
had, again at his mother’s instruction, gone to the market where he bought thirty pounds of meat, more than
twenty pounds of fish, fully a bushel of turnips and some other ingredients of the feast. Since early in the morning
of the previous day she had busied herself with cleaning and making ready this food, preparing rice wine and
attending to other duties, so that she had not once had a moment to rest.
With the arrival of the guests she had become even busier. All alone, she worked ceaselessly, serving
everybody, keeping al the bowls filled with food, pouring forth the warm wine that was like emptying the vessels
of her own body, but all the same managing to smile and give the appearance of enjoying her duties immensely.
“Brother Lucky Root,” shouted one coarse fellow, “don’t hesitate! This isn’t an occasion for ceremony, but a
free feed. See, you don’t have to give anything in return; so eat up! Fill yourself to the brim!”
“You are quite right,” agreed Lucky Root. “Why be slow about it, eh? Let’s eat; for such opportunities as this
are rare indeed. As a matter of fact this girl, now, Ah Ao; shameless, but still rather good-looking. How many girls
around compare with her? Actually—?”
“The more girls like Ah Ao the more free feasts,” yelled a third. “Personally I hope we’ll have others.”
“Ai-ya, Old Fa! Always boasting. Yes, the hungry devil with women! But don’t forget the facts in this case; the
girl right under your nose chooses instead a fellow from a neighboring village, not you!”
“Old Fa, ha, ha!”
“Ho, what an—Old Fa!”
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The Widow Wang did not appear to understand these remarks, but bent her attention on the tasks of service and
of maintaining the smile on her face. She did not once frown. But Ah Ao heard and trembled and crawled still
farther toward the wall. She did not know whether the feeling she experienced was humiliation or terror or
indignation or merely a heavy sadness, but something like a great stone seemed to be crushing her down, and her
heart burned as if pierced by a shaft of red-hot iron. A few days ago she had boldly resigned herself to whatever
fate might bring, but now she wanted only to crawl, crawl, crawl.
The Hairy-Headed Elder at last came to the issue. “To be precise,” he began slowly, “this is perhaps after all
not so serious a matter. It is natural for a grown girl to want marriage, isn’t it so? But to make love—to a young
man—in secret, you know, and without anybody’s knowledge—without the usual formalities—who can excuse
it?”
“Exactly!” exclaimed Wu the Merchant. “Widow Wang, this is something that can come to a mother only as
punishment for her own sins in the past. Such a daughter, just consider, is not only a disgrace to your own family
name but to the whole Tao Village as well. You very well know that according to age-old custom this crime merits
nothing less than death. Recall, now, the case of the Chao girl—it happened three or four years ago in Stone Gate
Village—who was beaten to death for the very same offense. Do your remember, she was buried without even a
coffin? Nobody could call it cruelty, but only justice; for she had violated the laws of right conduct. Moreover, the
worst of it is that even after their death such girls continue to dishonor the good name of the community. Ending
life does not end their sin—no, indeed, and, as everyone knows, death doesn’t begin to make up for it!”
“What you have just said is undeniably true. Death doesn’t cover up the crime at all. But, on the other hand,
it’s not altogether the girls’ fault. The mother is to blame also—a certain laxness, a waning of discipline. Again, in
this case it maybe that the mother was not herself very virtuous in some previous incarnation. Widow Wang, let
me advise you to take care—in this life you had better be more strict.”
The Village Elder was the donor of this speech, which oddly did not seem to anger the Widow, but on the
contrary encouraged her to speak. She moved forward timidly, her hands pulling nervously on the edge of her
worn dress. She spoke, in a very low voice, and smiled painfully:
“Yes, Honored Elder—that is correct. If she did wrong it was really my fault. I don’t know what unpardonable
sin I have back of me in some previous existence, but it must be as you say. And this terrible crime of my
daughter, you’re quite right, death would only be the punishment deserved. Still—” she broke suddenly into tears.
“But I can’t speak, I haven’t ‘face’ to say—only I ask—mercy! Spare her life at least.”
This was a reckless demand, an extraordinary request indeed, and were it not that the villagers were at that
moment eating her food she would never have escaped ridicule by them. They believed in enforcing justice and
morality to the letter, and ordinarily would stand no nonsense. Yet it seemed generally understood that because
they had appeared, and had eaten, and had enjoyed themselves, and had some of them even come on their own
invitation, they would not be altogether adamant. But their decision rested upon the opinions voiced by Chin the
Rich, Wu the Merchant and the Hairy-Headed. Everybody remained silent until Chin finally gave the verdict.
“Wu has, I agree, spoken very wisely, and very much to the point. ‘Death doesn’t begin to cover up the crime.’
Precisely! Then, perhaps, or so it seems to me, little is to be gained by taking her life now. The guilt has been
admitted, and the Widow Wang, asking mercy, has begged us also to give ‘face’ to her late husband. She wants us
to spare her daughter’s life, and everything considered that is perhaps possible, but at the same time we cannot
permit such an altogether immoral woman to continue to besmirch the village good name. She must leave at
once!”
The Elder shared this view. “what is done is done; though totally without honor, still it’s no use, now, to ill her.
Better, as you say, expel her—move her out immediately.”
These two having rendered a judgment, the rest of the guests, who considered themselves a kind of “jury,”
reined in their tongues. The decision was unanimously approved. The pale, weary face of the Widow Wang broke
out suddenly into a genuine smile; she bowed low to the three wise men and obsequiously thanked the members
of the self-appointed jury. But, back in the darkness, the hidden Ah Ao heard and yet curiously did not feel happy
at all at this reprieve. She understood well enough that life had been miraculously restored to her, but although the
prospect of death had been terrifying she was after all too young to have a deep fear of it, whereas to be banished
from the village, to leave and never again to see her mother, to bid farewell to her brother, to plunge into an
unknown, uncertain future—that was something which she knew to be worse than death. Grief shook her body,
seemed to break, to shatter it, so that iut was no longer whole, but a heap of something that mysteriously still
trembled with life.
*
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It had happened two months before, in early April, on a day filled with an ineffable softness, an unbearable
languor and gladness that made men dreamy-eyed, drowsy and as if drunk with some wonderful wine.
Ah Ao, on her way home in the afternoon from the nearby Yu Village, thought that she had never known such a
glorious day. There was a new warmth in her body, a strange vigor in her as if she had just begun to live. The
fields bordering the road were touched from a withered yellow into a lush new green, the trees were coming to
life, and in their budding limbs birds had appeared and were joyously chattering. The whole world, as far s she
could see, was young, fresh, growing, awakened, expectant. She felt in harmony with all that she saw, and
expectant too. Of what? She did not know, but somehow she found herself walking more slowly. Her face burned
as from some inner fire, and she became all at once conscious of her body, vibrant and warm against the fabric of
her garments.
“Ah Ao—” a voice called from somewhere.
Surprised and a little afraid, she stopped, looked around, peered over the fields into the clustered pines and
through the rocky pass, but saw no one. Above her head a pair of eagles circled. She blushed, rubbed her burning
face and walked on.
“Ah Ao—” someone cried again, but this time much nearer. She stopped, more puzzled, but saw no one, and
started to go on, when once more she heard the same voice, now quite close, speak out, “Ah Ao, it’s me!” Turning
round quickly, she saw, protruding from the bushes and greenery, a head. Then slowly a young man in a long linen
gown gave her a full-length view of himself, including his handsome red-buttoned cap. He was perhaps twenty
years old, not a bad-looking fellow, and he wore on his face a pleased look. Ah Ao recognized him. He was the
son of Li, a shop-owner in the neighboring village. His name, she knew was Ah Hsian.
“Ai-ya! So it’s you,” said Ah Ao. “You frightened me almost to death. Where did you come from?”
Nevertheless, she seemed not altogether dissatisfied that he had appeared.
“I?” he demanded. “I? I just happened to be coming from town, saw you in the distance and hid myself to have
some fun with you.”
“You impudent rascal!” she shouted gaily, raising her hand as if to slap him. “Frightening a person to death!”
“I apologize, Ah Ao, with all my heart. The truth is I have something very important to tell you.”
“For example?”
But the youth suddenly became weak or timid. He kept murmuring “I—I—I—” then he seized her hand.
“:What is this?” Ah Ao started back quickly, but for some reason her legs refused to move. Her body quivered,
as from some shock, and again she felt her flesh warm beneath her garments. All the strength seemed to run out of
her. He put his arms around her, pulled her toward him, and then led her into the forest. She could not summon up
any resistance, her mind did not seem to work as usual; she was hardly conscious that they moved at all, and she
did not utter a sound. She only knew that within she felt intolerably buoyant and enlarged.
They sat down under the leafy arm of a tree, her head resting upon his shoulder. Her eyes closed and she
breathed rapidly. She felt his hand close softly over her breast over her beating heart. She felt his lips upon hers,
and suddenly she knew a bodily glow that she had never felt before.
“Caw-w-w,” a magpie, circling overhead, startled her, and for a moment recalled to her that the world existed.
She trembled. “Ah Hsian! No, no! Don’t, please! Mother will beat me to death!”
“Don’t, you must not worry. Trust me, believe in me; everything will be wonderful, like this always.
His voice shook too, and some strange vibrancy o fit, some summons which she had never heard before, and
which would not be denied, completely overpowered her. He caressed her arms, her face, her throat. She ceased to
resist.
*
“What is the matter with you, Ah Ao?” Widow Wang asked her daughter when, very much agitated, she
returned home late that afternoon. “Fever?” She touched her forehead, which was covered with a short fringe of
hair. “Have you caught a cold?”
“Nothing at all. I—I simply don’t feel very well—” Ah Ao murmured, half to herself. She went to the bed and
lay down and for a long time she did not stir. She knew very well the risks, the danger, the fate opening up ahead
of her, but just as well she knew that she would meet Ah Hsian again, whenever he asked, yes, even tomorrow!
She expected something dreadful to happen; she prepared herself for it. In the future, after each interval with
him, she waited dully for the exposure of their crime, and each time was rather surprised when no one came to
denounce her. Nevertheless, she resigned herself to ultimate discovery, but found comfort in the thought that her
lover would come to her defense, take punishment as pronounced; and she imagined herself, in his moment of
disgrace, going proudly to his side, sharing whatever fate imposed upon him. And what she constantly feared did
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happen at last, but its consequences were nothing like what she had romantically foreseen. It was just three days
before the Widow Wang offered the villagers such a splendid banquet.
Behind Purple-Red Mountain there was a small hill, the name of which had long been forgotten. Halfway up
its flank, nearly buried in the foliage, was a temple to the mountain god. The surrounding forests were owned by
one of the great landlords, and few ventured to trespass through the leafy lanes. The place was pervaded by a
ghostly stillness, but it was gentle shelter for young lovers.
On this day Lao The, the Spotted Face, a woodcutter, had stealthily crept into the forest to steal wood. He had
gathered a load and was prepared to leave just as the setting sun splashed ruddily against the wall behind the
mountain temple. The sight invited him, and he sat down on the threshold of the enclosure, sighed, lighted his
pipe and gazed at the sky.
But was that not a sound? Thrusting the pipe into his girdle, he seized his ax and stood ready to combat with
any wild animal hat might rush forth. He waited for several minutes, tense and excited. He thought of running
away but reconsidered, remembering that “an offensive is the best defensive.” Picking up a stone as big as a goose
egg, he threw it with all his strength into the thickest part of the forest.
To his astonishment it was not a wild beast but a man that burst from the trees. He did not stop or even look in
Lao Teh’s direction, but vanished like a devil. Lao The nevertheless saw enough of him to recognize Ah Hsian.
Somewhat perplexed, he advanced toward the spot whence he had emerged.
Then, in a moment he came upon Ah Ao, languidly spread out, with her dress loosened, her dark hair starred
with bits of green leaves, and altogether wearing a look of abandon. The spectacle somehow aroused in Lao The,
the Spotted Face, an intense fury. He stared with wide-open eyes, and then he bent down and severely struck her.
“Ha! Ah Ao! The devil! You’ve done a fine thing!” She did not speak, but lifted up eyes that implored and
eloquently begged pity. “Scandalous and shameless one! To come here in secret and lie with him!”
Later on, this scene and the subsequent abuse flung upon her by the infuriated Lao The remained rather
obscure in Ah Ao’s mind. She could not remember now, under his guidance, she returned home in disgrace, nor
how news of her love spread through the village in a few minutes. Only afterward all the eyes she looked into
were full of wrath, cold-gleaming eyes of hate. Even her mother gazed at her with anger and bitterness, yet
deeper, deep down in those eyes, was a look of poignant sadness that troubled her hearty. But the blows of
bamboo sticks, the beatings that came in rapid succession, the curses hurled t her, not one of these caused her any
pain, nor any shame, nor even the least regret.
She had expected all this, and now it had come. It was no accident, but had all along been in the certainty of
fate, and she was prepared for everything that happened. The single unforeseen development that dismayed and
depressed her was that her lover suffered none of the consequences and did not appear to be in the least interested
in her any longer.
*
Even before the men guests had finished sipping the last of their wine, the women began to come for their
share, and during all this time Ah Ao continued to press closely against the wall, hovering in her hiding lace,
hungry and shivering, not because it was cold, not because she felt any longer the fear of death, but from some
nameless malady that had seized her inmost being. The women ate no more lightly than their menfolk, and like
the men they dropped cynical, sardonic remarks meant to stab mother and daughter cruelly.
The air seemed charged with heightened drama when Mrs. Li, the fat mother of Ah Hsian, unexpectedly
appeared at the feast. She had come, it was soon apparent, not to apologize for the part her son had taken in the
affair, but on the contrary to curse the Widow Wang for permitting her daughter to induce him to commit adultery.
At sight of the unhappy mother, she pointed fixedly at her and began loudly to revile her: “Miserable woman!
Where there is such a daughter, there is such a mother also! And you have the ‘face’ to come to meet me?
Actually? My son is pure, chaste, good; he has made the genuflections before the image of Confucius; he has
understood well the teachings of the great sage. Yet you, shameless mother and immoral daughter, attempt to
seduce and ruin him! I am resolved to die with you this instant!”
And, saying this, she did indeed rush toward the Widow Wang and appeared to be determined to dash her
brains out against her. Other woman guests grouped round them, forming a little circle, not without experiencing
an inner satisfaction at the scene, and comforting and soothing the wrath of the offended Mrs. Li. The fat woman
in fact so far forgot her original intention that she partook heartily of the feast and in the end contented herself
with muttering now and then, “She abused my son, seduced him—from now on he will be unable to raise his head
above others!”
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When the last guest had gone, the old widow stepped slowly into the little dark enclosure, carrying an oil lamp
in her hand. She called to Ah Ao to come out and eat, and the girl dragged herself forth, but she had scarcely
strength enough to stand erect. A moment ago she had thought herself famished; now she could not swallow a
morsel.
*
Midnight. Widow Wang was not yet in bed. She moved about in the little room, picking up articles from here
and there, busily arranging them in the baggage which Ah Ao must take with her when she left at tomorrow’s
dawn. Finally she fastened the bag.
Spring nights are brief; in a very short time the cocks began to crow. The widow awoke her son and daughter,
lighted a lantern, gave them their morning food and then accompanied Ah Ao almost at once to the barrow which
stood beside the door.
“Understand, daughter, it’s not I who wants to desert you—you have spoiled yourself—” But the stooped
figure shook with sudden tears. She seemed to brace herself against the air, and continued, managing to smile very
gently: “Just be careful, Ah Ao. From now on stand firmly on your own feet, and I shall have no more cause for
worry. As for me, daughter, well just think that I am dead, no longer in this world. If we can’t meet here again,
then perhaps after death; anyway, let’s hope!”
She sat beside Ah Ao on the barrow pushed by her son, until they reached the great oak, at the main road, half
a mile from her home. She alighted there, bade a last farewell to her daughter and stood watching the receding
lantern till, like the last flutter of life in a great void of death, its dim spark crept into utter darkness.
41.105 The Priceless Moments Of A Spring Morn: Idle Thoughts Of An Idle Fellow\fn{by Liang Yuchun (19061932)} Fujian Province, China (M) 2
In the last ten years I have traveled far and wide in search of friends and teachers, but now that I think of it, I
have reaped the most benefit from “getting up late.” This is because whatever clever or viable ideas that are now
in my head have mostly surfaced while I lazed around in bed in the morning. I really should write a short piece to
eulogize this habit, and at the same time to pass on a modicum of know-how to those who might aspire to learn
the art of getting up late.
Although I am a complete layman as far as art is concerned, I can nevertheless lay claim to being an expert in
the particular art of getting up late because I possess both the critical power of minute discrimination and the spiritual commitment to experience all the pain and pleasure involved. Every morning I push to the utter limit the
time I spend lolling in bed—this sacred temple of ours—watching the sunlight dancing on the duvet; snickering at
people who busy themselves over nothing; reliving the silly dreams I had the night before—that’s much better
than dreaming; or contemplating the advantages of getting up late. When I lie in bed enjoying these regal po-wers
—that I alone am lord of all this—even my shabby little room turns immediately into a palace of joy.
In the pursuit of their dreams and the realization of their fond wishes, poets and artists are willing to sacrifice
all material comfort and brave the denunciation of friends and kin. For them, art is the source of infinite consolation; it is their reality, while the outside world is but a void. The artist specializing in getting up late is imbued
with a similar spirit. Although I cannot boast of being a master of this art, I have boundless enthusiasm for it-the
passion of an artist. So, allow me to use myself as an example.
When I was a child, my life was organized by my family. There was a complete lack of artistic self-awareness:
I got up at 6 a.m. Later I attended school in northern China. The weather in the north provided the best nursery for
getting up late, and many of my classmates were experts in this art. Excellent environment and the example of
friends gave me a real taste for getting up late, and as a result, my devotion to this art intensified daily. When I
went home during the summer and New Year vacations, I dared not let the thought of getting up cross my mind
before everyone at home had finished breakfast. My father was always saying how the fresh morning air would do
one good; my mother occasionally complained about having to reheat the congee; my kindly grandmother talked
to my aunt more than once about “getting up early for three days means gaining an extra day” (my aunt has
always been an early riser).\fn{Me too; I’m always up at five or six o’clock in the morning.}
Although I was loath to lose the goodwill of my seniors, I had to be faithful to my art, and so I let myself fall
from their good graces. Later, when the old folk realized that I was a hopeless case, they took pity on me: they
tiptoed past my room at nine in the morning. Though loving indulgence of our weaknesses is the surest way to
arouse our conscience, I could not turn my back on my beloved art, and so, with a contrite heart, I stayed in bed.
When I was at university, several straitlaced professors were particularly harsh on students who turned up late
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for class, and I was unfortunately a perennial target for their black looks. On a few occasions I did resolve to get
up early so as to avoid the sarcastic remarks aimed at me as soon as I entered the lecture room, but the years went
by, and I bore the anguish of being an object of contempt for four whole years, keen though it was.
Once I spent my New Year holidays at a relative’s home. They had dinner very early in the evening, and so
when I woke up every morning I could hear my stomach rumbling. But I suppressed the sensation of hunger by
thinking about all sorts of interesting things. Sometimes I was so hungry I broke out in a sweat, but I never
allowed myself to get up before 10 a.m. For the love of art I was willing to make such sacrifices! Edgar Allan Poe,
who wrote poetry on an empty stomach, was a true comrade of mine.\fn{ American author (1809-1849).}
After I started to work for a living, I naturally neglected my artistic pursuit. But fallen as I am, I have tried my
best to retain my enthusiasm. As I recall the unmentionable sufferings I personally have gone through as a result
of getting up late, I truly believe that it is an art, because only art can cause people to suffer so, and only artists
will forge ahead regardless of the sacrifices involved.
However, getting up late has also afforded me great consolations, more than enough to compensate for the
various sufferings I had to endure. The first and foremost advantage in getting up late is that I have a happy start
—a every single day. I get up every day fully contented, feeling that every day is a spring day and everywhere is
paradise. When I lie in bed happy and at peace, I often recall these lines of Browning’s: “God’s in his heaven, all’s
right with the world” (translated as: “As fish swim in water and birds nest in trees, so I lie in bed”).
Though life is short, if we have had a glorious youth, then our life is not wasted; in our declining years we can
sit by the fire or in the sunshine and relive our memories. Similarly, one day is short, but if we have had a glorious
morning (half of which is spent in bed I), then the day is not wasted; we can spend the rest of it remembering the
blissful morning. If our youth has been the epitome of joy, the rest of our life will never be dismal; for the joy of
youth will cast a shadow, a magical shadow, on sad old age, tinting it with a kindly glow. This also applies to
every single day. Don’t people always say: “A good beginning is half-way to success”? A morning of pleasant
contentment is the source of happiness for the whole day. Getting up late is not just a happy start to the day but
also gives it a happy ending: when we go to bed at night, we rejoice at the thought of getting up late the next
morning—and anticipation of happiness gives us far greater pleasure than happiness itself. In this way, every day
is encased in sturdy walls of euphoria, and we owe this ideal situation all to getting up late.
Getting up late can bless us with this balmy atmosphere; it can also shatter the most stubborn boredom. The
biggest worry in life is monotony. Tragedies are exciting and fun; the only boring life is that which is comprised
of zombie mechanical routines. And getting up late is the only relief. If you feel that life is boring, please stay in
bed for an extra thirty minutes (better still if you can make it an hour). When you get up, you are sure to find that
you do not have enough time to attend to all sorts of pressing business. As a result you will be extremely busy,
and being “busy”—particularly the kind of your own making—is the golden key to the palace of joy. Being busy
is the best means of physical exertion.
Didn’t Aristotle\fn{Macedonian philosopher and scientist (384-322BC).} say that human happiness is born of the
transformation of ability into efficiency? I always get up five minutes before I should get to the office, so that I
have to wash my face, brush my teeth, and eat my breakfast at the highest possible speed. As a result these actions
all turn into the most romantic movements. Who, in the midst of spraying toothpaste and splashing water, holding
a comb, facing the mirror, and munching some bread, can say that life is uninteresting? Besides, the only thing
you worry about at that moment is that you’ll be late, so your heart is filled with a sense of adventure. Adventure
and excitement of such a harmless kind are lovely things, particularly to those who lack a daredevil spirit, to
cowards like us. I love the sandstorms of the north: when we march forward braving the yellow sand, we feel like
generals charging forward in battle, felling enemies on all sides. A human grappling with the forces of the elements—how heroic! how touching! Besides, no matter how courageous you may look, the only real danger you
are faced with is getting a bit of sand in your nostrils and ears. Who among us does not have a sense of adventure?
The only problem is we are cowards who do not want to die for nothing, and so God in his benevolence created
enveloping sandstorms as our means of safe adventure. Pitiable southerners who are not given such a chance of
adventure can only create their own by getting up late.
Even on a holiday, if you get up at 10:00 a.m., it’s bound to be past eleven when you finish your cigarette. You
think of all the things you have to do and haven’t done, and you become busy immediately. Is there anything more
interesting under the sun than busying yourself over nothing?
Even if your getting up late causes people to gossip about you, it would at least break the routine of your
placid, uneventful life. In my opinion, those who have tasted the full flavor of life would all agree that pain is far
superior to colorless monotony for the simple reason that pain is alive, whereas a colorless life is the symbol of
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death. Getting up late in itself may seem a lazy thing to do, but it provides us with the greatest possible energy, it
makes our life vibrant and stimulating. The laziest people in the world are those who get up at dawn, finish all
their work by the earliest possible time, and then sit around yawning. Where else, except in art, can we find all the
consolations associated with getting up late? Even now there are many people who do not appreciate the
advantages of getting up late. This, too, proves that it is an art, for only art is ignored in such a manner.
Now that it is spring, “And the spring night is short and the sun rises early,”\fn{ A note reads: A line from Bai Ju-yi’s
long poem The Song of Everlasting Grief .} we can see the sun when we wake up at five or six in the morning. We can lie
in bed for several hours, as if intoxicated, listening to the song of the oriole, watching the shadows of the flowers
move across the wall. This is the ideal season for getting up late. Let us lie in bed every day for just a little bit
longer, and not let this priceless “spring morn” go to waste.\fn{ A note reads: Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow is the title of a
collection of essays by the English essayist Jerome K. Jerome (1859-1927). Though its contents are frivolous, superfluous, and generally
nonsensical, the sense of humor is superb; it is as if the author has a subtler understanding and appreciation of life than the average
person.. Or perhaps it is because I, too, am an idle fellow, and I am speaking up for my own kind, that his approach is close to my heart. If
that is the case, it is just as well. “The priceless moments of a spring night” is a well-known old saying; I thought that just by changing one
word I could have a title for my essay. Even with something as minor as an essay title, instead of exerting myself I simply borrow and
recycle other people's ideas, so you can see how lazy I really am .}

192.138 Wild Lilies\fn{by Wang Shiwei (1906-1947)} “in a small town,” Yunnan Province, China (M) 3
While walking alone along the riverbank, I saw a comrade wearing a pair of old-style cotton-padded shoes.
They started me thinking again about someone who used to wear shoes just like them—Comrade Li Fen, my first
and dearest friend. As always happens when I think of her, my heart started pounding, and I felt the blood course
more forcefully through my veins.
Li Fen entered the party in 1926, while she was a student in the preparatory course at Peking University. In the
spring of 1928 she sacrificed her life in her hometown, Baoqing in Hunan Province.\fn{ This refers to the purge of
Communist sympathizersby the Nationalists (the Koumintang) } She wasn’t arrested; her own uncle bound her and turned her
over to the local garrison—an act that well illustrates how barbarous the representatives of old China could be.
Before going to her death, she put on three sets of underwear—all that she owned—and sewed them together
tightly at top and bottom. She did this because the troops in Baoqing often let hooligans defile the corpses of
women Party members they shot—a fact that further illustrates how dark life in the old society was, how brutal,
ugly, and squalid! Since I heard of her death, my heart has burned with a fierce mixture of love and hatred. I am
haunted by the image of that pure and saintly girl, dressed in three tightly sewn sets of underwear, calmly going to
the martyr’s death to which her own uncle had consigned her.
The thought always sets my heart pounding and the blood racing through my veins. (It may seem inappropriate
to tell a story like thi:; in the tranquil atmosphere of Yan’an, where we enjoy “the caroling of Yutang Chun\fn{ The
protagonist of a well-known Peking opera about a singing girl whose love for a young scholar survives a series of ordeals, including her
forced marriage to a wealthy merchant } and the pirouettes of the golden-lotus dancers,”\fn{ Apparently a reference to the bound
feet of dancing girls} but for that matter the atmosphere in Yan’an is hardly suited to the realities of contemporary

events—just close your eyes for a moment and think of the sea of carnage into which, each minute, another of our
dear comrades sinks.
For the sake of the nation, we refrain from reckoning up old scores of class hatred. We are truly public-spirited
and selfless. As we struggle toward the light, we even do our best to drag the representatives of old China along
with us. But in the process some of the filth and corruption of the old society rubs off on us, spreading its germs
and diseases.
Scores of times I have drawn strength from that image of Comrade Li Fen, strength to live and strength to
struggle. This time, reminded of her in this unexpected way, I was inspired to write several short essays, which I
have given the collective title “Wild Lilies.” I had two things in mind when I chose this title. First, as the most
beautiful of the flowers one finds in the mountains around Yan’an, the wild lily seems an appropriate offering to
that pure and saintly image I carry in my mind. Second, while it has the same layered bulb as other varieties of
lilies, the wild lily lacks their sweet flavor. I have heard—though I can’t say for sure if it’s true—that the bitter lily
carries the greater medicinal value.
*
Young people in Yan’an seem to have lost their enthusiasm and even seem to be harboring feelings of
uneasiness. Why is this? What is lacking in our lives? Some would answer that our food is poor and that we lack
vitamins. Others would point to the ratio of men to women in Yan’an (“eighteen to one”) and say that young
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people lack lovers. Still others would argue that life in Yan’an is dull and monotonous and that we lack
entertainment.
There is something to all of these responses. It is only natural that we desire better food, companions of the
opposite sex, and some amusement in life. But surely no one would deny that the young people in Yan’an came
here in a spirit of sacrifice to participate in the revolution; they did not come in pursuit of good food and a
pleasant life. I therefore find it hard to believe that their lack of enthusiasm and feelings of uneasiness arise from
dissatisfaction over these things.
What then is it that we lack? Perhaps the following conversation will provide some insight. During the New
Year’s holiday, I was returning one evening at twilight from a friend’s house when I saw two young female
comrades conversing in animated whispers some distance ahead of me. I quietly drew closer to listen to them.
“He’s always accusing other people of petty-bourgeois egalitarianism, but the truth is he’s a bit of an elitist.
He’s so preoccupied with his special privileges that he hardly seems to care if the comrades beneath him are well
or ill, diseased or dying!”
“Our Comrade X is no different. They’re all birds of a feather.”
“It sounds fine, all this talk about class love—but dammit! they don’t even show ordinary human sympathy!
Most of the time they smile and try to look friendly, but it’s all on the surface. If you show the slightest sign of
disagreeing with them, they glare at you, put on their best senior-officer manner, and start lecturing you.”
“The small-fry take their cues from the higher-ups. Our section leader grovels before his superiors, but with us
he can’t hide his arrogance. He doesn’t even bother to look in on sick comrades, but you should have seen the fuss
he made when an eagle stole one of his chickens! Now every time he sees an eagle he starts yelling and throwing
stones at it—the self-centered bastard!”
They fell silent for a moment. I admired this second comrade’s sharp tongue, but what she said made me feel
discouraged and sad.
“It’s painful to think of how many comrades have fallen ill. Actually, when you're sick, the last thing you want
is a visit from someone like that. It just makes you feel worse. You can tell from their voice, their expression,
from their whole attitude that they don’t give a damn about you.”
“I’ve been transferred several times in the past two years. Of the officers, section leaders, and chairmen I’ve
worked for, far too few showed a genuine concern for the cadres.”
“Yes, exactly! They love no one, and no one loves them. If they ever take up mass work, the results will be
disastrous.”
The two comrades continued their fervent, whispered conversation, but our paths diverged at this point and
that’s all I heard. No doubt what they said was one-sided and exaggerated, and perhaps the “image” that emerged
from their conversation is not generally applicable, but you can’t deny its value as a mirror.
What is lacking in our lives? Just look in the mirror.
*
On the “Young People’s Page” of Issue 12 of this newspaper, I found a fascinating article entitled “Running
into Difficulties.” Two of the paragraphs read as follows:
A middleaged friend of mine recently arrived from deep in the Nationalist rear. He was disturbed to find that young
people in Yan’an are intolerant of the slightest setback, dissatisfied with everything, and constantly griping. “What are
they fussing about!” he says. “Think of all the difficulties and abuse we run up against on the outside.”
He is correct. Although life in Yan’an has its exasperating aspects and does not provide all the conveniences one
might wish for, these deficiencies are nothing, mere trifles, in the eyes of those who have repeatedly encountered
difficulties and abuse on the outside. But inexperienced young people, especially those of student origin, see things
differently. Their families and schools have coddled them into adulthood, explaining life to them with love and warmth,
and filling them with a yearning for purity and beauty. They are strangers to the ugly and harsh realities of life. Small
wonder that when they encounter a little adversity they feel uneasy for the first time in their lives and start bellowing.

I don’t know the identity of the author’s “middleaged friend,” but I think his philosophy of resignation is not
only not “correct,” but actually harmful. Young people should be treasured for their purity, sensitivity, ardor, and
bravery, as well as for the vitality and energy that they possess in such abundance. Young people are the first to
recognize the darkness that others fail to see, the first to detect the filth that others ignore, and the first to find the
courage to speak out when others are unwilling or paralyzed by fear. Because of this they seem more opinionated
than their elders, but that does not mean that their opinions are mere “griping.”
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Nor is their speech as balanced and measured as it could be, but that does not make it mere “bellowing.” We
should study their “griping,” “bellowing,” and “uneasiness” in order to discover the underlying causes of these
phenomena and then proceed rationally to eradicate those causes. (Note, I said rationally! Not all young people
are engaged in “ignorant rabble-rousing.”)
To praise Yan’an as better than the outside world, to instruct young people not to complain, to dismiss the dark
aspects of Yan’an as “slight setbacks” and “trifles”—none of this will solve our problems. Yes, Yan’an is
preferable to the outside world, but it can and must be made better still.
Of course, young people are often hotheaded and impetuous—a point that the author of “Running into
Difficulties” takes as his theme. But if all young people were “mature before their time,” what a desolate world
this would be! Actually young people in Yan’an are already sufficiently mature: the two female comrades I
mentioned above knew enough to confine their “griping” to whispers in the twilight. We shouldn’t disparage their
griping, but should use it as a mirror in which to view our own reflection!
The allegation that young people “of student origin” in Yan’an are “coddled into adulthood” by parents who
“explain life to them with love and warmth” smacks of subjectivism to me. Although most of our young people
are indeed “of student origin,” “immature,” and “inexperienced in life,” the great majority of them fought a series
of bitter battles before arriving in Yan’an. Their previous lives were not characterized only by “love and warmth”;
one might better say that their experience of hatred and cold led them to seek love and warmth in the
revolutionary camp. According to the author of “Running into Difficulties,” young people in Yan’an are no better
than pampered children who start whining when denied candy.
As for “the ugly and harsh realities of life,” our young people are hardly ignorant of them. In fact, discovering
those realities in the outside world is what drove young people to seek beauty and warmth in Yan’an. Only upon
discovering ugliness and harshness in Yan’an itself did they become “intolerant” and start “griping”—out of the
hope that bringing this ugliness and harshness to everyone’s attention would help reduce it to a minimum.
In the winter of 1938 the Party conducted a large-scale review of our work, calling for “lively discussion”
among comrades and for the “free expression of all opinions, correct or incorrect.”
I hope that we can initiate another such review to air the complaints of the young people in our lower ranks. I
am certain it would have a beneficial effect on our work.
*
“Our camp exists amidst the darkness of the old society, so it is inevitable that there is darkness within it too.”
Yes, that’s “Marxism,” but a one-sided kind of Marxism. The other, more important side has been forgotten by
the “masters of subjectivist factionalism.” What they have forgotten is this:
Once we have darkness, we must then summon a fighting Bolshevik zeal to inhibit its emergence and to limit
its growth.
We must exert to the utmost the power of consciousness to counter existing realities. Under present conditions,
to eliminate darkness completely from our camp is impossible. But to reduce it as much as we can is not only
feasible, it is necessary. But the “masters” rarely broach this matter, let alone emphasize it. They simply point out
the “inevitable” and retire to their beds.
But in fact, they’re guilty of more than just sleeping, for they use “inevitability” as a cover for self-indulgence.
In their dreams they console themselves:
“Comrade, you too were born in the old society, so if there’s a tiny spot of darkness on your own soul, don’t be
ashamed. It’s inevitable.”
In this way, we do more than indirectly abet the darkness. We actively create it!
After the “theory” of inevitability comes a “national forms” theory called “The sky won’t fall.”\fn{ Probably an
allusion to the controversy about “national forms” of literature, in which Party pargmatists insisted on Sinicized artistic expression } Yes,
it’s unlikely that the sky will fall. But does that mean our work and our mission can’t be harmed? The masters
have given little—if any—attention to this matter. But if they allow “inevitability” to take its inevitable course,
then the sky—the sky of our revolutionary mission—will inevitably fall. Let us not grow complacent.
Related to this is the “trifles” theory. If you criticize someone, he admonishes you for bothering about trifles.
Some masters even say,
“That damn X! It’s bad enough when female comrades bother about trifles, but now male comrades have taken
it up too!”
True, there is little likelihood that a really big problem like treason against the party or the nation will arise in
Yan’an, but the small acts of individuals all make a difference, in some cases furthering the light, in other cases
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furthering the darkness. And “trifling” events in the lives of “great” men have a special power to stir people’s
hearts, kindling either feelings of devotion or feelings of dejection.
*
I have heard that a comrade once pasted a handbill with his title on the wall of his department, whereupon his
senior officer chastised him so severely that he was driven half-mad. I hope this story is fictional, but since there
have been genuine cases of madness among the “little devils,”\fn{ Orphans adopted as personal assistants to the cadres. Very
often they were called “little Red devils,” and were often sent on reconnaisence missions for which the natureof their very size and
fleetness rendered them virtually invisible } I suppose some adults may have been stricken as well. Although I feel my

own nervous system may not be as strong as that of some others, I am confident that I possess sufficient life force
to prevent me from going over the brink into madness, come what may. I will therefore take up where that halfmad comrade left off and address the problems of egalitarianism and the ranking system.
Communism isn’t egalitarianism (nor are we at present engaged in a Communist revolution). I hardly need to
write an eight-legged essay to demonstrate this fact, since no mess cook could ever imagine himself living the life
of a senior officer. (I refrain from writing “kitchen operative”—although it is the form of address that both reason
and conscience dictate I use when speaking with cooks in person—because of the satirical coloring it has taken
on. I always say the term with as much warmth in my voice as possible—a pitiful example of warmth!) The
problem of the ranking system, however, is somewhat more complicated.
Some say that we in Yan’an have no system of ranks, a view that flies in the face of reality. Others
acknowledge the system’s existence but justify it as rational, an opinion that merits further examination. Their
arguments run roughly as follows:
(1) according to the principle of “from each according to his abilities, to each according to his worth,” those
who bear greater responsibility should receive greater benefits;
(2) the government of the Tripartite Rule\fn{ The Chinese Communists, in the interests of uniting the area under their control
during the War of Resistance against japan, established a system of “tripartite rule,” whereby the Communist party (representing the
workers and peasants), the “left-progressives” (representing the petty bourgeoisie) and the “middle elements” (representing the middle
bourgeoisie and the enlightened gentry) each nominally shared one-third of the power } will soon institute a salary system, which

of course will involve pay differentials; and
(3) even the Soviet Union has a system of ranks.
In my opinion each of these arguments is open to debate.
(1) We are still in the midst of a revolution, with its attendant turmoil and hardships. We struggle on, our
bodies racked with exhaustion, and many of our comrades have sacrificed their precious health for the cause. In
these circumstances it seems inappropriate to talk about “worth” and “benefits.” On the contrary, those with
greater responsibility should strengthen their resolve to share the suffering of the lower ranks. (This is a genuine
national virtue that we should encourage.) Such an attitude would earn leaders the sincere love of the lower ranks,
without which a truly enduring union is impossible. Of course, when those entrusted with heavy responsibility
need special treatment for health reasons, it is both reasonable and necessary that they receive it. But those with
medium responsibility should receive equivalent treatment.
(2) The salary differentials to be established by the tripartite government should not be too great. Nonparty
officials may appropriately be given favored treatment, but we party members should uphold our fine tradition of
arduous struggle so that we may inspire even more people from outside the party to cooperate with us.
(3) Excuse my rudeness, but I implore all you “masters” who can’t speak without alluding to “ancient Greece”
to hold your tongues.
I am not an egalitarian, but dividing clothes into three grades and food into five seems neither necessary nor
reasonable to me—particularly with regard to clothes. (My own rank is “cadre’s clothes / private kitchen,” so this
is not a case of sour grapes.) Our principle should always be to solve problems according to reason and need. On
the one hand, sick comrades are denied even a sip of noodle soup, and young students are fed only two meals of
thin gruel a day (after which the Party members among them are expected to set an example by loudly
proclaiming “I’m full!”); on the other hand, relatively healthy “bigwigs” receive “benefits” that they neither need
nor deserve. If this condition continues, subordinates will come to look upon their superiors as an alien race; they
will not only fail to love them, but will even—
The thought can’t but make one feel “uneasy.”
But perhaps jabbering on about “love” and “warmth” is a sign of “petty-bourgeois sentimentality”? I await
your verdict.
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194.132 Excerpt from From Emperor to Citizen: Autobiography\fn{by Pu Yi Aisin-Gioro (1906-1967)} Peking,
China (M) 50
1
… On February 12,1912 the empress dowager Lung Yu proclaimed my abdication. Some of the royal family
and the nobility fled to the Legation Quarter while Prince Ching took his family and his valuables to the foreign
concessions in Tientsin. My father, who had said not a word throughout the imperial council meetings, returned
home to “hug his children”.
Yuan Shih-kai meanwhile was organizing a provisional Republican government as he had been ordered to by
the Empress Dowager while at the same time he acted on an agreement with the revolutionaries and changed from
premier of the cabinet of the Great Ching Empire to Provisional President of the Republic of China.
And I became the President’s neighbour as I started my life in the “Little Court” according to the articles
providing for the favourable treatment of the Ching house. These articles, the “Articles providing for the
Favourable Treatment of the Great Ching Emperor after his Abdication”, were as follows:
1. After the abdication of the Great Ching Emperor, his title of dignity is to be retained and not abolished. The Republic
of China will treat him with the courtesy due to a foreign sovereign.
2. After the abdication of the Great Ching Emperor he shall receive an annual allowance of four million taels, or four
million dollars after the minting of the new currency. This allowance shall be paid by the Republic of China.
3. After the abdication of the Great Ching Emperor he may live temporarily in the Imperial Palace; later he shall move
to the Summer Palace. He may retain his usual bodyguard.
4. After the abdication of the Great Ching Emperor the sacrifices at his ancestral temples and the imperial tombs shall
be maintained forever. The Republic of China shall provide guards to ensure their protection.
5. The uncompleted tomb of Te Tsung (Emperor Kuang Hsu) shall be finished according to the original plan. The
funeral ceremonies shall be observed in accordance with the ancient rites. The actual expenses shall be borne by the
Republic of China.
6. All the persons of various grades working in the palace may continue to be employed as before; with the provision
that no further eunuchs be engaged.
7. After the abdication of the Great Ching Emperor his existing private property shall receive the special protection of
the Republic of China.
8. The existing Palace Guard shall be incorporated into the Army of the Republic of China; its numbers and salary shall
be continued as before.

*
The “Articles for Favourable Treatment” stipulated that I could live temporarily in the Imperial Palace without
fixing any definite time limit. Apart from three large halls that were handed over to the Republic, the rest of the
Forbidden City continued to belong to the Imperial Palace. It was in this tiny world that I was to spend the most
absurd childhood possible until I was driven out by the soldiers of the National Army in 1924.
I call it absurd because at a time when China was called a republic and mankind had advanced into the
twentieth century I was still living the life of an emperor, breathing the dust of the nineteenth century. Whenever I
think of my childhood my head fills with a yellow mist. The glazed tiles were yellow, my sedan-chair was yellow,
my chair cushions were yellow, the linings of my hats and clothes were yellow, the girdle round my waist was
yellow, the dishes and bowls from which I ate and drank, the padded cover of the rice-gruel saucepan, the material
in which my books were wrapped, the window curtains, the bridle of my horse—everything was yellow. This
colour, the so-called “brilliant yellow”, was used exclusively by the imperial household and made me feel from
my earliest years that I was unique and had a “heavenly” nature different from that of everybody else.
When I was ten my grandmother and mother started to come and visit me on the orders of the High
Consorts\fn{Dowager Consorts of the first degree, widows of the emperors Tung Chih and Kuang Hsu } and they brought my
brother Pu Chieh and my first sister to play with me for a few days. Their first visit started off very drearily: I and
my grandmother sat on the kang and she watched me playing dominoes while my brother and sister stood below
us very properly, gazing at me with a fixed stare like attendants on duty in a yamen. Later it occurred to me to take
them along to the part of the palace in which I lived, where I asked Pu Chieh,
“What games do you play at home?”
“Pu Chieh can play hide-and-seek,” said my brother, who was a year younger than me, in a very respectful
way.
“So you play hide-and-seek too? It’s a jolly good game.”

294

I was very excited. I had played it with the eunuchs but never with children younger than myself. So we started
to play hide-and-seek and in the excitement of the game my brother and sister forgot their inhibitions. We
deliberately let down the blinds to make the room very dark. My sister, who was two years younger than me, was
at the same time enraptured and terrified, and as my brother and I kept giving her frights we got so carried away
that we were laughing and shouting. When we were exhausted we climbed up on to the kang to get our breath
back and I told them to think of some new game. Pu Chieh was thoughtful for a while, then started to gaze at me
wordlessly, a silly smile on his face.
”What are you grinning at?” He went on grinning.
“Tell me! Tell me!” I urged him impatiently, thinking that he must certainly have thought out some new game.
To my surprise he came out with,
“I thought, oh, Pu Chieh, thought that Your Majesty would be different from ordinary people. The emperors on
the stage have long beards.” As he spoke he pretended to be stroking his beard.
This gesture was his undoing. As he raised his hand I noticed that the lining of his sleeve was a very familiar
colour. My face blackened.
“Pu Chieh, are you allowed to wear that colour?”
“But … bu … but isn’t it apricot?”
“Nonsense! It’s imperial brilliant yellow.”
“Yes, sire, yes, sire.” Pu Chieh stood away from me, his arms hanging respectfully by his sides. My sister
slipped over to stand with him, frightened to the point of tears.
“It’s brilliant yellow. You have no business to be wearing it.”
“Yes, sire.”
With his “yes, sire” my brother reverted to being my subject. The sound “yes, sire” died out long ago and it
seems very funny when one thinks of it today. But I got used to it from early childhood, and if people did not use
the words when replying to me I would not stand for it.
It was the same with kneeling and kotowing. From my infancy I was accustomed to having people kotow to
me, particularly people over ten times my own age. They included old officials of the Ching Dynasty and the
elders of my own clan, men in the court robes of the Ching Dynasty and officials of the Republic in Western
dress.
Another strange thing which seemed quite normal at the time was the daily pomp.
*
Every time I went to my schoolroom to study, or visited the High Consorts to pay my respects, or went for a
stroll in the garden I was always followed by a large retinue. Every trip I made to the Summer Palace must have
cost thousands of Mexican dollars: the Republic’s police had to be asked to line the roads to protect me and I was
accompanied by a motorcade consisting of dozens of vehicles.
Whenever I went for a stroll in the garden a procession had to be organized. In front went a eunuch from the
Administrative Bureau whose function was roughly that of a motor horn: he walked twenty or thirty yards ahead
of the rest of the party intoning the sound “chir . . . chir . . .” as a warning to anyone who might be in the vicinity
to go away at once. Next came two chief eunuchs advancing crabwise on either side of the path; ten paces behind
them came the centre of the procession—the Empress Dowager or myself. If I was being carried in a chair there
would be two junior eunuchs walking beside me to attend to my wants at any moment; if I was walking they
would be supporting me. Next came a eunuch with a large silk canopy followed by a large group of eunuchs of
whom some were empty-handed and others were holding all sorts of things: a seat in case I wanted to rest,
changes of clothing, umbrellas and parasols.
After these eunuchs of the imperial presence came eunuchs of the imperial tea bureau with boxes of various
kinds of cakes and delicacies and, of course, jugs of hot water and a tea service; they were followed by eunuchs of
the imperial dispensary bearing cases of medicine and first-aid equipment suspended from carrying poles. The
medicines carried always included potions prepared from lampwick sedge, chrysanthemums, the roots of reeds,
bamboo leaves, and bamboo skins; in summer there were always Essence of Betony Pills for Rectifying the
Vapour, Six Harmony Pills for Stabilizing the Centre, Gold Coated Heat-Dispersing Cinnabar, Fragrant Herb Pills,
Omnipurpose Bars, colic medicine and anti-plague powder; and throughout all four seasons there would be the
Three Immortals Beverage to aid the digestion, as well as many other medicaments.
At the end of the procession came the eunuchs who carried commodes and chamber-pots. If I was walking a
sedan-chair, open or covered according to the season, would bring up the rear.
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This motley procession of several dozen people would proceed in perfect silence and order. But I would often
throw it into confusion. When I was young I liked to run around when I was in high spirits just as any child does.
At first they would all scuttle along after me puffing and panting with their procession reduced to chaos. When I
grew a little older and knew how to give orders I would tell them to stand and wait for me; then apart from the
junior eunuchs of the imperial presence who came with me they would all stand there waiting in silence with their
loads. After I had finished running around they would form up again behind me.
When I learnt to ride a bicycle and ordered the removal of all the upright wooden thresholds in the palace so
that I could ride around without obstruction the procession was no longer able to follow me and so it had to be
temporarily abolished. But when I went to pay my respects to the High Consorts or to my schoolroom I still had
to have something of a retinue, and without it I would have felt rather odd.
When I heard people telling the story of the last emperor of the Ming Dynasty who had only one eunuch left
with him at the end I felt very uncomfortable.
*
The type of extravagant display that wasted the most effort, money and material was meals. There were special
terms to refer to the emperor’s eating and it was absolutely forbidden to fail to use them correctly. Food was
called not “food” but “viands”; eating was called “consuming viands”; serving the meal was “transmitting the
viands”; and the kitchen was the “imperial viands room”, When it was time to eat (and the times of the meals
were not set but were whenever the emperor felt like eating), I would give the command:
“Transmit the viands!”
The junior eunuchs of the presence would then repeat “Transmit the viands” to the eunuchs standing in the
main hall of the palace in which I lived and they would pass it on to the eunuchs standing on duty outside the hall;
these would in turn call it out to the eunuchs of the “imperial viands room” waiting in the Western Avenue of the
Forbidden City. Thus my order went straight to the kitchens, and before its echoes had died away a procession
rather of the sort that used to take a bride’s trousseau to her groom’s house had already issued from the “viands
room”. It was made up of an imposing column of several dozen neatly dressed eunuchs hurrying to the Mind
Nurture Palace with seven tables of various sizes and scores of red-lacquered boxes painted with golden dragons.
When they reached the main hall they handed their burdens over to young eunuchs wearing white sleeves who
laid out the meal in an eastern room of the palace.
Usually there were two tables of main dishes with another one of chafing-dishes added in winter; there were
three tables with cakes, rice and porridge respectively and there was another small table of salted vegetables. All
the crockery was imperial yellow porcelain with dragon designs and the words “Ten thousand long lives without
limit” painted on it. In winter I ate from silver dishes placed on top of porcelain bowls of hot water. Every dish or
bowl had a strip of silver on it as a precaution against poison, and for the same reason all the food was tasted by a
eunuch before it was brought in. This was called “appraising the viands”. When everything had been tasted and
laid out and before I took my place a young eunuch would call out:
“Remove the covers”.
This was the signal for four or five other junior eunuchs to take the silver lids off all the food dishes, put them
in a large box and carry them out. I then began to “use the viands”.
And what was the food laid out “ten cubits square”? The empress dowager Lung Yu would have about a
hundred main dishes on six tables, an extravagance inherited from the empress dowager Tzu Hsi. I had about
thirty. But these dishes which were brought in with such ceremonial were only for show. The reason why the food
could be served almost as soon as I gave the word was that it had been prepared several hours or even a whole day
in advance and was being kept warm over the kitchen stoves. The cooks knew that at least since the time of
Kuang Hsu the emperor had not eaten this food.
The food I ate was sent over by the Empress Dowager, and after her death by the High Consorts. She and each
of the High Consorts had kitchens of their own staffed by highly skitled chefs who produced twenty or more
really delicious dishes for every meal. This was the food that was put in front of me, while that prepared by the
imperial kitchens was set some distance away as it was only there for the sake of appearances. .
To show how they loved and cared for me the High Consorts also sent a responsible eunuch to report on how I
had “consumed viands”. This too was a pure formality. No matter what I had really eaten, the eunuch would go to
the quarters of the High Consorts, kneel before them and say:
“Your slave reports to his masters: the Lord of Ten Thousand Years consumed one bowl of old rice viands (or
white rice viands), one steamed bread roll (or a griddle cake) and a bowl of congee. He consumed it with relish.”
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At Chinese New Year and other festivals and on the birthdays of the High Consorts my kitchen sent a spread of
food to the Consorts as a mark of my filial piety. This food could be described as expensive and showy without
being good, and was neither nutritious nor tasty.
According to the record of one month of the second year of my reign, the empress dowager Lung Yu, the four
High Consorts and myself used up 3,960 catties of meat (over two tons) and 388 chickens and ducks every month,
of which 810 catties of meat and 240 chickens and ducks were for me, a four-year-old child. In addition there was
a monthly allocation for the numerous people in the palace who served us: members of the Grand Council,
imperial bodyguards, tutors, Hanlin academicians, painters, men who drew the outlines of characters for others to
fill in, important eunuchs, shaman magicians who came every day to sacrifice to the spirits,\fn{ Very important people
in Manchu circles:H} and many others.
Including the Dowager, the Consorts and myself, the monthly consumption of pork was 14,642 catties at a cost
of 2,342.72 taels of silver. On top of this there were the extra dishes we had every day which often cost several
times as much again. In the month in question there were 31,844 catties of extra meat, 814 catties of extra pork fat
and 4,786 extra chickens and ducks, to say nothing of the fish, shrimps and eggs. All these extras cost 11,641.07
taels, and with miscellaneous items added the total expenditure came to 14,794.19 taels.
It is obvious that all this money (except what was embezzled) was wasted in order to display the grandeur of
the emperor. This figure, moreover, does not include the cost of the cakes, fruit, sweets and drinks that were
constantly being devoured.
*
Just as food was cooked in huge quantities but not eaten, so was a vast amount of clothing made which was
never worn. I cannot now remember much about this, but I do know that while the Dowager and the High
Consorts had fixed yearly allocations there were no limits for the emperor, for whom clothes were constantly
made throughout the year. I do not know what exactly was made, but everything I wore was always new. I have
before me an account from an unspecified year headed “List of materials actually used in making clothes for His
Majesty’s use from the sixth day of the tenth month to the fifth day of the eleventh month”. According to this list
the following garments were made for me that month: eleven fur jackets, six fur inner and outer gowns, two fur
waistcoats, and thirty padded waistcoats and pairs of trousers. Leaving aside the cost of the main materials and of
the labour, the bill for such minor items as the edgings, pockets, buttons and thread came to 2,137.6335 silver
dollars.
My changes of clothing were all laid down in regulations and were the responsibility of the eunuchs of the
clothing storerooms. Even my everyday gowns came in twenty-eight different styles, from the one in black and
white inlaid fur that I started wearing on the nineteenth of the first lunar month to the sable one I changed into on
the first day of the eleventh month. Needless to say, my clothes were far more complicated on festivals and
ceremonial occasions.
*
To manage all this extravagant pomp there was, of course, a suitable proliferation of offices and personnel. The
Household Department, which administered the domestic affairs of the emperor, had under its control seven
bureaus and 48 offices. The seven bureaus—the storage bureau, the guard bureau, the protocol, the counting
house, the stock-raising bureau, the disciplinary bureau and the construction bureau—all had storerooms,
workshops and so on under them. The storage bureau, for example, had stores for silver, fur, porcelain, satin,
clothes and tea. According to a list of officials dating from 1909, the personnel of the Household Department
numbered 1,023 (excluding the Palace Guard, the eunuchs and the servants known as sulas); in the early years of
the Republic this number was reduced to something over 600, and at the time I left the Imperial Palace there were
still more than 300. It is not hard to imagine an organization as large as this with so many people in it, but the
triviality of some of its functions was almost unthinkable.
One of the forty-eight offices, for example, was the As You Wish Lodge (Ju Yi Kuan). Its only purpose was to
paint pictures and do calligraphy for the Empress Dowager and the High Consorts; if the Dowager wanted to paint
something the As You Wish Lodge would outline a design for her so that all she had to do was to fill in the colours
and write a title on it. The calligraphy for large tablets was sketched out by the experts of the Great Diligence Hall
or else done by the Hanlin academicians. Nearly all late Ching inscriptions that purport to be the brushwork of a
dowager or an emperor were produced in this way.
*
The buildings all around me and the furniture of the palace were all a part of my indoctrination. Apart from the
golden-glazed tiles that were exclusively for the use of the emperor, the very height of the buildings was an
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imperial prerogative that served to teach me from an early age that not only was everything under heaven the
emperor’s land, but that even the sky above my head belonged to nobody else.
Every piece of furniture was “direct method” teaching material for me. It was said that the emperor Chien
Lung once laid it down that nothing in the palace, not even a blade of grass, must be lost. To put this principle into
practice he put some blades of grass on a table in the palace and gave orders that they were to be counted every
day to see that not a single one of them was missing. This was called “taking the grass as a standard”. Even in my
time these thirty-six withered blades of grass were still preserved in a cloisonné canister in the Mind Nurture
Palace. This grass filled me with unbounded admiration for my ancestor and unbridled hatred for the Revolution
of 1911.
*
There is no longer any way of calculating exactly the enormous cost of the daily life of an emperor, but a
record called “A comparison between the expenditure of the seventh year of Hsuan Tung\fn{1915} and the past
three years” compiled by the Household Department shows that expenditure in 1915 topped 2,790,000 taels, and
that while it dropped in each of the following three years it was always over 1,890,000 taels.
Thus it was that with the connivance of the Republican authorities we continued our prodigious waste of the
sweat and blood of the people in order to maintain our former pomp and continue our parasitic way of life.
Some of the rules in the palace were originally not simply for the sake of show. The system by which all the
food-dishes had strips of silver on them and the food was tasted before the emperor ate it, and the large-scale
security precautions whenever he went out were basically to protect him against any attempt on his life. It was
said that the reason why emperors had no outside privies was that one emperor had been set upon by an assassin
when going out to relieve himself.
These stories and all the display had the same effect on me: they made me believe that I was a very important
and august person, a man apart who ruled and owned the universe!
2
When I entered the palace as the adopted son of the emperors Tung Chih and Kuang Hsu all their wives
became my mothers. Strictly speaking, I became the adopted son of Tung Chih while only “continuing the
sacrifices” to Kuang Hsu. This meant that I was now primarily the son of Tung Chih and only secondarily the son
of Kuang Hsu.
But Kuang Hsu’s empress, the empress dowager Lung Yu, ignored this and used her authority as dowager to
push the three high consorts of Tung Chih into the background for daring to argue this point with her. For the rest
of her life they were not really numbered among my mothers, and Kuang Hsu’s Chin Consort did not get the
treatment of a secondary mother as she should have done either: when we ate together she had to stand while
Lung Yu and I sat.
After the death of Lung Yu the three consorts of Tung Chih combined with Kuang Hsu’s consort to put their
case to the princes and members of the nobility and succeeded in getting the titles of High Consorts. From then on
I addressed all of them as “August Mother".
Although I had so many mothers I never knew any motherly love. As far as I can remember today the greatest
concern they ever showed for me was to send me food at every meal and hear the report of the eunuch that I had
“consumed it with relish”.
In fact I was unable to “consume it with relish” when I was small as I had a stomach ailment, a condition that
was probably caused by their “motherly love”. Once when I was five I stuffed myself with chestnuts and for a
month or more afterwards the empress dowager Lung Yu only allowed me to eat browned rice porridge; and
although I was crying with hunger nobody paid any attention.
I remember that one day when I was going for a walk by the side of one of the lakes in the palace the Dowager
told them to take some stale steamed breadrolls for me to feed to the fish. I could not restrain myself from
cramming one of them into my mouth. So far from feeling any regret at my display of hunger, Lung Yu actually
tightened up her restrictions; but the tighter they got the stronger grew my desire to steal food.
One day I noticed that the tribute food sent by the princes to the Dowager had been put down in the Western
Avenue of the palace, so I made straight for one of the food containers, opened it, and saw that it was full of cold
pork. I grabbed a piece antd sank my teeth into it.
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The eunuchs with me turned pale with horror and rushed up to snatch it from me. I put up a desperate
resistance, but as I was small and weak the delicious morsel was snatched away almost as soon as I had put it into
my mouth.
Even after I was allowed to eat normally again I still got into trouble. Once a senior eunuch observed that I had
downed six pancakes and, afraid that I had overeaten, thought up a way of helping me digest them. He had two
other eunuchs pick me up by the arms and bring me hard down on to the floor as if they were ramming earth with
me. Later they were very pleased with themselves and said that it was thanks to their cure that I had suffered no ill
effects from the pancakes.
This may seem rather unreasonable, but there were other things more unreasonable still. Whenever I got
impatient or lost my temper before I was seven or eight the chief eunuch would make the following diagnosis and
prescription:
"The Lord of Ten Thousand Years has fire in his heart. Let him sing for a while to disperse it.”
I would then be shut into some small room, usually the room in the schoolroom palace where my commode
was kept. Once I was in there by myself it made no difference how much I cursed, kicked the door, implored or
wailed: nobody would pay any attention. Only when I had finished howling, or, as they put it, finished “singing”
and “dispersed the fire” would they let me out.
This strange cure was not an invention of the eunuchs nor, for that matter, of the dowager Lung Yu: it was a
family tradition from which my brothers and sisters also suffered in my father’s house.
When I was seven the empress dowager Lung Yu died. All I can remember about her “motherly love” is what I
have related above.
I lived rather longer with the four High Consorts. Normally I saw very little of them and I never sat and talked.
with them in an ordinary, friendly way. Every morning I would go to pay them my respects. A eunuch would put
down a hassock covered with yellow silk for me to kneel on, and after kneeling to them for a moment I would get
up and stand to one side waiting for them to make their usual remarks. At this time of day they were having their
hair combed by eunuchs and they would ask me, “Did the emperor sleep well?” or advise me to dress warmly as
the weather was cold, or inquire how far I had got in the book I was studying.
It was always the same—a few dry and stereotyped remarks; sometimes they would give me a few clay toys or
something of the kind and then they would say,
“Go away and play now, Emperor.”
This would be the end of our meeting and I would not see them again for the rest of the day.
The Dowager and the four High Consorts addressed me as “Emperor” as did my real parents and grandmother.
Everyone else called me “Your Majesty”. Although I had an ordinary name as well as a “milk name”\fn{ A name
used in childhood} none of my mothers ever used them. I have heard others saying that when they think of their milk
names, they are reminded of their childhood and their mother's love. Mine has no such associations.
I have also been told by some people that whenever they fell ill when studying away from home they would
think of their mothers and of how their mothers comforted them when they were ill as children. I have often been
ill in my adult life, but the thought of the visits I had from the High Consorts when I was sick as a child has never
made me feel at all nostalgic.
I always caught colds or flu when the weather turned chilly. Whenever this happened the High Consorts would
come to see me one after another. Each of them would ask the same question:
“Is the emperor at all better? Have you had a good sweat?”
And before two or three minutes were up she would be off again. I have a rather stronger memory of the
swarms of eunuchs who accompanied them and crowded into my little bedroom. They would come and go again
all within the space of a few minutes, thus disturbing the atmosphere in my room. As soon as one High Consort
had gone another one would arrive and the room would be packed again. With four visits in a single day the
atmosphere would be disturbed four times. Fortunately I always got better on the following day, and my bedroom
would be quiet again.
When I was ill my medicines were made up by the dispensary in the palace of the high consort Tuan Kang,
who after the death of the dowager Lung Yu managed, with the help of Yuan Shih-kai, to be made the senior of the
four High Consorts and thus my chief mother. Thus I grew to the age of twelve or thirteen under the “care:” of my
four mothers.
Like any other child I was very fond of new toys, and some of the eunuchs tried to please me by buying me
amusing things from outside. Once a eunuch had a replica of the ceremonial uniform of a general of the Republic
made for me with a plume in its cap like a feather duster and a military sword and belt. When I put it on I felt very
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pleased with myself, but when the senior high consort Tuan Kang heard of this she was furious. She ordered an
investigation, which also revealed that I had been wearing foreign stockings bought outside the palace by one of
the eunuchs. She regarded all this as intolerable and summoned the two eunuchs responsible to her quarters, had
each of them given two hundred strokes of the heavy rod and demoted them, sending them to the cleaning office
to work as menials.
Having dealt with them she sent for me and lectured me on the disgracefulness of the Great Ching Emperor
wearing the clothes of the Republic and foreign stockings. I had no choice but to put away my beloved uniform
and sword, take off my foreign stockings and change back into court clothes and cloth socks embroidered with
dragon designs.
If the high consort Tuan Kang had limited her control over me to uniforms and foreign stockings, I would not
have rebelled against her later. After all, such control as this only made me even more aware of my uniqueness
and reinforced the lessons I was learning in my schoolroom. I think that it was for the sake of my education that
she had the eunuchs beaten and gave me that scolding.
Tuan Kang took the empress dowager Tzu Hsi as her model and strove to emulate her, although Tzu Hsi had
been responsible for the death of her own sister.\fn{ Tzu An} The lessons she learnt from Tzu Hsi did not end with
the savage flogging of eunuchs: she also sent eunuchs to spy on the emperor. After dealing with some eunuchs of
mine she sent over a eunuch of her own to wait on me. He would go to her daily and report on my every action.
This was just how Tzu Hsi had treated Kuang Hsu. Whatever her motive was, it hurt my pride, and my tutor
Chen Pao-shen, who was very indignant about it, explained to me the theory about the difference between first
wives and secondary wives, the category into which Tuan Kang fell. I seethed with repressed anger.
The explosion came not long later when one of the Imperial Physicians was dismissed by Tuan Kang. The
affair really had nothing to do with me as the doctor in question was one of those attending to Tuan Kang, but I
had heard some inflammatory suggestions such as the remark of my tutor,
“Although she is only a consort, her high-handed behaviour is going too far.” And one of the eunuchs had said
to me,
“Is not the Lord of Ten Thousand Years becoming another Kuang Hsu? The affairs of the College of Physicians
should only be settled by the Lord of Ten Thousand Years. Even your slave cannot bear to see such things
happen.”
Raging with fury I stormed over to the palace of Tuan Kang. As soon as I saw her I shouted,
“Why did you dismiss that doctor? You’re too high-handed. Aren’t I the emperor? Who gives the orders?
You’ve gone too far.”
I did not wait for Tuan Kang, whose face had gone white from anger, to reply and went straight out again with
a flick of my sleeve. When I returned to my schoolroom my tutors covered me with praises.
The furious Tuan Kang sent for my father and several other princes and with tears and sobs asked for advice,
which none of them ventured to give her. When I was told that they had come I called them to my study and said
to them with great spirit:
“Who is she? She’s only a consort. Never in the history of our house has an emperor had to call a consort
‘mother’. Are we to maintain no distinction between principal and secondary wives? If not, why doesn’t my
brother call the prince’s secondary wives ‘mother’? Why must I call her ‘mother’? Why should I obey her?”
The princes received my tirade in silence. Another of the High Consorts, who was on bad terms with Tuan
Kang, came over specially to tell me that Tuan Kang was inviting my real mother and grandmother to come and
see her, and so I had better be careful. They did in fact come, and where Tuan Kang had got nowhere with the
princes her rantings had some effect on them: my grandmother in particular was terrified and ended up kneeling
on the ground with my mother imploring Tuan Kang to desist from her wrath and promising to persuade me to
apologize. I saw my mother and grandmother in a wing of the Lasting Peace Palace (Yung Ho Kung) in which
Tuan Kang lived and heard that the High Consort was still raging in the main hall. I had originally wanted to go
and have it out with her, but unable to hold out against the tears and desperate entreaties of my mother and
grandmother I relented and promised that I would apologize to Tuan Kang.
I resented making that apology. I went and greeted Tuan Kang without even looking at her, mumbled, “August
Mother, I was wrong”, and went away again. Her face restored, Tuan Kang stopped weeping.
Two days later I heard that my mother had killed herself.
My mother had never before been scolded in her life. She had a headstrong personality and this shock was too
much for her: when she returned from the palace she swallowed a fatal dose of opium. For fear that I might go too
thoroughly into the circumstances of my mother’s death Tuan Kang changed her treatment of me completely: she
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no longer restricted my activities in the least and became very accommodating. With this my family life in the
Forbidden City was peaceful again and the High Consorts and myself were once more mothers and son. But for
this my mother’s life had to be sacrificed.
3
When I was five the empress dowager Lung Yu chose a tutor for me and ordered an astrologer to select an
auspicious day for me to begin my studies. This day was September 10, 1911.
My first schoolroom was on an island in one of the palace lakes but later I changed to the Yu Ching Palace
(Palace of the Cultivation of Happiness), a rather small building inside the Forbidden City. It contained two
studies which were furnished more simply than most other rooms in the palace. Under the southern window was a
long table on which stood hatstands and vases of flowers. By the west wall was a kang on which I studied at first
with the low kang table for a desk. Later I sat at a table. There were two more tables by the north wall with books
and stationery on them. On the walls hung scrolls that my grandfather, the first Prince Chun, had written out for
his son the emperor Kuang Hsu.
The most eye-catching thing in the room was a huge clock about two metres in diameter whose hands were
longer than my arms. Its mechanism was on the other side of the wall, and to wind it up you had to go into the
next room and use a thing like the starting handle of a car.\fn{ I.e., like a crank; prior to the invention of the self-starter, one
inserted a crank into the front of ones automobile and manually cranked the motor into life } Where this strange and enormous
object came from or why it was there I cannot remember, nor can I recall what sort of sound it made or how loud
were the chimes at the hour.
But despite the colossal size of the clock in the Yu Ching Palace the boy who studied there had no idea of time,
as could be guessed from the books I read. My principal texts were the Thirteen Classics, and I also read such
books as the maxims and exploits of my ancestors and histories of the foundation of the Ching Dynasty. When I
started English at thirteen the only two texts I used apart from an English reader were Alice In Wonderland and an
English translation of the Chinese classical Four Books. I had some basic lessons in Manchu, but before I was
even able to use the alphabet my teacher Yi Ko Tan died and my lessons stopped.
So from 1911 to 1922 I learnt nothing of mathematics, let alone of science. As for my own country, I read only
about such events as the “Tung Chih and Kuang Hsu Restoration”; my knowledge of foreign countries was
limited to my trip with Alice to Wonderland. I was totally ignorant of George Washington, Napoleon, Watt’s
invention of the steam engine, and Newton and his apple. All I knew about the universe was that “the great Pole
produced the two Forms, the two Forms produced the four Symbols, and the four Symbols produced the eight
Trigrams.”\fn{A quotation from the ancient classic, The Book of Changes} If my tutors had not been prepared to chat with
me about things that were not in the texts and had I not read more widely myself I would not even have known
where Peking was in relation to the rest of China or that rice grew in the ground.
In history no one dared to explode the myths about the origins of the ancestors of the Ching house, and as for
economics, I had no idea of the price of a catty of rice. So for a long time I believed that my earliest ancestor was
born after the goddess Fokulun swallowed a red fruit, and that the common people always had a table covered
with dishes at every meal.
As I read a considerable number of ancient books over quite a long period of time I should have known
classical Chinese very well. In fact I did not, as I was not in the least conscientious. Apart from using minor
illnesses as pretexts, I would sometimes tell a eunuch to inform my tutors that they were to take a day’s holiday if
I was not feeling like studying and had no better excuse. Up to the age of ten I was far more interested in a big
cypress tree that grew outside the Yu Ching Palace than in my books. In summer there were always ants crawling
up and down this tree. I got very interested in them and would often squat by their tree so absorbed in watching
them or feeding them crumbs of cake and helping them to move their food that I would forget my own meals.
Later I developed an interest in crickets and earthworms, so I had many an ancient porcelain bowl and urn
brought over for me to keep them in. I was never very keen on my schoolbooks, and when reading them became
intolerably tiresome my only thought was of going out to see those friends of mine.
*
In my early teens I began to understand that my textbooks had something to do with me and grew interested in
how to be a “good emperor”, in why an emperor was an emperor, and in what heavenly significance there was in
this. It was the content rather than the language of the books that held my attention, and the content was far more
concerned with the emperor’s rights than with his duties. One of the sages did, it is true, say, “The people are
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important. The spirits of the land and grain come next and the sovereign is unimportant”; “If the sovereign regards
his subjects as so much grass the subjects will regard the monarch as their enemy”; and other things of the kind.
Far more of their admonitions, however, were directed at the ministers and common people. An example of
this is the saying,
“The ruler should be a ruler, the subjects should be subjects, the fathers should be fathers and the sons should
be sons.” The very first textbook, the Classic Of Filial Piety, laid down the moral principle that one should
start by serving one’s parents and end by serving one's sovereign.

Before I started to read about this morality which seemed so delightful to me I had heard about it from the
conversation of my tutors and later on they had even more to say about it than the texts. Ancient literature did not
make nearly so deep an impression on me as their ancient talk.
Many of the people who studied in old-fashioned schools had to learn books by heart, and the great efforts
involved are said to have had some good results. I never enjoyed any of these benefits as my tutors did not make
me memorize my texts, being content with making me read them through a few times.
Perhaps it was to help me remember what I had read that they decided that I should read my text aloud to the
dowager Lung Yu when I went to pay my respects to her and that the chief eunuch should stand outside my
bedroom when I got up in the morning and read out the previous day’s lessons several times. Nobody was
interested in how much I remembered or in whether I wanted to remember it or not.
My teachers never examined me on my work and set me no compositions to write. I remember that I wrote
some couplets and verses but the tutors would never comment on them, let alone correct them. Yet I was very
keen on writing things when I was a child. As the tutors did not think much of such trifles I wrote them secretly
for my own amusement. From the age of twelve or thirteen I read a lot for pleasure. I read most of the books of
essays and the unofficial histories of the Ming and Ching Dynasties, the historical romances, tales of knights and
fighters with magic powers and detective stories of the late Ching and early Republican period and the series of
novels published by the Commercial Press. When I was a little older I read some English stories. Imitating all
these works, Chinese and Western, ancient and modern, I concocted and illustrated many romances out of my
daydreams just for my own enjoyment.
I even submitted them for publication under assumed names, but I was nearly always disappointed. I remember
that I once copied out a poem by a Ming writer and sent it to a small newspaper under the pseudonym of ‘Teng
Chiung-lin’. The editor was taken in and printed it. He was not the only person to be deceived: my English tutor
Reginald Johnston translated it into English and put it into his book Twilight in the Forbidden City as evidence of
his pupil’s ‘poetic gifts’.
The subject at which I was worst was Manchu: I only learnt one word in all the years I studied it. This was yili
(arise), the reply I had to make when my Manchu ministers knelt before me and said a set phrase of greeting in the
language.
*
When I was eight they thought of another way of making me study better: I was provided with some fellowstudents. Each of them received a stipend of the equivalent of eighty taels of silver a month and was granted the
coveted privilege of being allowed to ride a horse in the Forbidden City. Although it was the time of the Republic
this was still regarded as a great honour by the young men of the imperial clan. The three recipients of these
favours were my brother Pu Chieh, Yu Chung (a son of my cousin Pu Lun), and Pu Chia, the son of my uncle Tsai
Tao.
Yet another honour conferred on these three was that of being scolded on behalf of their emperor in the
schoolroom: when I made a mistake in reading out my lessons the teacher would tell one of my fellow-students
off. As Pu Chieh was my brother the victim was nearly always Yu Chung, whose studies naturally suffered when
he found himself being scolded whether he read well or badly.
When I had no fellow-students I was very naughty. If I felt like it I would take my shoes and socks off while I
was reading and put the socks on the table. The tutor had to put them back on for me. Once I took a fancy to the
long eyebrows of my tutor Hsu Fang and told him to come over so that I could stroke them. When he came
obediently with his head bowed I suddenly plucked a hair from them. When he died later the eunuchs all said that
this was because the “Lord of Ten Thousand Years” had pulled out his eyebrow of longevity.
Another time I made my tutor Lu Jun-hsiang so angry with me that he forgot the distinction between ruler and
subject. I was refusing to read my text as I wanted to go out into the garden and watch my ants. At first Lu tried to
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persuade me to pay attention by quoting such classical tags as “One can only be a true gentleman when one has
both polish and substance”, but I could not understand what he was talking about and went on fidgeting and
looking around the room. Seeing that I was still unsettled my tutor went on to cite another classical saying: “If the
gentleman is not serious he carries no authority; his learning will not be solid”, but I naughtily got up and was
about to go away from the table when suddenly he lost his temper and roared at me,
“Don’t move!”
I started with fright and did in fact behave a little better, though it was not long before I was thinking of my
ants and fidgeting again.
When I had some fellow-students, things were rather better and I was able to bear sitting in the schoolroom.
My teachers had ways of reproving me when I misbehaved: I remember one occasion when I came scampering
into the classroom and the teacher said to Yu Chung, who was sitting there like a good boy,
“Look how frivolous you are.”
*
I studied Chinese every day from eight to eleven in the morning and English in the afternoon from one to
three. At eight o’clock every morning I would be carried in a yellow-canopied sedan-chair to the Yu Ching Palace.
At my command of “Call them!” a eunuch would go and call out the tutor and the fellow-students from a waiting
room.
They always went into the schoolroom in a set order: first a eunuch carrying books, then the tutor for the first
lesson, and finally my fellow-students. Once through the door the tutor would stand and gaze at me as a form of
greeting. By the rules of protocol I was not obliged to return his salutation as although he was my teacher he was
still my subject, and although I was his pupil I was still his sovereign.
Then Pu Chieh arid Yu Chung would kneel and pay their respects to me. These formalities over, we would all
sit down. I sat by myself at the north side of the table, facing south, the teacher faced west and my fellow-students
sat beside him. The eunuchs arranged the others’ hats on the hatstands and filed out. With that the lesson began.
I came across some pages of my diary dating from 1920, when I was fourteen. An excerpt may serve to give an
idea of the life I led while I was studying.
27th. Fine. Rose at four, wrote out eighteen sheets of the character Prosperity in a large hand. Classes at eight. Read
Analects, Chou Ritual, Record of Ritual, and Tang poetry with Pu Chieh and Yu Chung: listened to Tutor Chen lecturing
on the General Chronological History with Comments by Emperor Chien Lung. Finished eating at 9:30, read Tso
Commentary, Ku Liang Commentary, heard Tutor Chu on the Explanation of the Great Learning, wrote couplets.
Lessons finished at 11, went to pay respects to four High Consorts. Johnston did not come today as he had mild flu,
so returned to Mind Nurture Palace and wrote out thirty more sheets of characters Prosperity and Longevity. Read
papers, ate at four, bed at six. Read Anthology 0f Ancient Literature in bed: very interesting.

My tutor Lu Jun-hsiang, a Kiangsu man, was a former Grand Secretary who died before he had been teaching
me for a year.
Yi Ko Tan, who taught me Manchu for over nine years, was a Manchu of the Main White Banner who had
qualified in the palace examination as a translator of Manchu.
Chen Pao-shen, a Fukienese who came at the same time as Lu Jun-hsiang and Yi Ko Tan, had been a subchancellor of the Grand Secretariat and Vice-President of the Board of Rites; of all my tutors he was the one who
was with me longest.
After the death of Lu Jun-hsiang I had three more teachers of Chinese: the deputy head of the imperial
academy Hsu Fang, Hanlin academician Chu Yi-fan, and Liang Ting-fen who became famous for planting trees at
the tomb of Kuang Hsu.
*
The tutor who had the deepest influence on me was Chen Pao-shen; the next most influential was my English
tutor Reginald Johnston.
Chen had a considerable reputation as a scholar in his native Fukien. On passing the palace examination during
the Tung Chih period he had been appointed a Hanlin academician at the age of nineteen, and after entering the
Grand Secretariat he made a name for himself with his remonstrances to the empress dowager Tzu Hsi. As he did
not show Chang Chih-tung’s willingness to trim his sails to the political winds he was demoted five grades in
1891 and on a pretext of incompetence returned home to live in retirement for twenty years. On the eve of the
1911 Revolution he was reinstated and was appointed governor of Shansi, but before he left to take up his post he
was kept at Peking as my tutor.
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From then until I went to the Northeast he neyer left me. He was regarded as the most stable and careful of the
Ching veterans in my entourage, and at the time I thought him the most loyal to myself and the “Great Ching”.
Before I regarded his caution as too much of an encumbrance to me he was the one and only authority to whom I
referred all matters whether great or trivial for decision.
“Although the king is small he is a worthy Son of Heaven,” was a phrase that Chen Pao-shen often quoted in
approval of me, smiling till his eyes became slits behind his spectacles and stroking his thin, white beard. I always
found his conversation interesting. As I began to grow up I asked him almost every day to tell me the latest news
about the Republic. When he had finished discussing this he would nearly always go on to talk about “the Tung
Chih and Kuang Hsu restoration” and “the Golden Age of Kang Hsi and Chien Lung”.
He was, naturally enough, particularly fond of telling stories about how he had remonstrated with the empress
dowager Tzu Hsi. Whenever he referred to former Ching officials who were now serving the Republic it was
always with indignation as he regarded them as turncoats. He spoke as if the Revolution and the Republic were
the roots of all evil, and the people associated with them were no better than brigands.
“Those who defy the sages have no law; those who defy filial piety have no parents: this is the source of great
disorder” was his general conclusion about everything that displeased him.
He told me the story of the king of the defeated state of Yueh who slept on firewood and frequently tasted gall
to remind himself of his humiliation, and explained the principle of retiring from public affairs and waiting for
one’s opportunity. After explaining the current situation he would almost invariably come up with this opinion:
The Republic has only been in existence for a few years, but both heaven and the people have from the beginning
been angry and dissatisfied with it. Because of the great goodness and bounty of the dynasty over more than two
hundred years the people think of the Ching in their hearts: heaven and the people will inevitably end by returning it to
power.

Of my other tutors Chu Yi-fan liked to play mahjong all night with the result that he tended to lethargy during
the day, and Liang Ting-fen was fond of telling stories about himself. I used to find the bookish air of my tutors
intolerable at times; they showed nothing of the scholar’s ignorance of profit, however, when I invited them to
choose themselves presents from the palace’s collections of antiques and art treasures. They were also expert at
fishing for honours, and knew how to wheedle congratulatory scrolls out of me.
All these tutors received posthumous titles after their deaths that were the envy of the other Ching survivals.
One might almost say that they got whatever they wanted out of me and that they gave me whatever they wanted
to in return. My achievements under their coaching were never tested in any examination, but there was one
matter—a judgement on “loyalty”—in which I gave them great satisfaction when I was eleven.
The year Prince Ching died his family submitted a request that he be granted a posthumous title, and the
Household Department sent me a list of suggestions. Normally such a matter should have been discussed with the
tutors, but as I was ill with flu at the time I had not gone to class, so I had to make a decision by myself. As I
found the Household Department’s list completely unsatisfactory I tossed it aside and wrote out a list of very
offensive titles which I sent back. This brought my father over to see me, and in his stammering voice he begged
me to remember that the prince belonged to the imperial family. I adamantly refused on the grounds that Prince
Ching had been a traitor to the dynasty.
When I went to the schoolroom the next day and told Chen Pao-shen about the affair he was so delighted that
he smiled until his eyes were mere slits, and expressed his whole-hearted approval of the way I had stood up to
my father. The title finally chosen for Prince Ching was one which I originally thought insulting but which, as I
found out too late, implied that I had pardoned him.
4
No account of my childhood would be complete without mentioning the eunuchs. They waited on me, when I
ate, dressed and slept; they accompanied me on my walks and to my lessons; they told me stories; and had
rewards and beatings from me. There were times when other people did not have to be with me, but they never
left my presence. They were the main companions of my childhood; they were my slaves; and they were my
earliest teachers.
While I am not sure when the employment of court eunuchs began, I do know exactly when it ended: the day
on which I was dethroned for the third time at the victorious conclusion of the Second World War. This was

304

perhaps the time when the eunuchs were fewest as there were only about ten of them left. It is said that they were
most numerous during the Ming Dynasty (1368-1644), when they reached a strength of 100,000. Although there
were limits set to their numbers and functions during the Ching Dynasty, there were still over three thousand at
the time of the empress dowager Tzu Hsi.
Most of the eunuchs fled after the 19II Revolution, and although the Articles of Favourable Treatment
specified that no more eunuchs were to be engaged the Household Department continued to take them on secretly.
According to a list dating from 1922 there were still 1,137 then. Two years later, after I had ordered a mass
expulsion of the eunuchs, there were about 200 left, of whom the great majority were in the service of the High
Consorts and my wives (who also had nearly a hundred maids).
From that time on the palace staff was made up of members of the greatly depleted palace guard or else
genuinely male servants known as “attendants”.
In the past there was a time of day after which there were no true males apart from the guards on duty and the
men of the Emperor’s own family left in the Forbidden City.
*
The duties of the eunuchs were very extensive.
In addition to being in attendance at all hours, carrying umbrellas and stoves, and other such jobs their tasks,
according to the Palace Regulations, included the following: transmitting imperial edicts, leading officials to
audiences, and receiving memorials; handling official documents of the various offices of the Household
Department; receiving money and grain sent by treasuries outside the palace, and keeping a fire watch; looking
after the books of the library, the antiques, calligraphy, paintings, clothing, fowling-pieces, bows and arrows;
keeping the ancient bronzes, the objets de vertu, the yellow girdles granted to meritorious officials, and fresh and
dried fruit; fetching the Imperial Physicians to attend in the various palaces, and obtaining the materials used in
the palace by outside builders; burning incense before the records and precepts of the emperor’s ancestors, their
portraits, and the gods; checking the comings and goings of the officials of various departments; keeping the
registers of the attendance of the Hanlin academicians and of the watches of the officers of the guard; storing the
imperial seals; recording the actions of the sovereign; flogging offending eunuchs and serving women; feeding the
various living creatures in the palace; sweeping the palace buildings and keeping the gardens tidy; checking the
accuracy of the chiming clocks; cutting the Emperor’s hair; preparing medicine; singing opera; reciting classics
and burning incense as Taoist monks in the City Temple; becoming lamas in the Yung Ho Kung as substitutes for
the Emperor; and many other duties.
The eunuchs in the palace fell into two main categories: Those in attendance on the empress dowager, the
emperor, the empress and the imperial consorts on the one hand, and all the rest of the eunuchs on the other. They
were very strictly graded and could be divided roughly into chief eunuchs, head eunuchs and ordinary eunuchs.
There were chief and head eunuchs in the service of the empress dowager and the empress: the consorts only had
head eunuchs. The highest rank normally ever reached by a eunuch was the third grade, but Li Lien-ying, the
favourite of the empress dowager Tzu Hsi, had created a precedent for a eunuch being accorded the even higher
second grade, so that Chang Chien-ho, the chief eunuch in my service, was given this honour. Other eunuchs were
placed in the third to the ninth grade, and below them came the ordinary, ungraded eunuchs, of whom the very
lowest in rank were those who had been sent as a punishment to work as menials in the cleaning office.
The official salaries of the eunuchs were rather low, with the very highest being eight taels of silver, eight
catties of rice and one string plus three hundred copper cash a month; with various legal and illegal “extras”,
however, their actual incomes were much higher, particularly those of the senior ones. Juan Chin-shou, for
example, the deputy chief of my entourage, was so rich that he could wear a different fur gown every day in the
winter, and although these gowns included a number of different sables he never wore the same one twice. The
sea otter cloak that he wore on New Year’s Day alone would have represented a lifetime’s expenditure for a petty
official. Nearly all the other chief eunuchs and many of the head eunuchs had their own private kitchens, and
some even had their own “families” complete with serving women and maid-servants.
The life of the humbler eunuchs on the other hand was extremely hard; they ate poorly, had to endure beatings
and other punishments and were left with nobody and nothing to support their old age. They had to live on a very
meagre imperial “bounty”, and if they were driven out for making some mistake they could only expect a future
of begging and starvation.
The eunuchs with whom I was in the closest contact were those of the Mind Nurture Palace, particularly the
junior eunuchs of the presence who dressed me and waited on me at mealtimes. They lived in two alleyways
behind the Mind Nurture Palace, each of which was under a head eunuch. The eunuchs responsible for cleaning
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this palace were under another head. All of these eunuchs came under the control of the chief eunuch Chang
Chien-ho and the deputy chief eunuch Juan Chin-shou.
When the empress dowager Lung Yu was alive she sent one of her chief eunuchs to be my anda, a post in
which his duties included looking after me and instructing me in the palace etiquette. But I felt for him nothing of
the trust and warmth that I did for Chang Chien-ho, my first teacher in fact if not in name, who was at the time an
older man of about fifty with a slight hunchback. On the orders of Lung Y u he taught me to recognize characters
printed large on cards and then read through elementary texts with me: the Three Character Classic and the
Hundred Surnames. After I started my formal schooling he used to stand outside my bedroom and read aloud the
previous day’s lessons to help me to remember them. Like the chief eunuch of any Emperor, he would take every
opportunity to show his loyalty to me. I could often tell about the developments in the external situation from the
changes of his mood. and could even judge from the tone of his voice as he read my lessons to me in the morning
whether he was anxious or happy about my prospects.
Chang Chien-ho was my first travelling companion. He used to play at racing me, though of course I always
won easily. I also remember that one New Year when the high consort Ching Yi invited me to go over and play
dice he was banker; the number I staked my money on always won until I cleaned out the bank. He did not mind
—the money was all the High Consort’s.
*
Just like any other child I was fond of being told stories. The stories that Chang Chien-ho and many other
eunuchs told me could be divided into two sorts: ghost stories about the palace and myths about “all the spirits
helping the sacred Son of Heaven”. According to them everything in the palace—bronze cranes, golden jars, trees,
wells, stones and so on—had at some time turned into a spirit and shown its magic powers, not to mention the
clay images of Kuan Yu, the god of war, and of the Taoist gods. Through these stories, which I never tired of
hearing, I believed that all the ghosts and spirits tried to win the Emperor’s favour and that there were even some
that did not succeed, which all went to show that the Emperor was the most exalted creature in existence.
The eunuchs said that a bronze crane in one of the halls of the palace had a dent in its left leg because when it
had turned itself into a spirit to protect the Emperor Chien Lung during a trip to the south of China it had been hit
by an arrow from the Emperor’s bow. It had been so disappointed that it had slipped back to stand in its original
position in the palace. The rusty dent on its left leg was supposed to be the arrow wound. They also said that an
ancient pine that grew by the Western Fish Pond in the Imperial Garden had shaded Chien Lung throughout one of
these southern tours; after his return he had written a poem to it to be inscribed on a nearby wall. What this poem
said was something about which the illiterate eunuch did not concern himself.
There was even a myth about the big pearl in the imperial hat. It was said that one day when Chien Lung was
strolling beside a stream in the Yuan Ming Yuan Palace he noticed something gleaming in the water which
disappeared when he shot at it with a fowling-piece. He had the stream dragged, and a large clam was found with
this huge pearl inside. After it became a hat pearl it would often fly away by itself until a hole was bored through
it on imperial orders and it was given a golden mount; then it stayed put.
When I was a child I believed all these stories implicitly, as can be seen from the following incident. Once
when I was ill at the age of about seven or eight Chang Chien-ho brought me a purple pill to take. When I asked
him what sort of medicine it was he said,
“Your slave has just had a dream. An old man with a white beard held a pill in his hand and told me that it was
a pill of immortality that he had especially brought as a humble present to the Lord of Ten Thousand Years.”
I was so pleased to hear this that I forgot about my own illness and, remembering the stories of the twenty-four
filial sons, I took the pill to the quarters of the four High Consorts to share it with them. Chang Chien-ho must
have made some sign to my four mothers as they all looked overjoyed and praised my filial piety. When I
happened to go to the Imperial Dispensary to get some medicine some time later I noticed some ordinary pills
which looked just like the “pill of immortality”. Believe it or not, although I was a little disappointed I still
believed the story about the old man with the white beard.
*
While making me inordinately proud of myself these stories also made me afraid of ghosts from an early age.
According to the eunuchs there were ghosts and spirits in every corner of the palace. The lane behind the Lasting
Peace Palace was where ghosts grabbed people by the neck; the well outside the Ching Ho Gate was the home of
a swarm of she-devils, and had not a piece of iron over the gate kept them in they would have come out every
day; every three years a ghost would come and drag a passer-by off one of the bridges in the lakes in the palace
grounds.
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The more I heard such stories the more frightened I got, and the greater my fear the keener my appetite for
them. From the age of about eleven I became an addict of books of stories of the supernatural (which the eunuchs
bought for me) and these, combined with the incessant sacrifices to gods and Buddhist worship, the spirit dances
of the shalnan wizards and so on, made me even more afraid of ghosts and spirits, of the dark, of thunder and
lightning, and of being alone in a room.
Every evening at dusk when all the people who came to the palace on business had gone away a spine-chilling
call came from the Chien Ching Palace (Palace of Cloudless Heaven), the still centre of the Forbidden City:
“Draw the bolts, lock up, careful with the lanterns.”
As the last drawn-out sounds of this died away there arose waves of ghostly responses from the eunuchs on
duty in all the corners of the palace. This practice, which had been instituted by the emperor Kang Hsi to keep the
eunuchs alert, filled the palace with an eerie atmosphere. I did not dare to go out of doors for the rest of the
evening and felt as if all the ghosts and demons in the stories were gathered around the windows and doors.
It was not just with the intention of frightening me and pandering to me that the eunuchs used to feed me with
such stories, they were extremely superstitious themselves. Chang Chien-ho was no exception, whenever he was
faced with some problem he would always consult the Record of the Jade Box before making a decision. The
ordinary eunuchs were very devout in their offerings to the “palace gods”: snakes, foxes, weasels and hedgehogs.
There was a great variety of other forms of worship in the palace that were carried out by the imperial house; the
palace gods, however, were the protectors of the eunuchs and were not included in the offerings made by the royal
family.
According to the eunuchs the palace gods had been made immortals of the second grade by some emperor. A
eunuch once told me that one evening when he was standing on the steps outside the Palace of Cloudless Heaven
a man wearing a hat button of the Second Grade and official robes and insignia had grabbed him and thrown him
down the steps: this had been one of the palace gods. The eunuchs would not eat beef, and one of them told me
that if they offended this taboo the palace gods would punish them by making them rub their lips against the bark
of a tree until they bled.
Whenever a eunuch went into an empty hall they would shout in a loud voice “Opening the palace!” before
they opened the door: thus they avoided being punished for accidentally meeting a palace god. On the first and
fifteenth of every month, at New Year and at other festivals they would make offerings to them, usually of eggs,
dried bean curd, spirits, and cake; at the New Year and other festivals, they would also offer whole pigs and sheep
as well as large quantities of fruit.
For the poorly paid eunuchs of the lowest ranks their share in all this was a burden, but it was one which they
gladly undertook as they hoped that the palace gods would protect them from the beating and other forms of illtreatment from which they often suffered.
*
The eunuchs had many ways of augmenting their incomes. There are descriptions in plays and novels of how
the Emperor Kuang Hsu had to give money to Li Lien-ying, the chief eunuch of the palace of the empress
dowager Tzu Hsi, as otherwise he would make things difficult for him and refuse to announce him when he went
to pay his respects to Tzu Hsi. While such things as this could not have happened I did hear a great deal about
how the eunuchs used to extort money from high officials.
At the time of Emperor Tung Chih’s marriage the Household Department missed out one part of the palace in a
distribution of bribes. On the wedding day the eunuchs of the section that had been overlooked sent for an official
of the Household Department saying that a pane of glass in one of the windows of the palace in question was
cracked. As a Household Department official he was not allowed to mount the terrace of the palace unless he had
been specially summoned, so he could only see the crack from a distance. He was terrified, as he would be in very
deep water if Tzu Hsi heard that there was something as ill-omened as a broken window on the wedding day.
The eunuchs then said that there was no need to go and look for a workman as they could discreetly change the
pane themselves. Although he realized that this was a racket the Household Department man had no option but to
send over a sum of money; and as soon as this was done the window was repaired.
This was not very difficult as the “crack” in the glass was only a strand of hair stuck on to it.
When Chung Lun, the father of Shih Hsu, was comptroller of the Household Department he once failed to
distribute enough bribes. One of the eunuchs who was dissatisfied with his portion lay in wait for him one day
when he was going to an audience with the Empress Dowager and deliberately threw a basinful of water out of a
room and drenched his sable jacket. The eunuch pretended to be distraught and begged to be punished. Chung
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Lun, knowing that he was in no position to make a scene as the Dowager was waiting to see him, desperately
begged the eunuch to think of some way out. The eunuch produced another sable jacket, saying,
“This humble place of ours would be very grateful to be able to share in your good fortune; we know you will
be very bountiful.”
The eunuchs always kept a complete range of court clothing to be hired out at short notice to officials. Chung
Lun had no choice but to submit to this extortion and pay a very considerable “rental”.
A former official of the Household Department told me that when I got married my chief eunuch Juan Chinshou (who had replaced Chang Chien-ho) extorted a sizable sum of money from them. As the Department had
been ordered by me to keep the expenses of the wedding within a limit of 360,000 taels there had been little left
over above the actual costs for the eunuchs, so that the chief eunuch blocked the whole plan. One of the officials
of the Household Department had to go to Juan Chin-shou’s quarters to intercede with him, but his pleas and
flattery were of no effect until he accepted Juan’s way of doing things.
But I believe that Chang Chien-ho and Juan Chin-shou were no comparison with Chang Yuan-fu, the chief
eunuch of the empress dowager Lung Yu. When I was in Tientsin he was living there too in a magnificent
mansion in the British concession in the style of a warlord with several concubines and a host of servants. One of
his concubines fled to the police station of the British concession to escape his cruelty; but such was the
miraculous power of his wealth that so far from protecting her the police station sent her back to that hellish
household. He had her beaten to death, but nobody dared touch him.
5
In the journal of my actions and utterances kept by my tutor Liang Ting-fen there is an entry for February 21,
1913:
His Majesty frequently beats the eunuchs; he has had seventeen flogged recently for minor offences. His subject
Chen Pao-shen and others remonstrated but His Majesty did not accept their advice.

That goes to show how by the age of eleven flogging a eunuch was a part of my daily routine. My cruelty and
love of wielding my power were already too firmly set for persuasion to have any effect on me.
Whenever I was in a bad temper or feeling depressed the eunuchs would be in for trouble; and their luck was
also out if I was in high spirits and wanted some sort of amusement.
In my childhood I had many strange tastes, and apart from playing with camels, keeping ants, rearing worms,
and watching fights between dogs and bulls I took the greatest delight in playing unkind tricks on people. Long
before I learnt how to make the Administrative Bureau beat people many a eunuch came to grief through my
practical jokes.
Once when I was about seven or eight I had a brainwave: I wanted to see whether those servile eunuchs were
really obedient to the “divine Son of Heaven:”. I picked on one of them and pointed at a piece of dirt on the floor.
“Eat that for me,” I ordered, and he really knelt down and ate it.
Another time an aged eunuch almost died as a result of my soaking him with a fire pump.
Growing up as I did, with people pandering to my every whim and being completely obedient to me, I
developed this taste for cruelty. Although my tutors tried to dissuade me from it with their talk about the “way of
compassion and benevolence”, at the same time they acknowledged my authority and taught me about that
authority. No matter how many stories they told me about illustrious sovereigns and sage rulers of history I still
remained the Emperor and “different from ordinary people”, so that their advice had little effect.
*
The only person in the palace who could control my cruelty was my nurse Mrs. Wang. Although she was
completely illiterate and incapable of talking about the “way of compassion and benevolence” or illustrious
sovereigns and sage rulers of history, I could not disregard the advice she gave me.
Once I was so pleased with a puppet show given by one of the eunuchs that I decided to reward him with a
cake; then an evil inspiration came to me. I opened up a bag filled with iron filings that I used for doing exercises
and put some of them into the cake. When my nurse saw what I was doing she said to me,
“Master, who will be able to eat those filings?”
“I want to see what he looks like when he eats the cake.”
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“But he’ll break his teeth. If he breaks his teeth he won’t be able to eat anything, and if he can’t eat anything
then where will he be?” I could see that she was right, but I did not want to miss my fun, so I said,
“I just want to see him breaking his teeth this once.”
Nurse then suggested that I put dried lentils in instead as it would be great fun when he bit them. Thus she
saved that eunuch from disaster.
One time when I was playing with an air-gun, shooting lead pellets at the eunuchs’ quarters and making little
holes in the paper of their windows, I was really enjoying myself. Then somebody sent for my nurse to come to
the eunuchs’ rescue.
“Master, there are people in there. You’ll hurt someone, if you shoot into the house.”
Only then did it occur to me that there might be people in the room and that they might get injured.
My nurse was the only person who ever told me that other people were just as human as myself. I was not the
only person to have teeth: other people had them too. Mine were not the only teeth not made for biting iron
filings. Just as I had to eat so did others get hungry when they did not eat. Other people had feelings; other people
would feel the same pain as I would if they were hit by air-gun pellets.
This was all common knowledge which I knew as well as anybody; but in that environment I found it rather
hard to remember it as I never would consider others, let alone think of them in the same terms as myself. In my
mind others were only my slaves or subjects. In all my years in the palace I was only reminded by my nurse’s
homely words that other men were the same as myself.
*
I grew up in my nurse’s bosom, being suckled by her until I was eight, and until then I was as inseparable from
her as a baby from its mother. When I was eight the High Consorts had her sent away without my knowledge. I
would gladly have kept her in exchange for all four of my mothers in the palace, but no matter how I howled they
would not bring her back.
I see now that I had nobody who really understood humanity around me once my nurse had gone. But what
little humanity I learnt from her before the age of eight I gradually lost afterwards.
After my wedding I sent people to find her and sometimes had her to stay with me for a few days. Towards the
end of the “Manchukuo” period I brought her to Changchun and supported her there until I left the Northeast. She
never once took advantage of her special position to beg any favours. She had a mild nature and never quarrelled
with anybody; on her comely face there was always a slight smile. She did not talk much and was often silent. If
someone else did not take the initiative in talking with her she would just smile without saying a word.
When I was young I used to find these smiles of hers rather strange. Her eyes seemed to be fixed on something
far, far in the distance, and I often wondered if she had seen something interesting in the sky outside of the
window or in a picture hanging on the wall. She never spoke about her own life and experiences. After my special
pardon I visited her adopted son and found out what suffering and humiliation the “Great Ching Dynasty” had
inflicted on this woman who suckled a “Great Ching Emperor” with her own milk.
*
She was born in 1887 to a poor peasant family named Chiao in a village of Jenchiu County in Chihli (now
Hopei Province). There were three other people in her family: her parents and a brother six years older than
herself. The fifty-year-old father rented a few mou of low-lying land which was parched when it did not rain and
flooded when it did. What with rents and taxes they did not get enough to eat even in good years.
In 1890 there were disastrous floods in northern Chihli and her family had to leave their village as refugees.
Her father thought of abandoning her several times during their wanderings, but he always put her back into one
of the baskets slung from his carrying pole. The other basket contained the tattered clothes and bedding that was
all the property they had in the world. They did not have a single grain of food.
When she later told her adopted son about how she had been in such danger of being abandoned she had not a
word of complaint against her father; she only repeated that he had been hungry for so long that he could no
longer carry her. He had not been able to beg a scrap of food on their journey as everyone they met had been
reduced to more or less the same state.
Finally the two parents with their son of nine and daughter of three managed to drag themselves to Peking.
They had originally planned to take refuge in the house of a eunuch who was a relative of theirs, but when he
refused to see them, they had to drift round the streets as beggars. Peking was full of tens of thousands of refugees
who slept in the streets moaning with hunger and cold.
At this very time the court was carrying out large-scale building at the Summer Palace and my family was
spending money like dirt on my grandfather Prince Chun’s funeral.
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Meanwhile the victims of the floods, whose sweat and blood had provided that money, were on the brink of
death and selling their own children. The Chiao family wanted to sell their daughter but could find no buyer. The
prefect of Shuntienfu opened a congée kitchen as a measure to prevent disturbances and so they were able to stay
for a while. A barber took on the nine-year-old boy as an apprentice, and this enabled them to last out the winter,
albeit with difficulty.
With the coming of spring the refugees thought of their land and faced the prospect that the congée kitchen
would soon close, so they drifted off home again. Back in the village the Chiaos spent several more cold and
hungry years, and in 1900 the allied armies of the foreign powers devastated the district. The daughter of the
family was now a girl of thirteen, and she fled again to Peking where she stayed with her brother the barber. But
he was unable to support her, so when she was sixteen she was half sold and half married to a yamen runner
named Wang. Her husband developed tuberculosis, but lived a rather loose life. After three years as a downtrodden slave she gave birth to a daughter, shortly after which her husband died, leaving his wife, daughter and
parents destitute.
This was just about the time that I was born, and the household of Prince Chun was looking for a wet-nurse for
me. She was chosen from among twenty applicants for her healthy and pleasant appearance and the richness of
her milk. For the sake of the wages with which she could support her parents-in-law and her daughter she
accepted the most degrading conditions: she was not allowed to return home or to see her own child, she had to
eat a bowl of unsalted fat meat every day, and so on. For two ounces of silver a month a human being was turned
into a dairy cow.
In the third year in which she was my nurse her own daughter died of malnutrition, but my family kept this
news from her lest it should affect the quality of her milk.
In the ninth year a woman servant quarrelled with a eunuch and the High Consorts decided to expel them and
my nurse as well. This docile and long-suffering woman, who had borne everything in those nine years with a
slight smile and a set stare, only then discovered that her own child had long been dead.
6
It was a peculiarity of morning in the Forbidden City that deep in the palace one could sometimes hear the
sounds of the outside world. You could make out the cries of pedlars quite distinctly, as well as the rumbling of
the wooden wheels of heavy carts and, at times, sounds of soldiers singing. The eunuchs used to call this
phenomenon the “city of sounds”. After I left the Forbidden City I often used to recall the “city of sounds” and the
strange images it conjured up for me. What made the deepest impressions were the military bands that sometimes
could be heard playing in the neighbouring palace of the President of the Republic.
“Yuan Shih-kai has been eating,” the chief eunuch Chang Chien-ho said to me once. “He has music at
mealtimes, which is even grander than Your Majesty.”
From the way he screwed his face up it was clear that he felt very indignant. Even though I was only about
eight at the time I could detect the touch of sadness in his voice. The sound of the bands brought the most
humiliating picture to my mind: Yuan SQih- kai sitting there with even more dishes spread in front of him than the
Empress Dowager, and an army of servants waiting on him, making music for him and fanning him.
There was another “city of sounds” in which I became more and more interested as I grew older, and which I
heard about from my tutors: the rumours about my restoration.
*
Restoration, in the language of the Forbidden City, was “recovery of the ancestral heritage”; in the language of
the former officials of the Ching it was “the glorious return of the old order” or “returning government to the
Ching”. Activities with this aim in view did not begin with my brief restoration in 1917, nor did they end with my
flight to the Japanese Legation in 1924. One would be safe in saying that they did not cease for a day from the
abdication proclamation in 1911 to the establishment of the “Empire of Manchukuo” in 1934.\fn{ A note reads:
Strictly speaking. the restoration movement did not come to an end then as some people worked for the establishment of a “Later Ching”
after the Japanese invasion of north China. As their Japanese masters did not approve, their efforts came to nothing }

At first I played my role under the direction of adults, but later I was able to act on my own initiative, guided
by my class instincts. In my childhood my tutors were my directors, and behind them there were of course the
senior officials of the Household Department and my father, who supervised the affairs of the imperial house with
the consent of the President of the Republic. Although their fervour was not a whit less than that of anyone
outside the palace, I gradually came to understand that they had not got the real power to bring about a
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restoration; they even realized this themselves. Comical though it may seem, the Forbidden City pinned its hopes
on the very men who ruled the country in place of the Ching.
The first object of these illusions was President Yuan Shih-kai, for all that he did to arouse the palace’s
resentment.
On December 31, 1912 my tutor Chen Pao-shen came into the schoolroom, sat down, and, instead of taking up
his red brush to punctuate our text, looked at me for a moment with a quizzical smile before saying:
“Tomorrow is New Year’s Day by the Western calendar, and the Republic is going to send someone over to
convey greetings to Your Majesty. He will be the representative of their president.”
I cannot remember whether this was the first time that he acted as my political director, but it was the first time
I had seen him in one of the rare moments when he looked pleased with himself. He told me that when I received
this formal visitor from the Republic I should treat him as I would the minister of a foreign country. I would not
have to say anything and Shao Ying, the Comptroller of the Household Department, would be there to look after
everything; all I would have to do would be to sit behind the dragon table and observe the proceedings.
*
The next day I was dressed in the full imperial regalia of golden dragon coat and gown, hat with a pearl button,
pearl necklace, and I sat solemnly on the throne in the Cloudless Heaven Palace. A Minister of the Presence stood
on either side of me, and beside them were Companions of the Presence and sword-bearing imperial bodyguards.
Chu Chi-chien, the envoy of President Yuan, entered the hall and bowed to me from a distance, advanced a few
more steps, bowed again, came up to my throne dais, made a third and very low bow; then he delivered his
congratulatory address.
When he had finished Shao Ying ascended the throne dais and knelt before me. I took the reply that had been
written out beforehand from a wooden box covered with yellow silk and handed it to Shao Ying, who stood up to
read it to the envoy. Then he gave it to Chu Chi-chien, who bowed once again and withdrew.
The ceremony was over.
The change in the atmosphere was even more marked the next morning. Chang Chien-ho’s voice rang clear as
he read the previous day’s lessons to me, and in the schoolroom my tutor Chen Pao-shen twirled his white beard
into a ball and wagged his head as he said,
“The Articles of Favourable Treatment are stored in the national archives and recognized by all the powers.
Even that president of theirs can’t flout them.”
Not long after this the President sent envoys to convey his congratulations on my birthday, which falls on the
13th of the first month in the Chinese calendar. These attentions from Yuan Shih-kai encouraged those princes and
former Ching officials who had been lying low throughout the first year of the Republic to put on their robes with
official insignia and to wear their red hat buttons and peacock feathers; some of them even went so far as to revive
the practice of having outriders to clear the way and a retinue crowding around them when they went through the
streets. The northern gate of the palace and the Forbidden City were bustling with activity for a while.
In the first year of the Republic these people had nearly all come to the palace in ordinary clothes and only
changed into court dress after their arrival, but from the beginning of the second year they dared to go along the
street in full imperial costume.
The birthday and then the death of the Empress Dowager Lung Yu in 1913 were the occasions when the
splendour of the old days was fully restored. Lung Yu’s birthday was on March I5 and she died seven days later.
Yuan Shih-kai sent Liang Shih-yi, the head of his secretariat, to congratulate her on her birthday; in his official
letter he wrote solemnly:
“The President of the Great Republic of China writes to Her Majesty the Great Ching Empress Dowager Lung
Yu.” After this envoy had gone Chao Ping-chun, the prime minister, arrived with the whole of the cabinet to pay
his respects.
Yuan Shih-kai’s reaction to the death of Lung Yu was even more impressive: he himself wore a black armband;
he ordered that flags were to be flown at half-mast throughout the country and that civil and military officials
were to wear mourning for 27 days; and he sent the whole cabinet to pay their last respects to her. A so-called
National Memorial Assembly was held in the Palace of Supreme Harmony with the Head of the Senate as master
of ceremonies, and a similar meeting conducted by the army at which another of Yuan’s trusted henchmen,
General Tuan Chi-jui, presided.
In the Forbidden City men in black court robes and Western dress came and went side by side to the sound of
the wails of the eunuchs. The members of the royal family and the nobility, who had been ordered to wear
mourning for 100 days, were beaming with delight.
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What gave them most pleasure was the presence of Hsu Shih-chang from Tsingtao and his acceptance of the
honour conferred on him by the Ching house of wearing a peacock feather. After the Ching abdication this Grand
Tutor of the Ching house had fled to the German-occupied Tsingtao as a refugee. I shall have something to say
later about the significance of his arrival in Peking.
Before the obsequies for Lung Yu were over the expedition against Yuan Shih-kai that was known as the
“second revolution” started in the south of China and ended not many days later in Yuan’s victory. After this Yuan
surrounded the National Assembly with his military police and forced it to elect him as full president (instead of
acting president as he had been before). He sent a report to me saying that he had previously organized a
provisional Republican government in obedience to the edict of the empress dowager Lung Yu, and that he had
now been elected full president, thanks to the regard for the common good of the “Great Ching Empress Dowager
Lung Yu” and the “Great Ching Emperor”. He was going to lead the people to good government and order, and
strictly observe the Articles of Favourable Treatment to console Lung Yu’s spirit in heaven.
Many of the veteran officials changed their views on Yuan Shih-kai. They said that Yuan had only agreed to a
republic as a trick to defeat the South, that the term used for my abdication might really only mean a temporary
retirement, and that when he referred to “running” a republic it meant that it was only an experiment.
Indeed, such was the mood of the time that when the cabinet came to the funerals of the emperor Kuang Hsu
and the empress dowager Lung Yu, the Republican Premier changed into court mourning robes and performed the
nine-fold kotow before the coffins. When my tutor Liang Ting-fen saw that the Republic’s foreign minister, who
had been a Ching official, was still in Western dress he upbraided him to his face and made him admit that he was
less than nothing.
*
When 1914, the third year of the Republic, began there was a feeling that this was to be the year of restoration.
One thing after another made the Ching loyalists more and more excited: Yuan Shih-kai sacrificed to Confucius,
reverted to using feudal administrative titles, established an institute to write an official history of Ching, and
promoted former officials of the Ching. What most dazzled them was the appointment of Chao Erh-sun, a former
Ching Viceroy of the Northeastern Provinces, as head of the Institute for Ching History. My tutor Chen and others
regarded him as a turncoat, but he said of himself,
“I am a Ching official. I edit the Ching history, I eat the Ching’s rice, and I do the Ching’s business.”
Lao Nai-hsuan, a former Vice-Minister of Education and Chancellor of the Metropolitan College under the
Ching who had taken refuge in Tsingtao, openly advocated in an article that government should be handed back to
the Ching and urged Hsu Shih-chang in a letter to persuade Yuan Shih-kai to do this. Hsu Shih-chang, then both a
Grand Tutor of the Ching house and Secretary of State of the Republic, showed Lao Nai-hsuan’s article to Yuan
Shih-kai, and Yuan invited Lao to come to Peking as an adviser.
Other writers too were advocating a Ching restoration, and there was even said to be a bandit in Szechuan
known as Thirteenth Brother who wore Ching court dress and rode in a green wool-covered litter with all the airs
of an elder statesman of the late dynasty, waiting to enjoy his share of the fruits of restoration.
In the Forbidden City there was no more talk of moving out to the Summer Palace as there had been shortly
after the abdication. To be on the safe side, Shih Hsu, the cautious head of the Household Department, went to see
Yuan Shih-kai, who was his sworn brother, and brought back some even more exciting news. Yuan had said to
him,
“Don’t you see, brother, that these articles were just made to cope with the Southerners? The imperial ancestral
temple is in the Forbidden City, so how could it do for His Majesty to move? Besides, who could live in the
palace if His Majesty didn’t?”
I was told about this a long time later by a man who had worked in the Household Department; in those days
Shih Hsu and my father never discussed such matters with me directly, and would only do so through my tutor
Chen Pao-shen when it was necessary. My tutor’s line at the time was,
“By the look of things that President of theirs still gives special treatment to the Great Ching. The Articles of
Favourable Treatment are stored in the national archives …”
Chen Pao-shen always seemed to leave something unsaid. Looking back on it now, it would seem to be an
indication of his “cautious” attitude. The optimism in the Forbidden City in those days was undoubtedly cautious
and reserved compared with that of some of the veterans of the Ching outside the palace. Of course, many of Yuan
Shih-kai’s actions—from his open references to not forgetting Lung Yu’s “spirit in heaven” to his secret assurance
that “His Majesty” would not have to leave the imperial palace and ancestral temple—gave rise to a number of
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illusions inside the Forbidden City; but this was as far as they expected him to go, so that the excitement of the
palace had to be partly concealed.
*
The change in the political climate in Peking at the end of what had at first been called the “year of
restoration” showed that this reserve had been justified.
The change in the political climate started when an official of the Republic’s Inspectorate proposed that the
rumours about a restoration should be investigated. Yuan Shih-kai instructed the Home Ministry to “examine and
deal with” the case, and as a result Sung Yu-jen, one of the advocates of the Ching restoration, was sent back to
his hometown under an escort provided by the army command.
This news caused a panic in some circles: no more was heard about returning the Ching to power, and Lao
Nai-hsuan decided not to leave his refuge in Tsiqgtao and come to Peking to take the post as adviser that Yuan had
offered him. But there was still considerable confusion: on the document about the investigation of restoration
activities. Yuan had written the enigmatic words
Rumours about a restoration are severely prohibited, but do not go into them too thoroughly

and when Sung Yu-jen was sent back to his hometown Yuan sent him 3,000 Mexican dollars and arranged that all
the government yamens on his route should feast him; thus it was not clear whether Sung was being punished or
rewarded.
In 1915, the fourth year of the Republic Frank J. Goodnow,\fn{ A note reads: Goodnow had been a professor of Columbia
University in America. This article of his, entitled “On Republic and Monarchy”, laid the theoretical foundation for Yuan Shih-kai’s
monarchy by asserting such nonsense as “a monarchy is better suited than a republic to China” } an American adviser in the office

of President Yuan, published an article in which he maintained that a Republican system was not suited to Chinese
conditions. After this came the appearance of the Chou Ad Hui (Society for the Preservation of Peace), an
organization entirely under the control of Yuan Shih-kai which recommended that Yuan should become the
Emperor of China.
The type of restoration that Yuan had in mind was now clear for everyone to see, and now that this was so
obvious the atmosphere in the Forbidden City changed markedly. It was at this time that I heard military bands
playing in the Presidential Palace. The three great halls in the southern part of the imperial palace were then being
renovated and one could get a clear view of the painters at work on their scaffolding from the top of the steps of
the Mind Nurture Palace in which I lived. The eunuch Chang Chien-ho told me that these were preparations for
Yuan Shih-kai’s accession to the throne.
Later Pu Lun, a member of the royal clan, submitted a petition to Yuan in the name of the imperial house and
the eight banners requesting him to take the throne. Pu Lun was rewarded with the title of Prince of the First Rank
and sent to the palace to demand the weapons carried in imperial processions and the imperial seals from the High
Consorts.
This news was both mortifying and frightening to me as although my tutor Chen Pao-shen would not say so in
as many words I knew the old saying that “there are neither two suns in the sky nor two rulers in the country”.
When Yuan made himself emperor he was not likely to tolerate my continued existence as a superfluous
sovereign. There were too many historical examples pointing the other way: had not the Grand Historian of
antiquity counted that
in the Spring and Autumn Period 670 to 475 B.C.) there were thirty-six cases of monarchs being killed.

Everyone in the palace was passionately concerned about the activities in the three great halls. Whenever
people walked across the courtyard they would take an anxious look in that direction to see whether the work of
painting and renovation with which their fate was so closely bound was finished yet. The High Consorts would
burn incense and pray every day to the tutelary god of the Ching Dynasty to lend them aid. The processional
weapons were hastily handed over but the imperial seals were not taken away as they were inscribed in both the
Han and the Manchu languages and thus unsuitable for Yuan’s purposes.
The big change in the schoolroom was that the tutors became very polite to my fellow-student Yu Chung as he
was the son of Yuan Shih-kai’s protege Pu Lun.
*
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One day when Yu Chung was out of the schoolroom on a visit to the High Consorts’ quarters, Chen Pao-shen
looked out of the windows to make sure that there was not anybody outside, produced a piece of paper, and said to
me furtively:
“Your subject made a divination last night. Please look at what it omened, Your Majesty.” I took the paper,
which read
My enemy has a sickness; he is not able to approach me. Auspicious.

Chen explained that it meant that my enemy Yuan Shih-kai faced a bleak future and would be unable to
endanger me. This was a good omen. In addition to making this divination by the trigrams of the Book of Changes
he had scorched the tortoise shell and consulted the milfoil and they had given favourable omens too. He told me
this so that I could stop worrying. The old fellow had used all the methods of divination of the primitive society of
antiquity to ascertain my fate. He announced his happy conclusion that the nefarious Yuan could not come to a
good end and that the Articles of Favourable Treatment were inviolable.
Activity by my tutors, my father and the Household Department to protect my position and the Articles of
Favourable Treatment was not confined to consulting the oracles, and though I was told nothing about it officially
I was not completely in the dark. They made a deal with Yuan Shih-kai by which the Ching house would support
Yuan as emperor and he would observe the Articles. Documents to this effect were exchanged, including an
assurance in Yuan’s own handwriting that he would observe the Articles and incorporate them into his
constitution. It was even arranged that I would take one of his daughters as my empress, but before any of these
agreements could be put into effect Yuan died in June 1916, after only 83 days as emperor, with a storm of
opposition ringing in his ears.
7
The news of Yuan Shih-kai’s death was received with great rejoicing in the Forbidden City. The eunuchs
rushed hither and thither spreading the news, the High Consorts went to burn incense to the tutelary god, and there
were no lessons that day in the Yu Ching Palace. New opinions were expressed in the palace.
“Yuan died because he wanted to usurp the throne.”
“It’s not that a monarchy is impracticable, it’s just that the people want their old sovereign.”
“Yuan Shih-kai was different from Napoleon III: he had no such ancestry on which to rely for support.”
“It would be much better to return things to the old sovereign than to have a Mr. Yuan as emperor.” All these
voices were in tune with the saying of my tutor that
because of the great goodness and rich benefit conferred by our dynasty the people of the whole country are thinking of
the old order.

I was now old enough to be interested in the papers, and it was not many days after Yuan’s death before they
were full of reports of “Failure of Rising by Imperial Clan Party” and “Mongol and Manchu Bandit Threat”. From
these news items I learnt that four Manchu noblemen who had been open opponents of the Republic from the
beginning still were acting on my behalf. Of these four one had taken refuge in a foreign concession in Tientsin
and the others were staying in the Japanese-leased Lushun and Talien and, acting through Japanese ronin, were
co-operating with Japanese militarists and financiers in armed activities for a restoration.
The most important of these was Shan Chi, Prince Su, who had got a million yen from the financier Ohira
Kihachiro and had Japanese officers training an army of several thousand Manchu and Mongol bandits. They
started making trouble after the death of Yuan Shih-kai. One group of them under the Mongol noble Babojab
came close to Changchiakou (Kalgan) and was quite dangerous until Babojab was killed by one of his
subordinates. Even at the height of the crisis, while “loyalist” and Republican troops were fighting in various
places in the Northeast, the Republic and the “little court” continued their exchanges of courtesy visits. The rising
excitement in the Forbidden City after the death of Yuan Shih-kai was not influenced by Babojab and Shan Chi’s
armed rising, and neither was it affected by their defeat.
After Yuan’s death, Li Yuan-hung succeeded him as President with Tuan Chi-jui as Premier. The palace sent a
representative to congratulate President Li and Li Yuan-hung returned to the palace the imperial processional
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weapons that Yuan had taken. Some of the Ching princes, nobles and senior officials were even given Republican
decorations, including a few who had been in hiding during Yuan Shih-kai’s time.
The Household Department was busier than ever conferring such honours as posthumous titles, the permission
to ride a horse in the Forbidden City or wear a peacock’s feather; bringing girls for the High Consorts to select
ladies-in-waiting from; and secretly recruiting more eunuchs despite the prohibition in the Articles of Favourable
Treatment.
And of course there were all sorts of contacts being made that I did not know about, from private dinners to
public banquets for the members of the Republic’s parliament. In short, the Forbidden City was as active as it had
been in the old days; and with Chang Hsun’s audience with me in 1917, the restoration movement reached a
climax.
*
I had not received many people in audience before then and they had all been Manchus. Those parts of my day
that were not devoted to studying in the Yu Ching Palace or reading newspapers in the Mind Nurture Palace I
mostly spent playing. I was very excited to see how many people wearing court clothes were always coming and
going in the palace; the news of the rising of the “loyalist” troops of Prince Su and Babojab thrilled me even
more, and their defeat naturally depressed me.
But generally speaking I soon forgot about such matters; and while I could not help worrying about the flight
of Prince Su to Lushun and his uncertain fate, the highly amusing sight of a camel sneezing was enough to make
me forget all about his predicament. With my father, my tutors and my ministers to look after things what need
was there for me to concern myself? When my tutors told me about any matter it meant that everything had
already been discussed and agreed.
So it was on June 16, 1917.
Chen Pao-shen, who had recently been granted the title of “Grand Guardian”, and Liang Ting-fen, a newly
appointed tutor, came into the schoolroom together that day; and before they had sat down Chen Pao-shen said,
“Your Majesty will have no lessons today. A high official is coming for an audience with Your Majesty, and a
eunuch will be here to announce him very shortly.”
“Who is he?”
“Chang Hsun, the Viceroy of Kiangsi, Kiangsu and Anhwei and Governor of Kiangsu.”
“Chang Hsun? The Chang Hsun who won’t cut his queue off?”
“Yes, that’s the man,” said Liang Ting-fen, nodding in approval. “Your Majesty’s memory is very good.”
Liang missed no opportunity to flatter me. This had in fact been no feat of memory as Chen Pao-shen had told
me the story of Chang Hsun not long before.
From the beginning of the Republic he and his troops had kept their queues. Yuan Shih-kai owed his successful
crushing of the “second revolution” in 1913 to the capture of Nanking by his pigtailed soldiers. When in the sack
of the city Chang Hsun’s men had mistakenly injured some of the personnel of the Japanese consulate he went
and apologized to the Japanese consul in person and promised to pay full damages. He announced national
mourning for the death of the Empress Dowager Lung Yu in a telegram of condolences and went on to say that
all we Republican officials are the subjects of the Great Ching.

After the death of Yuan Shih-kai another telegram of Chang’s was published in the press in which he made
known his political position. Its first item was:
I attach the greatest importance to all of the Articles of Favourable Treatment of the Ching house.

I believed that he was a loyal subject and was interested to see what he looked like.
According to the practice of the Ching house nobody else could be present when a high official was received in
audience by the Emperor. For this reason my tutor would have to give me some coaching and tell me what to say
before I received anyone who did not come regularly. This time Chen Pao-shen told me very seriously that I must
praise Chang Hsun’s loyalty, that I should remember that he was the High Inspecting Commissioner for the
Yangtse River and had sixty battalions of troops in the region of Hsuchow and Yenchow. I could ask him about
the military situation in Hsuchow and Yenchow and was to make it very clear that I was interested in him. Finally
Chen repeated two or three times,
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“Chang Hsun is bound to praise Your Majesty. You must remember to reply modestly so as to display Your
Majesty’s divine virtue.”
I had tried to form a picture of what Chang Hsun looked like from the picture magazines that the eunuchs
bought for me, but [ had not yet succeeded when I got down from my carrying chair. Soon after I reached the
Mind Nurture Palace he arrived. As I sat on the throne he knelt before me and kotowed.
“Your subject Chang Hsun kneels and pays his respects—”
I waved to him to sit on a chair as the court had ended the practice of having officials report in a kneeling
position. He kotowed again to thank me and then sat down. I
dutifully asked him about the military situation in the Hsuchow and Yenchow area. but I did not pay any
attention to his reply. I was somewhat disappointed at the appearance of this “loyal subject” of mine. He was
dressed in a thin silk jacket and gown, his face was ruddy and set with very bushy eyebrows, and he was fat. The
sight of his short neck made me think that but for his whiskers he would have looked like one of the eunuch
cooks: he was far from perfect. I looked carefully to see if he had a queue and indeed he did: a mottled gray one.
Then he started to talk about me and, as Chen Pao-shen had expected, spoke in very respectful terms.
“Your Majesty is truly brilliant,” he said.
“I am not up to much,” I replied. “I am young and I know very little.”
“Emperor Sheng Tsu of this dynasty (Kang Hsi) acceded to the throne when of tender years. He was only
five.”
“How can I be compared with my august ancestor? He was my ancestor, after all …”
This audience was not much longer than an ordinary one, and he went after five or six minutes. I found his
speech rather coarse and reckoned that he was probably not a second Tseng Kuo-fan:\fn{ A note reads: Tseng Kuo-tan
(1811-72) a Han landowner and bureaucrat from Hunan, played a major role in suppressing the revolutionary Taiping Heavenly Kingdom,
thus helping to save the Ching Dynasty from well-deserved destruction } I was not very excited by him.

But when Chen Pao-shen and Liang Ting-fen came to me the next day beaming with smiles to tell me that
Chang Hsun had praised my modesty and intelligence, was very pleased with myself. ! did not ask myself why
Chang had come for an audience, or why my tutors were so visibly excited, or why the Household Department
had given him such lavish presents, or why the High Consorts had held a banquet for him.
About a fortnight later, on July I, my tutors Chen Pao-shen, Liang Ting-fen and the newly arrived Chu Yu-fan
came to the schoolroom together with very grave faces. Chen Pao-shen spoke first.
“Chang Hsun is here …”
“Has he come to pay his respects?”.
“No, he has not just come for that. All preparations have been made and everything has been settled. He has
come to bring Your Majesty back to power and restore the Great Ching.” Seeing that I was startled he went on to
say,
“Your Majesty must allow Chang Hsun to do this. He is asking for a mandate on behalf of the people; heaven
has complied with the wishes of the people.”
I was stunned by this completely unexpected good news. I stared at Chen Pao-shen in a daze, hoping that he
would go on to tell me a little about how to be a “true emperor”.
“There is no need to say much to Chang Hsun. All you have to do is to accept.” Chen Pao-shen spoke with
great confidence.
“But it wouldn’t do to accept at once; you must refuse at first and only finally say, ‘If things are so then I must
force myself to do it.’”
I returned to the Mind Nurture Palace and received Chang Hsun in audience again. What Chang Hsun said was
much the same as had been written in his memorial requesting a restoration, except that it was less elegantly
expressed.
“The empress dowager Lung Yu was not prepared to inflict a disaster on the people for the sake of one family’s
illustrious position, so she issued a decree ordering that a republic be organized. But who would have thought it, it
was run so badly that the people have no way to make a living. A republic does not suit our country. Only Your
Majesty’s restoration will save the people.” When he had finished gabbling 1 said,
“1 am too young; 1 have neither talent nor virtue. 1 could not undertake so great an office.” He lavished
praises on me and droned on about how Emperor Kang Hsi had come to the throne at the age of five. While he
talked 1 thought of a question:
“What about their President? Will we give him favourable treatment?”
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“Li Yuan-hung has already memorialized asking that he be allowed to resign. All that is necessary is for Your
Majesty to grant his request.”
“Ah …” Although 1 did not understand what was going on I thought that my tutors must have settled
everything and that I had better end this audience quickly.
"If things are so 1 must force myself to do as you say.” With this I regarded myself as the Emperor of the
“Great Ching Empire” again.
After Chang Hsun’s departure hosts of people came to kotow to me, some to pay their respects, some to thank
me, and some both to thank me and pay their respects. After this a eunuch brought in a pile of nine “imperial
edicts” that had already been written out. The first of these proclaimed my return to the throne, and another
created a board of seven regents, including Chang Hsun and Chen Pao-shen.
Old Pekinese remember how on that morning the police suddenly told all the households in the city to hang out
imperial dragon flags; the people had to improvise them with paper and paste. Then Ching clothes that had not
been seen for years reappeared on the streets worn by people who looked as if they had just stepped out of their
coffins. The papers brought out special issues for the restoration at a higher price than usual, so that amid the
strange sights one could hear news-vendors shouting as they sold the
Edicts of Hsuan Tung … Antiques, six cash only! This nonsense will be an antique in a few days … six cash for an
antique … dead cheap.

Some of the shops outside the Chien Men Gate did a booming trade in those days. Tailors sold Ching dragon
flags as fast as they could make them; the second-hand clothes shops found that newly appointed officials were
struggling to get hold of Ching court dress; and theatrical costumiers were crowded with people begging them to
make false queues out of horsehair. I still remember how the Forbidden City was crowded with men wearing court
robes with mandarins’ buttons and peacock feathers on their hats. From the back of everyone’s head dangled a
queue. When later the Army to Punish the Rebels approached Peking one could pick up real queues all over the
place: these were said to have been cut off by Chang Hsun’s pigtailed soldiery as they fled.
If those visitors to the Forbidden City had shared any of the foresight of the news-vendors about the fate of
“imperial edicts” and queues they would not have got so excited in the first days of the restoration.
The princes and nobles of the royal clan were very disappointed in those few days as they did not see their
personal ambitions realized. On the morrow of the restoration an “imperial edict” was issued banning them from
interfering in state affairs. My father became the leader of a group of nobles who were opposed to this, and he
wanted to argue this point with Chang Hsun and myself. When my tutor Chen heard this he hurried over to tell me
to refuse them as it was their extreme incompetence that had brought about the abdication in 1912.
I followed his advice, and before the princes had time to do anything about it the early collapse of the restored
monarchy paradoxically saved them from being held responsible for its establishment.
Chen Pao-shen, who was normally a stable and sensible man, was quite carried away by the restoration,
surprising me with his opposition to the princes and the violence of his views on how to deal with President Li
Yuan-hung who had refused to resign when urged to by one of my tutors. The three tutors came into the Yu Ching
Palace and Chen, his face livid with anger, had burst out uncontrollably:
Li Yuan-hung has actually dared to refuse to accept the order. Will Your Majesty please instruct him to commit
suicide at once.

I was startled to hear so extreme a suggestion.
It wouldn't do at all for me to tell Li Yuan-hung to kill himself so soon after my return to the throne. Didn’t the
Republic give me favourable treatment?

This was the first time that Chen Pao-shen had been openly rebuffed by me, but he was so carried away by his
hatred for the President that, oblivious to everything else, he went on,
Li Yuan-hung is not only refusing to resign, he is even hanging on to the Presidential Palace, the rebellious brigand
and traitor. How could you mention him in the same breath as yourself, Your Majesty?
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Seeing how determinedly I refused to follow his advice he had to drop his proposal. When an emissary went to
make another attempt at persuading Li Yuan-hung he found that Li had already fled with his seals of office to the
Japanese Legation.
In the first few days of the restoration I spent half of my time in the Yu Ching Palace. Although my lessons
were suspended I was obliged to see my tutors as I had to follow their directions in whatever I did. For the rest of
my time I looked over the "imperial edicts" that were to be issued, read the official papers of the cabinet, and
received homage and salutations; apart from this I would watch ants crawling from one hole to another or tell the
eunuchs of the Imperial Stables to bring out some camels for my entertainment.
But before five days of this kind of life were up the bombs dropped by the aircraft of the Army to Punish the
Rebels changed things completely. Nobody came to kotow to me any longer, there were no more “imperial
edicts”, and all my regents had disappeared except for Chen Pao-shen and one other, Wang Shih-chen.
On the day of the air-raid I was sitting in the schoolroom talking to my tutors when I heard an aeroplane and
the unfamiliar sound of an explosion. I was so terrified that I shook all over, and the colour drained from my
tutors’ faces. With everything in chaos eunuchs hustled me over to the Mind Nurture Palace as if my bedroom
were the only safe place.
The High Consorts were in an even worse state, some of them lying in the corners of their bedrooms, and some
of them hiding under tables. The air was filled with shouts and the whole palace was in confusion. This was the
first air-raid in Chinese history and, the first time a Chinese air force was used in civil war. Here are the first airraid precautions, for what they may be worth: everyone lay down in their bedrooms and the bamboo blinds in the
corridors were let down. As far as the knowledge of the eunuchs and the palace guard went, these were the wisest
measures they could take. Fortunately the pilot did not mean business and gave us nothing worse than a fright,
dropping only three tiny bombs about a foot long. One of them fell outside the Gate of Honouring the Ancestors
(Lung Tsung Men) wounding one of the carriers of sedan-chairs; one fell into a pond in the Imperial Garden,
damaging a corner of the pond; and the third fell on the roof of one of the gateways in the Western Avenue of the
palace striking dread into the hearts of a crowd of eunuchs who were gambling there although it failed to explode.
Soon after this the sound of approaching gunfire was heard in the Forbidden City. Wang Shih-chen and Chen
Pao-shen did not come to court and the palace had no more contact with the outside world. A little later a false
report was brought from the commander of the palace guard that Tuan Chi-jui’s Republican army had been
defeated by Chang Hsun’s men, but the next morning the news of Chang Hsun’s flight to the Dutch embassy
swept away the smiles of the day before.
My father and Chen Pao-shen now appeared, dejection written all over their drooping faces. Reading the
abdication edict that they had drafted both frightened and saddened me, and I wept out loud. The decree ran like
this:
On the twentieth day of the fifth month of the ninth year of Hsuan Tung the Cabinet receives this Imperial Edict:
Formerly we followed the memorials of Chang Hsun and others who, saying that the nation was in a state of
fundamental disorder and that the people longed for the old way, advised us to resume the government. As our years are
tender and we live deep in the Forbidden City we have heard nothing about the people’s livelihood and the affairs of the
nation. Remembering with reverence the great benevolence and the instructions of the late August Empress Hsiao Ting
Ching (Lung Yu) who yielded the government out of pity for the people, we had not the least intention of treating the
world as our private property; it was only because we were asked to save the nation and the people that we forced
ourselves to accede to the requests made of us and assume power.
Now yesterday Chang Hsun reported armed risings in every province, which may lead to military insurgencies in a
struggle for power. Our people have been suffering hardships for years, and their state is as desperate as if they were
being burned or drowned. How could we then compound their miseries with war?
Thinking upon this we were disturbed and unable to rest. We therefore resolved that we would not keep this political
power for ourselves and thus besmirch the living soul of the August Empress Hsiao Ting Ching by turning our back on
her abundant virtue.
Let Wang Shih-chen and Hsu Shih-chang inform Tuan Chi-jui at once, that the transfer of power may be arranged
and the present troubles brought to an end, so calming the people’s hearts and avoiding the calamity of war.
By the command of the Emperor.

8
This abdication edict was never issued. All that was published at the time was a statement of the Household
Department that was quoted in an order of the President of the Republic.
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By order of the President:
The Home Ministry reports that it has received the following communication from the Household
Department of the Ching house:
This day the Household Department received an Edict:
Formerly on the twenty-fifth day of the twelfth month of the third year of Hsuan Tung a Decree was issued
by the August Empress Dowager Lung Yu in which, recognizing that the whole people were Inclined towards a
republic, she and the Emperor returned sovereign power to the whole country. She ordained that there should be
a republic and settled that the Articles of Favourable Treatment for the Ching house should be adhered to
forever; for the past six years the Ching house has been very well treated and has never had any intention of
using the political power for its own ends; what cause could it have had for going back on its word?
But contrary to expectation Chang Hsun led his soldiery to occupy the palace on July 1. He fraudulently
issued edicts and decrees and altered the state structure, thus disobeying the instructions of the Empress
Dowager of the former dynasty. I, a child living deep in the Forbidden City, had no choice in the matter; in these
circumstances I should have allowances made for me by the whole world.

The Household Department has been instructed to request the Government of the Republic to make this generally
known both within the country and abroad.

When the Ministry received this letter they thought it right to report this matter. As it is common
knowledge that Chang Hsun the traitor and usurper was the originator of the disturbances, let the details of
this document be speedily proclaimed.
For general information,
Issued by the Prime Minister Tuan Chi-jui
July 17, sixth year of the Republic of China

It was through the collaboration of the three bosses of the Peiyang clique and the Forbidden City that the
admission in the abdication edict that I had decided to “assume power” was changed in the Household
Department’s. statement into Chang Hsun occupying the palace and the “child” having no choice in the matter.
The man who thought out this clever formulation was the Grand Tutor Hsu Shih-chang, and it was carried out by
President Feng Kuo-chang and Premier Tuan Chi-jui. The role of the Forbidden City in the restoration was
glossed over, and its new activities after the failure of this attempted restoration received little attention.
As the palace was able to draw a veil over its role in the restoration public attention was focused on its
unsuccessful supporters outside the Forbidden City. I was able to get a picture of what had really happened from
articles I read in the press and what I was told by my tutors.
*
After the failure of Yuan Shih-kai’s usurpation in 1916 Hsu Shih-chang and Chang Hsun had agreed that a
restoration of the Ching monarchy was their only chance of resisting the southern Republicans. After Yuan’s death
Chang Hsun called a conference of warlords at his headquarters in Hsuchow (the “Second Hsuchow Conference”)
at which it was decided that the first thing was to get foreign support, particularly from Japan. When their plan
met with the approval of the commander of the Japanese garrison in Tientsin, Chang Hsun established contact
with the “loyalist” troops led by Babojab and Prince Su in Inner Mongolia and the Northeast. He arranged with
some other warlords that they would march on Peking on the pretext of defending the capital against the “loyalist”
army, but this scheme fell through when Babojab was killed by one of his subordinates.
The other leader of the restoration conspiracy, Hsu Shih-chang, tried to win the support of the Japanese cabinet
for his plans, but when Chang Hsun realized that Hsu was trying to make himself regent he was furious, and the
monarchist movement was split.
Meanwhile a power struggle was going on in Peking between Peiyang warlord Tuan Chi-jui, who was prime
minister at the time, and President Li Yuan-hung. When Tuan was dismissed from his premiership and went to
Tientsin, Chang Hsun, who had been promised the support of various other warlords and the Peiyang leaders Tuan
Chi-jui and Feng Kuo-chang at his fourth Hsuchow Conference, saw this as his opportunity to lead his troops
north. He tricked Li Yuan-hung into inviting him to come and mediate between him and Tuan Chi-jui. Having
contacted the Peiyang chiefs in Tientsin he entered Peking and enacted his restoration on July 1.
*
Most of the press attributed Chang Hsun’s failure to the way he monopolized power and to two other major
blunders: giving only an empty title to Hsu Shih-chang and underestimating Tuan Chi-jui. Thinking that he had
the Peiyang leaders in his pocket, he was astounded to hear that Tuan Chi-jui had administered an oath to his

319

troops in Tientsin that they would “punish the rebels” and that the other local warlords had all changed sides and
become “supporters of the Republic”. This volte-face paid Tuan Chi-jui and Feng Kuo-chang handsomely as the
former became premier once more and the latter won the presidency.
But although the blame for the restoration was put on Chang Hsun, he was treated very leniently by the new
Republican authorities as he told them that he possessed a case of incriminating documents that proved that they
had originally supported his monarchist schemes. When Hsu Shih-chang became President the following year the
warrant for his arrest was withdrawn.
*
What interested me about all these revelations was that all the chiefs of the Peiyang clique and some other
leading figures in the Republic had been enthusiastic monarchists, and that they were now making Chang Hsun
the scapegoat so as to protect me. They explicitly stated that the palace had been blameless. Feng Kuo-chang in
his telegram announcing his support for the Army to Punish the Rebels even went so far as to say,
I was not a supporter of Republicanism in the former Ching Dynasty but the pressure of events created a
republic at the time of the Revolution of 1911.
Why were they covering up for the Forbidden City and announcing their own monarchist sympathies so
frankly? The only conclusion I could draw was that these men were not really opposed to a restoration and that
the only problem at issue was the question of who was to lead it.
From the point of view of the Forbidden City all cats whether tabby or white were good cats provided they
caught mice. It made no difference to us whether a Mr. Chang or a Mr. Tuan restored the monarchy. Thus it was
that when Feng Kuo-chang and Tuan Chi-jui came to power the hopes of the monarchists were focussed on these
two new strong men. But the palace’s schemes came to nothing when the Peiyang group split into a Chihii clique
led by Feng Kuo-chang and an Anhwei one with Tuan Chi-jui at its head. In the friction between the two factions
Feng lost his presidency. Although Tuan hinted to the palace through Shih Hsu, the head of the Household
Department, that a restoration was still perfectly possible, Shih Hsu was now too cautious to attach much
importance to the word of a man who had come to power by leading an expedition against a restoration!
Feng Kuo-chang was succeeded as president by Hsu Shih-chang. A commentary in the Shanghai Hsin Wen
Pao shortly after the collapse of the 1917 restoration had contained a passage that made a big impact in the
Forbidden City:
Had the restoration been managed by Hsu Shih-chang it would certainly not have been so clumsily handled; had it
not been the work of Chang Hsun the commanders of the Peiyang clique would have soon acknowledged themselves
the Emperor's subjects.

Thus it was that not only I, who had satisfied my craving to be emperor for only a few brief days, but other
monarchists as well were very excited at the beginning of Hsu Shih-chang’s presidency. A sixty-year-old Manchu
resident of Peking has told me:
When Hsu Shih-chang became president in 1918 many Manchu carriages and women’s hairstyles appeared in the
streets of Peking, and the houses of the nobility became very lively with noisy birthday parties, theatrical performances,
and feasts. There were even amateur nobles’ drama groups and clubs.”

Another old gentleman of Han race explained to me:
There were three occasions after the founding of the Republic when we had “walking ancestors”\fn{ So-called because
they wore Ching court dress which made them look like figures in ancestral portraits } in the streets of Peking. The first time was
the days after the death of the empress dowager Lung Yu, the next was the period of Chang Hsun’s restoration, and the
last was from when Hsu Shih-chang became president to the “Great Nuptials'.\fn{ My wedding} This last time was when
things really bustled.

Hsu Shih-chang had been a friend of Yuan Shih-kai’s in the days before Yuan made his name and later became
the adviser Yuan consulted before making almost any important move. It was said that Yuan and Hsu Shih-chang
had held a discussion with Feng Kuo-chang, Tuan Chi-jui and others before they made the Empress Dowager
Lung Yu give up state power in 1912. At this meeting they had agreed that as the Republican Army would have to
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be dealt with by cunning rather than by force they should first accept the terms of the revolutionaries and found a
republic, then wait for the revolutionary army to disintegrate and bring the emperor back to power.
Hsu Shih-chang was none too pleased when Yuan Shih-kai proclaimed himself emperor in 1916. A relation of
mine was once told by a nephew of Hsu Shih-chang’s that Yuan came to see Hsu the very day his monarchy was
abolished. When Yuan entered the reception room this nephew was in the smoking room next door and did not
dare come out. From what he could catch of the conversation Hsu Shih-chang was advising Yuan to “keep to the
original agreement”, but he could not make out Yuan’s reply.
As later developments showed, Yuan either did not follow this suggestion or else died before he could put it
into effect. It was, however, virtually an open secret that Hsu Shih-chang never abandoned his idea of a Ching
restoration.
*
When Hsu became President in September 1918 he announced that he could not live in the presidential palace
of his predecessors (which had originally been a part of the imperial palace) and would therefore live in his own
home until a new presidential palace was built. He pardoned Chang Hsun, advocated the study of the Confucian
classics, honoured Confucius, sacrificed to heaven, and gave civil and military office to members of the royal
family. He referred to the Ching as the “present dynasty” in public as well as in private and spoke of me as if I
were the reigning Emperor.
The Household Department had helped to provide Hsu with discreet financial backing in. his bid for the
presidency, and after it was clear that he would get it he announced at a private dinner given for him by the senior
officials of the Department that his only purpose in taking office was to
act as regent on behalf of the young monarch.

He also presented Shih Hsu with a pair of scrolls inscribed with a couplet in his own handwriting which
implied loyalty to me.
The people around me told me nothing at the time of these events. All I knew was that Hsu’s name was always
mentioned in a very hopeful way. From Hsu’s coming to power onwards the Forbidden City was alive with
activity: posthumous titles and permission to ride a horse in the palace seemed to have become far more desirable,
and officials of the previous dynasty both true and false flocked to the palace. Although my tutors never said
much about the negotiations that were going on between the palace and the president, Chen Pao-shen once
remarked contemptuously in the course of a conversation:
Hsu Shih-chang still wants to be Prince Regent: it’s asking a bit much. A dukedom would be enough for him.

On another occasion he commented:
He originally proposed that the daughter of a senior Han official should be made Empress: what was the motive
behind that? You can see what sort of person he really is from the fact that he has taken office under the Republic
although he is a Grand Tutor of the Ching.

From this time onwards the Forbidden City never spoke about Hsu Shih-chang again with the old enthusiasm.
He was not in fact in a very strong position a year after coming to power. With the Peiyang group split into two
factions he could no longer achieve much in his capacity as a chief of the Peiyang clique; he was on increasingly
bad terms with Tuan Chi-jui; and in 1919 the May 4th Student Movement that shook the whole of China made
them de- vote all their energies to trying to maintain themselves in power. No matter how loyal a monarchist he
had been, there was nothing Hsu could have done to bring about a restoration. But although the palace heard less
and less from Hsu it never despaired of its future completely.
9
One day as I was riding my bicycle in the Palace Garden I nearly ran into somebody as I turned a corner. For
such a thing to happen in the palace was a gross solecism, but I did not care. I turned round and was about to ride
off when I saw that the man was kneeling on the ground and saying,
“Your humble servant pays his respects to the Lord of Ten Thousand Years.”
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He was wearing a dark-coloured waistcoat of the sort the eunuchs wore, but when I looked at him more closely
I noticed stubble on his chin and knew he could not be a eunuch. Riding round in circles I asked him what he was
doing.
“Your servant is seeing to the electric light.”
“Hmm, so that’s your job. You were lucky not to be knocked over just now.”
“Your servant’s luck is very good; today I have been able to see the true dragon, the Son of Heaven. I beg the
Lord of Ten Thousand Years in his celestial bounty to grant his humble servant a title.”
I was amused by his absurd request and thought of the nickname that the eunuchs had told me was given in
Peking to the beggars who squatted at the ends of bridges.
“Very well, I enfeoff you as the Marquis Guarding the Bridge,” I said, roaring with laughter.\fn{ A note reads:
“Marquis” in Chinese is pronounced the same as the word for “monkey”}
Little did I imagine that this title-crazy fellow would take my joke seriously and go along to the Household
Department to ask for a “patent of nobility”. Unfortunately I never heard what the outcome of this was.
I was often told by my tutors and the eunuchs in those days that people in the countryside used to ask
How is the Hsuan Tung Emperor?

or
Who is on the throne nowadays?

or
Would the world be at peace if the true dragon, the Son of Heaven, were sitting on the throne?

My English tutor Reginald Johnston told me that according to an article in some journal even the most deeply
anti-monarchical people were disappointed in the Republic, so that it was clear that even they were changing their
minds. The real reason why some people were talking about the “former Ching” was, of course, that they were
sick of the disasters inflicted by warlordism. My tutors, however, used all this to prove to me that people were
longing for the old order.
At the end of the era of Hsu Shih-chang one often met monarchy-struck people. There was a merchant named
Wang Chiu-cheng who had made a fortune out of supplying uniforms for the armies of the Chihli clique. His
ambition was to be granted the old imperial honour of being allowed to wear a yellow riding-jacket and had spent
a considerable amount of time and money to this end. The eunuchs gave him the nickname of “the spendthrift”. I
do not know how he fixed it, but every New Year he would come along with the old-timers to kotow and offer
tribute to me, and when he did this he always brought thick wads of banknotes which he scattered liberally
wherever he went. The eunuchs were always very pleased to see him come as anyone who showed him the way,
announced him, pulled aside the door-curtains, poured his tea or even spoke a few words to him would be sure to
be the richer by a roll of banknotes. And this is not even to mention the money he spent in more formal ways.
In the end he achieved his ambition and was granted the “honour’ of being allowed to wear a yellow jacket.
Men came to the Forbidden City every day or submitted memorials from distant places for the sake of a yellow
riding-jacket, the right to say in their family registers that they held a Ching office, or a posthumous title for
somebody. There was even one Liang Chu-chuan, known as Lunatic Liang, who threw himself into a pond to win
with his dead body and a sodden “posthumous memorial” the title of “True and Upright”.
Later there were so many requests for posthumous titles that it was decided that they would only be given to
people above a certain rank: otherwise the little court would have made itself look cheap. Even tighter restrictions
were put on the granting of the privileges of riding a horse or being carried in a chair in the palace and on the
distribution of scrolls in my writing. The result was that not only the Manchu nobility but even military
commanders of the Republic regarded obtaining one of :hese as a “signal honour”.
*
Some of the so-called new writers of the time, such as Hu Shih, had the same ideas. I had been told about this
Doctor Hu Shih, :he champion of writing in the vernacular language, by my tutor Johnston when I was fifteen.
Johnston jeered at his line “Picnic by the river”, written half in English and half in Chinese, but also said that
there would be no harm in my looking at some of his writings is a part of my education. Having done so I got the
idea that I would like to have a look at this modern personality.
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One day my curiosity prompted me to telephone him, and to my surprise he came to the palace when I invited
him. I shall have more to say about this meeting later; meanwhile I would like to quote a letter that this
foreignized doctor wrote to Johnston afterwards in which he revealed that his feelings were not unlike those of an
old official of the Ching. One part of it read:
I must confess that I was deeply touched by this little event. Here I was, standing and sitting in front of the last of
the emperors of my country, the last representative of a long line of great monarchs.

What was rather more important was the encouragement the palace received from foreigners’ opinions.
Johnston used to give me quite a lot of information on this subject: according to him many foreigners thought that
a restoration was the wish of the ordinary Chinese. He would read me passages from foreign newspapers,
including the following one that he later quoted in his book Twilight in the Forbidden City. It was a part of an
article from an English paper, the Tientsin North China Daily Mail, of September 9, 1919 entitled “Is Another
Restoration Near at Hand?”:
The record of the republic has been anything but a happy one, and today we find North and South at daggers drawn.
The only conclusion to be drawn from this is that republicanism in China has been tried and found wanting. The
mercantile classes and the gentry, the back-bone of the land, are weary of all this internecine strife and we firmly
believe that they would give their whole-hearted support to any form of government which would ensure peace to the
eighteen provinces.
It must not be forgotten that there exists a very strong phalanx of pro-monarchical people who have never become
reconciled to the republican form of government, but they have kept quiet for the last few years for obvious reasons.
That they are in sympathy with the present militaristic movement goes without saying and the comings and goings of
some of the better known of them to various places where officials are known to congregate are not devoid of
significance.
The contention of those who secretly favour and hope for a successful restoration of the ex-emperor is that the
republicans are destroying the country, and that means, however drastic, must be taken to bring it back to its former
prosperous and peaceful condition.
A reversion to a monarchy is not by any means likely to be wcll received in all quarters. On the contrary, it will
probably meet with considerable diplomatic opposition in more than one Legation, but even opposition of that kind is
bound to evaporate if a successful coup d’etat is brought off, as we all know that nothing succeeds like success.

Despite all the encouraging things that the foreign papers were saying, it was of course the men with guns in
their hands who directly controlled the fate of the little court. As the North China Daily Mail pointed out, “the
comings and goings … to places where [military] officials are known to congregate are not devoid of
significance.”
*
I remember how in the second half of 1919 the little court had close relations with warlords other than those of
the old Peiyang group. The first of these was High Inspecting Commissioner Chang Tso-lin, the head of the
Fengtien clique.
The palace’s dealings with Chang Tso-lin had started when my father received a sum of money sent from
Fengtien (modern Liaoning in northeast China where Chang Tso-lin’s power was centred) as payment for some
estates there that had been the property of the Emperor. My father wrote a letter of thanks and the Household
Department despatched a high-ranking official with some antiques from the palace collection—a picture by Tung
Yuan of the Southern Tang Dynasty (937-975) and a pair of porcelain vases with an inscription by the emperor
Chien Lung—as a present to Chang Tso-lin from my father.
Chang sent his sworn brother Chang Ching-hui, then the second in command of the Fengtien army and later
the Premier of “Manchukuo”, to accompany our envoy back to Peking and convey liis gratitude to my father. This
marked a strengthening of the relationship between the Mansion of Prince Chun acting on behalf of the court and
the Fengtien army.
Three senior officers of the Fengtien army had come to Peking in 1917 to participate in Chang Hsun’s
restoration and two others were now given the right to ride a horse in the Forbidden City. When the father of
divisional commander Chang Tsung-chang, one of the two, celebrated his eightieth birthday in Peking my father
went along to congratulate him. In 1920 the Fengtien clique aligned itself with the Chihli clique to defeat the
Anhwei clique and when the Chihli chief Tsao Kun (the successor to the dead Feng Kuo-chang) and Chang Tsolin entered Peking the little court sent Shao Ying, an official of the Household Department, to welcome them.
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The Mansion of Prince Chun became more active than ever. A rumour that Chang Tso-lin was going to come to
.the palace for an audience caused a special meeting of the senior officials of the Household Department in my
father’s house to discuss what presents he should be given; it was decided that he should receive an ancient sword
in addition to everything else that had been prepared. Chang Tso-lin, however, went back to Fengtien without
visiting the palace.
Two months later a young Manchu noble, a relation of my father, was appointed as an adviser to Chang and he
went to Fengtien for a while. During the period of Fengtien-Chihli co-operation following the defeat of the
Anhwei clique the Fengtien Club in Peking became the meeting-place for Fengtien commanders and was
frequently visited by a number of princes and nobles. Even the chief steward of the Mansion of Prince Chun was a
frequent visitor and became the sworn brother of the leading Fengtien figure Chang Ching-hui there.
*
These two years were much like the time leading up to Chang Hsun’s restoration: the air was full of rumours of
a new attempt to put me back on the throne. Two months after my father had sent the presents to Fengtien and
Chang Ching-hui had come to the capital, the English-language newspaper Peking Leader of December 27, 1919
carried the following item from Fengtien:
During the course of the last few days, the rumour of the coming resuscitation of the Manchu monarchy in Peking in
place of the existing so-called republican government of China has been in circulation among all classes of the natives
especially among the militarists under general Chang Tso-lin. According to current allegations, the monarchy will this
time be started by general Chang Tso-lin with the co-operation of certain monarchical and military leaders of northwest
China, and ex-general Chang Tsun … will play a very important part in it … even president Hsu and ex-president Feng,
in view of the existing unsettled political situation of the country and external dangers, are inclined to accept the
resuscitation of monarchy without strong opposition or dissatisfaction.
With regard to Tsao Kun, Li Shun and other lesser military leaders, it is said that these men can be satisfied by
making them princes, dukes or marquises in addition to permitting them to hold their present posts in the various
provinces.

When Johnston told me of this some time later I remember that he also told me some other rumours about
Chang Tso-lin’s restoration activities. News of this sort circulated until Chang returned to the Northeast a defeated
man in 1922.
Such news made a deep impression on me and made me feel very happy. It also enabled me to understand why
the commanders of the Fengtien army were so enthusiastic about the Forbidden City, why Chang Ching-hui went
with the princes and Ching officials to kotow to the high consort Tuan Kang on her birthday, why the Fengtien
Club was said to be so busy, and why some of the princes were in such a state of excitement.
But before my joy had lasted very long it was swept away by the open split between the Chihli and Fengtien
cliques and the consequent defeat of the Fengtien army which withdrew to the Northeast.
Disturbing reports arrived in quick succession. Hsu Shih-chang had suddenly resigned. The Chihli army
controlled Peking. Li Yuan-hung, who had been forced out of office during Chang Hsun’s restoration, had become
president again.
A new panic swept the Forbidden City; the princes and officials begged Johnston to take me to the British
Legation for safety. Johnston arranged with the British Minister Sir Beilby Alston that the British Legation would
let him have some rooms in which he could keep me as his private guest if necessary. He also arranged with the
Portuguese and Netherlands Legations that other members of the royal family would be allowed to take refuge in
the Legation Quarter.
I did not agree with this idea: I thought it would be better to go abroad straight away. I proposed to Johnston
that he should take me abroad at once. The suddenness with which I sent for him and asked this stunned him. He
had no time to think out his answer:
That would be very awkward. Your Majesty should think it over calmly. President Hsu has only just left Peking and
if Your Majesty were to disappear from the Forbidden City immediately afterwards it would lead to suggestions that
there had been some kind of conspiracy between the palace and Hsu Shih-chang. Moreover Britain would not be able to
receive Your Majesty in the present circumstances.

In those days I neither had the sense to work out for myself nor did anyone else tell me that there had been
some kind of secret links between Chang Tso-lin and Hsu Shih-chapg or between Chang, Hsu and the little court;
I was even less aware of any connection between the Legation Quarter and the outbreak of war between the Chihli

324

and Fengtien factions. So when I heard that my request was impossible I let it go at that. When the situation
became more stable the matter of taking refuge in the legations was no longer raised, let alone that of going
abroad.
*
A year later, in 1923, the head of the Chihli clique, Tsao Kun, bought the votes of the members of parliament at
5,000 dollars apiece and had himself elected President. The little court had only just stopped being frightened of
him when another rising Chihli commander, Wu Pei-fu, attracted their attention. Cheng Hsiao-hsu, later a close
adviser of mine, told me that Wu was a soldier with a very bright future who wished to preserve the Great Ching
and who could very probably be persuaded to support us.
That same year I sent Cheng Hsiao-hsu to Wu Pei-fu’s headquarters at Lo-yang with lavish presents to
congratulate him on his fiftieth birthday. Kang Yu-wei, the reformer of 1898 who was now a monarchist, also
went to try and win him over but did not get any definite reply. As it turned out, Wu Pei-fu’s success was shortlived as the year after this birthday celebration his subordinate Feng Yu-hsiang changed sides in the fighting
between the Chihli and Fengtien cliques. This led to Wu’s total defeat and I was driven out of the Forbidden City
by the National Army of Feng Yu-hsiang.
10
The first time I saw foreigners was at the last reception that the Empress Dowager Lung Yu held for the wives
of the foreign ambassadors. I thought that their strange clothes and their hair and eyes of so many colours were
both ugly and frightening. At that time I had never seen foreign men, but I had got a rough idea of what they
looked like from illustrated magazines: they wore moustaches on their upper lips; there was always a straight line
down the legs of their trousers; and they invariably carried sticks.
The eunuchs said that foreigners’ moustaches were so stiff that one could hang lanterns from the ends of them
and that their legs were rigid. Believing this one senior official had suggested to the empress dowager Tzu Hsi in
1900 that when fighting foreigners it was only necessary to knock them over with bamboo poles for them to be
incapable of getting up again. The eunuchs said that the sticks in their hands were “civilization sticks” for hitting
people with.
My tutor Chen Pao-shen had been in Southeast Asia where he had seen foreigners, and what he told me about
the outside world gradually replaced the impressions of my childhood and the stories of the eunuchs. All the
same, I was very surprised and disconcerted when I was told that I was to have a foreigner as a tutor.
*
It was on March 4, 1919 that my father and my Chinese tutors introduced me to Mr. Reginald Fleming
Johnston in the Yu Ching Palace. First of all he bowed to me as I sat on a throne according to the protocol for
receiving foreign officials and then I got up and shook hands with him. He bowed once more and withdrew. Then
he came in again and I bowed to him: this was the way in which I acknowledged him as my teacher. Once these
ceremonies were over he started to teach me in the company of my tutor Chu Yi-fan.
I found that Johnston was not so frightening after all. His Chinese was very fluent and much easier to
understand than Chen Pao-shen's Fukienese or Chu Yi-fan’s Kiangsi dialect. He must have been at least forty at
the time and was clearly older than my father, but his movements were still deft and skilful. His back was so
straight that I wondered whether he wore an iron frame under his clothes. Although he had no handlebar
moustache or “civilization stick” and his legs did bend, he always gave me an impression of stiffness. It was his
blue eyes and graying fair hair in particular that made me feel uneasy.
During one lesson about a month after he first came he suddenly turned round and glared furiously at the
eunuch who was standing by the wall. His face red with anger, he protested to me in Chinese spoken with an
English accent:
The Household Department is treating me very discourteously. Why do I alone have to have a eunuch standing here
when the other tutors don’t? I don’t like it. I don’t like it and I’m going to bring the matter up with President Hsu as it
was he who invited me to take this post.

He did not have to go and see President Hsu. At least half of the reason why the Ching house had invited him
was to get his protection, and so they did not dare offend him. He only had to go red in the face for my father and
the high officials to give way and withdraw the eunuch. I found him very intimidating and studied English with
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him like a good boy, not daring to talk about other things when I got bored or ordering a holiday as I did with my
Chinese tutors.
After two or three months I realized that he was getting more and more like my Chinese tutors. He used the
same reverential form of address to me as they did and would push the textbook aside and chat with me when I
got tired of reading, telling me stories about things old and new and places near and far. On his suggestion a
fellow-student was provided for my English lessons. His way of doing things was the same as that of my Chinese
tutors.
This old Englishman was an M.A. of Oxford University who had been formally invited by the Ching house
after discussions between the British Legation and President Hsu Shih-chang. He had been a colonial official in
Hong Kong and was Commissioner of the British-leased territory of Weihaiwei before coming to the palace. As
he said himself, he had already been in Asia for over twenty years, had visited every province of China, had seen
her famous mountains, rivers and antiquities. He was well versed in Chinese history, familiar with all parts of the
country, expert in Confucianism, Mohism, Buddhism and Taoism, and a connoisseur of ancient Chinese poetry. I
do not know how many classical Chinese books he had read and I used to see him wagging his head as he chanted
Tang poems just like a Chinese teacher, his voice rising, falling and pausing.
He was as honoured to receive presents from me as the other tutors. After I had awarded him the mandarin hat
button of the highest grade he had a full set of Ching court clothes specially made. He posed for a photograph in
these clothes standing under a tablet in my handwriting in front of his country house in Cherry Valley in the
Western Hills, and distributed prints of it to his family and friends. The Household Department rented an old-style
Peking house for him and he furnished it just as a veteran of the Ching would have done: as soon as one entered
the front gate one could see red tablets on which were written in black letters

Companion of the Yu Ching Palace
*
Entitled to Be Carried in a Chair with Two Porters in the Palace
*
Awarded the First Grade Hat Button
*
Entitled to Wear a Sable Jacket
Every time he received a major award he would write a memorial thanking me for my benevolence. He coined
himself a literary name from the saying in the Analects of Confucius that “a scholar sets his mind on truth”. He
was a lover of Chinese tea and peonies and was fond of talking with the Ching veterans. When he retired and went
back to England he set aside a room in his house in which to display the things I had given him and his Ching
court robes and hat button. He even flew the flag of “Manchukuo” from an island he had bought to show his
loyalty to the Emperor.
But what brought about the closeness between teacher and pupil was his patience. Looking back on it now, I
realize that it can have been no easy matter for that testy Scot to adopt the attitude he did to a pupil like myself.
One day he brought me some foreign magazines full of pictures of the First World War, mostly showing the
aircraft, tanks and artillery of the allied armies. I was intrigued by these funny things. Seeing that I was interested
he explained the things in the pictures to me and told me what tanks were for, which country’s aircraft were best,
and how brave the soldiers of the allies were.
I was fascinated at first but as usual I got bored after a while, emptied the contents of a snuff-bottle on the table
and started to doodle in it. Without a word Johnston tidied up the magazines and waited there till the end of the
lesson while I played.
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Another time he brought me some foreign sweets and I was delighted by the tin box, the silver wrapping-paper
and their different fruit flavours. He started to tell me how the fruity tastes were produced by chemical techniques
and how the neat shape of the sweets was made by machines.
I could not understand any of this and did not even want to, and when I had eaten two of the sweets I thought
of my ants on their cypress tree and wanted to let them try the flavour of chemistry and machinery. I rushed into
the courtyard and old Johnston waited with the sweet tin until the lesson was over.
As I gradually realized how diligently Johnston was teaching me I was very pleased and willing to be more
obedient. He did not only teach me English; or rather teaching me the English language was not so important in
his eyes as training me to be like the English gentlemen he talked about.
When I was fourteen I decided to dress like he did and sent some eunuchs out to buy me a large amount of
Western clothing. I put on an outfit that did not fit me at all, and I must have looked a strange sight with my tie
hanging outside my collar like a length of rope. When I went to the school-room Johnston quivered. with anger at
the sight of me and told me to go back and take those clothes off at once. The next day he brought a tailor along to
measure me and make me clothes that would have done for an English gentleman. Later he explained to me:
“It is better to wear your Manchu robes than ill-fitting Western dress. If you wear clothes from a second-hand
shop you won’t be a gentleman, you’ll be …
But what I would be he did not go on to say.
If Your Majesty ever appears in London you are bound to be invited to tea very often. Tea parties are informal but
important occasions that usually take place on Wednesdays. At them one can meet peers, scholars, celebrities and all
sorts of people Your Majesty will need to meet. There is no need to be too dressed up but manners are most important.
It is very bad to drink tea as if it were water, to eat cakes as if they were a real meal, or make too much noise with your
fork or teaspoon. In England tea and cakes are refreshment (he used the English word) and not a meal.

I forgot much of Johnston’s careful instruction and threw the caution with which I ate the first cake to the
winds by the time I came to the second, but all the same the Western civilization represented by guns and aircraft
in the magazines, the sweets made by chemistry and the etiquette of tea parties made a deep impression on my
mind. The magazines about the First World War gave me a taste for foreign publications.
First of all I was struck by the advertisements and I immediately told the eunuchs to buy dogs and diamonds
for me from abroad like the ones shown in them. I made the Household Department buy me foreign furniture and
had the red sandalwood table with brass fittings on the kang changed for one painted with foreign paint and fitted
with white porcelain handles. I also had a wooden floor laid down so that the room was a complete hotch-potch,
being neither properly Chinese nor completely Western.
Imitating Johnston I bought all sorts of trinkets to hang about myself: Watches and chains, rings, tiepins,
cufflinks, neckties and so on. I asked him to give foreign names to myself, my brothers and sisters, my Empress
and my Consort: I was called Henry and my Empress Elizabeth. I even imitated his way of talking in a mixture of
Chinese and English when I was with my fellow-students:
"William (Pu Chieh), sharpen this pencil (I used the English word) for me … good, put it on the desk.”
“Arthur (Pu Chia), tell Lily (my third sister) and the others to come round this afternoon to hear some foreign
military music.”

I felt very pleased when talking like this, but when Chen Pao-shen heard me he screwed his face uo as if he
were suffering from toothache.
I thought that everything about Johnston was first-rate and even went so far as to regard the smell of mothballs
about his clothes as fragrant. He made me feel that Westerners were the most intelligent and civilized people and
that he was the most learned of Westerners. I do not think that even he realized how deep an influence he was
exercising on me: the woollen cloth that he wore made me doubt the value of all the silks and satins of China and
the fountain pen in his pocket actually made me ashamed of the writing brushes and hand-made paper that
Chinese used to write with. After he had brought a military band from the British barracks to play in the palace I
felt that Chinese music was not worth listening to and even found the ancient ceremonial music far less majestic.
A mere remark by Johnston that Chinese queues were pigtails was enough for me to cut mine off. Ever since
1913 the Home Ministry of the Republic had been writing to the Household Department asking that the Forbidden
City should co-operate with them in persuading the Manchu bannermen to cut off their queues; they also hoped
that the queues in the palace would go. The tone of these letters was very polite and they did not refer to the
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queues hanging from my head and the heads of the senior officials. The Household Department used all kinds of
excuses to put off the Home Ministry, even going so far as to say that queues were a useful way of distinguishing
who should be allowed in and out of the palace.
Several years after the matter was first brought up the Forbidden City was still a world of queues. But now
Johnston's one piece of propaganda was enough to make me have mine off. Within a few days at least a thousand
disappeared and only my three Chinese tutors and a few of the senior officials of the Household Department kept
theirs.
The High Consorts wept several times at the loss of my plait and my tutors went round with long faces for
days. Later Pu Chieh and Yu Chung used the pretext of “obeying an imperial decree” to cut off theirs at home.
That day Chen Pao-shen shook with fury at his bald-headed students and finally remarked to Yu Chung with a
bitter smile,
“If you sold your queue to a foreign woman you could get a good price for it.”
The people who most hated Johnston were the staff of the Household Department. In those days expenditure in
the palace was still enormous although the payments under the Articles of Favourable Treatment were in arrears
every year. In order to meet running expenses the Household Department had to sell or pawn antiques, pictures,
calligraphy, gold, silver and porcelain every year.
I gradually learnt from what Johnston said that there was something fishy about this. Once when the
Household Department wanted to sell a golden pagoda as tall as a man I thought of Johnston’s remarks that by
selling gold and silver objects for the value of the metal in them instead of as works of art the Household
Department was losing a lot of money. According to Johnston only a fool would act like this.
I therefore sent for the officials of the Depart- ment and asked them how they intended selling it. When they
said they would sell it according to its weight I burst into a fury:
“Only fools would do that. Haven’t you got an ounce of sense between you?”
The Household Department reckoned that Johnston was ruining their racket and so they thought out a way of
dealing with him: they sent the pagoda to Johnston’s house and claimed that the Emperor had asked him to sell it
for him. Johnston saw through their trick at once, exploded with anger and said,
“If you don’t take it away I shall report this to His Majesty immediately.”
The result was that the Household Department officials carried the pagoda away again without making any
more trouble.
*
By my last year of studying in the Yu Ching Palace Johnston had become the major part of my soul. Our
discussions of extracurricular topics occupied more and more of our lesson-time and ever widened in scope. He
told me about the life of the English royal family, the politics of different countries, the strength of the powers
after the Great War, places and customs all over the world, the “great British Empire on which the sun never
.sets”, China’s civil wars and her “vernacular writing movement” (as he called the May 4th Movement of 1919)
and its links with Western culture. He also talked about the possibility of a restoration and the unreliable attitude
of the warlords.
“One can see clearly from all the papers,” he said once, “that the Chinese people are thinking of the Great
Ching and that everybody is tired of the Republic. I do not think that there is any need for Your Majesty to worry
about those military men; nor need Your Imperial Majesty waste so much time trying to find out their attitudes
from the papers; nor is there anything to be gained from discussing what difference of ultimate motives they have
in supporting a restoration or defending the Republic. Tutor Chen is quite right in saying that the most important
thing is for Your Majesty daily to renew your sage virtue. But this must not only be done in the Forbidden City.
Your Majesty can acquire much essential knowledge and widen Your horizons in Europe, particularly at Oxford
University in the land of His Majesty the King of England where the Prince of Wales studied …”
Before I got the idea of studying in England he had already done quite a lot to widen my “vision”. He
introduced English admirals and the British governor of Hong Kong who were all polite and respectful,
addressing me as “Your Imperial Majesty”.
My intoxication with a European way of life and the way I tended more and more to ape him was not too
pleasing to Johnston. On the subject of clothes, for example, our opinions differed as he had a special interest in
me. On my wedding day I appeared at the reception given for foreign guests and drank a toast with them; but
when I got back to the Mind Nurture Palace I changed my dragon robes for an ordinary gown worn over Western
trousers and a peaked cap. Just then Johnston came along with some friends of his. A sharp-sighted old foreign
lady saw me standing by the verandah and asked him,

328

“Who is that young man?”
When Johnston spotted me and saw the clothes I was wearing his face went quite red. This gave me a fright,
and the disappointed expressions of the foreigners mystified me. Johnston was still in a temper after they had
gone and he said to me furiously:
“What do you mean by it, Your Majesty? For the Emperor of China to wear a hunting-cap! Good lord!”
11
If I was at all interested when the princes told me on the orders of the High Consorts that I was old enough for
my “Grand Nuptials”it was because marriage would mark my coming of age and would mean that others could no
longer control me as if I were still a child.
The people who felt most concern over the matter were the old ladies. Early in 192I, when I was just fifteen,
the High Consorts summoned my father for a number of consultations on the subject and then called a meeting of
about ten of the princes to discuss it. Almost two years later the wedding took place.
There were a number of reasons why the delay was so long. One was that it would have been wrong for me to
marry too soon after the deaths first of the high consort Chuang Ho and then of my own mother. The more
important reason was that the political situation was unsettled and there were complicated quarrels over the choice
of my bride. This was why my tutors counselled postponing it.
The quarrels occurred because the high consorts Tuan Kang and Ching Yi each wanted to choose a future
Empress who would be friendly to herself. Each put forward her own candidate and would not give way, and each
was supported by one of my uncles. The situation was deadlocked.
In the last resort the choice had to be made by the Emperor. The way that this had been done in the time of
Tung Chih and Kuang Hsu was for the girls who were candidates to stand in a line and the future bridegroom to
select one of them.
I have heard two versions of how he indicated his choice. One was that he handed a jade symbol to the girl
who took his fancy; the other was that he hung a pouch on the girl’s buckle. When it came to my time the princes
felt that lining up a row of maidens would no longer be suitable and decided that I should choose from
photographs instead. I was to pencil a mark on the picture of the one I liked best.
Four photos were sent to the Mind Nurture Palace. To me the girls seemed much the same and their bodies
looked as shapeless as tubes in their dresses. Their faces were very small in the pictures so that I could not see
whether they were beauties or not. The only comparison I could make was between the styles of their clothes. It
did not occur to me at the time that this was one of the great events of my life, and I had no standards to guide me.
I casually drew a circle on a pretty picture.
*
She was the daughter of Tuan Kung of the Manchu Ordet clan. She was called Wen Hsiu (her other name was
Hui Hsin) and she was three years younger than me, so that she would have been twelve when I saw her picture.
As she was the girl favoured by the High Consort Ching Yi, her rival Tuan Kang was most displeased and,
overruling Ching Yi’s protests, she insisted on summoning the princes to persuade me to choose her candidate.
She said that Wen Hsiu came of an impoverished family and was ugly, whereas the girl she supported, Wan lung
(also called Mu Hung), was of a rich family, beautiful and the same age as me.
I followed the advice of the princes, wondering why they had not explained things at the beginning, instead of
letting me think that there was nothing to this business of making a pencil mark and drew a circle on the photo of
Wan lung.
This met with the disapproval of the High Consorts Ching Yi and Jung Hui. After a series of arguments among
the High Consorts and princes the high consort Jung Hui came out with this suggestion:
“As His Majesty has marked Wen Hsiu’s picture it wouldn’t do for her to be married to one of his subjects, so
he had better take her as a consort.”
I did not feel that I had much need for one wife, let alone two, and was not at all keen on this proposal; but
when the princes and high officials pointed out to me that according to the customs of my ancestors “the Emperor
has to have an Empress and a Consort” this was an argument I could not resist. As I had to have all the
prerogatives of an Emperor I agreed to their suggestion.
*
I have rather simplified the process of choosing the Empress and Consort, which in fact took a whole year. After
the selection had been made the Chihli-Fengtien War meant that the wedding had to be put off until the winter of
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1922. Although this was after the fall of Hsu Shih-chang the large-scale preparations for the ceremony were too
far under way to be stopped, so the wedding had to go ahead. The princes did not feel as much confidence in Li
Yuan-hung (now president for the second time) as they had felt for Hsu Shih-chang and were afraid that he might
interfere with the pomp of the occasion.
As it turned out, however, the help that Li gave far exceeded their expectations and was no less than they
would have hoped for from Hsu Shih-chang. The Republic’s Ministry of Finance wrote a letter in somewhat
humble terms to the Household Department which said that as they were having difficulties at the moment in
meeting their expenditure they were unable to pay in full the annual subsidies stipulated in the Articles of
Favourable Treatment; they would, however, make a special payment from tax revenue of 100,000 dollars to help
with the Grand Nuptials, of which 20,000 dollars was to be regarded as a present from the Republic. At the same
time the military, gendarme and police authorities of the Republic presented plans for their men to provide
protection for the double wedding, plans involving the participation of many hundreds of men.
*
From the entry into the palace of the trousseau of the Consort to the ceremony at which I received
congratulations in the Cloudless Heaven Palace the wedding lasted five days.
The celebrations included three days of theatricals and the granting of new titles. What caused the most public
indignation was that after the attempted restoration in 1917 the little court was flaunting its pomp outside the
Forbidden City. The ceremonial emblems of the Ching court were paraded with great majesty round the streets of
Peking under the respectful protection of large numbers of Republican soldiers and police. On the day of the
wedding ceremony proper two princes dressed in Ching court robes with staffs of office in their hands rode on
horseback behind two Republican military bands. They were followed by more army bands and cavalry, mounted
police, and mounted security police. After them came seventy-two dragon-and-phoenix parasols and flags, four
“yellow pavilions” (containing the imperial patent for the new Empress and her clothing), and thirty pairs of
palace lanterns.
This imposing procession set out for the “Residence of the Empress”. At the brigbtly illuminated gate of the
residence another host of police and soldiers were guarding Wan lung’s father and brothers as they knelt there to
greet the Imperial Decree brought by the two envoys. The rich presents given by leading figures of the Republic
also attracted considerable attention.
President Li Yuan-hung wrote “Offering of President Li Yuan-hung of the Republic of China to the Hsuan
Tung Emperor” on a red card and gave the following presents: four vessels in cloisonne, two kinds of silk and
satin, one curtain and a pair of scrolls wishing me longevity, prosperity and good fortune.
Ex-President Hsu Shih-chang sent 20,000 dollars and many other valuable presents including twenty-eight
pieces of porcelain and a sumptuous Chinese carpet with a dragon and phoenix design.
Chang Tso-lin, Wu Pei-fu, Chang Hsun, Tsao Kun and other warlords and politicians also sent cash and many
other kinds of presents.
The representative of the Republic at the ceremony, Yin Chang, was a chief aide-de-camp in the Office of the
President, and he congratulated me formally as he would have done a foreign sovereign. When he had finished
bowing to me he announced,
“That was on behalf of the Republic. Your slave will now greet Your Majesty in his private capacity.”
With this he knelt on the floor and kotowed to me.
*
At the time many papers severely criticized these strange occurrences but this did nothing to dampen the
enthusiasm of the princes and high officials, nor did it prevent veterans of the Ching from emerging all over the
country like insects waking up after the winter and converging on Peking in swarms. They brought presents that
included money and antiques from themselves and others.
The valuables were not as important, however, as the power that the court now seemed to enjoy, which went
beyond even their own expectations and made them feel that our prospects were very hopeful. What caused the
High Consorts, princes, high officials and veterans of the Ching the most excitement was the presence of guests
from the Legation Quarter.
This was the first time that foreign officials had appeared in the Forbidden City since the Revolution of 1911,
and although they came in their personal capacities they were still, after all, foreign officials. On the suggestion of
Johnston a reception was given to show our gratitude to the foreigners for attending the ceremony and I read a
short speech in English. While all this hustle and bustle went on around me one question kept running through my
mind:
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“I have an empress and a consort; I’m married. But how are things any different from before?” The answer that
I gave myself was,
“I’ve come of age. If there had not been a revolution I would start ruling without regents.”
I hardly thought about marriage and my family. It was only when the empress came into my field of vision
with a crimson satin cloth embroidered with a dragon and a phoenix over her head that I felt at all curious about
what she looked like.
According to tradition the emperor and the empress spent their wedding night in a bridal chamber some ten
metres square in the Palace of Earthly Peace (Kun Ning Kung). This was a rather peculiar room: it was
unfurnished except for the bed-platform which filled a quarter of it, and everything about it except the floor was
red. When we had drunk the nuptial cup and eaten sons-and-grandsons cakes and entered this dark red room I felt
stifled.
The bride sat on the bed, her head bent down. I looked around me and saw that everything was red: red bedcurtains, red pillows, a red dress, a red skirt, red flowers, and a red face—it all looked like a melted red wax
candle. I did not know whether to stand or sit, decided that I preferred the Mind Nurture Palace, and went back
there. When I got back to the Mind Nurture Palace I looked at the list of the senior officials of the country during
the Hsuan Tung reign that was pasted on the wall and wondered again,
“I have an Empress and a Consort and I’m grown up, but how are things any different from before?”
How did Wan Jung feel, abandoned in the bridal chamber? What was Wen Hsiu, a girl not yet fourteen,
thinking? These questions never even occurred to me as my thoughts were preoccupied.
“If there had been no revolution I would now be starting to rule with full powers. I must recover my ancestral
heritage.”
12
From the time when Johnston entered the palace onwards I became a more and more difficult emperor for the
princes and palace officials to deal with. About the time of my marriage my actions must have seemed stranger
and stranger to them and made them more and more uneasy. One day I would order the Household Department to
buy me a diamond costing 3o,000 dollars and the day after I would castigate them for failing to make ends meet
and accuse them of corruption and waste. In the morning I might summon the high officials and tell them to
inspect the collections of antiques, calligraphy and paintings and report the same day, and in the afternoon I might
want a car for a trip to Fragrance Hill outside Peking.
I was bored with traditional ceremonies and did not even like to ride in the gold-canopied yellow chair. To
make cycling easier I had all the thresholds in the gates of the palace, which had caused no inconvenience to my
ancestors over the centuries, sawn off. I would accuse the eunuchs of disloyalty to me for trifling reasons and
have them sent to the Administrative Bureau to be flogged or discharged. What made the princes and high
officials most uncomfortable, however, was the way in which at one moment I would be preparing myself for a
reform of the palace and a financial clean-up and the next I would be announcing that I wanted to leave the
Forbidden City and go and study abroad. They were in fear and trembling all day and their queues almost went
white from worry.
Some of the princes and officials had thought about my going to study abroad before it occurred to me, and
this was one of the reasons why they had invited Johnston to be my tutor; and after my wedding I received a
number of memorials and suggestions from Ching veterans proposing this. But when I raised the question myself
almost everybody opposed it, and the most common reason given was:
“If Your Majesty leaves the Forbidden City it will amount to abrogating the Articles of Favourable Treatment.
Why should you want to abolish them yourself when the Republic has not done so?”
None of them, whether they sympathized with my wish to go abroad or whether they opposed it, whether they
had already despaired of “restoring the ancestral heritage” or whether they still had hopes of it—none of them
could do without the Articles of Favourable Treatment. Although the clause which referred to a subsidy of
4.000,000 dolIars a year had been shown to be an empty promise, the clause stating that the emperor’s “title of
dignity is to be retained and not abolished” stilI held good. It was not only those who stilI hoped for a restoration
who regarded it as important that I should stay in the Forbidden City and keep up the little court; and even those
who had lost hope still saw it as the way to safeguard their ricebowls and their positions. Apart from the titles they
would be given after their deaths, they could consecrate the ancestral tablets of others and write epitaphs while
they were alive.
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*
My ideas differed from theirs.
In the first place I did not think that the Articles of Favourable Treatment would be observed for ever and I was
more conscious than anyone else of the precariousness of my position. The new outbreak of civil war, the retreat
of Chang Tso-lin to the Northeast, the faIl of Hsu Shih-chang and Li Yuan-hung’s return to power all made me
feel that danger had suddenly become imminent. My only concern was whether or not the new authorities would
kilI me. There no longer seemed to be any possibility of favourable treatment.
On top of all this came the report that some members of parliament were proposing the abolition of the Articles
of Favourable Treatment. Even if the status quo could be maintained, who could telI in the political and military
confusion which warlord might be in power tomorrow or which politician might be organizing a cabinet the day
after. I knew from many sources, particularly Johnston, that foreign powers were behind all these changes. so
would it not be better to contact the foreigners directly rather than depend upon favourable treatment from the
latest Republican authorities? Might it not be too late if I waited until someone implacably hostile to me came to
power before thinking of some way out? I was only too welI acquainted with the way that the last emperors of
dynasties had met unpleasant deaths throughout the history of China.
Of course, I did not remind the princes and high officials of these woeful tales. The argument I used with them
was:
“I don’t want any ‘favourable treatment’. I want to let the common people and the world know that I have no
hope that the Republic will treat me favourably. To do this is much better than waiting for them to abrogate the
articles first.”
“But the articles are stored in the state archives and internationally recognized. If the Republic were to
abrogate them the foreign powers would certainly help us,” was their reply.
“If the foreigners would help us then why don’t you let me go abroad? Surely they would be even more helpful
when they saw me in person?”
However good my reasons, they would never have agreed. All my arguments with my father, my tutors and the
princes had only one result: they speeded up their preparations for my “Grand Nuptials”.
*
There was another reason why I was so anxious to go abroad apart from those I mentioned to the princes and
officials: I had been growing tired of my whole environment, themselves included, long before I got the idea of
foreign travel. Since Johnston had come to the palace and filled me with knowledge about Western civilization,
this and my youthful curiosity had made me dissatisfied with my surroundings and the restrictions that hemmed
me in. I agreed with Johnston’s diagnosis that the root of the trouble lay in the conservatism of the princes and
high officials.
In their eyes everything new was terrifying. When I was fifteen Johnston noticed that I might be short-sighted
and advised asking a foreign ophthalmologist to come and examine my eyes. If his guess was correct I should
have spectacles.
To his surprise this suggestion created as much of an uproar as if he had tipped some water into a pan of
boiling oil and the Forbidden City all but exploded. What an idea! That the eyes of His Imperial Majesty should
be looked at by a foreigner! His Majesty was still in the vigour of youth. How could he wear “specs” like an old
man?
Nobody from the High Consorts down would consent. It was through repeated entreaties by Johnston and
determination on my part that it was finally done.
I was particularly annoyed when the princes and high officials would oppose my having things that they had
themselves. An example of this was a telephone.
When I was fifteen an explanation from Johnston of the uses of the telephone aroused my curiosity, and when I
heard from my brother Pu Chieh that my father’s house had one of these toys I told the Household Department to
have one installed in the Mind Nurture Palace. On receiving this order the head of the Household Department,
Shao Ying, turned pale with horror. He did not utter a word of protest, however, and withdrew with a “yes, sire”.
But the next day all my tutors came to offer advice.
“There is no precedent for such a thing in the ancestral code. If a telephone is installed anyone might talk to
Your Majesty, a thing that never happened in the times of your ancestors … The ancestors never used these
foreign contraptions …”
I had arguments with which to retaliate:

332

“The chiming clocks, pianos and electric lights in the palace are all foreign things that have no place in the
ancestral system, but did not my ancestors use them?”
“If outsiders can make phone calls whenever they like will they not offend the Celestial Countenance? Will
this not damage the imperial dignity?”
“I have been offended by outsiders often enough in the press. What difference is there between reading insults
and hearing them?”
Perhaps even my tutors did not understand at the time why the Household Department asked them to dissuade
me. What really frightened the Household Department was not that the “Celestial Countenance” might be
offended but that the telephone might enable me to have more contact with the outside world. It was already
enough for them that I should have a talkative Johnston by my side and take\fn{ Subscribe to:H} over twenty
different newspapers. In the Peking newspapers of the day one would find statements from the Household
Department every month at least either denying that the Ching house was in contact with the authorities of this or
that province or some important personality, or else refuting rumours that the palace had recently been pawning or
selling some antiques.
The great majority of the rumours that were denied were in fact true, and at least half of them were things that
the Household Department did not want me to know about. The combination of the newspapers and Johnston kept
them quite busy enough: a third link with the outside in the form of a telephone would put them in an impossible
position. So naturally they did all in their power to prevent it, and when they saw that the tutors had failed to
dissuade me they brought my father in.
My father had by then become a convinced believer in maintaining the existing state of affairs. Provided I
made no trouble and stayed quietly in the Forbidden City, he would go on receiving his annual grant of 42,480
taels of silver and be quite contented with his lot; this made him very amenable to the direction of the Household
Department. But his tongue was not as glib as the Household Department had hoped. He could produce no
argument to dissuade me that my tutors had not already tried and was unable to find an answer to one question I
asked him:
“Hasn’t there been a telephone in Your Highness’s home for a long time?”
“That … that … but it is quite different from Your Majesty having one. Let’s talk the matter over again in a
couple of days.”
I was reminded that he had cut his queue off before me, had a telephone before me, and would not let me buy a
car although he had already purchased one himself, and so I was not feeling at all pleased.
“Why should it be different for the Emperor? Am I not to havc even this tiny amount of freedom? No, I insist
on a telephone.”
I turned to a eunuch.
“Tell the Household Department I want a telephone installed today.”
“Very well,” my father nodded his head, “very well, have one then.”
*
With the telephone installed there was more trouble. The telephone company sent a directory along with the
apparatus. In a state of high excitement I leafed through its pages thinking that I would have some fun with the
phone. I rang up a Peking opera actor and an acrobat and hung up before saying who I was, then called up a
restaurant and ordered a meal to be sent round to a false address. After amusing myself like this for a while it
would be fun to hear what the Dr. Hu Shih, the author of the line “Picnic by the river” whom Johnston had
recently mentioned, sounded like and so I called his number. By a piece of luck he answered the phone himself.
“Is that Dr. Hu?” I asked. “Excellent, guess who I am.”
“Who are you? I have no idea.”
“Ha ha, no need to guess, I’ll tell you. I’m Hsuan Tung.”
“Hsuan Tung? Is that Your Majesty?”
“Right, I’m the Emperor. I’ve heard your voice now, but I haven’t seen you. Come round to the palace when
you have time so that I can have a look at you.”
This casual joke brought him along. Johnston told me that Hu Shih had come to see him especially to confirm
the telephone call as he had not expected “His Majesty” to phone. He anxiously asked Johnston about palace
etiquette and decided to come when he found out that he would not have to kotow to me and that I was a
reasonably good-tempered Emperor.
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I had forgotten all about our conversation and had not told the eunuchs to inform the guards, so that when Dr.
Hu Shih arrived at the palace gate no amount of talking woould get him in. Not knowing whether to believe him
or not the guards referred the matter to me, and only let him in when I gave the word.
This meeting born of the whim of a moment lasted about twenty ninutes. I asked him about the uses of
vernacular writing, about his travels abroad and so on. Fishing for compliments, I ended by saying that I did not
mind whether I got favourable treatment or not so long as I could study and be a “promising young man” of the
sort one read about in the papers. He covered me with the expected flattery:
“Your Majesty is most enlightened. If Your Majesty studies conscientiously, there is a bright future ahead of
you.”
I did not know what he meant by this future. He went away and I thought no more of the affair, but to my
surprise the princes and senior officials, particularly my tutors, were thrown into an uproar at the news that I had
met this “new figure” in a private audience.
*
As I grew up they saw that I was becoming more and more dissatisfied; and I found them increasingly
tiresome. At this time I had already made several trips outside the Forbidden City, a small freedom I had won in
the face of much protest on the pretext of going to make offerings to my mother after her death. This taste of
freedom had whetted my appetite and I was thoroughly sick of all these timorous and doltish officials. My
accumulated impatience at all the incidents mentioned above made me more determined than ever to go abroad,
and my conflict with the princes and high officials reached a climax in the summer of 1922 when I formally raised
my wish to study in England.
They were not prepared to give way on this as they had done over the installation of a telephone. Even my
Uncle Tsai Tao, who sympathized with me most strongly, would only give permission for a house to be got ready
in the English concession in Tientsin in which I could take refuge in an emergency. As it was impossible for me to
leave the Forbidden City openly I asked Johnston to help me. I related in the preceding section that he thought
that the time was not ripe and would not agree to my going at the moment. While I forced myself to wait for my
chance I made secret preparations for an escape with the assistance of a loyal and willing helper—my brother Pu
Chieh.
Pu Chieh and myself were a well-matched pair of brothers, and our feelings and ambitions were even more
similar than our faces. His one thought was to escape from his cooped-up life at home, to fly high, and to find a
way out; he believed that all his dreams would be realized once he went abroad. The only difference between hi~
environment and mine was the same as that between our two bodies: his was one size smaller. Between the ages
of four and seventeen he was dressed every morning by his old nurse. He could do nothing for himself, not even
wash his feet or trim his nails. If he picked up a pair of scissors the nurse would shout and scream, terrified that he
might cut himself. She would take him everywhere, and did not let him run, climb, or go out of the front gate. He
was not allowed to cat fish for fear he might choke. He studied in a family school under a tutor who used to curse
the Republic. Our mother urged Pu Chieh to help me faithfully and never to forget that he was a descendant of the
Aisin-Gioro clan.
Although Pu Chieh was a year younger than me he knew more about the outside world. This was mainly
because he only had to give his family the excuse of going to the palace to be able to move outside freely. The
first stage of our escape plan was to provide for our expenses. The way we did this was to move the most valuable
pictures, calligraphy and antiques in the imperial collections out of the palace by pretending that I was giving
them to Pu Chieh and then store them in the house in Tientsin. Pu Chieh used to take a large bundle home after
school every day for over six months, and the things we took were the very finest treasures in the collections. As it
happened the heads of the Household Department and my tutors were checking through the pictures and
calligraphy at the time, so all we had to do was to take the items they selected as being of the very highest grade.
In addition to paintings and calligraphy we also took many valuable ancient editions of books. We must have
removed over a thousand handscrolls, more than two hundred hanging scrolls and pages from albums, and about
two hundred rare Sung Dynasty printed books. All these were taken to Tientsin and later some dozens of them
were sold. The rest were taken up to the Northeast by the Kwantung Army adviser Yoshioka after the foundation
of “Manchukuo” and disappeared after the Japanese surrender.
The second stage of our plan was to make a secret escape from the Forbidden City. We had learnt a most
important lesson from the history of the first years of the Republic: once I was out of the palace and into the
Legation Quarter the Republican authorities and the palace officials would be powerless to touch me.
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Johnston had thought out the details of how to do it. First I had to get in touch with the doyen of the diplomatic
corps, the Dutch Minister W. J. Oudendijk, and let him make appropriate preparations. He had suggested this to
me back in February 1923. Nine months previously he had opposed my going abroad on the grounds that the time
was not ripe. I did not have the least idea why he thought that the time had now come, or whether he had made
any further arrangements with the foreign envoys. This indication from Johnston gave me great confidence and
satisfied me completely.
First 1 asked him to go to the legations and inform them, then I spoke to Oudendijk over the phone myself. To
make things even more definite I also sent Pu Chieh to visit the Dutch Legation.
The results were completely satisfactory. Oudendijk agreed to my requests over the telephone, and arranged
with Pu Chieh that although he could not send a car into the Forbidden City for me he would have one waiting
outside the Gate of Divine Valour; once I slipped out of this gate there would be no more problems. He would
take complete responsibility for everything from my first night’s food and lodging right up to nt entry into an
English university. We fixed the day and the hour foe my departure from the palace.
On February 25 the only remaining problem was how to get through the Gate of Divine Valour. I had to reckon
with the eunuchs of my own entourage, the eunuchs at each of the palace gates, the sentries of the palace guard
outside the palace walls and the Republican patrols outside the Gate of Divine Valour. I reckoned that once the
eunuchs in my suite and at the gates were dealt with there would be no other great problem.
My ideas were a little too simple, and I thought that all I had to do to win them over was to give them some
money. They thanked me profusely for it and I thought that everything was now ready; but an hour before I the set
time one of the eunuchs who had taken my bribes informed the Household Department. Before I had even left the
Mind Nurture Palace I heard that my father had given an order that nobody was to be allowed through any of the
palace gates and that the whole of the Forbidden City had been put into a state of siege.
Pu Chieh and 1 sat in the Mind Nurture Palace stupefied at the news. Before long my father arrived in a very
nervous state.
“I - I - I hear that Your - Your Majesty wa - wa - wants to go away.” He looked so ill at ease that one might
have thought that he was the wrongdoer, and I could not help laughing.
“Of course I don’t,” I replied, suppressing my laughter.
“It’s not good of you. What should we do about it?”
“But I don’t want to.”
My father glared suspiciously at Pu Chieh, who was frightened into bowing his head.
“I don’t want to,” I repeated.
My father muttered a few more words before going off, taking my “accomplice” with him. When he had gone I
called the eunuchs of the presence to question them about who had betrayed the plan. I intended to have the
culprit flogged to within an inch of his life. I could not get the information out of them and I could not have the
matter investigated by the Administrative Bureau either; I could only nurse my anger by myself.
From then onwards I hated the sight of the high palace wall.
“Prison, prison, prison,” I muttered to myself as I stood on an artificial hill in the palace looking at the wall.
“That the Republic should not be on good terms with me is understandable, but it is quite unreasonable for the
princes and palace officials to be so hostile. It is only for the sake of my ancestral heritage of mountains and rivers
that I want to go away. What are your motives in keeping me here? The worst of you are the ones in the
Household Department: it must have been them who dragged my father into this.”
When I saw Johnston the next day I poured my complaints out to him. After some words of consolation he
advised me to put the matter out of my mind for the time being: it would be more practical to start by reorganizing
the Forbidden City. He recommended me to follow the suggestions of the newly arrived Cheng Hsiao-hsu on the
subject of reform.
A new hope was kindled in my mind. Even if I could not recover my ancestral heritage outside the palace
walls, at least I could reform my property within the Forbidden City. I was very pleased with Johnston’s
suggestion. I never dreamed at the time that when he later described my attempted escape in his book he would
actually claim to have had nothing to do with it and even say he had opposed it.
13
Despite its superficial calm the Forbidden City was in complete disorder. From my earliest years I was always
hearing about theft, arson and murder, to say nothing of gambling and opium smoking. At the time of my wedding
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robbery had got to such a state that as soon as the ceremony was over all the pearls and jade in the empress’s
crown were stolen and replaced by fakes.
I had been told by my tutors that the treasures of the Ching palace were world-famous and that the antiques,
calligraphy and paintings alone were amazing both for their quantity arid value. Apart from what had been looted
by foreign troops in 1860 and 1900, nearly all of the collections that had been amassed by the Ming and Ching
Dynasties were still in the palace. Most of these objects were uncatalogued and even those that were catalogued
had not been checked so that nobody knew what or how much had been lost. This made things very easy for
thieves.
Looking back on it today it all seems to have been an orgy of looting. The looters included everyone from the
highest to the humblest; anybody who had the chance to steal did so without the least anxiety. The techniques
varied: some people forced locks and stole secretly, while others used legal methods and stole in broad daylight.
The former method was the one favoured by most of the eunuchs, while the officials used the latter: they
mortgaged pieces, sold them openly, borrowed them “for appraisal” and asked for them as presents.
The most advanced technique was the one used by Pu Chieh and myself. Of course, I did not think about it in
these terms at the time, and it seemed to me then that everyone else was stealing my property.
One day when I was seventeen my curiosity prompted me to have the eunuchs open up a storeroom by thc
Palace of Established Happiness (Chien Fu Kung). The doors of the store were thickly plastered with strips of
sealing-paper and had clearly not been opened for decades, and inside were a number of large chests. It turned out
that the very valuable collection of antiques and scrolls they contained were Emperor Chien Lung’s favourite
pieces and that they load been put away after his death.
The discovery of all this treasure made me wonder how much wealth I really had. I had taken away what I had
seen, but how much more was there that I had not seen? What should I do about these enormous stores of
treasure? How much of it had been stolen? How could I prevent further thefts?
Johnston told me that many new antique shops had been opened in Ti An Men Street where he lived. Some of
these shops were said to be run by eunuchs and others by officials of the Household Department or relations of
theirs. Later my other tutors also felt that some measures should be taken to prevcent further thefts, and I agreed
to a proposal of theirs that an inventory should be made. This dccision, however, led to even more trouble.
First of all the number of thefts increased. The lock to the store of the Yu Ching Palace was smashed and one
of the windows at the back of the Cloudless Heaven Palace forced open. The situation was getting so badly out of
hand that even the big diamond I had recently bought disappeared.
In an attempt to investigate the robberies the High Consorts ordered the head of the Administrative Bureau to
question the eunuchs responsible for these stores, using torture if necessary; but neither torture nor the offer of
rich rewards had any effect.
This was not all. On the night of June 27, 1923, soon after the checking of the contents of the store of the
Palace of Established Happiness had begun, a fire broke out there and everything, whether checked or not yet
checked, was burnt to ashes.
The fire was apparently discovered by the fire brigade of the Italian Legation, and when their fire engine
reached the palace gates the guards did not realize why they had come. The conflagration, which was fought all
night by fire brigades of all sorts, reduced the whole area round the Palace of Established Happiness to ashes.
These were the places where most of the treasures of the Ching house were stored, and what was lost in the fire
is still a mystery. The Household Department published a very rough account which estimated that the losses
included 2,665 gold statues of the Buddha, 1,157 pieces of painting and calligraphy, 435 antiques, and tens of
thousands of ancient books; but heaven only knows what they based these figures on.
When the fire was being fought the place was full of foreigners and Chinese, residents of the palace and
outsiders, all coming and going hither and thither. It can be easily imagined that they were not only concerned
with extinguishing the fire, but the Forbidden City expressed its gratitude to all of them. One foreign lady who
came to watch the excitement started quarrelling with a Chinese fireman and actually hit her opponent on the nose
with her fan. Later she showed me her bloodstained fan as evidence of her courage and I wrote a poem on it as a
mark of my gratitude.
One can get an indication of the extent of the losses caused by the fire from the way the pile of cinders left
over after the fire and the “salvaging” was dealt with. At the time I wanted to find a stretch of empty land for a
tennis court where Johnston could teach me tennis, a game he said that all the English aristocrats played. The
ruined site was just right for the purpose and so I told the Household Department to clear it up as quickly as
possible. There were no traces of paintings, calligraphy or ancient porcelain in the rubble but there was a great
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deal of gold, silver, copper and tin. The gold merchants of Peking were invited by the Household De- partment to
submit tenders and one of them bought the right to dispose of the ashes for 500,000 dollars; he picked out over
17,000 taels of gold from them. When he had taken what he wanted the Department packed the rest into sacks and
distributed them to its personnel. One Department official later told me that four gold altars one foot in height and
diameter that his uncle gave to the Yung Ho Kung Temple and the Cypress Grove Temple in Peking were all made
of gold extracted from some of these sacks of ashes.
The cause of the fire is as impenetrable a mystery as the amount of damage it did. My suspicion is that it was
deliberately started by thieves to cover their traces.
Only a few days later another fire was started above one of the windows of the No Idleness Study in the
eastern inner court of the Mind Nurture Palace. Fortunately it was detected early, and a wad of kerosene-soaked
cotton wool was extinguished soon after it had been lit. My suspicions grew instantly stronger and I believed that
somebody had started this fire not only to cover his traces, but also to murder me.
*
That there had been thefts and that the fire had been started deliberately to conceal them were facts that even
my tutors did not attempt to conceal from me; but perhaps my fears of an attempt on my life were due to
excessive nervousness. My suspicious nature was already quite obvious. According to the code of the Ching
house the Emperor had to read a page of the “instructions” of his ancestors, which were always set out for him in
his bedroom, and at that time I particularly admired the “Vermilion Rescripts, Edicts and Decrees” of Emperor
Yung Cheng (1723-35) for their cautious cynicism. He and Kang Hsi (1662-1722) warned against putting too
much trust in anybody, particularly eunuchs. The message of these remarks was driven home by the fires.
I decided to follow the advice of Yung Cheng to “make things clear through careful investigation.” I thought of
two methods. One was to question the junior eunuchs of my entourage and the other was to eavesdrop on the
eunuchs’ conversations. I discovered at the window of one of their lodging places that they were discussing me
behind my back, saying that my temper was getting worse and worse. This strengthened my suspicions. On the
evening of the fire in the No Idleness Study I eavesdropped again under their windows and found that they had
gone even further in their remarks about me and were saying that I had started the fire myself.
I now felt that they were completely unreliable and that if I did not strike first there would be no end of
trouble.
It was just then that an attempted murder was discovered. One of the eunuchs had been reported for making
some mistake and had been beaten by a chief eunuch. Nursing his resentment he had gone into the room where
the informer slept carrying some lime and a knife; he had thrown the lime into the man’s face to blind him and
then stabbed him. The attacker was still at large.
This made me think of all the eunuchs who had been beaten on my orders and I wondered whether they might
not make some such attack on me. The thought was so frightening that I was too scared to sleep. There were
eunuchs sleeping on mats on the floor from the room next to my bedroom all the way to the outbuildings of the
Mind Nurture Palace, and if any of them was ill-disposed towards me and could stand me no longer it would be
only too easy for him to finish me off. I wanted to find a reliable person to keep watch for me, and I could think of
nobody but my Empress.
From then on I made Wan Lung sit up all night keeping watch; she was to wake me if she heard any
movement, and I kept a club beside my bed ready for use. But after Wan lung had spent several sleepless nights in
a row I realized that this method was no good.
Finally I decided to deal with the problem once and for all by expelling all the eunuchs from the palace.
*
I knew that I was bound to have some trouble doing this and that if I did not cope with my father it would be
impossible. I decided to go and see him myself. Suddenly faced with this problem and having no way to discuss it
with the head of the Household Department or my tutors he found it harder than ever to get his words out. With a
tremendous effort he managed to produce a hotch-potch of objections: my ancestors had always had eunuchs;
after all their years of service they could not plan any treachery; and so on. Finally he tried to persuade me to
think it over for a few days. I replied that if he did not agree I would never return to the palace.
He was so worked up that he did not know whether to sit or to stand. Scratching his head and his cheek, and
walking round in circles he knocked a bottle of lemonade to the floor with his sleeve and smashed it. I could not
help giggling, and casually opened a book on the desk as if I had no intention of leaving.
Finally my father gave in and all the eunuchs, except a few from whom the High Consorts could not be parted,
were driven out of the palace.
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14
My expulsion of the eunuchs was very well received by public opinion, and under the direction of Johnston I
made the Household Department the next object of my determination to govern well. The Household Department
had a long tradition of corruption and graft. A friend of mine who was a former official of the Department has
described how the Manchus who ran it abhorred scholarship and learning and regarded graft and corruption as
practices in which they had imperial authority to indulge.
It will suffice to cite two examples of the Department’s embezzlement. One is its astronomical annual
expenditure, which could not have been covered by the 4,000,000 dollars annuity due under the Articles of
Favourable Treatment even if it had been paid in full. It was revealed in 1924, after I left the palace, that the
Department had received 5,000,000 dollars in that year from pawning gold, silver and antiques, and all of this
money had been spent. Another example is the way in which the Household Department pawned a large batch of
palace gold and jewellery through my father-in-law Jung Yuan at a fraction of its true value.
Although I did not have such evidence of the Department’s corruption while I was still living in the palace as I
did later, I knew one thing from the annual expenditure figures: they were higher than they had even been in the
time of the Empress Dowager Tzu Hsi. In obedience to an edict of mine ordering that the finances be put in order
the Household Department prepared “A Comparison Between the Expenditures of the Seventh Year of Hsuan
Tung (1915) and the Past Three Years”. According to their figures the Department's expenditure (excluding the set
payments to the princes and high officials) was 2,640,000 taels in 1915; 2,380,000 taels in 1919; 1,890,000 taels
in 1920; and 1,710,000 taels in 1921. At the beginning of the rule of Tzu Hsi annual expenditure had only been
about 300,000 taels, and even in the year in which her seventieth birthday was celebrated it had only gone up to
700,000 taels.
The difference would have been surprising to a worse mathematician than myself. At the same time I noticed
stories in the gossip columns of the press about how noble and official families had been reduced to destitution or
were going steadily downhill; I read about scions of such families being found dead in the gateways of the city
wall and about princesses and noble ladies becoming prostitutes.
Meanwhile officials of the Household Department were opening antique shops, banks, pawnshops, building
firms and so on. Although my tutors sided with the Household Department to oppose my buying a car and
installing a telephone, none of them had a good word to say for such behaviour by Department officials. My
Manchu tutor Yi Ko Tan said to me not long before his death in 1921 that Chen Pao-shen was guilty of “deceiving
his sovereign” because he would not tell me about the corruption of the Household Department and therefore did
not deserve the title of Grand Tutor.
Johnston of course regarded the Department as a bloodsucking monster, and this view of his strengthened my
resolution to clean it up.
“The Household Department in the palace and the stewards of the princes are all exceedingly rich,” he
remarked one day. “Their masters know nothing about their own finances and are completely dependent on them:
without them they cannot lay their hands on a copper cash. Never mind restoring the old order, if they don’t put
their stewards in their proper place they won’t even keep their remaining wealth for long.”
“The Household Department has a motto,” he said on another occasion. “It is ‘preserve the present order’.
Everything from a trifling reform to a major ideal runs into this obstacle and has to stop.”
He emphasized the last word by putting it into English.
*
The first use I made of my new authority after my wedding was to choose some of those I regarded as the most
loyal and capable of the Ching veterans who had come to the ceremony to be my assistants in this undertaking.
They in turn recommended their friends, and in this way another twelve or thirteen pigtails came into the palace.
The most important of them were Cheng Hsiao-hsu, Lo Chen-yu, Wang Kuo-wei and Shang Yen-ying. I
distributed the titles “Companion of the Southern Study” (the Emperor’s study) and “Companion of the Great
Diligence Hall” (referring to the office that looked after the Emperor’s stationery). I also put two bannermen in
charge of the Household Department: my father-in-law Jung Yuan and the Mongol Chin Liang, the former tutor of
Chang Hsueh-liang (the “Young Marshal”).
They offered me very full advice on what I should do. In a document dated “First Month of the Sixteenth Year
of Hsuan Tung” (1924), which would have been about two months before his appointment to the Household
Department, Chin Liang wrote:
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In your subject’s opinion the most important thing today is secretly to plan a restoration. To carry out this great
enterprise of changing the world there are many things to do. The first priority is to consolidate the base by protecting
the court; the next most important task is to put the imperial property into order so as to secure our finances. For it is
necessary to have the wherewithal to support and protect ourselves; only then can we plan a restoration.

He went on to suggest in more detail how these principles could be carried out, and one of his proposals with
which I thoroughly agreed was that we should begin by reforming the Household Department.
Even the majority of the more apathetic Ching survivals supported the domestic reform plans. One group of
them, however, led by Chen Pao-shen shook their heads at all talk of cleaning up the Household Department,
reckoning that the situation had gone too far to be remedied; attempts to do so had been made in earlier reigns but
without success. They thought that reorganization would only lead to trouble. But even they had not a good word
to say for the Department.
At the urging of Johnston I had tried unsuccessfully to put my property in order shortly before my wedding,
but I attributed the failure of this attempt to my minority and to choosing the wrong man for the job rather than to
the machinations of the Department. Now that I had come of age and had all these new assistants I felt that I was
in a much stronger position and entrusted Cheng Hsiao-hsu with the responsibility for the reform.
Cheng Hsiao-hsu was a fellow-provincial of Chen Pao-shen’s who had served the Ching as a consul in Japan
and later as a border commissioner in Kwangsi. Chen Pao-shen and Johnston both recommended him to me,
particularly Johnston, who said that he was the man he had most admired in his twenty-odd years in China, and
that his character, learning and ability were unmatched in the country. I also knew that he had refused to serve the
Republic and had heard that he made his living from selling his calligraphy. I thought that he must be an
exceptionally loyal subject.
After Cheng Hsiao-hsu became a “Companion of the Great Diligence Hall” he came to see me several times to
explain to me how necessary it was to clean up the Household Department in order to “accomplish the great
enterprise”, and he told me about his plans for doing so. He thought that four sections would be quite enough to
do the work of the Department; great numbers of its staff should be dismissed and enormous economies made. In
this way the drain on resources could be stopped and the material position strengthened. If his plan were carried
out the financial basis of a restoration could be assured.
I was so struck by him that I broke precedent and appointed him Comptroller of the Household Department
and Keeper of the Keys and Seals although he was a Han and not a Manchu. He thus became the leading official
of the Household.
*
But to imagine that the vulgar and unlettered Household Department could be worsted by Cheng Hsiao-hsu
was to underestimate this office which had over two hundred years of running the palace behind it. For all his
eloquence and all the support and trust I gave him Cheng Hsiao-hsu only lasted three months.
I never found out who in the Department got rid of him. Did Shao Ying make trouble for him? This would
seem unlikely as Shao Ying was famed for his cautious timidity. Was it Chi Ling? He was an outsider where the
business of the Department was con- cerned and took little interest in it. As for the third of the high officials, Pao
Hsi, he was a new arrival and unlikely to have been able to operate as effectively as that. Yet it was not likely that
their subordinates would have dared to act against Cheng on their own initiative.
The first thing that Cheng Hsiao-hsu encountered on taking office was a backlog of files dating back to the
Revolution of 1911. His response was to make a display of his authority by dismissing the holder of a key job and
giving it to his friend Tung Chi-hsu. The Household’s response was to behave as if it had been paralysed. If he
wanted money, there was no money and accounts in black and white proved it; if he wanted some object nobody
knew where it was stored, and this too was clearly stated in the records.
In order to win over his subordinates Cheng made a great show of humility and of listening to what they had to
say. He held a discussion every week at which they were invited to offer suggestions for reform. One proposal
made was that the expenditure on fruit and cakes used in offerings at the various shrines in the palace was too
high and that as these offerings were only symbolic it would be just as dignified to use wooden or clay replicas.
This suggestion met with Cheng Hsiao-hsu’s strong approval and orders were given that it was to be put into
effect; the proposer was promoted one grade. But the eunuchs who regarded the offerings as their legitimate
income (there were about a hundred eunuchs left after the expulsion) all hated Cheng bitterly for it. Within a few
days of taking office Cheng had become the most unpopular man in the Forbidden City.
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When he would not abandon his position he received threatening letters saying that he was depriving people of
their livelihood and that he had better be careful if he wanted to keep his head on his shoulders. Johnston received
similar communications, and neither he nor Cheng paid any attention to them.
I was the person who finished off the reform episode. Soon after I had appointed Cheng Hsiao-hsu to the
Household Department I heard some most unwelcome news: a group of members of the Republic’s Parliament
were reintroducing a bill to abolish the Articles of Favourable Treatment and make the Forbidden City over to the
Republic. A bill like this had been presented two years previously on the grounds that the palace had staged a
restoration in 1917 and that by granting peerages and posthumous titles to Republican officials it was putting
itself above the Republic and clearly still plotting a restoration.
Now that the bill was being reintroduced they were saying that I had given a posthumous title to Chang Hsun,
the criminal instigator of the 1917 restoration, and had acted illegally in making a Han, Cheng Hsiao-hsu,
Comptroller of the Household Department and giving him the right to ride a horse in the Forbidden City.
The appearance of this news in the papers was the signal for a series of attacks on the actions of the Household
Department; various forms of corruption that had gone unremarked before now came in for public criticism. The
inventory of paintings and calligraphy that was being made by Lo Chen-yu and others of my new batch of
pigtailed advisers also came under fire: they were selling rubbings of bronzes and prints of pictures, and the
originals themselves became fewer and fewer as the process went on.
Then the Republic announced a “Bill for the Protection of Old Books, Antiques and Ancient Relics” that was
clearly intended to prevent the palace from selling its art treasures.
My father came to see me and suggested in a roundabout and fawning way that I should carefully reconsider
Cheng Hsiao-hsu’s methods and think what trouble there might be with the Republican authorities disapproving
of them.
One day Shao Ying, the former Household Comptroller, appeared before me looking very timid and said that
the commander of the army of the Republic was deeply dissatisfied with Cheng Hsiao-hsu’s actions; if Cheng
made any more trouble and the Republic took action he would be able to do nothing to help me. I was terrified by
this news, and then Cheng memorialized asking to be relieved of his duties.
The result of it all was that Cheng reverted to being a “Companion of the Great Diligence Hall” and Shao Ying
resumed control of the Household Department.
15
Although my attempt to reform the Household Department had ended in failure I did not abandon my efforts to
improve my situation.
Apart from the men in the palace planning for my restoration there were others working for me all over the
country. Kang Yu-wei, for example, was operating in China and abroad under the sign of his “Imperial Chinese
Constitutional Monarchist Party”. Through Johnston I received extravagant and fanciful reports of the support the
party was supposed to be gaining, and although nearly all this support was imaginary I believed in it at the time.
I also gave money to charity. I can no longer remember which of my tutors suggested the idea, but the motive
behind it was clear enough to me as I knew the value of public opinion. At that time the social pages of the Peking
papers would carry items almost every day about gifts to the poor by the “Hsuan Tung Emperor”.
My “benefactions” generally fell into two types. Sometimes I would send money to a newspaper office to
distribute when the paper carried some news about poor people and at other times I would send emissaries with
money direct to destitute families. Whichever method I used, the newspapers would carry an item within the next
day or two about it. I was able to get good publicity for the price of a few dollars and the papers were glad to help
me for the publicity they could gain for themselves.
My biggest donation was made after the Japanese earthquake of 1923. Japan’s losses from this disaster had
shocked the world, and I thought I would take the chance to display the “benevolence” of the “Hsuan Tung
Emperor”. My tutor Chen Pao-shen showed more foresight than I did, and after praising “the magnificence of the
imperial bounty and the humanity of the celestial mind” he told me that “this action will make its influence felt in
the future”.
As I was short of ready cash I sent antiques, paintings and calligraphy that were valued at about US $300,000.
The Japanese minister Yoshizawa came with a delegation from the Japanese Diet to thank me, and the excitement
in the palace was like that created by the presence of foreign envoys at my wedding.
*
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In these last days in the Forbidden City I became more absurd and inconsistent than ever. While I upbraided
the Household Department for overspending there was no limit to my own extravagance. I told the Household
Department to buy me foreign dogs like the ones I saw in Western magazines and even had their food imported
from abroad. If the dogs fell ill I would spend more on getting them cured than I would for sick humans. There
was a veterinary surgeon at the Peking Police School who must have understood my character and ingratiated
himself with me by writing many memorials on the keeping of dogs; he received ten presents, including a green
jade wristlet, a gold ring and a snuff bottle for his pains. Sometimes my interest would be drawn by an item in the
papers about, say, a four-year-old who could read the ancient classic Mencius or somebody who had discovered a
new sort of spider, and I would invite them to the palace and give them some money. At one time I had a passion
for pebbles and gave huge rewards to people who bought them for me.
When I told the Household Department to reduce its staff they brought their numbers down from seven
hundred to three hundred and cut the cooks from about two hundred down to thirty-seven. Yet at the same time I
added a Western-style kitchen and the monthly cost of the materials used in the Western and Chinese kitchens was
over 1,300 dollars.
My annual expenditure was 870,597 taels according to the reduced figures that the Household Department
prepared for me in 1921, figures that did not cover my clothing, my food, or the outlay of the various bureaus and
offices of the Household Department and only included my expenses and payments of “charity in obedience to the
imperial edict”.
*
This life went on until November 7, 1924, when the National Army of Feng Yu-hsiang drove me out of the
Forbidden City.
The battle of Chaoyang in September of that year was the beginning of the second Chihli-Fengtien War. At
first Wu Pei-fu’s Chihli army was on top, but when Wu Pei-fu was attacking the forces of the Fengtien
commander Chang Tso-lin at Shanhaikuan in October his subordinate Feng Yu-hsiang deserted him, marched his
troops back to Peking and issued a peace telegram. Under the combined pressure of Feng Yu-hsiang and Chang
Tso-lin, Wu Pei-fu’s troops on the Shanhaikuan front collapsed and Wu himself fled. (Two years later he made a
comeback by allying himself with Sun Chuan-fang, another warlord.) Even before the news of Wu’s defeat at
Shanhaikuan came through, Feng Yu-hsiang’s National Army, now occupying Peking, had put Tsao Kun (the
president of the Republic who had bought the votes for his election) under house arrest and dissolved the “piglet
parliament”. Huang Fu, a reactionary and opportunistic politician, organized a provisional cabinet with the
backing of the National Army.
When the news of the coup d’etat reached the palace I felt at once that the situation was dangerous. The palace
guard was disarmed by Feng’s National Army and moved out of the city. Feng’s troops also took over their
barracks and their posts at the Gate of Divine Valour. I looked at Coal Hill through a telescope from the Imperial
Garden and saw that it was swarming with soldiers whose uniforms were different from those of the palace guard.
The Household Department sent them tea and food which they accepted, and although there was nothing alarming
about their behaviour everyone in the Forbidden City was worried. We all remembered that Feng Yu-hsiang had
joined the “Army to Punish the Rebels” at the time of Chang Hsun’s restoration and that if he had not been moved
out of Peking in time he would undoubtedly have marched into the palace then.
After Tuan Chi-jui had come to power Feng Yu-hsiang and some other generals had published telegrams
demanding that the little court be expelled from the Forbidden City. This made us think that the coup d’etat and
the replacement of the palace guard boded ill for the future.
Then we heard that all the political prisoners had been let out of jail and that “agitators” were active. The
teachings of Chen pao-shen and Johnston on the subject of “agitators” and “terrorists” had their effect on me,
particularly the story that they wanted to kill every single nobleman. I sent for Johnston and asked him to go and
find out the latest news from the foreign legations and arrange somewhere for me to take refuge.
All the princes were terrified. Some of them had already booked into the Wagons-Lits Hotel in the Legation
Quarter, but when they heard that I wanted to leave the palace they said that it was not yet necessary: the foreign
powers all recognized the Articles of Favourable Treatment and nothing serious could happen.
*
The inevitable at last occurred.
At about nine o’clock on the morning of November 5 I was sitting in the Palace of Accumulated Elegance
(Chu Hsiu Kung) eating fruit with Wan Jung when the senior officials of the Household Department came rushing
in. Shao Ying held a document in his hand and panted:
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“Your Majesty, Your Majesty! Feng Yu-hsiang has sent soldiers with an envoy saying that the Republic is
going to annul the Articles of Favourable Treatment. They want your signature to this.”
I jumped up, dropped my half-eaten apple to the floor, and grabbed the paper he was holding. On it was
written:
By order of the President
Lu Chung-lin and Chang Pi have been sent to arrange with the Ching house for the revision of the Articles of
Favourable Treatment.
November 5, 13th Year of the Republic of China
Acting Premier Huang Fu
The Revision of the Articles of Favourable Treatment
Whereas the emperor of the Great Ching Dynasty wishes to enter thoroughly into the spirit of the Republic of the
Five Races and is unwilling to continue any system which is incompatible with the Republic, the Articles of Favourable
Treatment of the Ching house are revised as follows:
1. The imperial title of the Hsuan Tung Emperor of the Great Ching is this day abolished in perpetuity, and he shall
henceforward enjoy the same legal rights as all citizens of the Republic of China.
2. From the time of the revision of the Articles the Government of the Republic will grant the Ching house an annual
subsidy of 500,000 dollars and will make a special payment of 2,000,000 dollars for the founding of a factory for the
poor of Peking in which impoverished bannermen will have the first priority for admission.
3. In accordance with the third clause of the former Articles of Favourable Treatment the Ching house will leave the
palace this day. They will be free to choose their own place of residence, and the Government of the Republic will
continue to be responsible for their protection.
4. The sacrifices at the ancestral temples and the mausolea of the Ching house will be continued forever, and the
Republic will provide guards for their protection.
5. The Ching house will retain its private property, which will enjoy the special protection of the Government of the
Republic. All public property will belong to the Republic.
November …, 13th Year of the Republic of China

Frankly speaking, these revised articles were not nearly as bad as I had expected. What startled me was a
remark of Shao Ying’s:
“They say that we must move out within three hours.”
“But is that possible? What about all our property? What about the High Consorts?” I was pacing around in
circles in my distress.
“Telephone Johnston.”
“The telephone has been cut,” replied Jung Yuan.
“Send someone to fetch His Highness.\fn{ My father} I always said there would be trouble, but you wouldn’t let
me go away. Get His Highness. Get His Highness.”
“We can’t get out,” said someone else. “They've posted men outside and they won’t let anyone out.”
“Go and negotiate for me.”
“Yes, sire.”
As Tuan Kang had died a few days previously there were only two High Consorts left in the palace, and they
absolutely refused to move out. Using this as an excuse Shao Ying went to negotiate with Lu Chung-lin, the
Republic’s envoy, and succeeded in getting an extension of the time limit until 3 p.m. After midday it was
arranged that my father should be allowed into the palace and when he came my tutors Chu Yi-fan and Chen Paoshen had also been let in, only Johnston being kept out.
When I learnt that my father had come I went out to meet him, and as soon as I caught sight of him coming
through the gate I shouted to him,
“Your Highness, what are we going to do?”
At the sound of my shout he stood stock-still as if a spell had been cast on him. He neither carne any closer to
me nor did he answer my question; his lips quivered for a while and then he got out a completely useless
sentence:
“I, I obey the edict, I obey the edict.”
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Now angry as well as worried I swung round and went back into my room. Later I heard from a eunuch that
when my father heard that I had put my signature to the revised articles he pulled his hat with a peacock feather
off and threw it on the floor, muttering,
“It’s all over, it’s all over. I won’t need this again.”
Before long Shao Ying carne back to my room, his face an even more dreadful sight than it had been earlier.
He was shaking as he said,
“Their envoy Lu Chung-lin is pushing us. He says we can only have another twenty minutes, and that if we
aren’t out by then, they’ll open fire with artillery from Coal Hill.”
Although the Republic’s envoy had only brought twenty soldiers armed with pistols his threat was most
effective. My father-in-law was so frightened that he rushed to the Imperial Garden to find somewhere to shelter
from the artillery fire and refused to come out again. Seeing the terror of the princes I decided to accept Lu
Chung-lin’s demands at once and go to my father’s house.
The National Army had laid on five cars for us. Lu Chung-lin rode in the front one, I followed in the second,
and Wan Jung, Wen Hsiu, Shao Ying and others came behind. When I got out of the car at the main gate of the
Northern Mansion (my father’s house), Lu Chung-lin came up and shook hands with me.
“Mr. Pu Yi, do you intend to be Emperor in future, or will you be an ordinary citizen?” asked Lu.
“From today onwards I want to be an ordinary citizen.”
“Good,” said the envoy with a smile, “then we shall protect you.” He went on to say that as China was a
republic it was not right to have someone calling himself an Emperor, and that I should now do my best for the
country as a citizen.
“As a citizen,” added another republican official, “you will have the right to vote and to stand for election. You
could even be elected President one day.”
The word “President” made me feel uneasy. As I understood that now I should retire from public life and wait
for my opportunity I said:
“I have felt for a long time that I did not need the Articles of Favourable Treatment and I am pleased to see
them annulled, so I fully agree with what you say. I had no freedom as an Emperor, and now I have found my
freedom.”
When 1 finished this little oration the soldiers of the National Army who were standing nearby applauded.
My last sentence was not entirely untrue. I was sick of the restrictions with which the princes and high officials
surrounded me.
I wanted “freedom”, freedom to realize the ambition of regaining my lost throne. …
19.47 & 39.23 1. Lucky 2. The Marriage Of Hsiao Erh-hai: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chao Shui-li (1906-1970)} Chinch’eng, Shansi Province, China (M) 18
1
Lucky’s name stank worse than dogdirt in the village. They said his biggest problem was that he couldn’t keep
his hands to himself. Whoever’s yard he walked into, they would keep a careful eye on him until he’d gone out
the gate again, and then breathe a sigh of relief. If he walked across anyone’s field, they would have to look out
for any pipe or jacket left against the dike. Anyone who noticed something missing from his house would make
sure he took a casual stroll round Lucky’s place, and if somebody’s ox disappeared he would see first of all
whether Lucky was at home …
And yet everyone felt that for certain things you couldn’t do without him. When there was a death in the
family, it was Lucky they’d get to dress the corpse. If a child died, it was Lucky who did the “seeing off.”\fn{ A
note reads: The background of this story as in most stories by Chao Shu-li, is in the rural area of Shansi province where the people live in
extreme poverty. Lucky’s role in “seeing off” (sung-sung) a dead child is made clear in the last part of the story when an old woman offered
to pay him to bury her grand-daughter. No coffin was used, just a strip of old straw matting to cover the child before depositing her in a
hole.} And when it came to a real funeral, you couldn’t manage without Lucky to help bear the coffin and dig the

grave.
Work in the fields was something Lucky knew from start to finish. He could tackle half as much again as
anyone else—only no one could manage to keep him at it; as soon as he had a couple of coins in his pocket, he’d
be off gambling. Sometimes a dike would fall in, leaving a big gap, and then even if you had to pay him double
you’d have to ask Lucky along for a few days’ work—when he mended a gap, it wouldn’t fall in again in a hurry.
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But all the time he was with you you’d have to be careful for fear he would make off with some tool or other as
the fancy took him.
Later Myriad Wang, the head of his clan, wanted to have Lucky buried alive because he was working as a hired
musician at funerals. So he ran away, and it wasn’t until last year that he came back, after the Japs had
surrendered and the Eighth Route Army\fn{A note reads: To present a united front during the War of Resistance against Japan,
the Communist Party reached an agreement with the Kuomintang and reorganized its troops in August 1937, under the command of
Marshal Chu Teh. It was known as the Eighth Route Army.} had been in his village for a month or more.

When our area cadres first arrived in Lucky’s village they saw that he was very poor and wanted to discover
the roots of his poverty. But as soon as they started questioning the villagers, everyone of them said he was a
scoundrel and best left alone, and only after a good many honest citizens, sons of toil and suffering, had “turned
over”\fn{A note reads: “Turn over” (fan-shen) in Communist terminology means getting one’s grievances redressed and wrongs righted.
Apparently Lucky had been falsely accused by the villagers the cadres talked to earlier, and his defenders could be found only among the
“sons of toil and suffering.”} did the area cadres begin slowly to find out the: details of his past.

*
When Lucky was eleven his father died. His mother made her home her whole life, weaving cotton cloth from
homespun thread to bring up her son. Lucky was a good boy, smart, capable, and handsome. By the age of eleven
or twelve he could hoe seedlings, and at fifteen or sixteen he was the equal of a grown man at manual work,
except for the heaviest loads.
It was just about this time that his mother had him betrothed to a girl of eight. This girl was called Silver
Flower. She came from a very poor home, her father and mother had died some time ago, and her big brother and
his wife couldn’t afford to raise her. So as soon as the match was arranged she was sent over to Lucky’s home as a
“live-in bride,” a girl who because of her poverty is brought up in her fiance’s home. But Silver Flower never
suffered any ill-treatment after she entered her new home—Lucky’s mother was an understanding sort of woman,
and what’s more she had never had a daughter, and so she treated this girl as her own flesh and blood.
The village had its own concerts, and Lucky learned how to sing opera\fn{ Chinese opera is a very ancient art form, and
fully developed first in northern China during the Yuan Dynasty (1279-1368), the plots being originally rooted in heroic and supernatural
folktale. Southern Chinese opera developed somewhat later during the Ming Dynasty (1368-1644); it flourished under the Manchu,
undergoing considerable stylistic development. The variety of opera best known in the West is the so-called Peking opera, which itself
developed during the 19th century as a synthesis of earlier provincial operatic forms. Perhaps its most famous manager in modern times was
the wife of the great revolutionary hero, Mao Tse-tung; and its thematic material still often deals (not unnaturally) with the heroes of the
Chinese Communist revolution, or with great historical events of the recent past .}—when he was smaller, he did walk-on parts,
then when he grew up he sang the leading male roles, and sang them very well. On the Lantern Festival\fn{ A note
reads: Falls on January 15 in the Chinese calendar .} a year after Silver Flower arrived, she went to see the play, and when

Lucky made his entrance all the other children gathered around her and cried, “Look, Silver Flower, that’s your
bridegroom coming on!” She felt very awkward and embarrassed when they said this, but later she got used to it,
and then they didn’t bother to say it anymore.
The first few years when Silver Flower went to see the play she was just a child watching the fun, but when
she was a few years older she began to see something in it. It wasn’t that she understood the play; it was seeing
her own man, when he was dressed up, handsomer than anybody else—every time the village gave its own
concert in the temple, however busy she was, she always wanted to go have a look, but for fear of a scolding from
her foster-mother she would only watch until Lucky left the stage and then she would go back home.
Once Lucky was on right through to the last scene, and she got back too late to cook the supper. Her fostermother gave her a scolding, but in private Silver Flower only smiled to herself. Nobody else noticed, but up on the
stage Lucky saw what was in her mind, and because of this he didn’t blame her even for being late with supper.
He only said with a gentle smile, “Couldn’t you have tried to get back earlier?”
*
When Lucky was twenty-two his mother fell ill; whatever she ate only came up again. She knew she would
never get better, and the woman next door said they should not delay with the funeral preparations. Lucky had the
doctor in several times to look at her, from the Myriad Cures herb-shop. She swallowed a few doses of medicine,
but to no effect.
One day Lucky’s mother said to the neighbor:
“It looks as though this illness of mine is all that’s needed to finish me. They always say, ‘If you get through
the fall you won’t see summer; if you get through summer you won’t last the fall.’ It’s the seventh month now, and
it won’t be long before we see the autumn out, but I don’t think I’ll be able to last out the winter.”
The neighbor cut her short:
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“Sister, don’t let your thoughts run away with you. Which of us who eat grain to live can escape trouble?”
“I’m well aware what this illness of mine is like,” said Lucky’s mother, “and I’m not afraid of dying. I don’t
think because I’ve lived fifty or sixty years I should never die. I’ve just one thing on my mind that’s not settled: I
don’t want to leave her half-way up the slope, that bride of Lucky’s that I’ve brought up from a child. I don’t want
to die without seeing them married. The girl’s fourteen now. I’d like to get her hair put up for her wedding while
I’ve still got eyes to see with, and then for good or ill I’ll have done my duty by her. It’s only that we’re a small
family, too few to manage, so I must ask you if you’ll kindly lend a hand when the time comes.”
The neighbor agreed with every word, asked what the date was to be, and promised to give her all the help she
could.
The day Lucky and Silver Flower were to be married was the twenty-sixth of the seventh month. Silver
Flower’s big brother came to give the girl away. They took her next door to dress her and do her hair and seat her
in the sedan chair. They carried her in a circle through the village, then brought her back to the same courtyard.
Getting out of the chair, she went into the rooms on the west side, Lucky’s place. In the main room sat the guests
from the bride’s family, there to give the bride away. The clan leader, Myriad Wang, was asked to play host.
Lucky’s mother feared that beancurd and noodles wouldn’t be good enough, and so she killed a chicken specially
to make a four-dish “firepot.”\fn{ A note reads: A meal prepared with uncooked meat, poultry, and seafood sliced into thin pieces on
separate dishes. On the center of a round dinner plate is set a special designed wok-shaped charcoal broiler filled with steaming hot water.
Food can be cooked rare, medium, or well-done according to individual taste in this “fire pot.” } For good or ill the thing was over

and done with.
Lucky and Silver Flower had seen a lot of each other from childhood. They got on very well together, and
Lucky’s mother was completely happy about it. As she had foreseen, however, as soon as the harvest was in and
the weather grew colder her illness worsened. Even though she started wearing her padded jacket in the ninth
month, she couldn’t keep out the cold; as soon as she ate anything the pain came, and when the pain came she
vomited. Dark circles formed around her eyes and her cheekbones protruded under the skin. The woman next
door said to Lucky:
“I don’t think there’s anything to be done about that illness of your mother’s. You ought to get things ready.”
Lucky too had seen this coming. He went off to look for Myriad Wang.
“Everything is all ready for you,” said Myriad. His Myriad Cures was an herb shop and general store as well,
and he had a few willow coffins in stock waiting for use. But it didn’t matter what you bought; as soon as you
went above a certain figure you had to write out an agreement for him. Myriad often gave his own children a little
sermon: “How much cash do you expect to make from a year of nothing but ordinary trade? It all depends on the
loans you put out; money makes money a lot faster than men can.”
They managed to get the harvest in, but before they had finished cutting up the straw for feed, Lucky’s mother
died. Silver Flower was an inexperienced child; she could do nothing except cry. Lucky himself was only twentytwo; he was a bit more <of> use than she was, but by the time he had hired the men to carry the coffin and got the
diviner in, he had no thought for all the things that had to be done at home. It was good that they had the neighbor
to help Silver Flower make the mourner’s hats and white shoes, and prepare the funeral meal of noodles with a
pot of stew. In the end they got through all the fuss and worry of a funeral.
What with taking a wife and arranging a funeral, Lucky owed Myriad Wang between ten and twenty dollars for
cloth and other things, and with the coffin as well it was thirty dollars altogether. Lucky wrote out an agreement.
*
The little family owned two-thirds of an acre of land and had no other prospect of income. Lucky was fearful
of never being able to repay Myriad Wang, and so he worked half time as a laborer for him in the year that
followed. Silver Flower had began to learn spinning before her tiny arms could properly reach the wheel, and
though she was only fifteen she was already a good spinner. The two of them got up every morning and each set
to work without needing any prod from the other.
Myriad employed four laborers altogether, but the old foreman said you should count Lucky as two, for
whatever work it was, just mention it and he knew what needed doing. Ten or more years ago the foreman had
been a good worker. Now he was getting on and couldn’t hold his own with Lucky on the heavy jobs, but he
really knew his stuff and Lucky learned a lot from him.
The trouble was, Lucky had used up the household stock of grain on the wedding and the funeral the previous
year; so this year he had to borrow as soon as the farm work started and go on borrowing right up to reaping-time.
When the work was over, in the tenth month, Myriad reckoned up the loan on the basis of the spring prices.
Lucky’s wages paid that off, and all he owed was ten dollars eighty cents interest on the thirty dollars. The thirty
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on the IOU\fn{Literally: “I owe you.”} grew to forty, and Myriad let him off the eighty cents, since Lucky was both
his own kin and his own laborer.
From this time on it was as though Lucky had both legs stuck in quicksand and was being sucked down deeper
and deeper. By the fourth year the loan capital had snowballed to between ninety and a hundred dollars. When the
reckoning came in the tenth month, Lucky handed his wages to Myriad together with the grain surplus from his
two-thirds of an acre, but it still wasn’t enough.
On the tenth of the first month Silver Flower had her first baby. Her only relative was her brother’s wife, and it
being the first month she had visitors to look after and couldn’t come to help Silver Flower. So Lucky had to stay
home and boil up rice-water for her to drink.
All the grain had gone to Myriad Wang to pay the interest, and when New Year’s was over they had nothing
left to eat. Although Silver Flower had just had her baby they could only afford a fistful of rice to boil up a broth.
There was no other rice for Lucky, besides what was needed for the soup, so all he could do was swallow a couple
of mouthfuls of the sediment left in the bottom of Silver Flower’s soup pan and call that a meal. It hurt Silver
Flower inside to see that he hadn’t eaten solid food for two days and was just drinking these dregs, and she caught
at his arm and cried.
*
On the fourteenth the drama troupe were putting on a play in the temple, and they sent a man along to give
Lucky a call. Lucky just at this time was crazed with hunger, and he had to turn them down:
“The baby’s only three or four days old. I can’t leave them home with nobody to look after them.”
They managed to get through the day, but they really needed him for the evening. Time and again they sent
people to fetch him but he wouldn’t come. Still, the audience wouldn’t have anyone else taking his part. A few
said:
“His own village gives a play and he puts on airs like this! Bring him along if you have to carry him!”
Lucky’s neighbor heard them from up in the gallery and shouted down at once:
“You don’t realize, any of you! It’s not that the lad’s putting on airs; he hasn’t a thing in the house to eat! He
hasn’t had a square meal for three or four days. All he’s had is a little leftover broth of his wife’s. How do you
expect him to sing for us?”
There was a babble of voices from both stage and audience:
“Why didn’t he say so earlier? And the first month,\fn{ Of the Chinese new year.} too—there’s nobody who can’t
spare a wheat cake for him.”
“The boy’s too thin-skinned,” said the neighbor. “He can’t face the shame. I took him a cake and he didn’t
want to accept it!”
From the village clubroom Myriad called out, “Send for him again. Explain that when he comes he can have a
few fried cakes in the marquee; the club will pay!”
So they took the problem as settled, and when the club had forked up a few coins and his actor friends had sent
him a wheat cake or two he was provided for during the three days the plays lasted.
What was more, the club had a rule: every year when the plays were over in the first month they gave expense
money to the actors. It wasn’t much—they would only get twenty or thirty coins each—but Lucky was one of the
principals and got thirty.
It was still the old society at that time, and in the first month the village was never free from gambling. Just as
Lucky came out of the temple with his thirty cents on the morning of the seventeenth, he was stopped by a crowd
of young fellows, all fond of a game, wanting him to try his luck. He felt uneasy and was for hurrying back to
look after Silver Flower, but they wanted him to stay. Some of them said he was tied to his wife’ apron strings,
some of them said he couldn’ bear the thought o losing thirty cents—re were some nasty things said:
“Does your life depend on thirty cents?”
“Can’t you sweet-talk your wife a bit when you get home?”
In the end he felt it wouldn’t be right not to stay, and started throwing his money in with the others. He was a
smart lad and knew the ropes. As a boy he had usually played a game or two with the other children when the first
month came around. It was only these last few years he hadn’t played, when things had not gone right for him.
Playing with these young fellows for a while, he cleaned them all out, and when he counted up he had won a
whole dollar and more.
*
When he reached home Silver Flower said:
“The foreman has just been for you, to start work. He said the fifteenth of the month has already gone, and
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spring’s been early this year. He says to start work right away.”
“Whether I work or not, I get nothing for it!” said Lucky in reply. “I work half my time as a hired hand and I
get a dollar fifty a month from him; I owe him ninety dollars, so he makes three sixty a month out of me. I lose
two dollars a month or more for the privilege of slaving for him! When are we going to be able to pay him off?”
“If you don’t work for him, won’t it mean owing him even more?” asked Silver Flower.
“It would leave me a bit of time, and I could earn something to live on as a carrier.”
“But then,” Silver Flower went on, “even if you earn money that way won’t it still go to him? How can we go
on like this?”
“It’s been no use for a long time now—have you only just found that out?” said Lucky. His thoughts ran on: if
he worked for him he couldn’t go on, if he didn’t work for him he couldn’t go on—either way it was hopeless.
Why should he be bound hand and foot like this to another living creature?
“I’ll work no more for him. I’ll go get in a couple of sacks of rice and then we’ll see.” He told Silver Flower
what he had decided, and then slung a sack over his shoulder and went off to market.
Passing the doorway of the first gaming-house at the edge of the village, he could hear something going on
inside. He turned aside to look in, and it was the young fellows of the day before. One of them came running up to
drag him in:
“I don’t like the way you play! What a rotten trick yesterday to run off the minute you started winning!”
“You’d lost all your money. What were you going to use for stakes—promises?”
He turned away as he spoke and made for the door, but the other youth hung on to him like grim death,
dragging him back with one hand, the other hand jingling the coins in his own pocket:
“There’s no catch to it! Here’s some more for you to win—if you’re clever enough!”
Lucky couldn’t tear himself away, so he played with him for a while but without winning or losing much. At
this point a burly newcomer appeared, pushed his way through to the table, and threw down a silver dollar for his
stake. None of the young lads dared play for a stake like that, and slowly they backed away until only four or five
remained. Lucky was just getting ready to leave too when the man who had dragged him in began to tease him:
“You can handle me, Lucky, but when a big fellow turns up he puts an end to your show!”
Lucky couldn’t stand being told he was not as good as somebody else. He worked off his annoyance by
playing another round, and as luck would have it he threw a red and raked in the silver dollar. The other man
pulled two more out of his money belt, put them down, and told Lucky to throw. Lucky didn’t like to say the stake
was too high. He gritted his teeth and threw again—and won again. The other man started getting excited and put
down another five dollars. His nerves tingling, Lucky threw again—two reds and a “skin;” the dice went to the
other man. The foreman came for him again at this point to start work, and he said:
“Wait a bit and we’ll see. I haven’t decided yet whether I’m going to keep on for him!” The young man
standing behind Lucky’s back turned to the foreman and added:
"Can't you see what's happening? One win and it’s a few months’ wages; go down once and it’s like being laid
off for months. How can you expect him to care about a dollar-fifty a month pay?”
The foreman left without a word.
Not long after this a boy came running in shouting:
“Quick, the headman is on his way to arrest anyone caught gambling!” One word, and the whole roomful,
players and spectators alike, disappeared in every direction. By the time Myriad Wang walked into the courtyard
there was not a soul to be seen.
When Lucky got back home that night with the rice he had bought, Myriad sent the foreman for him, gave him
a good tongue-lashing, and badgered him into continuing as a hired man.
“All right,” said Lucky, “I’ll stay, but only if you’ll lend me grain for the year’s food.”
Myriad totted it all up:
“The crops he gets from two-thirds of an acre aren’t enough to pay off his interest. If on top of this he borrows
my grain, what is he going to pay me back with? If I don’t reckon the grain in with what he already owes me, and
make him pay interest on both, I’d do better to hire another man altogether.” He told Lucky:
“All right, we can arrange that, but you’re still seven dollars short on last year’s interest. If you’re not going to
work for me you’ll have to produce that now.”
“You might as well have my land straight off!” was Lucky’s reply. “Whichever way I farm it I can’t get enough
for what you want."
It was just as simple as that. A day or two later Myriad sent his men along with a load of manure. It had taken
Lucky the last few years to get his paths and dikes neat and straight, and now someone else was doing the
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planting there. If he didn’t see it he didn’t get mad, and so he never felt like going down to the fields anymore.
But the fields were very near, and he could never leave the house without seeing them.
This was how he started to turn up more often at the gaming tables—whether he played or not he’d go just the
same to cheer himself up. As the days went by they couldn’t do without Lucky. If they hadn’t enough players for a
game they’d send for him to make up the number.
*
From this time on Lucky began to spend less and less of his time at home. At first he idled about the village,
but later on a bunch of young wastrels led him off to other villages. Sometimes he went a good distance and it
would be two or three months before he came back. The woman next door said to Silver Flower:
“You speak to him the next time he comes back! If a man goes on long enough idling and drifting he’ll never
be able to settle down to hard work again.”
Once Silver Flower did speak to him about it, but he replied:
“Whether you work or not it’s all the same; you get damn all out of it either way.”
When he had some money he would often buy something good to eat for Silver Flower and the boy. If he was
cleaned out he wouldn’t come back to sponge on her even if it meant starving for days on end. He would often say
his job wasn’t a proper one and he didn’t want his wife and his child to be ruined because of him. Silver Flower
knew he was unhappy, and the times when he came back she would see that he got his own way. She knew she
couldn’t depend on him to keep her. All she could depend on was her own two hands to feed herself and the boy.
She hadn’t the money to buy her own cotton to spin and weave into cloth; she had to go out to work for other
people and make a bit of money that way.
One winter, not long before Silver Flower’s second baby was due, she had earned a roll of cloth. She could
have used it for herself, but was saving it to exchange for rice to make some rice broth, when Lucky chanced to
come back. He had lost all his money and his padded jacket as well, and all he had to wear in these winter months
was an old tattered tunic. Silver Flower couldn’t abide the thought of it, and made the cloth up for him to wear.
Silver Flower had her second baby on the twentieth of the twelfth month. It was the same as the first time.
There wasn’t a grain of rice in the house, she had nothing to make rice broth with for herself, the little three-yearold boy kept crying with hunger, and Lucky too felt his stomach rumbling for lack of food.
“Get a pint measure,” Silver Flower urged him, “and go borrow a pint of rice from round the front there. Tell
them I’ll do some spinning for them in a couple of days.”
Lucky went off, but a year or two of knocking about had given him a bad name. They suspected he was up to
no good and put him off by saying they hadn’t any rice milled. When he returned, he heard the young woman
crying across the way.\fn{From his house.} A minute later, her mother-in-law lifted the curtain and called out softly:
“Come here a minute, Lucky!” Lucky went over to her, and she said: “There’s a little job you might do for me, I
don’t know whether you’d be willing …” Lucky asked her what it was.
Her little granddaughter had died, and she wanted Lucky to “see her off.”
Lucky had never done anything like this before; it was so sudden he thought the old woman was trying to
insult him. He felt like answering, “How dare you ask me to do this sort of thing?” But he didn’t say that. The old
woman noticed his hesitation and went on:
“Will you do it or not? Come on! What are you afraid of? Isn’t it better than cadging rice?”
He saw the force of this: he’d got to the state where he wasn’t worth a pint of rice; what right had he to stand
on his dignity?
He walked inside without replying, and when he came out again a little later he had a strip of old straw matting
rolled up in a bundle under his arm. For fear of coming across anyone he knew he made his way through the back
alleys. He met nobody inside the village, but when he came out into the fields and glanced back he saw a group of
people at the edge of the village staring at him and clucking away to each other. He couldn’t make them out
clearly or hear exactly what they were saying, but he could hear Lucky this and Lucky that. By this time he could
hide neither himself nor his matting bundle, nor could he throw it away half way to his destination. All he could
do was take to his heels.
He earned two pints of rice for this, but by doing it this once he had made it his trade. From then on if anyone’s
child died they sent for him, and it became a popular taunt among the kids:
“You’re no good! We’ll get Lucky to carry you off under his arm!”
They didn’t want Lucky for the play in the first month of the new year; they felt it was a disgrace to be seen
with him and got a new singer in his place.
*
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When a man has sunk until he’s lost his pride he’s not too particular when something presents itself. At his
wits’ end from hunger in summer and early autumn, he took to stealing a pumpkin here and a turnip there, if he
was caught hardening his face under curses, cowering under a beating—as long as he could get something in his
belly he stopped bothering about his pride.
Then one year, toward the end of autumn, a relative of the clan arrived with the news that Lucky had stolen
some carrots from a man in his village. He had been fined twenty dollars and put in the village jail. The news
reached Silver Flower’s ears, and she went to plead with Myriad Wang to get him off.
What this relative had really come for was to find out whether Lucky still had any possessions. If he had then
they could get Myriad to settle the score for Lucky; if not then they must prepare to send him off to the district
court. Myriad reflected that although he had taken over Lucky’s two-thirds of an acre, there was after all no sort
of binding agreement, and moreover with two rooms of a house still in Lucky’s possession twenty dollars
presented no problem and the matter could soon be settled.
“You go back home,” he said to Silver Flower. “This business involves the whole family. We must all stick
together, but when you get a young fellow like that what can you do about it?”
Myriad agreed to put up the money and Lucky was freed" and brought back, and the title deeds for the land
and the house were made over to Myriad for good.
After the deeds had been made over, Myriad talked things over with the members of the family proper and
decided this wastrel who disgraced them all should be taught a lesson.
More than twenty of the Wangs foregathered that evening. They trussed Lucky up against the pagoda tree by
Myriad’s gate, and Myriad himself gave the order:
“Flog him!”
Lucky was flogged with wet hemp lashes until his body was one great red weal. He squealed like a stuck pig,
and Silver Flower never left off beseeching Myriad for mercy, down on her knees in front of him. It took Lucky a
month to recover from the injuries of the flogging, during which time he ate up the couple of pecks of rice that
Silver Flower had managed to save over the last six months.
*
When the wounds had healed, Silver Flower said:
“You mustn’t go running off again after this. Aren’t you afraid of what they’ll do to you?”
“If I don’t go what do we eat?” was his reply.
Silver Flower could think of no way out, and said nothing, only wept.
He went off again that winter. This time it was better than ever; in less than a month he was back, all his
clothes new, and he had already sent her five dollars. When Silver Flower asked where it had all come from he
said, “Don’t ask that,” and so she didn’t ask again but spent the money on rice and a change of clothing for the
children.
When the people of the village noticed Lucky’s children with new clothes and reflected how long it was since
Silver Flower had been to anyone’s house for a loan of rice, they were certain that Lucky had done something
serious this time. Anyone who was missing some money or an ox suspected it was Lucky’s doing.
In the first month of the new year they buried one of the rich city gentry, and Myriad Wang received an
announcement of the funeral. He went into the city to join the mourners, and when he heard the hired musicians
singing at the funeral feast he thought one of them sounded like Lucky. As the banquet was nearing its close the
two musicians came around collecting from the guests, and Myriad saw that Lucky was one of them. Lucky saw
Myriad and hurriedly turned his face away. When the funeral was over each made his way home. Lucky had no
sense that he had done anything bad, he had just been earning a few dollars, but Myriad was feeling that this
scoundrel Lucky must be got out of the way at all costs.
That evening Myriad called together all of the Wang family who had any standing whatsoever and addressed
them:
“This—this Lucky has lived long enough! The latest is that he’s working in the town as hired musician at
funerals. If people outside the clan hear of this, how will we ever be able to face them again? A common ancestral
line, a common burial ground—if we of the Wang clan get this muck smeared on us, none of us will ever be clean
again! Think, all of you, think what the—what the devil we are going to do about this!”
The people of the district were always very concerned to keep their family escutcheons unspotted. Hired
funeral musicians they called “bastard” or “son-of-a-turtle,” and what Myriad said got them all worked up—some
of them shouted, “Beat him to death!;” some of them shouted, “Bury him alive!”
You can’t keep a thing secret where a lot of people are involved. One way or another the woman next door got
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to hear of it and passed the word to Silver Flower. Silver Flower told Lucky at once, and he ran off in the night.
There was no word from him then for another seven or eight years, and Silver Flower just carried on looking
after the two youngsters. When the elder boy was fourteen he was set to tending cows for a neighbor, and the
other children often mocked him as “turtle-spawn.”
Less than a year after Lucky left, the Japs occupied the area. People urged Silver Flower:
“Why don’t you find another man? What hope have you of Lucky ever doing you any good?” But she
wouldn’t take their advice. Then they would say: “Is there no other man in the world that you have to stick to that
thieving bastard of a gambler?”
“You don’t know the whole story,” she would reply. “He’s not a bad man, that husband of mine.”
*
When the area cadres had found oul: all the details of Lucky’s past they went along for a chat with him, taking
with them the chairman of the Farmers’ Committee.
“We’ve settled up wjth Myriad Wang,” said the chairman. “Wherever he has forcibly taken possession of
someone else’s goods he has had to restore them, but you are one of the ones he has swindled, and you haven’t
“turned over.” Our village cadre talked this over yesterday with the comrade from Area, and they propose to give
you an acre of the temple land to farm. What do you think about it?”
Lucky jumped to his feet and cried:
“None of that matters! I want nothing else but to get Myriad Wang in front of everybody, make an accusation
against him and clear myself, and get rid of all this damned rage I’ve been bottling up.”
The area cadre and the Agricultural Committee chairman agreed to this.
In the evening, using the time usually devoted to the winter evening school, the chairman of the Farmers’
Committee announced the purpose of the meeting. Some of the old diehards were very displeased about holding a
meeting with a cad, but it didn’t concern Lucky whether they wanted it or whether they didn’t. He started off:
“Gentlemen, I’ve been back half a month now, and I’ve been very keen to find someone to have a good chat
with, but everyone has been avoiding me like the plague because I’m a cad—as soon as I stop somewhere on the
street everybody moves to the other side. My apologies! Tonight I have come to ask advice from the head of my
clan, Myriad Wang, and I would like all of you to stand by and listen. Don’t be afraid! The lousy old system of
things has been over and done with for a long time now in the liberated areas, and although this area is only newly
liberated it’ll soon be the same here.
“Mr. Myriad, sir! I’ll still call you ‘sir!’ I’m afraid that now this cad of a nephew of yours has come back you’ll
have to put up with a little embarrassment from him. Now this account of ours is very clear and straightforward;
what I owed you was thirty dollars and a little over two hundred-weight of grain. What I’ve paid you is a house,
two-thirds of an acre of land, and five years’ labor as a hired hand. But you needn’t be afraid, I’m not trying to get
you for all this. I just have a great desire to hear you say whether I really am at bottom a good man or a bad man?”
Myriad sat for a while in uneasy silence, looked at the crowd, looked at Lucky, and said:
“This is spite, nothing else. If you’ve got anything against me let’s have it straight out. I’ve made amends to all
the people I’ve taken things from in the past. There’s only you left. Can’t we clear things up? Though I’ve no land
left, they’ve let me keep my shop.”
“Uncle,” said Lucky, “this is not spite. I don’t want anything back from you, I only want you to say what sort
of a man I am! If you won’t say I’ll tell you myself: when I was small no one could call me bad. Right up until I
was twenty-seven, I never did a rotten thing.”
“That’s right! That’s true enough!” said many of the older people at this.
Lucky went on:
“It was after then I went to the bad. Gambling, thieving, singing at funerals as a ‘bastard,’ I’ve done every
shameless thing a man can do. I know it was wrong, there’s nothing glorious about these things. I’ve already been
all through a self-examination, elsewhere. But what you used to mean by a good man in those days was
completely beyond me. On the plan you’d laid down for me, I worked for you as a hired hand for half the year,
then on top of that I farmed my own two-thirds of an acre; at the end of the year we reckoned up, I gave you my
wages and the crop from my land to pay off the interest, and my wife and children went hungry. Year after year,
and the end was the grave. Now just think, why should I want to be a ‘good man’ on that pattern? I gambled
because I was hungry, I stole because I was hungry, I sang at funerals as a ‘bastard’ because I was hungry. And
why was I hungry? Because my mother needed a coffin from you and ten dollars worth of odd things. For fear of
not being able to pay you off I worked five years as a laborer, but it didn’t make up for what I owed, so in the end
I handed my two-thirds of an acre over to you—and that’s when I really went hungry! I began going to the bad
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when I was twenty-eight. For six years I led a rotten life, and which of you can count all the floggings, the
cursings, the tears, the hunger? Right up to this year everyone is still saying I’m a bad lot—you avoid me on the
street, you call my children “turtle-spawn”—uncle, this is what your grace and favor have done for me.
Fortunately, I managed to prevent your burying me alive. I ran off to Liao County to beg, and I went on gambling
and stealing there. It was only because the Japs came and people didn’t bother about music at their funerals that I
didn’t sing as a bastard again. Then later the district became an Eighth Route Army base against the Japanese, and
the Resistance government reformed all the vagrants, idlers, and petty thieves, and put me in with a refugee group
to reclaim hill land. From that time on I had land to farm again, a house to live in, food to eat—the only thing was
I didn’t dare come back to my wife and children in their distress! I haven’t made a fortune in these seven or eight
years, but I’ve bought an ox and piled up a cellarful of grain and another big cellarful of potatoes. I really came
back this time to take my wife and my children back there. I had no idea of settling my account with you. But then
after I got back I saw that nobody dared sway a word to me. I don’t know whether they were scared I would rob
them or afraid of being contaminated with my corruption. I didn’t like the idea of going off like this under a cloud
of mystery, and god knows how long it would go on for, this rotten name I’ve had, and so I thought of asking you
to explain it all to everyone here, Uncle. Let’s see what sort of a man I really am after all. I went to the bad—all
right, you tell me then, who should take the responsibility?”
2
1: The Taboo of the Soothsayers
In the Liu Valley there lived two soothsayers: one called K’ung Ming\fn{ A note reads: K’ung Ming, also known as
the Second, living in the upper village; the other,
Third Fairy Maid, living in the lower village. K’ung Ming the Second was also called Chuke the Second; his real
name was Liu Hsiu-teh. He had once been a merchant, who would never do anything or make a movement
without consulting the divine principles of “Yin-yang and Eight Trigrams,” or taking a look at the date to see
whether it was “yellow”\fn{Lucky.} or “black.”\fn{Unlucky.} Third Fairy Maid, who was the wife of Yu Fu of the
lower village, would swagger about with a red cloth on her head on the first and fifteenth of every month,
disguising herself like a goddess.
K’ung Ming the Second tabooed the phrase “unsuited for sowing,” and Third Fairy Maid, “The rice is
overcooked.” There were little stories about the two taboos.
One year there was a great drought in the spring. It was not till the third day of the fifth moon in the lunar
calendar that there was a slight drizzle. On the fourth day, when everybody hurried to the fields to sow, K’ung
Ming the Second took a look at the almanac and counted on his fingers.
“Today is unsuited for sowing,” he said.
The fifth day was the Dragon Boat Festival, and for years he had never done anything on such a day. So he did
not sow on the fifth day. The sixth day was indeed a “yellow” day, but unfortunately the fields had again become
parched. Though he carefully sowed his four mou of land, not half of the seeds came up. Not till the fifteenth day
did it rain again. While others were weeding thefresh shoots, K’ung Ming the Second and his two sons had to resow the empty land. A young man of the neighborhood met him on the road at lunch time.
“Grandpa!” the young neighbor asked him. “Is today unsuited for sowing?”
K’ung Ming the Second could only cast an angry glance at him, and turned back to walk away. The whole
village made fun of him.
Third Fairy Maid had a daughter named Hsiao Chin. One day Chin Wang’s father came to Third Fairy Maid to
make inquiries about sickness. She sat behind the incense-table, singing prayers, while Chin Wang’s father knelt
down, listening in front of her. Hsiao Chin, then at the age of nine, was cooking the noon meal, and when she put
the rice into the pot, upon hearing her mother’s babbling incantations that she enjoyed listening to, she came to
the table to listen and forgot all about the pot of rice. After a while, when Chin Wang’s father went out to make
water, Third Fairy Maid took this opportunity to speak to Hsiao Chin, saying, “Hurry and prepare the meal! The
rice will be overcooked!” Her words were unexpectedly overheard by Chin Wang’s father and, upon his return, he
repeated them to everyone in the village. After that, those who liked to poke fun at others would jest in Third
Fairy Maid’s presence:
“Has the rice been overcooked?”
Third Fairy Maid had been invoking the gods for thirty solid years. She was fifteen years old when she married
Chuke Liang (181-224) was a strategist of the Three Kingdoms period .}
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Yu Fu. At that time, she was the prettiest girl in the whole valley, and Yu Fu was an honest young man of few
words, working hard in the fields. Yu Fu’s mother had died early. So, when he went with his father to work in the
fields, the new bride was left alone at home. Young villagers thought the young woman so lonesome that they
gradually came to keep her company. In a few days a large crowd had gathered around her, talking and laugh-ing
—they were quite clamorous. Yu Fu’s father thought this gathering improper, and one day he lost his temper,
giving them a good scolding.
Though this was effective in putting an end to the visits of the outsiders, the new bride was so irritated that she
cried for a whole day and night, refusing to comb her hair, wash her face, or take any food. She lay on the brick
bed, and no one could persuade her to get up. The father and son were at their wits end over what to do. A granny
in the neighborhood found them a witch who communed with a fairy and said that Third Fairy Maid had been
associated with that fairy. Third Fairy Maid, indeed, chanted and muttered:
“My god this, and my god that.”
From that time she began to communicate with the deity regularly on the first and the fifteenth of each month.
Therefore the other villagers came to burn incense to her, making inquiries about wealth and sickness, while Third
Fairy Maid set up the incense-table for this purpose.
The young men who visited Third Fairy Maid, however, were more interested in gazing at the “holy image”
than in listening to the deity’s advice. Third Fairy Maid knew only too well what was on their minds. She put on
nicer clothes, and kept her hair smoother, her trinkets polished more brilliantly, and her face powdered more
evenly, so that these young men could not help gathering around her.
Well, that was thirty years ago. Most of these men now wore beards, and, moreover, had grown-up children or
had even become fathers-in-law. Except for a few old bachelors, none had the leisure to visit Third Fairy Maid.
But she was different from other women. Although she was forty-five years old, she still tried to make herself
pretty as a young woman. Her small shoes were still embroidered, and her trousers were also designed with
embroidered borders. The top of her head, now completely bald, was covered with a black kerchief. Unfortunately
face powder could not smooth out all the wrinkles on her face; it was as if mule manure had been covered with
frost.
As most of her former admirers no longer came and the few old bachelors did not keep her satisfied, Third
Fairy Maid started rallying around her a crowd of young men who were more gallant than those old admirers.
What skill did Third Fairy Maid use to gather such a crowd of young men?
The secret of this popularity lay with her daughter Hsiao Chin.
Third Fairy Maid had borne altogether six children, five of whom had died in their infancy. The only surviving
child, Hsiao Chin, had been very smart and clever since she was two or three years old. When Third Fairy Maid’s
old admirers came to visit, every one of them would pick her daughter up and say:
“She is mine.”
At the age of five or six, when Hsiao Chin could tell that there was something nasty about these remarks, her
mother told her:
“If anybody speaks to you like that again, just say, ‘No, I am your aunt!’”
After she had answered in this way several times, no one would make such a remark.
Now Hsiao Chin was eighteen. The disrespectful persons in the village said that Hsiao Chin was far more
beautiful than her mother at that age. The young villagers always looked for an opportunity to exchange a few
words with her. When Hsiao Chin went to wash clothes, they did the same; when she went to gather wild herbs,
they all did the same, too. At mealtime the neighbors would come over with their bowls of rice, sitting and talking
a while at Third Fairy Maid’s; even those who lived in the upper village did not mind taking the considerable
journey. Although this had been a custom of over thirty years’ standing, it had not been until two or three years
ago that young men had shown such enthusiasm. At first Third Fairy Maid thought she still had charm enough to
entice the young folk. But in the long run, as they did not really approach her, she gradually realized that they
came solely for the sake of Hsiao Chin.
However, Hsiao Chin did not take after her mother. Though she talked and laughed with others, she never
acted indiscreetly with anyone. For the past two or three years she had been getting along well with Hsiao Erhhei. One summer morning, when Yu Fu had gone to the fields and Third Fairy Maid was visiting neighbors,
leaving Hsiao Chin alone at home, Chin Wang came around and said, with a grin:
“Now we have a chance to be together!”
“Brother Chin Wang!” said Hsiao Chin, looking quite serious. “We had better speak more properly; you have
been married—you are not a child!”
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“Don’t pretend to be good!” said Chin Wang, thrusting out his lips. “When Hsiao Erh-hei comes you will
soften up! Come on, let me have a go, too. If you want to be good, the bottom of the pot will not be black!”And
then, he took hold of Hsiao Chin’s arm and whispered:
“Come on! Don’t pretend!”
“Chin Wang!” screamed Hsiao Chin, to his surprise.
Chin Wang let go of her and rushed outside, muttering, “You just wait and see!”
Then he slipped quietly away.
4: Chin Wang and his Cousin
There was no one in the Liu Valley who did not hate Chin Wang. Only his cousin Hsing Wang was on good
terms with him. Chin Wang’s father, who was a farmer, was a “tiger” in the Liu Valley. For several scores of years
he had been the head of the village, and he was a past master at binding and beating people. When Chin Wang
was seventeen or eighteen years old, he became his father’s efficient accomplice. Meanwhile Hsing Wang had
also learned how to help the tiger pounce on its victims. Since then, if the old man wanted to lay hands on
anybody, he no longer needed to do it himself; he had just to give the order, and both Chin Wang and Hsing Wang
would spring into action.
In the early years of the war, traitors, enemy spies, defeated soldiers, and bandits committed outrages everywhere. Chin Wang’s father was now dead; the two cousins, Chin Wang and Hsing Wang, carried on clandestine
work for a band of marauders; on one hand, they helped the marauders to kidnap people and on the other hand
they negotiated the ransom for the people. Thus they acted both as witches and as ghosts, pretending to be
friendly to both sides. Finally, the Eighth Route Army\fn{ Of Chinese Communists.} had completely defeated these
marauders and bandits. The Wang cousins thereupon returned to the Liu Valley.
The people in the valley were timid by nature. And, after several months of great disturbances in which many
were killed, few dared to call attention to themselves. Other large villages had set up village governments, all
kinds of national salvation leagues, and military committees. But in the Liu Valley nobody wanted to be a cadre
[kan-pu], except the village head who had been appointed by the county government.
Some time later the county government sent a representative to the Liu Valley, to sponsor the election of
village cadres. Chin Wang and Hsing Wang, however, looked upon this as an opportunity to obtain power. Since
the people wanted to have someone interested in the positions, they elected Chin Wang as the chairman of the
military committee and Hsing Wang as a member of the village government. Chin Wang’s wife was elected
chairman of the women’s national salvation league. All other cadres were filled out by old men, to make up the
number.
But the captain of the Youth Resistance Vanguard could not be an old man. As Hsing Wang saw that Hsiao
Erh-hei had an appealing, handsome appearance, he nominated him for the post on the spur of the moment.
Although the boy’s father, K’ung Ming the Second, did not like it, he did not dare object for fear of offending
Chin Wang.
Since the village head was an outsider, he did not know much about local conditions. Hence Chin Wang and
Hsing Wang became more tyrannical than ever, since, as long as they could deceive the village head, they could
dispatch anybody in the village. In the past few years, some of the village cadres had been replaced, but the two
cousins remained firmly in the posts. The country-folk hated the two cousins in their very bones, but nobody
dared breathe a word, for fear that he might get into trouble if they could not be removed.
5: Hsiao Erh-hei
Hsiao Erh-hei was the younger son of K’ung Ming the Second. Once, in the counterattack, he had killed two
enemies and had been commended as a marksman of superior rank. His good looks were known not only in the
Lu Valley, but also in all the other villages; when he appeared in stage plays during the yearly Spring Festival,
wherever he went, the eyes of the village women would follow him about.
Hsiao Erh-hei had never been to school, but had learned a little from his father. When he was six years old, his
father began to teach him some words, not from the Five Classics and Four Books, nor from the texts on general
knowledge and the national language, but from the books dealing with Celestial Stems,\fn{ A note reads: They are the
ten primary signs which, when used in combination with the twelve terrestrial branches, form the cycle of sixty .} Terrestrial
Branches, \fn{A note reads: They are also known as the Twelve Cyclical Signs, usually symbolized by twelve animals .} the Five
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Elements,\fn {A note reads: Metal, wood, water, fire, and earth.} and the Eight Trigrams and Sixty-four Hexagrams. Then
he studied the Pai-chung Ching,\fn{A note reads: An almanac used in divination.} Yu-chia Ch’I,\fn{A note reads: A book used
in fortune-telling.} the revised edition of the divine Yi,\fn{ A note reads: The Book of Changes, used in divination], and books
dealing with systems of physiognomy, magic calculations, and geomancy. Being a very clever boy, Hsiao Erh-hei
had committed to memory in a few days all the oral formulas connected with the calculation of the animal year, as
well as the magic of fortune-telling.\fn{ A note reads: Some phrases have been omitted here .} His father often showed him
off in front of visitors. As he was such a clever and lovely child, all grown-ups loved to tease him.
“Erh-hei, calculate which animal year is the age of ten?”
“Erh-hei, work out my fortune!”
But after the “unsuited for sowing” incident delayed the plowing of his fields, K’ung Ming the Second was
grumbled at by his wife and elder son, Ta-hei, and laughed at by the villagers. On account of this, Hsiao Erh-hei
too was often mocked. Although he was then thirteen years old grown-ups still liked to treat him like a child and
tease him. When they visited the family, those who were fond of making fun of K’ung Ming the Second would, in
the old man’s presence, ask Hsiao Erh-hei:
“Erh-hei! Calculate whether today is suited for sowing or not!”
Even children of his own age, when quarreling with Hsiao Erh-hei, would shout:
“Unsuited for sowing! Unsuited for sowing!”
Because of this, Hsiao Erh-hei for several months avoided people as he came and went. Later he consulted his
mother, and decided not to have anything to do with his father’s ghostly eight trigrams.
Hsiao Chin and Hsiao Erh-hei had been good friends for the past two or three years. At the age of sixteen or
seventeen, he had just come to Third Fairy Maid’s house, together with other visitors, to spend some of the long
winter evenings. But he became so much attached to Hsiao Chin that he could not let a single day pass without
seeing her.
Someone living in the lower village wanted to serve as matchmaker for Hsiao Erh-hei and Hsiao Chin, but
K’ung Ming the Second objected for three reasons.
First, Hsiao Erh-hei’s horoscope was under the influence of “metal,” while Hsiao Chin’s horoscope was under
that of “fire.” He feared that “fire” would destroy “metal.”
Second, Hsiao Chin had been born in the tenth moon, which was considered an “offensive month.”
And third, Third Fairy Maid had a very bad reputation. About that time it so happened that a group of refugees
came from Changteh County, and among them was one called Lao Li, who had brought his daughter of eight or
nine years with him. Because they had nothing to eat, he wanted to give the girl to somebody to save her from
starvation. K’ung Ming the Second considered it a good bargain; first he asked her birthday and eight horoscopic
characters; after much calculation, he declared:
“The two, though born a thousand li apart, are destined to marry by an invisible thread.”
And he thereupon took her as Hsiao Erh-hei’s “child bride.”
Although K’ung Ming the Second said that this would be an absolutely hannonious union, Hsiao Erh-hei refused to acknowledge it. Father and son quarreled over this matter for several days, but K’ung Ming the Second
insisted on keeping the girl.\fn{A note reads: A betrothed girl is brought up in the home of her fiance.}
“If you want to keep her, you keep her. But I’ll never want her!" said Hsiao Erh-hei.
In the end, though the girl stayed, her exact status in the family was never made quite clear.
6: “Struggle Meetings”
Ever since Chin Wang had met with Hsiao Chin’s refusal, he had harbored a hatred against her and kept thinking of avenging himself. One day a training session for the village cadres was announced by the military committee. Hsiao Erh-hei failed to appear because he was in bed with malaria. After the training session was over Chin
Wang said to Hsing Wang:
“Hsiao Erh-hei was only pretending to be sick. I am sure he is attracted to Hsiao Chin. Let us start a ‘struggle’
against him.”
Since Hsing Wang, who was the chairman of the military committee, had also met with Hsiao Chin’s refusal,
naturally he agreed with Chin Wang. He also advised Chin Wang to urge his wife to launch a “struggle” in the
women’s national salvation league against Hsiao Chin.
Chin Wang’s wife, the chairman of the league, had really hated Hsiao Chin for a long time, because her
husband liked to visit the girl. When Chin Wang told her that she should start a “struggle” against Hsiao Chin, the
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woman was, therefore, only too pleased fo have this opportunity. She laid aside her needlework and at once set
about making the necessary preparations.
On the following day, therefore, two “struggle meetings” were held in the village. One, sponsored by the military committee, was directed against Hsiao Erh-hei; the other, sponsored by the women’s national salvation
league, was against Hsiao Chin.
Since he was blameless, Hsiao Erh-hei of course refused to admit the charges and remained firm from beginning to end. Hsing Wang ordered his men to bind Hsiao Erh-hei and turned him over to the village government for
punishment. Fortunately, the village head was intelligent, and exhorted Hsing Wang thus:
“Hsiao Erh-hei really was sick with malaria; it was not just an excuse. As to his being in love, there is nothing
wrong with that; you should not have bound him!”
“But he is already engaged to a girl!” said Hsing Wang.
“Everybody in the village knows that Hsiao Erh-hei has never acknowledged his ‘child-bride,’” the village
head retorted. “His refusal is right, for no boy under sixteen or girl under fifteen is old enough to become
engaged. And since this little girl is not much over ten, she will probably not agree when she grows up. Therefore,
Hsiao Erh-hei is completely free to make love to other girls. Nobody can intervene.”
Hsing Wang had nothing more to say.
“Does it violate the law to tie people up without a cause?” was Hsiao Erh-hei’s counterclaim.
After the village head had mediated between the two, this case came to the end.
Before Hsing Wang could leave the headquarters of the village government, Hsiao Chin dragged the chairman
of the women’s nation salvation league to the village head.
“Village head!” Hsiao Chin called out as soon as she had crossed the threshold. “The accusation of theft must
be based on the possession of booty, the accusation of adultery on evidence. Does the head of the women’s
national salvation league have the right to act arbitrarily?”
When Hsing Wang saw Chin Wang’s wife being dragged in, he was afraid that this case would involve him. So
he quickly slipped out. The village head, after making some inquiries, took great pains to settle the argument
between the two women.
7: The Fairy Maid’s Acceptance of a Marriage Proposal
After the two “struggle meetings” had been held, the love between the two young people was no longer a
secret. Hsiao Erh-hei now knew their marriage was within reason and law, and so he decided to discuss the matter
with Hsiao Chin.
Third Fairy Maid was quite worried. Although Hsiao Chin was her daughter, in recent years she had found she
somehow couldn’t get along with the girl. She herself loved young men, but the young men loved Hsiao Chin. To
Third Fairy Maid, the boy Hsiao Erh-hei looked like fresh fruit; but because of Hsiao Chin, she could not have it
for herself. She had long intended to find a husband for Hsiao Chin and thus get rid of her. But because her own
reputation was improper, there was hardly any family willing to be related to her by marriage. After the “struggle
meetings” rumors had spread that Hsiao Erh-hei and Hsiao Chin intended to marry by their own agreement.
Should this really happen, Third Fairy Maid thought, it would be impossible for her even to coquette a little with
Hsiao Erh-hei. Therefore she asked this one and that one to find Hsiao Chin a husband.
“Hoist the recruiting banner, and men will come and enlist.”
A certain Mr. Wu, a retired officer who had been the commander of a brigade under Yen Hsi-shan,\fn{ A note
reads: The former governor of Shansi.} was very wealthy and his wife had recently died. He had seen Hsiao Chin once at
the fair in the Lai-lai Temple and wanted the girl for his wife. Third Fairy Maid of course agreed when the
matchmaker made the proposal to her. When the engagement presents were sent over, only a few days later, Third
Fairy Maid accepted the engagement for her daughter, feeling as if a load had been taken off her mind.
Meanwhile, since Hsiao Chin had almost settled everything with Hsiao Erh-hei, how could she listen to her
mother? On the day the engagement gifts arrived, Hsiao Chin had a violent quarrel with her mother, throwing the
ornaments, silk, and satin sent by Mr. Wu all over the ground.
“I don’t care!” said Hsiao Chin, after the matchmaker had gone away. “Whoever accepts these gifts can marry
the man herself.”
Third Fairy Maid was greatly upset about all this, and kept to her bed a good part of the day. After supper,
yawning a bit and starting her chanting, she said that the deity had come to her. First she blamed Yu Fu for failing
to manage his own household, then she said that the union between Hsiao Chin and Mr. Wu had been predestined.
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“As the marriage is destined by Heaven,” she continued chanting, “whoever disobeys Heaven’s will will
perish.”
Yu Fu knelt down on the ground, begging for mercy, but the “deity” ordered him to give Hsiao Chin a good
beating. When Hsiao Chin heard this, she knew that it was impossible to bring her mothe—the fake medium of
ghosts and deities—to her senses. She decided to slip out of the house, leaving her mother to continue her
nonsense.
Hsiao Chin alone rushed to the upper village to find Hsiao Erh- hei. On the way she happened to meet him,
coming to look for her. Hand in hand they stealthily went together to a large kiln, where they discussed ways of
dealing with Third Fairy Maid.
8: “Get the Two Together”
Hsiao Chin told Hsiao Erh-hei in great detail how her mother had arranged the marriage, how she had
pretended to be the “deity,” and what she had chanted.
“Don’t pay any attention to her!” said Hsiao Erh-hei. “I’ve learned from the comrades at the district government headquarters that any man and woman can apply for marriage registration if they both are agreed. No third
party can intervene.”
At this moment they heard footsteps approaching.
Hsiao Erh-nei craned his neck to take a look, seeing in the shadows four or five persons, one of whom said,
“Get the two together! Get the two together!”
Both Hsiao Chin and Hsiao Erh-hei recognized Chin Wang’s voice. Hsiao Erh-hei became angry and shouted,
“Get who? We’ve not violated any law!”
Hsing Wang, who was also there, gave the order:
“Arrest them! Arrest them! We’ll see whether you have violated the law! You’ve been quite a bother to me for
a good many days!”
“I’ll go wherever you say,” said Hsiao Erh-hei. “Even if we go to the Border Region Government, you can’t
pin anything on me. Let’s go!”
“Go? You won’t go like that!” said Hsing Wang. “Tie him up!”
Hsiao Erh-hei struggled for a while, but, since they outnumbered him they managed to beat him and truss him
up.
“The girl is still inside,” said Hsing Wang. “Tie her up, too! ‘Accusation of adultery must be based on
evidence!’ This is what she said.”
People in the upper village had not yet gone to bed and, when they heard the commotion, some of them rushed
out to take a look. When they saw a couple bound with rope, under the light of the hempstalk torches, they readily
understood what had happened. K’ung Ming the Second also came, and, seeing Hsiao Erh-hei tied up, knelt down
before Hsing Wang, pleading for mercy.
“Hsing Wang! There has never been any feud between our two families. For the sake of my old face, please be
lenient.”
“Well, this is out of our control,” said Hsing Wang. “He will be turned over to the higher authorities!”
“Don’t worry, father!” said Hsiao Erh-hei. “No matter where he sends me, I’m not guilty of anything. I’ve
nothing to fear from him!”
“Little tough guy!” said Hsing Wang. “I hope you stay as tough to the end!”
Then he ordered the three militiamen:
“Take them away!”
“Take them to the village government?” one of the militiamen asked.
“What’s the use of taking them to the village government?” said Hsing Wang.
“Didn’t the village head release them last time? This time we’ll take them to the district military committee for
trial!”
And so they took the couple away.
9: Kung Ming the Second’s Divine Prognostication
The neighbors saw the Wang cousins tying up the couple, but no one dared speak up for Hsiao Erh-hei. Not
until the militiamen had gone did they persuade K’ung Ming the Second to return home.
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“Ah! I knew that something would happen!” said K’ung Ming the Second, shaking his head. “Day before
yesterday, in the morning, when I went to the fields, I met a young woman clad in mourning dress riding on a
donkey up the hill. I knew something ominous would happen. This year, as I am under the influence of the Lo-hou
Star,\fn{A note reads: A star named after Lo-hou (Rahu), king of the goblins of Buddhism. It is said to cause eclipses of the sun and the
moon, thus bringing bad luck.} I should be careful to avoid seeing anyone in mourning, which is detrimental to good
fortune. So I dare not go anywhere else. Who knows whether bad fortune can be avoided? Last night Erh-hei’s
mother dreamt that a play was being performed in the temple. This morning a crow cawed a dozen times above
the eastern chamber. Ah! This is my fate which I cannot escape.”
Then he chanted a string of annoying and prattling words, which bored his neighbors. So, after trying to
console him, they dispersed.
Who could sleep with such worries? With the exception of the little girl, no one in the house of K’ung Ming
the Second could go to sleep. Passing his hands over his face, K’ung Ming the Second took out two small coins
and cast a horoscope, which so frightened him that his face turned as pale as ashes.
“Oh, it is terrible! terrible!” he screamed. “The official devils of the midday furnace are disturbed by the
parents of the midnight earth,\fn{A note reads: This is jargon in fortune-telling.}—that is, ‘fire flames in summer;’ I am
afraid danger is imminent. Ah! When he was elected captain of the Youth Vanguard, I told him not to accept the
post. But the cursed boy wanted to be a popular figure! People said that he will be court-martialed. If he had not
accepted the captain’s post, how could he have committed any military offense?”
His wife wrung her hands and stamped her feet.
“Oh, good heavens!” cried she. “Who could have imagined he would get into such trouble?”
A star named after Lo-hou (Rahu), king of the goblins of Buddhism. It is said to cause eclipses of the sun and the
moon, thus bringing bad luck.
“Don’t worry so much!” their elder son Ta-hei said. “Anyway, what has happened has happened! Let it go! So
far as I can see, since this is no murder case, Erh-hei can’t be found guilty of any serious crime. Since he has been
sent to the district government, I’ll go there to make inquiries about it. You had better go to sleep now.
After Ta-hei had gone, K’ung Ming the Second still bent his head to pore over the horoscope he had just cast.
After a while, he heard the weeping of a woman from afar. It seemed nearer and nearer, and, a moment later,
approached the window. Then the door was pushed open, and before he could make out who the woman was, she
had grabbed hold of him, crying and roaring.
“Liu Hsiu-teh! Give my daughter back!” the woman screamed. “Where has your son taken my daughter? Give
back—”
By then, the wife of K’ung Ming the Second was beside herself with anger, and when she saw that the intruder
was Third Fairy Maid, in her fury she jumped down from the brick-bed to get hold of the woman.
“You’ve come just at the right moment!” she said. “This saves me the trouble of looking for you! Both you and
your daughter have seduced my son, and yet you have the face to come here. Let’s go to the district government to
settle the matter!”
The two women rolled about in a tussle. Kung Ming the Second could not separate them without help. He
could no longer pore over his diagrams. But Third Fairy Maid had become frightened when she saw that Kung
Ming the Second’s wife was out for her life. She dared not continue fighting, so, after she had clamored for a
while, she managed to free herself and ran away. The wife of Kung Ming the Second tried to pursue her out of the
door, but was held back by her husband. However, she continued cursing.
10: “Be Merciful! Be Merciful!”
Kung Ming the Second could not sleep that night, but muttered repeatedly, “Why hasn’t Ta-hei come back?
Why hasn’t Ta-hei come back?”
Before daybreak he himself set out for the district government. Halfway there, he noticed Ta-hei in the distance
with the three militiamen, on their way back. Besides, there were an assistant and a messenger from the district
government.
“Ta-hei! What’s happened?” the old man shouted from afar. “Anything serious?”
“Nothing serious,” said Ta-hei. “Don’t worry!”
While they exchanged words, they had come face to face. The assistant and the three militiamen walked away,
while Ta-hei introduced his father to the messenger. Then he turned to K’ung Ming the Second.
“You and Yu Fu’s wife have been summoned by the district government,” said Ta-hei. “Go ahead. There is
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nothing to be afraid of. Erh-hei and Hsiao Chin were released as soon as they arrived at the district government
headquarters. The authorities have known for some time that both Hsing Wang and Chin Wang are bad men, so
they have had the two cousins arrested. Meanwhile, an assistant has been sent to our village to collect evidence of
their evil deeds. When I arrived there, the trial was over. I heard that the district government approves of the
marriage between Erh-hei and Hsiao Chin.”
“So long as they are not guilty of anything, that’s all right,” said K’ung Ming the Second. “But they mustn’t
get married, for their horoscopes are antagonistic to each other. Do you know why I have been summoned?”
“No,” said Ta-hei. “Nothing serious, I suppose. You just go, and I’ll go home to tell mother.”
“Old man!” said the messenger. “Now I’ve seen you. You just go while I go to summon the other party.”
As soon as he had said this, he went off with Ta-hei.
When K’ung Ming the Second arrived at the headquarters of the district government, he saw Hsiao Erh-hei and
Hsiao Chin sitting together on a bench. He pointed his finger at Hsiao Erh-hei and shouted at him:
“You trouble-maker! Since you have been released, why don’t you go home? You’ve worried me nearly to
death! You are shameless!”
“What’s the matter?” said the district head. “Is the district government headquarters a place to start abusing
people?”
K’ung Ming the Second was silent.
“Are you Liu Hsiu-teh?” the district head asked.
“Yes.”
“Have you chosen a ‘child-bride’ for Liu Erh-hei?”
“Yes.”
“How old is she now?”
“She is of the year of the monkey—so she is twelve years old.”
“A girl who is under fifteen cannot be engaged. Send her back to her own parents. Liu Erh-hei is engaged to
Hsiao Chin.”
"The girl had only her father who is a refugee and nobody knows his whereabouts,” said Kung Ming the
Second. “There is no place to send her. Girls below fifteen cannot be engaged—this is nothing but official
regulation. In fact, many girls of seven or eight years in the village get engaged. I beg your honor to be merciful,
be merciful—”
“Any engagement not in accord with law can be canceled if one of the parties concerned does not want it,”
said the district head.
“But this is a case in which both families agree,” said Kung Ming the Second.
“Liu Erh-hei!” asked the district head. “Do you agree?”
“No,” said Hsiao Erh-hei.
Kung Ming the Second’s anger was aroused, and he stared at Hsiao Erh-hei.
“So you decide now, eh?” he said.
“Since he is getting engaged,” said the district head, “if he is not allowed to make the choice, is it possible for
you to do so? Old man, nowadays marriage is based on the free choice of both parties. It is not for you to decide.
If the girl in your home is really homeless, you can take her as your daughter.”
“That’s all right,” said K'ung Ming the Second. “But please, your honor, be merciful, be merciful! Don’t let
him be engaged to the daughter of Yu Fu!”
“That’s none of your business!”
“Please, your honor, be merciful, be merciful! Their horpscopes are antagonistic! This matter concerns their
whole lives!” Then Kung Ming the Second turned to Hsiao Erh-hei, saying:
“Erh-hei, don’t be muddle-headed. This concerns your whole life!”
“Old man!” said the district head, “it is you who should not be muddle-headed. If you force your nineteenyear-old son to marry a twelve-year-old girl, you will get into trouble all your life. I’m saying this for your own
good. So long as both of them agree, it does not matter whether you agree or not. Go home now! If the girl has no
place to go to, keep her as your daughter!”
K’ung Ming the Second still pleaded for the district head to be merciful, but the messenger pushed him out of
the office.
11: Taking a Look at Third Fairy Maid
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Third Fairy Maid had come to see K’ung Ming the Second for two reasons: first, she wanted to demonstrate
what a row she could make; second, she wanted to veil from the public her real attitude towards her daughter. In
fact, she was quite happy to see Hsiao Chin getting into trouble. So, when she got home after her brawl with the
wife of K’ung Ming the Second, she went straight to bed. She did not get up until very late the next morning.
Yu Fu was much more worried than his wife, but he could not make any decision by himself. Since he dared
not wake her up, he started cooking the rice himself. When the rice was almost cooked, Third Fairy Maid got up
leisurely, washing and combing.
“Aren’t you going to make some inquiries about Hsiao Chin?” Yu Fu asked her.
“What for? She can manage everything herself.”
Yu Fu dared not say any more, so he just left the food on the stove and waited until his wife had made her
toilet.
Before she had finished her meal, the messenger from the district government came to summon her. She
seemed rather jolly, and said in a loud voice:
“Since that daughter of mine has grown up, I cannot manage her. Well, I’ll ask the district head’s help to bring
her to reason!”
Third Fairy Maid thereupon finished her meal, put on a new dress, a new kerchief, embroidered shoes, and
trousers with borders of design. She once more dabbed her face with powder and put on some ornaments. Then
she asked Yu Fu to get the donkey ready. She rode on the donkey, while Yu Fu urged the animal along. Thus they
set out for the district government.
When they arrived at the district government, the messenger led her to the district head’s office. She knelt
down, kowtowed, and exclaimed:
“My lord the district head! Whatever you decide will be in my favor!”
Then the district head was bent over his desk, writing. When he saw a woman before him, her head covered
with silver ornaments, he took her for a young daughter-in-law who had come to him a couple of days ago about a
quarrel with her mother-in-law.
“Your mother-in-law has a guarantee, hasn’t she? Why don’t you go to him?” asked the district head.
Third Fairy Maid, being at a loss for words, raised her head and looked at his face. The district head saw in
front of him an aging woman, her face powdered, and realized that he had made a mistake.
“You have mistaken her for another woman,” said the messenger. “This is the mother of Hsiao Chin.”
The district head looked her up and down.
“So you’re Hsiao Chin’s mother!” said he. “Get up! Don’t make any ghostly pretenses here! I know all about
you. Get up!”
Third Fairy Maid stood up.
“How old are you?” asked the district head.
“Forty-five,” she answered.
“Have a look at yourself, and see whether you look like a human being!”
A village girl about ten years old, standing at the door, burst out laughing.
“Get out of here and go back to your play!” said the messenger to the girl.
The little girl ran away.
“You know how to invoke deities, don’t you?” the district head continued.
Third Fairy Maid dared not answer.
“You have found a husband for your daughter, haven’t you?”
“Yes.”
“How much money did you get from him?”
“Three thousand five hundred dollars.”
“What else?”
“Some ornaments and a few bolts of cloth.”
“Have you ever consulted your daughter about this?”
“Not yet.”
“Is your daughter willing?”
“I don’t know.”
“I am sending for her so that you can ask her yourself,” said the district head. Then he turned to the messenger,
saying, “Bring Hsiao Chin here!”
The little girl who had run out had spread the news that there was an old woman in the district government
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office, forty-five years old, who still powdered her face and wore embroidered shoes. All the women in the
neighborhood came to take a look, and, filling up half the courtyard, they whispered and murmured:
“Look at her! Forty-five!”
“Look at her trousers!”
“Look at her shoes!”
Third Fairy Maid had never blushed in her life, but now she could not control herself, and beads of sweat
streamed down her face.
“What are you looking at?” said the messenger, bringing Hsiao Chin. “She is also a human being. Haven’t you
seen anybody like her before? Make way, please!”
The crowd of women burst out laughing.
Hsiao Chin had been brought into the office.
“You can ask her whether she is willing or not,” said the district head.
But Third Fairy Maid was distracted by the talk of the people in the courtyard: “Forty-five,” “Wearing
embroidered shoes,” and the like. She was so ashamed of herself that she had to wipe away the sweat, unable to
speak.
Suddenly the people in the courtyard changed the subject.
“That is her daughter.”
“But the daughter does not know as much about how to make herself up as her mother does.”
“It is said that the woman knows how to invoke the deities,”somebody said.
There was also someone who, knowing all about Third Fairy Maid, started to relate the story of “The rice is
over-cooked.” By then, Third Fairy Maid wished she could kill herself by butting her head against the wall.
“If you won’t ask your daughter, I will do it for you,” said the district head. “Yu Hsiao Chin! Your mother has
found a husband for you. Don’t you want to marry him?”
“No, of course not!” said Hsiao Chin. “I don’t even know who he is!”
“Did you hear that?” the district head said to Third Fairy Maid. Then he explained to her the law relating to the
freedom of choice in marriage. He also said that the betrothal between Hsiao Chin and Hsiao Erh-hei was
therefore perfectly legal. Finally he told Third Fairy Maid to return all the money and gifts she had received from
Wu’s family, and to let Hsiao Chin marry Hsiao Erh-hei. With a feeling of shame, she consented to do as she was
ordered.
12: How to Come to the End
When the three militiamen returned to the Liu Valley, they told the villagers that Hsing Wang and Chin Wang
had been arrested by the district government. Meanwhile the district government was sending an assistant to the
village to investigate their crimes. All the villagers clapped their hands with joy. After lunch a mass meeting was
held in the temple. The village head explained the purpose of the meeting and asked the people to come forward
to testify to the crimes and evils of the Wang cousins. At first they were afraid of reprisals if they should fail to
bring the charge home to the Wang cousins. For a long while nobody dared speak up. Some chicken-hearted
villager even whispered:
“Those who put up with things will have peace.”
At last a young man who had been trodden down by the Wang cousins came forward, saying:
“Haven’t I been patient and tolerant? Yet, the more tolerant I was, the more I suffered. If you people will not
speak up, I will.”
He started by telling how Chin Wang had brought the bandits to kidnap him, and went on to name four or five
more criminal acts.
“I want to take a rest before I continue. Let other people point out their crimes!” the young man said.
Once the young man had made a start, many other victims hastened to bring up their charges: the Wang
cousins had accepted bribes, forced people to commit suicide, robbed them of their property, and raped women.
The two cousins had also made militiamen gather firewood for their own use, and had compelled the peasants to
plough their fields; they had demanded and collected more grain than the amount set by law; they had overtaxed
the people and forced the militiamen to tie up innocent people. Until sunset, one charge followed another, to a
total of fifty or sixty.
In accordance with these charges, the district government turned the two cousins over to the county government, which, after verifying their criminal charges, sentenced them to fifteen years’ imprisonment besides
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ordering them to compensate their victims for all damages.
After this mass meeting the villagers had the courage to come forward and speak up. Soon the village cadres
were all re-elected, and this time no votes were cast for bad men. Chin Wang’s wife, of course, failed to be reelected. But even she changed her tune, saying:
“From now on, I’ll try to be more progressive.”
Meanwhile the two soothsayers had also changed somewhat. Third Fairy Maid felt much embarrassed when
she found herself mocked by a crowd of women in the district government. When she got home she took a good
look at herself in the mirror. She realized that her makeup was actually overdone, so that she looked ridiculous.
And moreover, since her daughter would soon be married, why should she still deck herself out? She made up her
mind to change her appearance from head to foot, to make herself look like a senior member of the family. She
also secretly removed the incense-table installed thirty years ago, when she had started to invoke her deities and
ghosts.
When K’ung Ming the Second returned home from the district government, he kept on talking to his wife
about the antagonistic horoscopes of Hsiao Erh-hei and Hsiao Chin.
“Put your ghostly eight trigrams on the shelf!” said his wife. “Didn’t you say that Erh-hei would be in great
danger at this time? What’s the use of your castings of fortune all your life? I think Hsiao Chin is a nice girl, and I
shall be pleased if she can get along with Erh-hei. What have we to do with horoscopes? Don’t you remember
your ‘unsuited for sowing’?”
Since his wife did not believe in his “yin-yang” soothsaying, K’ung Ming the Second was ashamed to display
it further before others.
When Hsiao Chin and Hsiao Erh-hei returned to their homes, they found that their parents’ outlook seemed to
have changed.
Then they asked their neighbors to act as mediators, and the two soothsayers were glad to “go with the current,” approving their marriage. Later the two families made some arrangements and the marriage was duly
celebrated. After they were married, the two led a happy life, and all the neighbors in the village regarded them as
a model couple.
The newly wed couple sometimes could not help joking with each other in their own chamber. Hsiao Erh-hei
would mimic Third Fairy Maid’s invoking deities, chanting “Marriages are predestined by heaven;” while Hsiao
Chin would reenact K’ung Ming the Second’s pleading, “District head, be merciful; their horoscopes are
antagonistic.”
Some village urchins, eavesdropping on the couple, learned to repeat these two phrases and gave the two
soothsayers additional nicknames: Third Fairy Maid was called “Marriage is predestined by heaven” and K’ung
Ming the Second, “Their horoscopes are antagonistic.”
39.90 1. The Cow And Her Rope 2. The Duckling Who Became “Prince in Exile” 3. The Snake And The Hare
Three Folktales\fn{by Feng Hsüeh-feng (c.1906-1976)} Chekiang Province, China (M) 1
1
The cow and her friend the dog want to go off into the wilds, where they can enjoy a life of freedom. They
agree to run off together in the night.
The dog comes right on time that night, and immediately begins gnawing on the rope that runs from the cow’s
nose to her wooden post. But the cow stops the dog, saying:
“Listen, why don’t you just untie the knot there on the post. This is a decent rope, and it’s about all I have. I
want to bring it along.”
Just as his friend has asked, the dog unties the knot, letting the other end of the rope remain attached to the
cow’s nose. Then together they slip out the gate.
It isn’t too long before the cow’s rope catches on a stone and brings her up short. Meanwhile the dog has run
up ahead and clean out of sight. Their master, who is out hunting for them, catches up with his cow and drags her
back to the farm. The cow thinks to herself:
“What a mistake that rope was. My yearning for property, what a fatal mistake.”
2
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A little duckling weeps all alone in the grass. He’s had the bad luck to be driven off by his brothers following a
quarrel. A weasel finds him there and says to him:
“Little duck, why are you crying so hard? You look like some kind of prince. I’ll bet you've been kicked out for
trying to seize the throne.”
The little duck finds this a perfect description of himself, and replies:
“Exactly right. I’m the prince, they’re the pretenders. The fact is, they’ve fooled the masses into doing their
dirty work for them.”
“I knew it! A prince in exile! Unfair!” says the weasel. “All right, I'm going to help you put down this rebellion. I’m going to see to it that you take your rightful place on the throne.”
The duckling is as happy as if he’d already been crowned. With his new ally taking up the rear, he marches off.
Sad to say, after they’ve gone only a few paces he finds himself in the weasel’s mouth.
“Quack, quack, quack,” cries the little duck, as though to say:
“Weasel! Imperialist!”
The weasel, his mouth full of duck, can only murmur:
“What a laugh! You don’t know who I am, after playing around with me half a day!”
3
Out of respect for the hare’s right to privacy, the snake makes a law for himself, and going to the hare, he
announces:
“Listen to this: From now on, if I come barging into your house without knocking, without permission, you
can go ahead and sue me.”
The snake is completely serious about this, but he’s a little doubtful as to just what attitude the hare is going to
take toward the new law. The hare has never seemed to have even the slightest notion that laws might exist, and
the beneficent snake fears that nothing will alter the hare’s habitual posture of suspicion and unease. Probably,
figures the snake, it would be a good idea to test the hare’s reactions in the light of this new rule.
Quite deliberately, the snake rushes into the house without knocking. He bites the baby hare to death, then
strolls out of the house. He lounges by the door, waiting for the hare to come out and charge him with breaking
the law.
But quite a while goes by and the hare never makes an appearance. The snake grows annoyed. He bursts into
the house finally and grabs the hare, shouting:
“Why don’t you abide by the law!”
“Sir, against whom will I use this law? Who’s going to enforce it?”
“Are you afraid to take action against me?”
“Just a while ago you were the murderer. Now you’re the judge. Sir, which murderer do you want me to have
arrested? Which judge do you want me to go to?”
“Shut up!”
The snake grows so inflamed he loses all control, and gulps down the hare.
After eating the hare, he announces to the public:
“This killing is quite different from others in the past. This particular hare was executed according to the law. It
was the culmination of due process.”
98.119 & 150.81 1. Smile 2. Mr. Hua Wei: Two Short Stories\fn{by Chang T’ien-i [or T’ien-yi] (1906/07- )}
Nanking, Jiangsu [or Kiansu] Province, China (M) 8
1
“Look, Chiang-san, what a pretty face Fa-hsin-sao has!” Chiang-san laughed, sticking up one thumb:
“Chiu-yeh has good eyes. You do have good eyes, I say.”
“How strange that a country lout should have such a wife. It’s like sticking a flower in a pile of dung for Fahsin to have such a nice morsel of white flesh in his mouth. Our Fa-hsin-sao is … What do you say, Fa-hsin-sao?”
As Chiu-yeh leaned toward Fa-hsin-sao the lamplight struck one side of his red face, showing up clear and
distinct his large pores. He grinned and showed a row of irregular teeth, some yellow and some black. Two of
them glittered in the light, the color of old brass. Li Tao-shih used to say that they were not real gold but only
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covered with yellow tin foil which foreigners use to wrap up their candy in.
That was what Li Tao-shih used to say. Now no one dared to say anything disparaging about Chiu-yeh. Even
Li Tao-shih changed his tune:
“That ring around Chiu-yeh’s finger is made of solid gold.” Then he would sigh and comment upon the evil
days that had befallen.
“These are trying days, years of visitation, The bandits have not given us here any trouble only because of
Chiu-yeh. If not for him …”
“Chiu-yeh has a few tricks. Formerly he …”
But formerly no one thought much of him, In the meantime he had somehow come up in the world: he had
quite a few henchmen and had a monopoly of the drug traffic in the district. And he commanded the local militia.
Chiu-yeh was a clever man. Otherwise why should His Honor Ming put so much trust in him? His Honor was
the nominal head of the militia but actually Chiu-yeh had charge of everything.
“Leave everything to me,” Chiu-yeh would say, thumping his chest. “Don’t worry. I’ll be responsible for
anything that might happen in our district.”
He wasn’t boasting either. He had no difficulty in dealing with the people in the district, men or women. He
had, for instance, dealt swiftly with that insolent egg Yang Fa-hsin, and he had no trouble with Fa-hsin’s wife. All
he had to do was to send Chiang-san to talk to her and there she was right in front of him.
He fixed his eyes on her and stuck his head closer and closer to her. His eyes were discolored with red threads,
his left eye only about half the size of his right.
Fa-hsin-sao did not dare to look at his face; she only stared at the buttons on his coat. But a hand seized her
shoulder, a cold tongue cut at, her chin like a chisel.
“Don’t … don't …”
She twisted herself free and retreated to the door.
Chiang-san, who was in the act of conveying the wine cup to his lips, suddenly guffawed and almost dropped
it.
Chiu-yeh frowned, his right eye growing larger still. In a shrill voice“Eh …!”
To tell the truth, he had not been thus rebuffed for a long time. The woman said in a trembling voice:
“Chiu-yeh, Chiu-yeh, I beg you—”
“What, are you backing out?"
“Chiu-yeh, you are …”
Chiang-san decided that he had done enough laughing. He took a drink, wiped his thick lips with the back of
his hand and stole a glance at Chiu-yeh’s face.
“’Tisn’t going right, ’tisn’t going right,” he thought to himself. He knew Chiu-yeh: Chiu-yeh didn’t like to be
crossed in anything. If Fa-hsin-sao should refuse to do what was good for her, he, Chiang-san, would be held
accountable.
“Hey! Fa-hsin-sao,” Chiang-san stood up and approached her. Her face was pale.
“Think it over, Fa-hsin-sao, think it over. I tell you, you had better be nice to Chiu-yeh, so that …” He belched
and stole another glance at Chiu-yeh.
“Hmm, hmm, hmm.”
The noise through Chiu-yeh’s nose sounded partly as if he was trying to clear his throat and partly like a sneer.
“It was her own idea in the first place. Do I look as if I couldn’t get all the women I want? What do I care
whether she …”
It was true that Fa-hsin-sao meant little to Chiu-yeh. He had three concubines and several “regulars” in the city
brothels, besides occasional purchases. He wanted her only because she was new and because …
“And because I want to show Yang Fa-hsin what I, Chiu-yeh, can do to him. How dare he, a country lout, disturb the earth over my head? Heng, I’ll show him. I’ll make him suffer the consequences of the law and make a
cuckold of him besides. I’ll show him what it means to cross me!”
But just now Fa-hsin-sao had her sweaty hand on the door, ready to run away.
Chiu-yeh sat down, his right eye twitching. His huge shadow darkened the entire room.
The third person in the room first looked at Chiu-yeh and then at Fa-hsin-sao. He belched. Something came up,
but he swallowed it down.
“Better think what you’re doing, Fa-hsin-sao, think what you’re doing. You mustn’t …”
Suddenly the door opened and Fa-hsin-sao dashed out.
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Chiang-san followed immediately and caught hold of her:
“You can’t run away, you can’t run away!”
She struggled against him.
“Hey, hey, hey,” Chiang-san warned her in a low voice. “Do you want your Fa-hsin to live or don’t you? Do
you or don’t you?”
Silence. Fa-hsin-sao stood still, panting.
“You know how Chiu-yeh is.” Chiang-san spoke in her ear. He reeked of liquor and his voice made her ear ring
though he tried to lower it. “Chiu-yeh has had your Fa-hsin arrested; he has his life in his hands. If you won’t…”
“But I … but I …”
“Hey, listen to me, listen.” He looked around as if afraid of being overheard. He suddenly belched, frightening
himself. He put his right hand to his mouth for a while.
“Chiu-yeh wants to have Fa-hsin punished as a bandit. Yes, as I have said, he can—”
Fa-hsin-sao wailed: “But how could he be a bandit!”
“Hey, don’t shout.” After a brief silence, Chiang-san spoke slowly:
“Listen to me. Chiu-yeh has often told His Honor Ming that the peasants are not very law-abiding nowadays
and that Fa-hsin is their ring leader. Yes, Chiu-yeh said that to His Honor. Now let me see—yes, the other day Fahsin actually dared to talk back to Chiu-yeh, and cursed him and threatened him with physical violence. Of course
Chiu-yeh had him arrested. Now Fa-hsin is suffering the consequences of the law, as you know. If you will be
nice to Chiu-yeh, I assure you that Chiu-yeh will have him released, I assure you. If you …”
Chiang-san searched her face.
A ray of light shone through a crack in the door and played on Fa-hsin-sao.
“Think it over,” Chiang-san said.
Fa-hsin-sao glanced at the door.
What was Chiu-yeh doing in the room? He might be drinking quietly inside, smiling with unconcern and
twitching his right eye. But then it might be that he was being very angry, and thinking up ways of torturing Fahsin and then charge him with banditry and have his head cut off. Then Fa-hsin’s head would be hung up on a tree
the next day and His Honor Ming would give Chiu-yeh a banquet and slap him on his shoulder—
“You have done it: You have rid the district of a great menace.”
Fa-hsin and His Honor Ming have been enemies for a long time. And then her entire family—her blind and
deaf old mother-in-law and her two children and herself—they would all …
Chiang-san knew that Fa-hsin-sao understood these things. He belched and swallowed again and urged her
repeatedly:
“You think it over, think it over. Let me tell you.”
He waited for a sign of her yielding so that he could go to Chiu- yeh and report the success of his mission.
But the other only bit her lips and said nothing.
Suddenly there was a crashing sound in the room, making both of them jump. Four eyes stared at the door,
wondering whether there might be a sequel.
Silence.
Chiang-san wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and began to talk in a confidential tone to Fa-hsin-sao.
After the warning sound from the room he must finish his job as soon as possible. He wanted her to know that
Chiu-yeh could be a generous man if she consented.
“Money means nothing to Chiu-yeh.”
He asked her if it were not true that she needed money then and again belched as if affirming his own question.
“You are short of money, aren’t you? Isn’t that right, eh?” Of course he was right; he knew how it was with Fahsin-sao. Her two children were waiting to be fed and were crying themselves hoarse for her; she could see her
two-year-old daughter crawling on the ground, sniveling and stuffing dirt into her mouth. Then there was the old
mother-in-law, mumbling no one knew what to herself all day long. Her stomach, too, had to be filled. She did not
know yet that her son had been arrested and was suffering the consequences of the law.
Fa-hsin-sao needed money, too, at the militia headquarters. A little money stuffed into the proper hands would
make Fa-hsin suffer less.
Chiang-san sighed and urged Fa-hsin-sao solicitously to think it over.
“Think well, think well,” he imitated the doleful manner in which His Honor Ming had urged the famine
refugees to leave the district a few years back, as if he were about to cry any moment. “You are most pitiable. Ai,
you are …” He shook his head, so sorrowful that he could hardly lift his face. “However, Chiu-yeh is willing to
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save Fa-hsin, yes, willing to save him, I tell you. If you would consent and be real nice to him, he will give you
money and save your Fa-hsin. If you won’t do what he wants, then …”
Then Chiu-yeh would be hard and everything would be finished.
Fa-hsin-sao shuddered. She glanced around with a scared look and went back into the room.
“Chiu-yeh, Chiu-yeh, Fa-hsin is only … please, honored one, let him off …”
Chiu-yeh said triumphantly: “Ha, ha. I knew you would come back. I knew. But why such a sad face? You
must put on a more pleasant one.”
He glanced in the direction of the door where Chiang-san stood. The latter knew that Chiu-yeh meant to
commend him for the success of his mission but pretended indifference.
The woman’s face was pale, her eyes filled with tears.
“Please raise high your honored hand and let him off. It is his bad temper that made him cross you. He is … A
peasant is …”
“Come, give me a kiss!” The huge shadow on the wall raised two steam shovels as Chiu-yeh clutched her face.
She did not struggle against him. Her tears streamed down her chin, glistening in the lamplight.
“Hey, hey, hey,” Chiu-yeh warned, but not as harshly as he might. “As long as you’ve come here, you might as
well put on a nice face. Did you think that I would spend good money for a sour face? What you want is money
and what I want is pleasure. Come now, smile!”
The man at the door watched them, shifting his glance whenever one or the other of the two happened to look
in his direction, and scraping his feet against the ground. He did not know whether to approach them or to go
away. Finally he said with a sigh:
“Ai, Fa-hsin-sao, think well, think over what I told you.”
Fa-hsin-sao paid no attention to him but kept her eyes on Chiu-yeh’s.
“Chiu-yeh, Chiu-yeh—”
“None of that, none of that. Come now, smile for me, smile!”
“Chiu-yeh, you must—”
“No, you must smile for me first.”
Chiang-san had always had Chiu-yeh’s complete confidence; he was a clever man and read Chiu-yeh’s
thought. Now he thrust out his chest, bracing himself for the important task before him:
“Smile now, Fa-hsin-sao. It costs you nothing. Please smile once, please. Think well …” He swallowed and
wiped his mouth, and was about to continue when he was interrupted by Chiu-yeh:
“Smile! It won’t do otherwise!”
After an impasse of about a minute or so, Fa-hsin-sao gritted her teeth and forced a smile, while a large tear
rolled down her face.
Chiu-yeh gave her wet face a pinch:
“Ah, that’s better!”
Chiang-san walked quietly out of the room, his face beaming because he had done a good job of persuasion.
He peeped through the door for a while and then went back to his room.
“How much money would Chiu-yeh give her,” he asked himself. In any case country goods couldn’t compare
with city stuff; she shouldn’t cost so much. Money, however, did not really enter into the picture. What Chiu-yeh
really wanted was to humiliate Yang Fa-hsin. The very next morning, he, Chiang-san, would go to Yang Fa-hsin
and tell him all about it.
“All right, cross Chiu-yeh if you think you can get away with. Now let me tell you, even your wife has given
herself to Chiu-yeh … you bandit, you …”
He tried to think of something more adequate but could think of none. And a bandit deserved only one fate and
that was to have his head cut off. Chiang-san knew all along that Chiu-yeh had no intention of letting Yang Fahsin off and that Fa-hsin-sao would not be able to save her husband after being nice to Chiu-yeh.
“You can’t leave such a bandit around to terrorize the district, can you?”
Chiang-San crawled up on his bed and blew out the lamp. Suddenly he saw the shadowy figure of Yang Fahsin before him. He was covered with red and purple bruises and his legs tottered under him because they had
been crushed in the press.
“Don’t come to haunt me,” Chiang-san said calmly.
The fellow's soul had wandered off his body because he was about to die. But could he blame anyone else?
“A good deed has its reward and an evil one has its proper punishment. This is fate, I tell you. Who told you to
cross Chiu-yeh? Why must you run afoul of the law?”
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Chiang-san recalled how Yang Fa-hsin had refused to pay his share of the assessment for the support of the
militia, declaring that he had no money. He had argued with Chiang-san and even now the latter’s ribs ached from
the blow that he had received.
“Hmm, you just wait.”
Thus he pulled the covers over his head with a clear conscience. Somewhere outside a woman was calling for
the wandering soul of her child. Her voice was hardly human and made your hair stand on end.
A dog howled as if some disaster was imminent.
What strange days these were: the district was far from being peaceful in spite of the fact that such a clever
man as Chiu-yeh was in control. His Honor Ming was always in terror of what might happen. It was not even very
peaceful in the house where he was sleeping. Twice during the night he was awakened by the shrieks and threats
that came from Chiu-yeh’s room …
*
When Chiang-san got up, Chiu-yeh was just ready to send Fa-hsin-sao away. Chiti-yeh picked out a silver
dollar from his pouch and held it in his hand.
“Give me a smile, Fa-hsin-sao. You must give me a smile before I give you this. Ah, that’s right!”
He threw the dollar on the table with a significant glance at Chang-san.
Fa-hsin-sao seized the dollar with a trembling hand.
“Now thank Chiu-yeh for the money,” Chiang-san prompted.
But instead Fa-hsin-sao burst into crying, her whole body shook.
“Now, now,” Chiu-yeh’s lips were pressed together and his right eyelids twitched.
“I don’t like to see people cry. You mustn’t cry here.”
The woman turned and started to go, but Chiu-yeh caught her by the shoulder:
“Come, let me …”
She ground her teeth and tried to struggle free.
Chiu-yeh jumped up.
“That won’t do! Remember I have spent a dollar on you! You must understand that you can’t cross Chiu-yeh!
He dragged her to him and pinched her on the thigh. Fa-hsin-sao shuddered and shrieked. She did not scream a
second time, but only shuddered when he pinched her again. Finally he gave her two pinches on her face, leaving
two red marks.
“Go away.”
He gave her a push that sent her stumbling out of the room.
The two men in the room roared with laughter.
“So Chiu-yeh spent one rnilled-edge—”
“It was that dollar which Yu Pa had.” Chiu-yeh could not help laughing again as he buttoned himself up,
showing his discolored and irregular teeth and twitching violently his right eye. “She’ll come back for another
one.”
Chiu-yeh was right. Fa-hsin-sao went to the tea house that afternoon to look for Chiu-yeh and asked him to
give her another dollar.
“Please, honored one, give me another dollar for this one. This is …”
Her face was as pale as ash and swollen purple where she had been pinched.
Chiu-yeh first stared at her, then glanced at the faces in the tea house, and finally returned to the original object
of his attention, and said in a loud voice:
“Why?”
“This dollar is brass. I have shown it to—”
“How come that I’d give you a counterfeit dollar?” Chiu-yeh again glanced all around him.
Fa-hsin-sao swayed. She gritted her teeth and put her hand on the table to steady herself.
“The dollar you gave me this morning …”
Chiu-yeh rolled his eyes and smiled.
“How does it happen that I, Chiu-yeh, should have given you a dollar? What kind of debt have I contracted?
Tell me in front of everyone here and I’ll immediately give you another dollar in exchange.”
Everyone laughed.
“Now, tell us, why should Chiu-yeh give you a dollar all of a sudden?”
“A love debt, a love debt! Chiu-yeh must owe her …”
“Ah, there must be some reason for it. Ah, Chiu-yeh … ha, ha, ha!”
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“So Chiu-yeh has a weakness for country stuff! Oh …”
“Like husband, like wife,” said an old man, looking at the gathering and repeating himself seven times to make
sure that he was heard above the noise.
“Her man is that Yang something or other.”
“Yang Fa-hsin.”
“So? Nowadays even peasants are becoming difficult. He is—” Chiu-yeh interrupted:
“He took part in robbing the Wang family.”
“What a team, what a team, with the man a bandit and the woman a prostitute,”
The sound of voices and laughter became like one; the tea house was never so merry before.
“Tell me, Chiu-yeh: how much does she charge for a night?”
“Hey there! Are you trying to cut in on Chiu-yeh?”
Another thundering burst of laughter.
“I wonder if Yang Fa-hsin would try to cross Chiu-yeh now; even his woman has …”
Chiu-yeh took a sip of tea and then raised his hand to command attention:
“What is this little widow to do after I am done with Yang Fa-hsin? Such a pretty face …”
“Let her come to Chiu-yeh, let her come to Chiu-yeh, that’s what I say.”
“If she wants to come to me …”
Suddenly a teapot flew through the air. Chiu-yeh dodged and the pot crashed to the ground.
All eyes were turned on Fa-hsin-sao. She picked up another pot, but her arm was seized by Chiang-san.
“Ha, what’s the world coming to. Even women …”
Fa-hsin-sao’s legs grew weak and she slumped to the ground. Her face was like quick lime and her mouth
foamed like a crab’s.
2
If one calculates by devious twists and turns, he may be considered to be a relative of mine. I called him “Mr.
Hua Wei.” He felt this manner of address not very appropriate.
“Elder Brother T’ien-I, you are really …!” He said. “Why must you use ‘Mister’? You should call me
‘Younger Brother Wei.’ If not that, then call me ‘Ah Wei.’”
After dealing with this piece of business he immediately put on his hat.
“Elder Brother T’ien-I, shall we talk again some other day? I always want to have a pleasant conversation with
you—ai, but I never find the time. Today, Director Lau drafted a plan for the district magistrates’ after-hour work.
He insisted I contribute my opinion and told me to revise the plan for him.”
At this point he shook his head and could not help laughing ruefully. He asserted that he would never be afraid
of eating bitterness. During a war of resistance, all of us should suffer a bit. But still—there must be enough time
to apportion. “And committee-member Wang has sent three wires insisting that I go to Hankow. How can I run
off? My heavens!”
Then he hurriedly shook hands and stepped into his private rickshaw.
He always clasped under his arm his brief case. And he always carried his heavy, shiny black stick. On his lefthand ring finger he wore his wedding ring. When holding a cigar, he bade this ring finger coil slightly and raised
high his little finger to form a shape like an orchid.
In this city few people cared to ride in the rickshaws, which were pulled step by step very deliberately like a
man taking a thousand steps after a meal. But the private rickshaws were exceptions: Ding dang, ding, dang, ding
dang!—and in an instant they would rush to the front. The huangpaoche, the common rickshaws, immediately
would have to give way and turn off to the left. The wheelbarrows would speedily have to be rolled aside. The
peddlers, shouldering their loads, quickly would shy away. The pedestrians would hurriedly escape into the stores
on either side. And, according to the calculations of some of the higher class patriots, the swiftest private rickshaw
was that of Mr. Hua Wei.
His time was very important. He said: “I regret that the system of sleeping at night cannot be abolished. And I
wish that one day were not just twenty-four short hours. Indeed, there is too much patriotic work to be done.”
Following this, he drew out his watch for a look; the plump flesh of his face immediately became tense.
Knitting his brows and puckering up his lips as if he were concentrating all his energy in his face, he left: he had
to go to a meeting of the Refugee Relief Association.
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As usual, all the people at the meeting had assembled and seated themselves and were awaiting him. As was
always his habit, when he got off the rickshaw at the door, he gave one incidental stamp on the foot-bell: ding!
The comrades looked at one another: Hmm, Mr. Hua Wei had arrived. Some sighed deeply. Some drew long
faces and looked at the door. One of them even seemed to want to prepare for combat—with fists clenched and
eyes glaring.
Walking into the hall with easy steps, Mr. Hua Wei’s attitude was very serious, his previous hurry seemingly
erased by his own earnestness. At the door he stopped for a moment to let everyone have a good look at him, as if
to awaken in his comrades a confidence in him, as if to give them a kind of assurance—there was no need to
worry about any difficult and important undertaking now. And he nodded his head. His eyes did not take in
anyone but looked only at the ceiling. He was greeting the whole group.
“I cannot be the chairman,” he gestured wit his cigar. “The Directory Division of the Workers’ National
Salvation Committee is holding a regular meeting today. The meeting for studying popular literature is also today.
Later I have to go to the Wounded Soldiers’ Work Group, too. You know that I do not have enough time to
apportion: it allows me only ten minutes for discussion here. I should like to nominate Comrade Lau for
chairman.”
When the chairman was making his report, Mr. Hua Wei continuously scratched matches to light his cigar. He
placed his watch before him and perpetually looked at it.
“I make a motion!” he shouted. “Our time is very valuable: I wish that the chairman would try his utmost to
report briefly. I wish that the chairman would finish his report in two minutes.”
After scratching matches for two minutes, he stood up with a bound and waved his hand at the chairman, who
was speaking.
“Enough, enough. Although the chairman is not through wit his report, I already understand it. And now I have
to go to another meeting; let me give my opinion.”
There was a pause. He inhaled twice on his cigar and swept the listeners with his eyes.
“My idea is very simple. It has only two points.” He licked his lips. “The first point is this—no worker should
neglect his obligations. On the contrary, he should intensify his work. I need not way too much on this point. You
are all very hard-working youths, and you are enthusiastic over what you have to do: I am very grateful to you.
But there is still another point—you must never forget it; it is the second point I wish to speak about.”
He again drew twice on his cigar, but what he blew out of his mouth was only hot air. So he again scratched a
match.
“The second point is this: the young workers should recognize a center of leadership. You have only to put
yourselves under the guidance of this center of leadership and become consolidated and united. It is also under the
guidance of this center of leadership that patriotic work can then be developed. Youths are hard-working; they are
enthusiastic; but, because their comprehension is not sufficient and their experience is not enough, it is always
easy for them to commit errors. If there is no center of leadership over them, nothing will ever be accomplished.”
He glanced at the expressions on the faces before him. The flesh on his own face quivered a bit, assuming a
slight smile. He continued: “You are all young comrades, so I am speaking very frankly, very informally. All of us
are doing patriotic work. There is no need to be formal. I think all of you young comrades will surely accept my
ideas. I am very grateful to you. Well, I am very sorry; I must go.”
He put on his hat, clasped his brief case under his arm, nodded with his eyes to the ceiling and, jutting out his
stomach, walked out.
Reaching the door, he thought of something else. He drew aside his comrade, the chairman, and whispered a
few words.
“Your work—do you have any difficulty or not?” he asked.
“In my report just now, I have referred to this point. We—”
Mr. Hua Wei extended his index finger and touched the chairman’s chest.
“Mn, mn, mn. I know, wo chih tao. I do not have very much more time to talk about this ting. After this,
whenever you think of my work plans, you can come to my home to find me for council.”
The long-haired youth sitting next to the chairman was looking attentively at them. Now he could not hold
back and interrupted, “On Wednesday we went to Mr. Hua’s home three times, but Mr. Hua was not home.”
Mr. Hua coldly gave him a glance and snorted. “Mn, I had other affairs,” and he turned to whisper to the
chairman again.
“If I am not home, you can just as well see Miss Wong.” Miss Wong was none other than his wife. He actually
referred to her thus.
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After these instructions, he actually left. Then he went to the Popular Literature Research Club meeting place,
where he found others were already holding the meeting and where someone was in the act of speaking his mind.
He sat down and lighted his cigar and clapped his hands three times with displeasure.
“Chairman!” he shouted. “I have another meeting to attend today, and I cannot wait for the end of this meeting.
Now I have some ideas and should like to submit them first.”
Then he mentioned two points: First, he told the group—all those seated here were local men of culture; the
work of men of culture was very important and should be intensively carried on. Second, men of culture should
recognize clearly a center of leadership. Under the guidance of the local center of leadership, let the men of
culture consolidate and unite.
At five forty-five he arrived at the meeting hall of the Directory Division of the Workers’ National Salvation
Committee.
This time his face was covered with a smile, and he even nodded to someone.
“Very sorry; tui pu chu tê hêng. Three-quarters of an hour late.”
The chairman smiled slightly at him. Mr. Hua Wei laughed, and, as if he had brought on some misfortune and
was afraid of being scolded for it, thrust out the tip of his tongue. He looked all around to observe the atmosphere
and, seeking out a lightly bearded man, sat down.
He put on a secretive and serious expression. In a low tone he asked the lightly bearded one, “Last night, did
you get drunk or not?”
“Not so bad, but my head was a little dizzy. And you?”
“I?—I should not have drunk those three cups of strong wine,” he said solemnly. “Especially the Fen wine, I
cannot drink much. Director Lau forced me to drink bottoms up—hai! As soon as I reached home I fell asleep.
Miss Wong said she had to go to settle the score with Director Lau! Had to question him why he made me drunk.
You see!”
As soon as this conversation was over, he hurriedly opened his brief case and took out a piece of paper; writing
a few words on it, he handed it to the chairman.
“Please wait just a moment,” the chairman stopped a speaker. “Mr. Hua Wei has some other business and has
to go. Now he has some ideas which he wishes to be allowed to express first.”
Mr. Hua Wei, nodding his head, stood up. He asserted: this directory division was an organ of leadership this
directory division should incessantly exercise its function as the center of leadership. The masses are complex—
especially today; their elements are very complex. If we cannot exercise the function of leadership, then it is very
dangerous, very dangerous. In fact, the various aspects of work in this region cannot be without a center of
leadership. Our burden is really too heavy, but we are not afraid of suffering and we must lift up this burden.
He repeatedly explained the importance of the function of a center of leadership. Then he put o his hat to go to
a dinner.
Every day he was busy like this. He had to go to Director Lau’s to attend to affairs. He had to go to the various
organizations for meetings. And each day—if it was not someone inviting him to dinner, then he invited others.
Every time Mrs. Hua Wei met me, she spoke for Mr. Hua Wei of his hardships. “Ai, he really is suffering to
death. The work is so much that there is not even any time for him to eat.”
“Can he not attend to a little less and concentrated on one certain kind of work?” I asked.
“How can that be? A great deal of work needs his leadership.”
But once Mr. Hua Wei was actually very much frightened. Some members of the women’s circle organized a
war-time nursery for children and did not seek him out!
He began to look for information and to investigate. He found a way of getting one of the responsible persons
to come to him.
“I know that your committee has already been selected. I think that it can be increased by several members.”
He saw the person opposite him thee hesitate. He lowered his chin.
“The question is on the point: can or cannot your committee members really lead in this work? Can or can you
not guarantee me that within your committee there are no undesirable members? Can you or can you not
guarantee me that hereafter your work will not be erroneously done, that you will not neglect your obligations?
Can you or can you not guarantee? Can you or can you not? If you can guarantee, then I must ask you to write it
down for me. If there is one chance in ten thousand—if your work should show some failing, then you must
assume the responsibility.”
Following this he asserted that this was not at all his own idea: he was only the one who was carrying out the
idea. Here he pointed his index finger at the other person’s breast.
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“If you cannot do what I have just mentioned, then is not your organization illegal?”
After a second does of this kind of discussion, Mr. Hua Wei became a member of the war-time nursery for
children. Thus, when the committee held a meeting, Mr. Hua Wei went with his brief case clasped under his arm
and sat for five minutes and, after expressing a bit of his opinion, stepped into his rickshaw.
One day he asked me to dinner, because, he said, a piece of cured meat had been sent from his village. When I
arrived at his home, there he was, showing his temper to two persons who looked like students.
“Why didn’t you go yesterday? Wei shih mo pu chu?” he roared. “I asked you to get several persons to go. But
when I went on the platform to speak and had a look—even you had not gone to listen! I really don’t understand
what you did!”
“Yesterday—I went to a newly organized refugee reading club.”
Mr. Hua Wei sprang up fiercely.
“What! Shih mo! A newly organized refugee reading club? Why didn’t I know about it?”
“All of us had just decided on it that day. I came to look for Mr. Hua, but Mr. Hua wasn’t home—”
“Hao ah, you are moving secretly!” He glowered. “You tell me honestly—what background does this reading
club really have, you tell me honestly!”
One of the persons opposite seemed to have become inflamed.
“What is the background? It is that of the Chinese nation! There is no secret at all. Mr. Hua, when we hold a
meeting, you do not come; when you come, you do not stay to the end; when we come to look for you, we cannot
find you. Anyway, we cannot stop our work—”
Mr. Hua Wei threw down his cigar and, with the strength of a lifetime, struck his fist on the table—bang!
“Get out!” He bit on his teeth and his lips quivered. “You be careful— You! Heng! You! You!—” He fell on the
sofa, and his mouth twisted painfully: “Ma-tê! Chê-kê, chê-kê—you young fellows!”
After five minutes, he raised his head and, as if afraid, looked all around. Those two visitors had already gone.
He heaved a long sign: “Ai, you see, you see! Elder Brother T’ien-I, you see! Today’s youth—what is to be done
with them? Today’s youth!”
That evening, without regard for life, he drank much wine. Muttering in his mouth, he swore at those
youngsters. He broke to pieces a teacup. After Miss Wong helped him into bed, he shivered suddenly and said,
“Tomorrow at twelve o’clock there is a meeting.”
187.212 & 192.1 1. A Young Nurse In Manchuria 2. Excerpt from Surviving The Storm: A Memoir\fn{by Chen
Xuezhao [or Ch’en Hsueh-chao] (1906-1991)} Chenjiadai Village, nr. Haining (Yanguan), Zhejiang County, Chekiang
Province, China (F) 12
1
How did I come to join the Democratic Allied Army?
Well, it’s a long story. When we were under Japanese domination, we all believed that eventually the day of
liberation would come, that such a day would finally arrive. In those days I was a student at the Japanese-run state
nursing school of the puppet Manchukuo regime in Harbin. It was the one and only nursing school of the puppet
Manchukuo regime. After we graduated, we had an obligation to serve them for three years. The vast majority of
the students were Japanese women. They ate rice, while we ate sorghum, and we didn’t even get enough of that to
fill ourselves. But the leftover rice from the Japanese women was fed to the dogs, and when the Japanese women
complained that their rice wasn’t any good, it was just simply given to the draft animals.
Every day we went hungry, but there was no way to buy something to eat or bring something from home
because it was absolutely forbidden. When we got a day off, on our way back we would buy a steamed roll and
hide it in a crevice in the wall around the lavatory. After we returned to the school, when we went to the lavatory
we could eat the steamed roll on the sly.
The Japanese women had apples after their meals, but not us; only if it happened to be some holiday of theirs
did we ever get to eat apples.
“These came from Japan. It’s only because of us that you can have apples to eat.”
Those Japanese women were telling us all the time that this came from Japan and that came from Japan, that if
it hadn’t been for the Japanese we wouldn’t have rice or apples, or this or that. One time I got into a quarrel with a
Japanese woman over eating an apple. I said,
“That apple was grown in China.”
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They reported me to the head of the school for harboring dangerous thoughts. My punishment was to kneel on
the ground for half a day. That’s how they tormented us. We were constantly being insulted and despised. Besides
all that, they fed us those Japanese feudal women’s ethics, like when you eat, when you raise your rice bowl
you’re not allowed to look to either side but must look straight ahead at the rice bowl. When you’re sitting, your
knees have to be together, with your hands flat on your knees … And they often made us sit in a kneeling
position. Japanese women can sit kneeling all day long without getting tired, because it’s their custom.
It just so happened that I returned home two months before the Red Army of the Soviet Union liberated
Harbin. It was hard to get a leave of absence, but my mother was ill and my father came personally to Harbin to
ask for a leave of absence for me and then took me back home. The school had reported the quarrel over the apple
to my parents, saying my thoughts were tainted, and my father had been thinking of getting me back home
because he was worried about me. I only regret one thing—I didn’t get to see those Japanese women when they
had to leave the school.
*
What about how I joined the Democratic Allied Army?
For a long time my younger brother had been making a fuss that he wanted to go join the Democratic Allied
Army. But Mother and Father wouldn’t give their permission because they couldn’t do without him. They only
had the two of us. So one day my brother said he wanted to go over to a friend’s home to have some fun, and he
asked my mother for two hundred yuan. He put on a set of old clothes he had just washed himself the day before
and left right after lunch.
That night, the next day, and afterward, he didn’t return. My mother cried and my father sat there gloomily the
whole day long. After about half a month had gone by without a word from my brother, they decided to send me
to hunt for him.
I took a train to Pen-hsi, because my brother had said he was thinking of taking the entrance exam for
Northeastern University. When I arrived in Pen-hsi, I went to the university and asked all around, in the offices, at
the military unit, and so forth. There were a lot of young men my brother’s age, but not my brother.
When I got back to Hai-lung, I heard about a hospital for wounded soldiers there. I had looked everywhere
along the way, but that was the one place I hadn’t gone. I thought maybe he had been wounded and was in the
hospital. The minute I entered the hospital I saw many wounded comrades; because the hospital was short on
staff, they had just been set down any place, and the hospital couldn’t even quickly wash and dress their wounds.
But they just lay there quietly without complaining.
When I saw the way they were, I almost started to cry. I visited all the wards but couldn’t find my brother.
Then I got an idea. I rushed to see the hospital director. I told him,
“I came to find my younger brother, but I’d like to stay and help. I have gone to nursing school. Can you use
me here?”
“Wonderful,” the director answered.
So I stayed at the hospital for wounded soldiers, and every day I wash and dress the wounds of our injured
comrades. They are all really nice, and they treat me like their little sister. They also agreed that everyone should
help me find my brother. Sometimes they ask me in an innocent way,
“Do you know who we were wounded for?”
“I do know. It was for me, for us women.”
Later, I helped them set up a second branch clinic. Everyone helped to look for my brother, and finally they
located him. He was in X unit and doing very well in training. I wrote Father and Mother.
“Please don’t think about younger brother returning home, and even I won’t be returning. I want to work. I
belong to society, to the people of the Northeast, to the people of China.”
My parents haven’t gone hungry and the authorities say that they’ll look after them while I’m working here.
The hospital director and supervisors have urged me to suspend my work here for the time being, go visit my
parents for a while, and then come back later, so that they won’t worry about me too much.
2
It was already nine o’clock in the evening when we got off the train at “City Station” in Hangzhou. Following
the instructions of the Shanghai Communist Party Committee, we took two small rooms in the Great Masses
Hotel opposite the station. I was fortunate enough to have a small room to myself, but Xu Wenyu, my bodyguard
and emissary, had to share his room with other male travelers. We left the few pieces of luggage we had in the
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hotel and rushed to a small restaurant nearby to eat so that we could return to rest. Everything seemed so different
—I felt like a stranger in my hometown!\fn{Chenjiadai Village is very near Shanghai:H}
It was the middle of summer. The heat was stifling even to a southerner like me. Unable to bear it in their tiny
room, Xu and his roommates took the wooden boards from their beds to the sidewalk outside to sleep in the open
air, right next to the street. Being a woman, I had to suffer in my stuffy little room, where I was attacked by
mosquitoes and did not sleep all night. When I arose at dawn, I found Xu sitting out on the stone steps in a daze.
Obviously, he had not slept well either.
We went out for breakfast, which was soybean milk and shaobing, a flat cake with sesame seeds on top. We
then returned to the hotel to retrieve our luggage and pay the bill before hiring a rickshaw to go to West Lake. Xu
refused to ride in it.
“It is a means of transportation left over from the old society of exploitation,” he declared.
Keeping up with the cart was not a problem for him, because it could go no faster than the man who pulled it. I
felt uncomfortable in the rickshaw myself, but with my chronically injured right shoulder, I could not have carried
a pound of our luggage.
As it was still early when we arrived at the offices of the Zhejiang Provincial Party Committee, we had to wait
in the reception room before we could see the secretary of a high-ranking military officer, Commissar Tan
Zhenlin. Xu waited outside while I went in to see Commissar Tan. I sat across the table from him, gave him a
letter from the central Party Organization Department, and repeated what Comrade Liao Zhigao had told me to
say. After he had read the letter and asked a few questions, Commissar Tan handed me over to his secretary. I gave
the secretary Xu’s dossier and asked him to send it to the local Party Organization Department. He promptly
returned with a letter of introduction and instructions for me to settle temporarily in a Party guest house on Lamp
Lane, near Bamboo-Stick Lane.
Following the address on the envelope, we found it with considerable difficulty. It was a Western-style storied
building. Even though there were few people in it, I shared a room with a female comrade, and Xu roomed with
other male comrades. My roommate was a Party member who had been on the Long March of 1934-35.
The next day, with permission from the head of the guest house, Xu and I visited my oldest brother’s widow.
She had raised my second brother’s two sons. The younger boy was working in a small silk factory, but the older
one was about to lose his job because the corner store where he worked was going out of business. My third
brother was dead, too; the only one left was number four, who also was older than I. He was an elementary school
principal. His wife was a schoolteacher at a different school. They were family, but I had only seen them once
since 1935. During the First National Meeting of Cultural Representatives, I had received a letter from my second
elder brother’s younger son. Using the address on the envelope, I had found them and shared with them the cloth
that was given to me at the meeting. I split it into three shares, one for each family.
A few days passed without any news from the Party. I became increasingly anxious as other comrades departed
for their tasks, so Xu and I went to the provincial Party Organization Department and insisted on going into the
countryside. They told me, however, that I must first work with the intellectuals, for the land reform was not yet
ready to be put into effect. Shortly after, I attended a meeting of all Party members in Zhejiang Province where
Commissar Tan gave everyone an emergency assignment—to fight bandits and oppose tyrants. Immediately after
the meeting, I reiterated my desire for a job in the country and was sent to a work group in Yiqiao Township in
Hang County.
*
Surrounded by mountains but near a canal, Yiqiao Township is ten or twenty miles from Hangzhou and
accessible by two roads and a river. We traveled by boat. Our work group lived in a house that had been
abandoned by all its occupants except for an elderly woman when its tyrannical landlord was arrested. Two
female comrades and I shared an upstairs room that had a window facing the street. Xu and some other male
comrades had a larger room nearby.
In the midsummer heat, mosquitoes beset us even before the sun went down, so we lit repellent incense before
going to bed. At midnight, however, the incense burned out, and the insects immediately began their attack. I
remembered that a guest in the hostel had suggested that we use netting, so I decided to buy some. But with my
limited money supply, I could afford only a small, round-topped netting that was useless because it did not cover
my entire body. I did not even bother using it. Xu and I had been away from southern China for so long that we
had completely forgotten that summer nights belonged to the mosquitoes. We tried in vain to wrap ourselves in
sheets, but the clever creatures still found our necks and faces.

372

Xu and I always carried guns when we went into the village, because from time to time the bandits showed up.
Xu was infuriated that tbe guns we borrowed from the work group were often inoperative, but I was glad at least
to have a blunt object to use in an emergency. When we departed for the South, I had given away my pistol
because I had always believed this area to be peaceful. I had forgotten Comrade Liao Zhigao’s warning to stay
abreast of circumstances. This area had been the cradle for the reactionary Kuomintang for over twenty years.
We knew precious little about the population here and usually chose to visit only the poorest homes. But they
were all notably indifferent to us and unwilling to provide any information. They understandably feared the
possibility that “the sky might turn”—that there might be a counterrevolution. Having lived under the rule of the
Kuomintang for so long, they distrusted Communists. They were quite unlike the peasants in the Communist
bases of Yan’an, Shanxi, and Hebei.
I never saw our work group leader, who was in Hangzhou on business. His deputy, a former worker and
underground Party member, was actually in charge. Our contingent included mostly young intellectuals who had
been assigned here following some study at the Zhejiang Cadre School. I felt like a stranger in a foreign land, for I
was familiar with neither my comrades in the group nor the local people. The only person I could talk to was Xu.
Gradually, however, the group opened up to me, and I began to understand the troublesome situation. They told
me the story of a comrade who had recently disappeared after going out alone and unarmed. Several days later, his
body was found tied to a pole outside the village. The case had not been solved because the bandits were still
rampant and seemingly uncontrollable.
One night, we heard a strange noise that sounded somewhat like a running horse, although it was alternately
very strong and very faint. Unable to imagine what it was, we feared that bandits were about to attack us. For
safety’s sake, I suggested we set up a vigil at the window. At dawn, the group leader and several comrades went
outside to investigate and found a broken windmill creaking in the breeze. I realized I had given away my fear and
paranoia in this strange place.
A few days later, a deputy county head came to unite the people in rebellion against an unforgiving landlord
who had formerly headed the village. The “speaking of the bitter past” meeting, in which the peasants recounted
the landlord’s injustices to them in his presence, continued for five nights. Previously, when they were asked
about their hardships in those meetings, the peasants had named the compulsory military draft as their worst fear.
When asked about this involuntary servitude, they avoided inquiry by referring all questions to the head of the
village. Now, however, they fearlessly spoke out against the landlord’s evils. They had finally stood up for their
rights and asked the Communist Party and the people’s government to help them gain revenge.
While the struggle against bandits and tyrants was developing, Xu became so ill that he could not even get out
of bed. For several days, he removed his jacket and wore shorts, soaking his body in the canal to ease the
unbearable heat. He tried to hide this from me, but I found out and attempted to dissuade him from doing it. I was
feeling ill, too—at times I shivered from cold, and other times my head swam in scorching heat. Since there was
no doctor in the village, we finally decided to request a leave of absence to see one in Hangzhou.
As soon as we arrived there, I sent Xu to the hospital. He had begun to bleed from his gums, nose, and eyes.
According to the doctor, he had a serious case of malaria, made worse by the fact that this was his first encounter
with the disease. Xu remained in the hospital. The doctor found that I also had malaria and gave me medication.
Later, I followed the advice of the provincial Party Organization Department and moved into the Xinxin Hotel, a
party guest house. After two days, my malaria settled into a consistent pattern: I felt cold and hot every other day
like the “chills” I had suffered as a child. Since the provincial Party Committee’s clinic was located near my hotel,
the doctor there came to see me and gave me some quinine.
When Xu returned from the hospital a month later, thin and pale, I had already recovered. We asked the
Organization Department to allow me to return to the countryside and to let Xu attend the Party School for a
while, as his health was not sufficiently restored to bear the southern climate. Because of a need for workers
rather than students, the department said that Xu had to work in the Hangzhou railway branch bureau and could
study at a more opportune moment. As for my request, the department had to confer with Commissar Tan. He
appeared in person to tell me sincerely that sooner or later, when I got used to life in the South, I would have the
opportunity to go to the countryside, but that now it was better for me to remain in the city to work with
intellectuals in a university. Yet I was still determined to go to the countryside because, without experience, I
would not be ready to deal with the intellectuals. With a smile, I insisted that this time I would surely get used to
life in the country.
It was the first time that I had asserted myself and rejected a Party assignment. Comrade Tan urged me to think
it over.
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Days went by without any news of my assignment, and I became extremely anxious. It was difficult for me to
survive a single day without work, so I returned to appeal to the Organization Department. I received the same
answer, however:
“Commissar Tan would like you to work in Zhejiang University.”
During this period, a Soviet-Chinese Association was founded in the province. I recall that Comrade Tan
Qilong, first deputy secretary general of the provincial Party Committee, was the chairman of this new
organization. I was given a job under its leadership, so I moved to where the association was located. While I
persisted in my attempts to return to the country, having little real work to do, I wrote a few articles that were
published in the Zhejiang Daily, the main provincial newspaper. All the while, Commissar Tan tried to persuade
me to work at the university. I understood that he was only concerned with aiding me in my career, and in
October, when the school year was about to commence, I finally agreed to take the position. I immediately moved
to the campus.
*
School opened late that year, because the buildings were still being repaired. I used the extra time to find a
housekeeper to help me with the shopping and cooking, since one could not bring a bodyguard to a university. Xu
had to remain at his railway job.
The former underground Party members\fn{Secret Communist Party members who prior to 1949 infiltrated Kuomintang
organizations instead of joining up directly with Communist Party and army organizations in Communist base areas } of the university
arranged for my accommodations on campus. I lived in the front rooms of a small two-family compound with a
courtyard. The rear apartment was inhabited by a geography professor who, I heard, was an expert in
meteorology. His apartment had three large rooms, while my unit had two smaller ones. My back room served as
my living quarters, and I put a little wooden bed against the wall and a small desk and wooden chair by the tall
windows, which looked out on the tiny yard. Even though I slept and worked in the same room, I was not
cramped, for I did not own much furniture. My room was remarkably tidy and peaceful. I invited my eldest
brother’s widow to stay in the other room, so that she would no longer have to depend on her two nephews. For
her room, I rented some simple furniture from the school—a wooden bed, a square table, and two small benches
—and borrowed a little pot for rice from my sister-in-law. My young housekeeper, the daughter of a school
employee, worked for us during the day.
Commissar Tan asked me to focus on political classes for the entire school, and specifically on thought reform
for intellectuals. My official position was in the Chinese department as professor of third- and fourth-year literary
theory and composition. At my request, the Party branch allowed me to employ a recent graduate, also a Party
member, as my teaching assistant. The university now comprised five colleges—Science, Engineering,
Agriculture, Medicine, and the Humanities. It had previously contained a law school, too. There were over five
thousand members, including faculty, students, and staff.
Before the Liberation in 1949, the reactionary forces of the Kuomintang had shared influence and power over
the people with the progressive forces of the Communists. After Hangzhou was liberated by the Communists,
however, the Communist Party distributed its dozen underground members among the five colleges to keep tabs
on the situation. One was a lecturer, one a teaching assistant, and another was a woman who had just graduated
from the history department and worked in the personnel section. All the rest were students.
Shortly after I came to the school, the provincial Party Committee decided to bring this Party organization in
the university out into the open as a Party branch and appointed me as the secretary. The deputy secretary was a
mechanical engineering student named Xu Zicai, and the organization director was a teaching assistant in the
physics department. The overseer of propaganda was a lecturer in the civil engineering department. Some
progressives, advocates of Communism who were not themselves Party members, formed a school wide Political
Study Classes Committee. The academic dean, Yan Rengeng, was an expert in economics and served on the
committee. He had recently returned from the United States. Belatedly I came to realize that he had been given
charge of the school shortly after Liberation. I found him extremely straightforward, honest, and humble.
The president of the university, Ma Yinchu, was a well-known economist. He lived in Hangzhou and rarely
visited the school. He had been under house arrest by the Kuomintang for many years and was a true supporter of
the Communist Party. Neither he nor I had a strong base at the university.\fn{ The economist Ma Yinchu was one of pre1949 China’s most eminent scholars. He went on to become president of Peking University from 1951 to 1960 and became famous for
crossing swords with Chairman Mao by crusading to bring population control to China. After Mao’s death, Ma’s position was officially
recognized as the correct one}
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Teaching two courses in the Chinese department kept me quite busy, and I expended even more energy on
political lessons for the entire school. I often had to call meetings of the Political Study Classes Committee (later
called the Committee on Study), so that we all could exchange opinions and decide what was to be studied. I
knew nothing of the political views of the teaching assistant assigned to me in the Chinese department, or his
history, and I deemed it improper to question others about him. From the beginning, I did not expect him to help
me greatly, but merely to inform me about the school. He was occasionally contemptuous of me, but I did not pay
attention, for I felt he was not to blame.
Once, Ma Yinchu was invited to address a full school meeting. The audience was in no mood to listen. Before
he could say anything from the dais they began clapping to show their disapproval. They did not stop until I got
up and said,
“We have already welcomed President Ma, so now we have invited him to speak to us.”
I then began to get a sense of the different cliques at the university. I supported diversity among the colleges of
the school, but some egocentric cliques believed that they were elite, superior to everyone else. It was extremely
conceited and ignorant of them to think that experts existed only in their particular profession!
One day, I held a meeting of the Committee on Study in a small room connected to the school office. We
discussed whether the school should study Chairman Mao’s “Talks at the Yan’an Forum on Literature and
Art,”\fn{The locus classicus of Mao Tsetung’s most important pronouncements on cultural policy. The talks were delivered and transcribed in 1942, during a sweeping rectification movement } an article about policy in the intellectual field. While we were
stretching our legs during the intermission, the notoriously arrogant head of the mathematics department\fn{ Su
Buqing, who later became president of Fudan University in Shanghai } was also in the hallway. He had returned from Japan
with his doctorate and was a famous person at the university. When he discovered what we were discussing, he
pronounced Mao’s speech meaningless and not worth studying.
I could not control my anger at his words, for I knew that if I did not refute this criticism of Chairman Mao, I
would feel guilty in front of the Party. I sternly told him,
“Your view is mistaken. Chairman Mao’s article pertains not only to artists and writers but to everyone,
because it debates the reform of one’s world view. Do you believe that only artists and writers should reform their
views while everyone else ignores the problem?”
“W eare from the School of Science and will not study that article,” he said stiffly. I replied,
“Scientists are not exempted from the reformation of their world view!” The academic dean interrupted and
addressed me to avoid a fight.
“We shall now continue our meeting.”
I reentered the room and the head of the mathematics department left in a huff. When I returned to my
apartment after the meeting, I thought of my criticism of the mathematician. I had felt that it was my duty to
dispute his incorrect opinion, because I believed in open, candid confrontation about discrepancies in others’
ideas. I knew I could have been more diplomatic but I lacked the time to soften my words. I knew that both the
Science and the Engineering schools had many renowned professors who had studied abroad, like the
mathematician, but I did not consider these people uncommon or impressive. According to party policy, however,
I was supposed to be kind and polite and to help the intellectuals.
Little did I know that when I stood up for Chairman Mao, I was sowing the seeds of future disaster. I thought
that knowledge should not be used for personal gain but rather to serve the socialist fatherland and the laboring
masses. But the intellectuals did not always agree!
Several days later, a Party member secretly told me that the Party branch deputy secretary, Xu Zicai, and a few
other comrades had written to the provincial Party Committee’s Propaganda Department to charge me with lack of
respect for elderly professors. They planned to criticize me openly in the press, but their articles never appeared.
I was curious as to why my deputy secretary never criticized me to my face. The Party Committee never
condemned me or brought me in for questioning. I wondered if it had had second thoughts about my devotion to
the Party, but I figured that first it would have informed me, and also that my past actions would prove my
dedication. History plays no favorites. One day it would prove just what kind of a person Chen Xuezhao was. I
was never one to scheme against others or fawn upon the authorities. Under all circumstances, I believed in
myself and strove to be an honest and upstanding Party member.
One after another, problems of all sorts arose that gave me splitting headaches and kept me extremely busy
into the night. After a mere three hours of sleep, I awoke at three o’clock in the morning to prepare for my classes.
As early as eight o’cock, people started coming to me with problems. In my class on the modern novel, some
students complained that the books written by workers, peasants, and soldiers were simple, monotonous, and
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without artistic value. When I explained Chairman Mao’s literary policy, I could tell that the students did not
agree. They eyed each other while refraining from voicing their own opinions. To my surprise, they were
accustomed to studying works line by line and word by word. They were not at all interested in extracting the
author’s ideology and point of view. I wondered if they had ever learned to analyze a literary work. Shortly after,
a pistol was found in a public privy near my apartment, and a reactionary slogan appeared on the door to my
courtyard during the night. When I left the school in the summer of 1950, I still did not know who had put them
there.
The neighbor who lived in my courtyard used to work for a Kuomintang spy organization, the Central Bureau
of Investigation and Statistics,\fn{A notorious “special services” organization under the C. C. [?] clique of the old regime,
responsible for intelligence and terrorist operations } but did not follow the government to Taiwan, because he felt he
deserved a more influential position. Often, after a few drinks, he would knock on my door while I was having
dinner. He would pound away and denounce the Communist Party leadership until I angrily opened up. Then he
would retreat, muttering to himself.
I had heard about many problems in the party branch. Xu Zicai, the deputy secretary, came from a bankrupt
landlord family, and as he rarely discussed this with me, I deemed it improper to ask him about it. I had wondered
why he could not afford to live at the school, and I noticed that he often had to send money to support his brother
and sister-in-law. There were at least two others who could not pay the board at school, so naturally I had to carry
the extra load.
When I started working at the school, I was no longer compensated with basic living necessities, but was paid
a salary. Even though it was adequate, one day I discovered that the rice pot was empty and that I only had a few
pennies. My sister-in-law was so angry that she threatened to return to her nephews. When she asked what was for
lunch, the young maid solved the problem by buying me five kilos of rice and some vegetables out of her own
pocket. She felt sorry for me.
At that time, Xu Zicai and the organization director decided to recruit from the School of Agriculture a new
Party member in whom they saw great promise. I knew nothing of him but consented because I thought I should
agree with the Party majority. A female student, C., from the Chinese department also came to me hoping to be
recruited. When I first arrived at the school, her father, a professor in the School of Agriculture, wrote me an
unusually complimentary letter soliciting my help in her education. Many comrades in the Party branch,
especially my assistant, thought we should foster the student, but I was skeptical of their adulation. I wanted to be
always upright and fair. I did not even acknowledge that Zheng Xiaocang, an education expert who had studied in
America, was my cousin, but called him Mr. Zheng as with all the other professors, so no one would think I was
partial to him.
On the Chinese New Year in 1950, my comrades in the Party branch advised me to pay private ceremonial
calls on the department heads and other experts. Having lived for a while in Yan’an, where we arranged group
activities to celebrate the New Year, I was not accustomed to the traditions of the old society, but nevertheless
agreed because I considered it proper to show my respect for the intellectuals. A female comrade from the
Personnel Office accompanied me from family to family to wish them a happy New Year.
When we arrived at the home of the dean of the School of Agriculture, his wife informed us that he was not in.
He had run upstairs to hide in a neighbor’s room to avoid seeing us. We then went up to call on the head of the
mathematics department [Su Buqing], whom I had once criticized. His housekeeper also told us that he was out.
As we left, we heard people chatting noisily by the upstairs windows, and they started to spit down into the yard
with a big ptooey! The female comrade was quite annoyed, but I found this rather ridiculous and not worth taking
offense.
In the first half of 1950, I went to Shanghai for several meetings about work-study programs and met Comrade
Chen Yi.\fn{A top Red Army commander from its inception. Chen Yi became foreign minister of the People’s Republic in 1958 } He
encouraged me to speak at one of the major meetings and agreed with my opinion that the work-study program
could be tested in the universities since our country’s economy had not yet completely recovered from the War of
Liberation. My speech was published in the Shanghai Liberation Daily.
*
When summer vacation started, I left the university, because Commissar Tan had vowed that I would return to
the country when land reform began. I moved back to the Xinxin Hotel and was again compensated by the basic
necessities system.
After I left, Xu Zicai, who was graduating that year, was made a teaching assistant in a major engineering
institute in Harbin. A civil engineering instructor was also promoted, because he and Xu had written a derogatory
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letter about me to the provincial Education Committee. The Party always rewarded those it deemed faithful. One
day a comrade from the authorities came to ask me to help Zicai with his travel overseas. I was perplexed as to
why he asked me, since I had already left the school, but I had never been a saver, so I gave what I could, about
twenty yuan in today’s currency. The next evening, he returned to request more money for Xu’s brother and sisterin-law. I searched around and found five yuan or so for him, and he did not appear again.
Ma Yinchu had been transferred to become the president of Peking University before my departure. He had
invited the academic dean, Yan Rengeng, to join him because neither man was popular at the school. At the end of
the year, Yan came to my hotel to ask my advice, and I urged him to accept the offer. He and his wife moved to
Peking shortly after.
Toward the end of July, after two or three weeks in the guest house, I was ready to leave for the town of
Xieqiao in Haining County. I went to say goodbye to the Party Committee’s propaganda director. He was ill, but
his wife kindly invited me to sit by his bed. After we chatted for a few minutes, I asked for instructions and he
told me to go ahead—that my assistant and his girlfriend Miss He, the girl Chinese student C., and the new party
member in the School of Agriculture would soon be allowed to follow. The director did not mention, nor did I
inquire about, the incriminating letter. Naively, I began to think that the alleged accusation had never been written.
The provincial Organization Department sent an armed guard, Ji Baotang, to accompany me to the country. We
were issued a light machine gun, and at the time I carried a pistol of my own, one a leading cadre had once given
me. After arriving at the local station, we immediately headed for the district (qu) people’s government in
downtown Xieqiao, the largest town in Haining County after Xiashi and Chang’an. We made our way past the
small, crowded shops and presented our letter of introduction to the district director, an agreeable man from the
North. He arranged our accommodations at the district government office and persuaded me to remain there
temporarily because of the lack of appropriate lodging under the township government. Currently it was putting
up its two male comrades in a temple!
The director suggested that we visit nearby Huangdun Village to examine the complex situation there.
Following his directions, we crossed the railway to the village, which was spread out along the boundary between
three counties. The county lines made the area a good place for bandits to ravage and hide in. Most villages were
separated by a mere four miles. Entering the village, we passed between mulberry groves dotted with houses on
one side and a deep canal used to water the fields on the other. Like my hometown Yanguan, Huangdun was an
industrial crop area growing hemp, wheat, broad beans, and a small amount of rice. The main activity, however,
was sericulture, the production of raw silk. In midsummer, the farmers were raising silkworms and the women
were picking mulberry leaves in the fields. It was summer again, but this time I got used to the climate and the
mosquitoes much quicker than when I had first come, the year before.
After about a month, with the founding of the township people’s government, the township director and his
copy clerk left the temple and established a dormitory for government personnel in a former landlord’s house. Ji
Baotang and I also moved there. It was a walled compound, with peach and cypress trees in the courtyard. We had
two small rooms across from the kitchen, overlooking a tiny rear courtyard. Once the government moved in, the
original landlord’s family had to enter and leave by a back door. The township director, from the town of Xucun,
was about twenty-four years old and had been wounded and sent home from the East Zhejiang guerrilla forces.
The clerk was a young student from the village.
The landlord had passed away long before, leaving his fifty-year-old wife, a concubine in her forties, and two
sons who worked in Shanghai. The two women occupied several rooms in a spacious yard. They were generally
well-liked, because they had neither used conventional scare tactics to force tenants to pay the rent nor charged
high interest. Some farmers who rented their land had been indebted to them for years; the family lived on money
that the sons sent.
Peasants from local villages came to the township people’s government to voice their grievances. They
inquired about sons who had been forced to serve in what was now the enemy Kuomintang Army—were they
now in the People’s Liberation Army? They had been afraid to ask when the army passed through. They asked for
help in getting back daughters who had been obliged to become concubines for local tyrants. In many instances
they complained about the oppressive landlords who had illegally confiscated their land and mistreated them.
Around the middle of November, my assistant in the Chinese department and his girlfriend, the girl student C.,
and the new party member in the School of Agriculture finished their special course on land reform in the
provincial capital and joined me in Xieqiao. As soon as they arrived we had an argument, because they wanted me
to go to Jiaxing, site of the province’s experimental village for land reform. Later I discovered that the trip was
ordered by the provincial Party Propaganda Department.
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During the Taiping Uprising (1851-1864), the inhabitants of Jiaxing suffered a dreadful massacre, so the
majority of the current population were new emigrants from Shaoxing. I knew that we should go, but I decided to
remain in Xieqiao because I had my own concerns. I told my new colleagues that they could do what was
convenient for them. My assistant from the Chinese department went to Chang’an instead of Jiaxing, but the
others stayed with me in Xieqiao. We lived in the same yard. I had chosen to be located in my home province not
only because I wanted to participate in the land reform, but also because I was familiar with the various dialects of
the region and wanted to write. It was to avoid being disturbed by family and friends that I had gone to Xieqiao
instead of my hometown, Yanguan. When I had worked on land reform in Shanxi Province, which was liberated
years earlier, I had been unable to write about these enormous changes in the countryside, because I was
acquainted with neither the numerous local dialects nor the native customs.
In mid-December, a prefectural Party Committee land reform work team from the county assigned seventeen
people to a branch work team in Huangdun Township. Among them were high school and college students, artists,
and soldiers. Their leader, a military officer, was about thirty-five years old and had been involved in the Huaihai
campaign, the second of three decisive campaigns between the Communist Party and the Kuomintang in late
1948. When the team arrived, they elected a Party branch. The leader was chosen as secretary of both the Party
branch and the Communist Youth League branch. The team selected me to be the organization director and
another military comrade to be the propaganda director. Following the elections, we held a meeting to analyze the
situation.
After a year of work here, the director of the township was extremely knowledgeable. He was born here but
had left home at an early age to earn his living working and begging. After being discharged from the army, he
returned home but could not find his family. Later the reactionary forces tortured his cousin and uncle and threw
them into the sea with many other innocent people, just because they were related to a Communist Army soldier.
According to what we knew, the most powerful and despotic landlord was the former head of the village
mutual surveillance (baojia) system under the old regime. He lived in a large building opposite the compound
now housing the township people’s government. He was admonished during the January democratic movement
against tyranny, but the peasants and farm workers were still afraid of him. He had earned the bitter hatred of the
people by arbitrarily increasing their rents and by sending their sons to serve in the Kuomintang Army. He was
also a supporter of the bandit resisters of our new regime.
Since Huangdun was the focal point of the township, I had to be informed of the happenings not only in this
village, but in the entire area. To keep on top of the situation, Ji Baotang and I often visited the peasants. A
secretary in charge of military activities in the military district government volunteered to come to Huangdun to
help us, and he insisted upon sharing a room with Ji, who protested. The head of the township solved the problem
by offering to share his room with the new officer, but the latter was not happy with this arrangement.
The new officer followed Ji and me wherever we went. One day, he joined us as we went down to a village,
even though the township director had sent him on business elsewhere. We traveled along the railway, which lay
between deserted mulberry and wheat fields. At sunset, when we were crossing a short bridge, two men suddenly
emerged from a mulberry field and approached us. Ji held his machine gun firmly, prepared to defend me. The
officer stared at the men. They slowed down before turning off in a different direction. Naturally, I began to
suspect the officer.
Soon after, I learned that he was not a farmer but a vagabond. Following the liberation of Xieqiao, he had led
the Communist Party to some charcoal hidden by the reactionaries, so the Party rewarded him with this important
position. At the time, he owned one of the few pistols around and disregarded the Party’s discipline. I wondered
what he did when he went out alone before breakfast, so one day I sent Ji and the new Party member from the
agriculture school to follow him. When they came back, they reported that he had met two men under a mulberry
tree across the railway and then returned home. One evening he did not reappear, and we heard gunshots behind
our house. Not knowing how many of the enemy there were, we nervously prepared to defend ourselves with our
measly two guns. At midnight, shooting resumed somewhere near the temple, but no one approached our house.
The shots gradually died out around 2:00 A.M.
After discussion, I decided to send Ji to the county people’s government to report this event. According to a
farmer, the officer and his associates, who acted as spies, had already been arrested. This incident warned us of
the danger of devious enemies. For a minimal price they had bought the trust of our leadership!
The struggle had become more intense and complicated. One night, a peasant farmer who had eagerly brought
us information committed suicide. When we heard the news, we went to see his family and started an
investigation. The man’s elderly mother was crying by his body, and his wife was sitting in shock and holding her
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child’s hand. We questioned his neighbors and found that his closest friend was the village militia leader. They
were constantly seen talking to each other, but no one knew what was said. That evening, we invited the militia
leader to our house. As he entered the room, the work team leader asked him sternly,
“Did you cause the death of old Li?” To our surprise, he admitted,
“Yes, I did.” I shot a glance at the team leader and said to the offender,
“Let’s discuss this calmly.”
Everyone else left the room. I offered him a bedboard by the window and sat across from him.
“You must have had some reason for your action.” His eyes filled with tears.
“Please tell me the Party will not do anything to me before we clarify the facts.”
He then began talking and did not cease until it was very late. I learned a great deal from him, so I said,
“You may go home now. Everything will work out.”
His uncertainty showed in his face.
From what I could gather, there was a complicated story behind his relationship with old Li. The militia leader
had a neighbor who had been a sergeant in the reactionary forces. All the villages hated this sly man. He had a son
who knew he was near death, so the lad was married to a young woman in hopes of a miracle cure, and in any
case to take care of his parents and their home if he died. In the old society, this terrible custom was called “the
wedding cure.” The young man did die, and his poor widow was still a virgin. The sergeant and his wife, however,
enjoyed her presence very much. Since he was aware that the people hated him, the sergeant wanted to recruit the
militia leader to protect him by setting him up with his son’s widow, but he needed an intermediary. The evil
sergeant knew that, for a short time, old Li had worked on the railway for the reactionaries—an act that Li wanted
to keep a secret. So the sergeant bribed Li to execute his plan. He also legally adopted his son’s widow and
promised to remit all the dowry. At first the militia leader opposed marrying the girl, but his mother found her
clever and attractive. When the mother saw the girl washing clothes in the river, she invited her to tea so that she
could speak with the militia leader. All the while, old Li was gradually convincing him. So the militia leader
actually became close to the girl. But he always changed his mind after hearing other people’s opinions of the
reactionary sergeant at meetings of the people’s government.
One day, the militia leader told old Li that he could not marry someone from that family. When Li relayed this
information to the sergeant, he threatened to expose to us that Li had once worked for the reactionaries. He must
try harder to convince the militia leader. Old Li, who was not familiar with the Communist Party’s policy, took
this threat seriously. That evening, after telling his wife he was going to the latrine, he hanged himself in a tree.
When his wife found his body, it was already too late.
After I had conveyed all this to the work team leader and the township director, we went to question the
sergeant’s neighbors. At first, fearful of the sergeant’s power, they hesitated to tell us anything, but they finally
confirmed the militia leader’s story. Later, the team leader decided to arrest the sergeant, and I did not protest.\fn
{During land reform, land reform work teams became local governments unto themselves }
The sergeant was kept next to the kitchen in a little room without windows. After dinner, the team leader
interrogated him, but of course he denied everything, which enraged the leader and all the young comrades. From
my room, I heard screaming and crying, and when I saw them beating the sergeant with sticks, I motioned them to
stop. As soon as I stopped watching, however, they started to hit him again, and the team leader did not interfere. I
was angry because I did not endorse torture, which was illegal. Criminals should be taken to court and sentenced
there. I could not sleep until after midnight, when the noise finally subsided.
In the morning, it was already very bright when I arose. I walked out of my room and saw the sergeant lying
motionless on the floor. The people who were fixing breakfast came out of the kitchen and told me that he was
dead. At that moment, the team leader came outside, but I did not utter a word. He went to the director’s room to
consult with other comrades. When they emerged, they borrowed a board from the landlord’s widow. Two male
comrades then placed the body on the board and covered it with a sheet before carrying it to the sergeant’s house.
A few days later, some of our superiors in the Jiaxing Prefecture land reform team came to investigate. They
studied our report and found the work team leader responsible for the sergeant’s death. Nevertheless, they decided
to delay accusing him because his knowledge of the area was indispensable at that time. Of course, I could not
object. Subsequently, a female comrade told me that the team leader was angry at me because the inspection
group had criticized him. He had confessed to C., the female student from the Chinese department,
“1 am polite to Chen Xuezhao only because I respect the party.”
By that time, I could see right through C. Her specialty was kissing up to the leadership and sowing stories of
dissension among the comrades. She had already earned the undivided trust of the team leader. When I heard his
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opinion of me, I was not upset, because I felt the same way about him even though I would never admit it. We
needed to unite for the land reform and to realize that no one was perfect.
The land reform struggle intensified still more. The masses were active. They urged us to remedy their
troubles. Also, we had many unfinished tasks, such as measuring fields that were not registered. One clear
afternoon, at the request of the peasants, we had two male comrades escort a despotic landlord from village to
village so that the people could condemn him. As they were crossing a narrow bridge on the way back to
Huangdun, the landlord suddenly jumped into the rushing water and disappeared. One of the men took off his
jacket and jumped in after him, but there was no sign of the landlord. Several comrades swam to where the river
met the canal but saw nothing. We concluded that the rapid surges of water had swept him into the canal.
In Xieqiao, new conflicts were already taking place. At the end of the year, the War to Resist U.S. Aggression
and Aid Korea started. There was a lot of talk among the town leaders about executing the chairman of the old
Public Security Committee under the reactionary old regime. They were frightened of what would happen if he
returned to power. But we had no concrete evidence; the man was even well liked by the people. In my opinion, it
was not imperative that we kill the old man; what dreadful deeds could he do in the rest of this life? Although I
could not recall his name, I later remembered that he had taught me Chinese and history in elementary school. I
spoke out on his behalf at our meeting even though I could have been accused of being biased.
“What do you think of the fact that he has committed no crime and is not despised by the people?”
Of course, my words were useless. After our meeting, they held a public trial and dragged him off to be
executed. Since he could not move by himself, two soldiers hauled him by his arms to a vacant spot near the
railway. His hands and feet were still moving after the first bullet, so they finished him off with a bullet in his
head.
A new year came, and the land reform work team was ready to leave. They had distributed all their tools. We
had planned to recruit new party members from both the village and our group. The team leader suggested that we
enlist C., but his proposal had yet to be approved when he and other comrades from the army were assigned
elsewhere. The Jiaxing Prefecture Party Committee sent us a female comrade who had worked in a song-anddance troupe to be the team leader and the Party branch secretary. At this time our main concern was to finish our
work.
To my surprise, I received, forwarded from Hangzhou, a letter and a registered parcel containing in two thick
volumes a French book from Comrade Bi Jilong, a diplomatic envoy to the United Nations. I had not met him,
having only seen pictures of him in the newspaper. In his letter, he explained that the book was a gift from Mr. Cai
Boling, and if I had a response, he would take it for me. I had dated Cai Boling when I lived in France, but I had
not seen him after I decided to return to China. Without mentioning Cai Boling, I wrote to thank Bi. The work was
entitled The Second Sex by Simone de Beauvoir and had a card inside the cover that read “A Madame Chen.”
Writing on a card instead of in a book is a French custom to show respect rather than affection. For two nights,
under a little oil lamp, I read the lengthy treatise but could not understand why Cai Boling gave it to me. It argued
that marriage does not necessarily imply love, because not all lovers can unite. I presumed that he was trying to
console me and that he was married, and that perhaps the French handwriting on the card was his wife’s.
When Ji noticed that I had been reading late at night, he mentioned to the township director, whom he thought
to be on our side, that I was not resting well. When word got around to the new team leader, she criticized me for
devoting my time to French books rather than to the land reform. In 1977, I met her husband on a train to Peking,
and he told me that she despised me for diverting my energy from work to the reading of foreign books at night.
As long as I did not get behind in my work, I did not consider night reading such a crime.
The leadership sent Ji and me to a provincial people’s government meeting in Hangzhou, but when we
returned, the entire atmosphere had changed. C. had been fawning upon the new team leader and denouncing
other comrades. The Party branch secretary announced a meeting to review my method of distributing the farm
tools. That night, I reviewed all my actions and concluded that I had not done anything wrong. I thought,
“Let her hold a meeting against me.” I had no trouble sleeping that night.
The next afternoon everyone brought his own stool and gathered around a table by the landlord’s house. C. was
the first to speak. She said that it was an injustice that I had allowed the farmers to use the village’s only water
cart in turn instead of distributing it among them all equally. Things should be shared, she said. Then the farmers
were invited to speak. After a long pause, a man stood up and spoke for them.
“Do you think it would be practical to break up the water cart into pieces for distribution?”
Patiently, I awaited a response, but the secretary announced the end of the meeting.
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Following dinner, C.’s roommate came to my little room, where I was reflecting on the afternoon’s activities.
She confided that before they had come down to the countryside, the director of propaganda had informed the
four comrades who had followed me from the university that even though my knowledge of Party policy was
greater than theirs, they should struggle against me and eventually persuade me to go to another village. When I
had asked the director for instructions before leaving for the countryside, he had been very pleasant and agreeable.
However, without any substantial evidence, he was plotting against me because of the letter that C. had helped to
write. I wondered why they were secretly scheming against me instead of openly accusing me, because I certainly
was able to accept my faults.
While the branch secretary’s proposal to take C. into the party was pending, she solicited my approval because
I was in charge of recruitment. Everyone knew that I thought she needed further education by the Party, so the
branch secretary made the decision. I had to agree because I did not want her to think I was prejudiced against C.
Therefore, C. became a candidate for Party membership along with a man and woman from the village. The man
had recruited many young men into the army for the War to Resist the U. S. and Aid Korea, and the woman was
the head of the village government.
Under the early spring sun, the farmers busily fertilized their newly distributed land. After a final meeting, the
members of the land reform team returned to their previous locations, and Ji and I went back to Hangzhou. …
63.124 & 187.163 1. San Francisco 2. Excerpt from Girl Rebel: The Autobiography Of Hsieh Pingying\fn{by
Hsieh Pingying [or Ping-ying (Xie Bingying)] (1906-2000)} Hsiehtushan Village, Kwangtung Province? [W says Loudi,
Hunan Province], China (F) 17
1
Fog
From\fn{A note at the beginning of the author’s biography connected wth this story says that Hsieh Ping-ying was the first female
soldier in China.} the hill in the Sunset District one looks down on the neat rows of houses and, beyond, to the
boundless, misty reaches of the Pacific Ocean. It’s really too beautiful, too exquisite.
On foggy mornings the land and sky merge and, beyond 20 or 30 feet, one can’t see a thing. But the fog
changes rapidly. In an instant, the immediate fog melts, leaving the distance still thickly covered. Then, suddenly
out of the mist appear a few pointed rooftops and several treetops, looking as if they had just drppped out of the
sky. But no. Above and below, one cannot find their boundaries and they are as if suspended in mid-air. It’s a very
beautiful sight, like a city seen in a mirage.
My room faces the ocean. My window faces west and every day at dusk I can watch the sun set in all its
beauty. And yet, I like the foggy mornings best.
Fog makes the earth and sky one color, blending the heavenly and the earthly into one. All ugliness and guilt
are hidden; the universe appears simple, uncomplicated, and at peace. There’s not a single person nor anything to
be seen. Think of it: no misery, no strife, no worries, and no exhausting race. Everyone’s sunk deep in his pleasant
dreams. Such a happy life, such a beautiful world.
Today’s fog is especially thick. It’s nine-thirty already and still the ocean is covered in a cotton-like blanket.
The houses in their orderly rows and the blue-green pines are still and warm beneath the sunlight. Suddenly, out
of the fog pops a speck of white: a sailboat, to be sure.
On windy days, the ocean swells, tossing its white waves high. Su Tung P’o described it perfectly when he
wrote:
Great waves pound the shore;
Rolling in like a thousand mounds of snow.

Sunset
The transformations of nature are magnificent. On any clear day one can watch the sun set in all its glory.
Strange … why is it never the same? My mind has been puzzling over this. Ah yes, I understand. Nature’s
transformations are infinite, endless … and so beautiful that, to delight in them for but an instant is enough to
cause one to forget all the sorrows and cares of the common world. One forgets the past and thinks even less of
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the future, for the future constantly eludes us. Who can say, for sure, just what fate has in store for us tomorrow?
Now, there is only the present. Grasp it firmly. Cherish every minute, or better yet, every second, and don’t let
it go to waste. But how many people in the world think this way? Who knows how much precious time they waste
and, when they’ve grown old, they’ve accomplished nothing. It is said:
“If you don’t work industriously when you’re young, when you’re old you will grieve, but in vain.”
The colors of dawn, the colors of dusk, sunrise, sunset, clear-sky, rain, overcast, the fog gathering and the fog
melting away—in every moment, at all times, continual transformations create beautiful sights to enjoy. But, my
friend, have you remembered the brevity of life and the fact that it will slip away and be gone, just like those
beautiful scenes?
The evening sun is superb,
But it’s nearly time for it to set.

So, wherever I am enjoying the sunset, I recall those two lines of ancient verse in order to keep myself on the
alert.
2
The new autumn seemed even hotter than the summer. Though it was night, and a little breeze blew in from the
paper window, I was sweating all through as my grandmother held me to her bosom. That day my mother had
beaten me with a leather strap. My skin was bruised and Grandmother said that my face was pitifully white in the
silver moonlight. I was six years old. Grandmother’s nickname for me was “Phoenix Precious.” Suddenly I
shivered and cried out.
“My Precious,” said Grandmother, as she tenderly patted me, “don’t cry again. If you waken Mother she will
beat you again.”
“I am not afraid of being beaten. Why doesn’t she beat me to death?” I spoke loudly, as if I wanted Mother to
know; and in the next room Mother heard and was angry, but did not speak.
“Precious, don’t be naughty after this,” said Grandmother. “Because of you, your mother went through much
torture. Remember when you got a penny in your throat, and you could not get it out or swallow it down, and for
the whole day you were like a dead child, with your eyes turned white and saliva running out of your mouth. Your
mother was so frightened that she went twenty miles up the mountain to call a doctor. She spoke like an insane
person and kneeled down and said,
“‘If anyone can save my child, I will give him my life if he wants it.’
“Then, when you swallowed the copper down, she was afraid that it would suck your blood, and that you
might not live. So she sent men specially to Paoching to buy ten pounds of tseku herbs and every day she looked
through your waste to see if the penny had come out.
“Another time, because you wanted to play with a pigeon’s nest, you fell down from the roof; your face was
hurt, your whole body was icy cold; you lost all consciousness. Tears ran down from your mother’s eyes, and she
hurried to get a doctor. Then, kneeling before the Buddha, she prayed,
“‘Spirit, if my Phoenix Precious has any bad luck, give it to me. I will go through it for her, but give her health,
happiness, and let me have all her bad luck!’ These things you must still remember.”
I stopped crying and quietly listened to Grandmother telling her stories about me.
“Oh! My heart and liver!” she sighed, and went on again. “You are much too naughty; I don’t know where you
came from. Even in the first month your mother conceived you, no matter what she ate, she threw it all up again.
Even a mouthful of water and a pea she had to throw up. Every day she had a headache and a stomachache. When
she reached the last two or three months she suffered until she almost wanted to commit suicide. But she thought
of the sons and daughter she had to care for, and changed her mind.
“Then came the critical time when you were going to enter the world. Two days before, she said that she had a
stomachache; she could not get up and did not want to eat, not even to take water. She rolled on her bed in pain
for two whole days. Your head suddenly came out, and I thought your birth was to be soon. I had a bellyful of
hope, and I waited anxiously. But after a day and a night, that little hairy head was still in the same place. Your
mother’s energy was giving out. Your father was not at home, and I watched her alone and did not dare to move
away for one instant. But there seemed nothing to do about it. After a long struggle, I told Sixth Grand-Auntie to
call a midwife. Ah, talking about a midwife really makes people angry! Your mother had given birth to four
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children before, and never needed a midwife. Every time it was over in an hour. But who would have thought that
this time after a day and a night, you would not come out? The midwife came to look and shook her head and
said:
“‘There is no hope. You had better prepare the last rites.’
“She could say a thing like that! Sixth Grand-Auntie urged the midwife to get the child out and cried,
“‘Anyway, you must save the mother, even if you have to sacrifice the child.’
“I was so worried that I didn’t know what to do. But your mother had more presence of mind and she
mumbled, half weeping,
“‘Mother, hurry to the Holy Ruler of the South Sacred Mountain and burn incense! If a boy comes, then when
he is sixteen, he will go and burn incense to give thanks. If it is a girl, when she is twenty, I will take her myself
and burn incense.’”
According to the superstition in our village, people who have difficult labor in the family go to offer the
“Blood Basin Incense” to the Holy Ruler of Nanyo. At the time of giving thanks for answer to the prayer, the child
must wear a red jacket and red trousers and a red turban on his head.
“So I listened to her,” my grandmother said, “and went and knelt before the god and promised to burn Blood
Basin Incense in thanks for answer to the prayer. And so at dawn you came out with a cry. Your voice was so big
that you woke the whole courtyard. Your eyes were as bright as two lanterns. The eyeballs turned very quickly,
and your hands and feet never stopped moving. Sixth Grand-Auntie sighed and said,
“‘Pity it is a girl. If it were a boy, surely he would be a high official. Look at those lovely eyes!’
“‘Boys and girls are the same,’ your mother said, very much annoyed.
“So you must know that your mother loves you, even though she went through a lot of suffering for you.
Precious, from now on, you must think of your mother’s sufferings and her love!”
*
Grandma thought I was asleep, but I was still wide awake, listening quietly. In my mind, I acted out Mother’s
giving birth to me. But at the same time I carved deeply the memory of Mother’s beating me for the first time
with a leather strap. I suspected that what Grandmother had told as Sixth Grand-Auntie’s remarks were really her
own, but because I loved her so much, I did not say so to her.
Ahl Mother really loved me, but why did she beat me so hard? Is not a child a person too? Can she never have
her own way? Must she obey every word a grownup says? These questions went round and round in my head.
Yes, I was a naughty child. I often made Mother angry. Mother could control any man, even all the men and
women in the village, old and young. But she could not control me when I was naughty. This was what angered
Mother most. Sometimes, when she was exasperated she would say to Father,
“Take her away! Let her leave me forever! This is not like my own child.” Or she would say,
“Let’s marry her off early, to save us trouble.”
At the age of three I was engaged to the son of one of my father’s friends. Who would have guessed that a little
child, lying on her mother’s soft breast, already had her future settled for her?
*
Father was the only son of Grandmother. He was born a poor farmer. Grandmother often told us about her
wedding with my grandfather.
“My mother’s family was poor,” she said, “but when I came to your family it was even poorer. Not only was
there no rice to eat, we could not even find two bowls.” When I heard of this, I would ask her,
“How could that be?”
“Let me tell you slowly. Your grandfather had five brothers. Grandfather was number two. When Greatgrandfather was dying, he left to each of them ten pounds of rice, a stool, and a bowl. That was all his property.
Your grandfather got just one bowl, like the others. So, when I came, what was there to do?”
“Buy another one!” I would cry.
“Yes, I did. For your grandfather was an honest and hardworking farmer, so that whenever he worked for
others, the master always treated him well. He earned money, and not only could he buy bowls, but he could save
money every year. When he married me, I washed clothes for people every day. I did hard work and earned a little
rice too, and gradually we were able to buy a set of farming tools. And borrowing a little from others, we bought a
cow. Then we rented a few acres of land.
“Oh! Talking about farming, I remember how your father, when he was only seven or eight, liked to study so
much. Every day when he went to watch the cow, he quietly took a book and hid it in his jacket. When he got to
the meadow he would sit down and read. He did not care at all where the cow went, or whether it ate other
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people’s wheat and vegetables. Once he lost the cow and was so scared that he did not return the whole day, and
cried his eyes out. The next day a neighbor found him. Your grandfather asked why he was so careless, and he
said that he was reading and had forgotten. From then on your grandfather knew that he was not a cowherd. He
was born a bookworm. If he would work hard, by and by Grandfather would send him to take the Imperial
Examinations.
“When your father heard this he was mad with joy! He studied day and night. When at night there was no
moonlight, he would read under a lighted pine branch. Sometimes the branch even burned his fingers before he
knew it. In 1891 he went to take the provincial examination. As he had no clothing, he wore my old dress inside,
and I made him a new one to wear outside. Your grandfather carried his baggage so that the people at the hotel
took your grandfather for a servant and did not attend upon him. When your father became a candidate for the
second degree, no one knew that this baggage carrier was his father!” Grandmother laughed loudly.
She told me many stories about Father. He once studied at the College of Hunan and Hupeh, founded by
Chang Chihtung. He had all the ideas of Confucius and Mencius. He liked to study the philosophy of the Sung
Confucianists. He believed also in the philosophy of “being wise and protecting oneself,” and never in his life had
anything to do with politics. In the last years of the Manchu regime, he was among the six recommended for a
special class of candidates in economics by the governor of Kwangtung and Kwangsi, but he was the only one
who did not go to Peking for the examination. He was one of the strongest upholders of ancient morals; not only
did he obey his own parents absolutely, but he seemed to excel even Tsengtse in filial piety. He was courteous and
gentle toward everyone and he was liked by all.
But in training his sons and daughters, while at heart he was more affectionate than my mother, in their studies
and conduct he was a severe disciplinarian and a hard schoolmaster. Strange to say, although his own studies were
of the old type, he did not object to modern thought. For instance, when Second Brother was studying English in
middle school, he wanted him to work hard just the same. He was principal of Hsinhua District Middle School for
twenty-seven years, and he invited new college graduates to teach the modern sciences. On the other hand, he was
still strong for the study of ancient literature and the preservation of the old ethics, and when I was small, I read
old poems and ancient essays while Father was holding me.
*
Mother had no brothers and only two sisters. Her will was very strong and she was a woman afraid of nothing.
She ruled the family affairs; when she married Father at sixteen, she became quite well known in our village of
Hsiehtushan. She was clever and had great ability. In her mind, needless to say, she had only the traditional ideas
of women’s obedience to men and the feminine virtues and the inequality of the sexes. She believed in
Confucianism and valued it more than her own life.
But whether at home or in society, she was always in the position of ruling others. Old and young, all listened
to her, and the village public property was put in her hands because she was honest and public nspirited. In the
village government they needed her even more. If something happened, and the village council could not decide,
they would ask for her advice, and with a few words from her, the problem would be settled.
She was born with an indomitable spirit and a strong, capable character. Who would not be afraid of her? Thus,
she was not only the dictator of the village, but she treated her own sons and daughters like an emperor
commanding slaves. We had to listen to and obey her orders.
Once Elder Brother took his wife to live separately at Yiyang, five hundred li away, without letting Mother
know beforehand. She immediately ordered him to come back, and punished him by making him kneel down on
the ground with a big foot-basin full of water on his head. If he moved a little, the basin would fall, and Mother
would beat him on his bottom. Only after many people had interceded, did she take the basin away. Once because
Second Brother wanted to divorce his wife, an old-type woman with small feet, Mother banged on the table and
scolded loudly,
“You who have studied for so long, come home to do such a shameless, immoral thing! Don’t you want to
leave your ancestors some face? If you want to divorce her, kill me first! But while I am still living, I will not
allow this kind of disgrace to happen to our family.”
Second Brother knew that Mother’s will was too strong, and that if he divorced his wife, he would sacrifice his
mother’s life. So he endured it until he spat blood and died. Second Brother remained lonely till his last days.
As for my elder sister, she was gentler than a lamb. In the presence of Mother she dared not even talk loud. At
eighteen she married a man named Liang and was cruelly treated by her husband and her parents-in-law.
Nevertheless, she always returned home saying how well her husband treated her, knowing that if she didn’t say
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so, Mother would scold her for not knowing how to serve her husband. Many times I found her crying in the
privy, or waking at night in tears in the middle of a dream.
Third Brother also obeyed his parents, but he was a stronger character than Second Brother. He, too,
sometimes quarreled with Mother, but if he wanted to do something he had a way of appealing to his parents’
hearts until they consented.
As for me, it is a shame, for I was a completely rebellious child.
*
I was Mother’s last child. Sister was ten years older than I. When I was just eight she was married. Two of my
three brothers followed Father to the town to study. Elder Brother was already a school teacher. They returned
twice a year, and the winter and summer vacations were the time for our family gatherings. Every winter Mother
prepared dry fish and smoked meats and awaited their return. I envied very much their visits, for they were treated
like guests. Every time she received letters from Father and my brothers saying when they would return, Mother
would be so glad that she would pass one or two sleepless nights. She would cook the meal, put a new dress on
me, and would say;
”Dear, don’t dirty that dress. When Father returns, he is going to buy you some candies. Your brothers are
going to bring you toys.”
From the town to our home was a distance of ninety li. They had to climb over two high hills. Father rode in a
sedan chair and hired a luggage man. Second and Third Brothers always wore short trousers and straw sandals
and ran panting like the boys carrying coal from the mines. Usually when they were eight li from home Father
would get down from the sedan chair and walk. The reason was that at Taishang there lived many elders and the
graves of our ancestors were all there, and he said that out of respect to them he should get down.
About five in the afternoon, Mother would take my hand and stand at the door and wait for them, until against
the gray and cloudy sky, we saw far away a sedan chair coming.
“Darling, Father has returned!” Mother would cry, and go in to prepare water to make tea. I and my little black
dog would race half a li to welcome them.
“Father, where are the candies?” I would cry.
With both hands, I would hug Father’s neck tightly, like a monkey climbing a tree. The little black dog would
wag its tail and jump on Father. Second Brother often used a stick on him, but Father would say immediately,
“Don’t beat him, don’t beat him! He is coming to welcome us, like Precious.”
Even the baggage man would laugh. Only I held my mouth and kept quiet. I did not like Father comparing me
to a little dog.
Every time I went to welcome Father, he would carry me back. If it was winter, the moment he entered the
house, he wrapped me up in a blanket, afraid I would catch cold. The brothers gave me toys which they had made
themselves—little boxes, sparrows, little boats, pencil cases, blue-colored ink-pots, and broken test tubes from the
science laboratory. I liked the test tubes best; in summer I caught many fireflies and put them in the tubes. It was
so interesting to see them go up and down in a row like a golden dragon, twisting and twinkling.
Father brought Grandmother some delicious candies and brought me especially beautiful round cakes with
pepper stuffing. Mother was always afraid that I would go out and share them with other children, so she kept
them and gave me a few at a time. But when I got candies from Grandmother she did not know; sometimes also, I
hid in my pocket some cakes meant for guests, and shared them with the children outside.
Once, because Mother was too busy, she did not sew a pocket in my new dress. I wanted her to do it very
badly. Because of that, she chased me with a stick. I ran very fast, and no matter what she did, her bound feet
could not catch up with me.
“Stand still!” she commanded, but I ran even faster and suddenly, she fell down with a splash. Her small feet
were sunk in the muddy field, and she could not pull them out for a long time. It was pitiful. I shouted to Sister-inlaw to help me. When Mother got home she flogged me hard with a prickly stick and shut me up in a dark room. I
was wounded and went to sleep in Grandmother’s bed.
Father liked to plant flowers. Behind our house there was a little garden, and in it were flowers of every
season. There were all kinds of fruit trees, pumelos, oranges, cherries, prunes, peaches, pipa, and many green
bamboos and tall pines. Red roses and little wild roses bloomed and brightened the garden, and the orioles sang
all day. That pretty garden gave me I don’t know how many pleasant and hopeful hours. When Father was at
home, he spent his whole day in the garden; when not pulling weeds, he was watering the plants and flowers with
a pot.
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At night under the long flame of an oil lamp, he taught my brothers ancient Chinese and taught me to sing the
poems, while Mother and Sister-in-law spun, so that Father’s tunes and the singing of the poems often kept in
rhythm with the sound of the spinning wheel, making an intoxicating music. Often I went to sleep thus on my
father’s breast.
*
When spring came, the pathways between the farms were full of green grass and red and white flowers. The
water went gurgling down the brook, and frogs croaked endlessly. This was the time for farmers to sow seeds and
for children to catch fish and shrimps. In spring there were always showers. The farmers in the field wore palmtissue waterproofs, and, barefooted and with bent backs, they worked from the clear dawn until dusk.
When I saw some boys carrying home small carp on a string made of grass, I knew it was time for me to go
out and play. I was like one of them. I took off my shoes and socks, and putting on a farmer’s sun hat, I went out
with the boys. We tried to catch shrimps and little fish in the muddy water of the stream. Sometimes when the
water ran so fast that we could not spoon up anything, they would discuss whether to go and steal the fish which
the farmers kept in their field ponds. If we did not meet anybody, there was no question that we could steal some
small fish. But at that time I did not care very much for fish, but rather for the shrimps and crabs, and I was not at
all anxious to be a thief.
I liked the field snails, and when collecting them, I was often bitten by leeches, and every time when I returned
with my clothes all wet and my face splashed with mud, I received a good scolding from Mother.
“Don’t you know that you are a girl? Why do you go ld mix with the boys?”
“Can’t a girl go out and play?”
“You can’t go out. You must stay and play at home.”
“No!”
I would cry, and the sounds of my crying and Mother’s scolding would merge into one.
*
Because I would not obey orders and did not sit at home according to the rules, but played outside the whole
day, Mother gave me a hard task to do. Every day after breakfast I had to go out and pick tea leaves.
From my home to the tea garden, the distance was more than two li. My lunch was put in a basket, and
someone carried it to me. Besides my sister-in-law and myself there were many other girls, and we did not come
home till sundown.
I had no experience in picking tea leaves and often ruined the branches. Sister-in-law would be so worried that
she would say,
“You had better go and catch butterflies, and not go on breaking the tea branches. If Mother knew, she would
scold you again.”
“No, I will go on. Did you know how to pick them when you were born or did you have to learn, too?” She
was a poor talker and often did not know how to answer me, so usually she kept quiet.
It would be more appropriate if I called it picking flowers rather than picking tea. Every day on my return I had
a small basketful of flowers. Going over the stone bridge, about fifty feet long, I would throw the flowers down to
the water and let the stream carry them to Tungting Lake, with the bidding:
“O flowers, flow on to the palace of the Dragon King. His beautiful princess is preparing for her wedding.”
When I was small, a carpenter who made Sister’s trousseau boxes used to tell me that the Dragon King’s
daughter was the most beautiful of all maidens and had not yet married, and on her wedding day, the whole world
would be flooded, and everybody would float on the water. I hoped to see that scene with its expanse of white
water, and so I wished secretly that the Dragon King’s daughter would marry soon.
Most of the girls picking tea had been engaged in their childhood and were living in their future husbands’
houses. They had a hard life. Each had to pick at least a hundred and thirty catties of leaves a day, and got only a
few tens of coppers. All the money had to be turned over to their future mothers-in-law. If they kept one or two
coppers for themselves and were found out, the mothers-in-law would burn their bodies with red-hot tongs. The
girls rarely had a full meal; they ate sweet potatoes or very coarse wheat cakes. They never tasted a slice of meat
except at New Year. They were as thin as skeletons. When they came to the tea garden, they would tell each about
how mean their mothers-in-law were and they were ruled, and their tears would drop on the plants like glistening
dew.
“If she treats you so, why don’t you run away?” I asled a girl whose face showed stripes of blood stains. Her.
name was Spring Fragrance.
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“Run away? How dare I? It was my mother’s fault the engagement was made. My life will end in my motherin-law’s hands!”
She wept bitterly, and I wept with her.
“It is no use crying, you had better hurry and pick eaves,” said a bigger girl named Hsiuying. “If the sky
darkens before you have picked two hundred catties she will beat you again.”
“Ah! blame. it on our evil luck,” said a girl named Lotus. “We were born to a life worse than that of the cows
and horses. We shall suffer like this till death and then in the next life we shall be born to good luck.” Lotus had
already cried her eyes out, and she was trying to comfort herself thus!
From then on I knew a little about life’s hardships and I was often enraged at the injustice suffered by these
child daughters-in-law. I always helped them to pick their leaves.
When it was near twilight, and the sky gradually darkened, we gathered up our tea knives, stools, and tea pails;
and, carrying them on our backs, we sang the tea-picking song on our way home:
In March we pick the green tea leaves;
Pair by pair the sisters embroider handkerchiefs;
On the border we make tea flowers,
And in between we make a tea-picking boy.

The autumn wind carried with it the fragrance of cassias. The moon was shining in the clear sky, the stars were
twinkling near the horizon, and children were racing with their own shadows in the yards or playing hide and
seek. But I, a little eight-year-old girl, had already begun a grown-up’s work.
*
Besides my sister-in-law and myself spinning in the moonlight, there were two distant paternal aunts and a
neighbor girl named Chen. Every girl who grew up in our village, when she reached the age of seven or eight, had
to be taught to spin cotton and do linen and needle work. The poor worked for others, and the wages were twenty
coppers for each catty. At the quickest, one could spin four ounces a day, while the average was two or three
ounces, and the wages about three or four coppers. I was working for myself and therefore had no set limit.
Mother said,
“If you can spin fast and if our own cotton isn’t enough for you, we can go and buy some at Nantien.”
“I don’t like to spin and weave, I can’t use so much cloth,” I said.
“It is not for you now, but for your trousseau. If you will make up your mind to weave and have twenty trunks
of clothing to carry to your future mother-in-law’s home, how proud we shall be!”
At that time, although I knew that I had been engaged when I was still sucking at Mother’s breast, I did not
know what an engagement was. I did not feel sad. Hearing what Mother said, I began to be interested in spinning,
especially when working in the moonlight; there was really no happier moment!
In winter I spun indoors. There were many inconveniences. Mother wanted to save oil and did not light the
lamp. It was dark spinning by the light from the fireplace, and my back was cold. In autumn, however, the
weather was mild and the moonlight was especially clear. Grandmother would tell us stories, such as The
Cowherd and the Spinning Maiden and The Lady in the Moon and The Queen of Heaven, which made the hours at
the spinning wheel pleasant. Sometimes when the stories got too interesting, everyone would stop the wheels all
at once, and ask,
“What’s the ending?”
“The ending was that the lazy little girls stopped their work,” Grandmother would say.
The swinging rhythm of the spinning wheel in that deep and quiet night was like music from the valleys. The
breeze blew softly over our heads, and carried with it the fragrance of flowers that made one feel fascinated by the
charm of the night.
*
Mother heard outside much gossip about me, saying that I was so big and had not yet bound my feet, and that
in future surely no mother-in-law would want me. Besides, although a girl of eight, I was still often with the boys,
making clay Buddhas and throwing stones. I even organized a group of the village children to play at being
soldiers, with myself as the “commander,” which was most improper for a girl. The gossips said that, according to
ancient rules, boys and girls after four years old should not eat at the same table, and that Mother, being an
educated woman, ought to know this rule.
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To be fair, Mother loved me very much. Our country tradition was such that when a girl had unbound feet, not
only no one would marry her, but everyone who saw her would say,
“Is your mother dead? A pair of fanlike big feet like that! How disgraceful!”
Mother felt that her own feet were too short and inconvenient for walking. Sister’s feet had been bound by
Mother herself, and they were like a pair of red peppers. Though she thought they were pretty, after two steps
Sister had to lean on the wall, almost like a cripple. So Mother had decided to bind my feet later to avoid breaking
the bones as she did in Sister’s case. But when I was ten years old she thought that if she did not begin, the bones
would grow too much and it would be impossible to hope for small feet.
When Mother was making me a little pair of pointed red shoes, to hang before the incense container of the
Goddess of Mercy, I did not understand what she was trying to do.
“Precious,” she said, “today I am going to bind your feet. Come and worship the Goddess of Mercy, and she
will grant you a pair of very small feet, like the Spirit herself.”
Mother took an incense stick in her hand and lighted it and burned paper money, and waited for me to kneel
down. I watched her from across the room and dared not approach. Two big tears suddenly rolled down my face,
and my heart began to feel the taste of fear and pain. I said,
“Mother, I don’t want to have my feet bound.”
“Come quick, come quick! The Buddha will protect you,” she said, and came over and seizing me made me
kneel down.
Ah! she had prepared it all—pointed shoes embroidered with twin plum blossoms, and a long strip of blue
cloth, three inches wide. I saw and shivered. I took the shoes up and looked at them carefully; they were made
with dark red satin with a thin sole and were very pretty. I did not know when Mother had made them, for I had
never seen her embroider them.
“Mother, binding feet is too painful. I shan’t be able to walk. Don’t do this to me,” I begged her with tears of
fear.
“Binding your feet is out of love for you; not binding them would be really doing you harm. You must think,
how can a big-foot maiden be married off?”
She had taken a mouthful of holy water and sprayed my feet, and was already putting red ashes between my
toes. I roared with pain.
“Mother, I can’t stand it! I’d rather not marry than have bound feet!”
“Such a little thing!” she said. “I haven’t begun yet, and you are already crying about pain. So I shall bind
them all the tighter.”
She began winding the cloth around one foot, while I kicked furiously. I,threw the shoes to the floor and
snatched at the cloth again and again. Mother angrily called to my sister-in-law to hold my arms. My left leg was
squeezed under her knees while she bound my right foot. I was like a criminal being dragged to the execution
ground. I cried and shouted wildly, and the neighbors gathered to see the show. Sixth Grand-Auntie came in and
said,
“Darling, don’t cry. When you are through with footbinding, I will carry you on my back to see the monkey
show.”
The others all stared at me and laughed, and none of them sympathized with me or was moved by my crying.
They were all allied to Mother; they were all on the side of my executioner!
By the time both my feet were squeezed inside the red shoes, my whole body was numb. Mother helped me
down to walk; but I felt as if my bones were cracking. Suddenly with a moan I fell on the floor.
After that I could only sit beside the fireplace and spin, or walk about slowly in the house. I was like one
wearing fetters and could not go freely. No longer could I see the lovely flowers and the green grass and the lively
fish and crabs.
On the birthday of the Flower Spirit, while I was asleep Mother drilled a hole in each of my ears. I woke in
pain from my dream, but she had already put two red silk threads through them.
“Good! Now I have done two of your three big affairs,” Mother said happily. Her idea of the three big affairs
for a girl were: I. Binding the feet, 2. Drilling the ears, 3. Marrying off.
“Yes, the remaining affair of killing me hasn’t been done yet,” I answered angrily and got a great scolding
again.
The year Sister was married off Mother borrowed money to buy her trousseau. She told the trousseau maker to
make sixteen sets of silk bedding, thirty-six wooden cases of furniture, eight trunks of dresses, shoes, and
stockings. All were embroidered with flowers. Sister embroidered them from the time she was eight until
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eighteen. She never went out of the door but stayed in the little house all day, from six in the morning till six in
the evening, and she spun at night. She was so tired that she could hardly breathe, but she dared not complain to
Mother at all, and only sighed secretly.
Mother wished me to embroider as much as Sister had, so that they could carry the trousseau proudly to my
future mother-in-law’s home, but I said,
“I don’t want anything, I only want to study.”
“Oh!” she cried, “this is really turning the sky and earth upside down! Studying is your brother’s business. You
were born for the embroidery room. What is the use of a girl’s studying? There are no degrees for girls.”
*
Our village was as yet untouched by modern influences. The place was surrounded by mountains, and travel
was hard. From the Tsekiang valley a little river ran endlessly the year round, making a sweet gurgling music.
When spring came, we could see through the windows blue sky, green mountains, lovely flowers, and birds
circling in the sky. This village between mountains and clear water made one feel dazzled as in a fairyland.
There lived here more than two hundred families. Most of the men, besides working in the fields, dug coal, for
this is China’s coal district and its mines are famous. The miners passed their lives in coal dust, working day and
night on all fours. Not only their skin, their nostrils, the insides of their ears were blackened, but even their spittle
was black, so that the scholar class looked down upon them and called them “black bellies.”
The girls’ feet were all three-inch “golden lotuses.” The poor ones became child daughters-in-law; those of the
richer families were married at fifteen or sixteen. Besides their cooking at home, washing and taking care of
children, they also helped their husbands in tilling the ground, weeding and raising vegetables. But they never
went to the coal mountains. It was said that the men were all naked there and did not allow women to go in.
In this village, the girls did not think of going to school. Although there was a school half a li from my
house, it was only for boys. Girls did not even think of crossing the fence.
*
When I was five I began to learn characters. Father was an old-fashioned scholar, and he wrote more than
thirty kinds of books. Every summer and winter vacation when he returned from the school he taught me poems,
although I did not know many of the words, much less the meaning of the lines. I only learned to sing them with
Father, just as I learned nursery rhymes with Grandmother.
When I was eight, I had memorized half of the Poems of Girl Poets at Suiyuan and Three Hundred Tang
Poems. I learned more and more every day. Mother taught me stories of heroines and the Girls’ Classics, a book
on girls’ ancient traditions, and things of that kind. Strange to say, I did not know why I was uninterested every
time Mother taught me these. I did not like such books.
I began to beg Mother to send me to a private school. She always said that girls should not go to school. It was
enough to know a few words, to understand stories of chaste women who defended their honor with their lives, to
know how to keep accounts and to be able to read deeds and contracts. She wanted me to be a good housewife.
But when I was ten, after repeated begging, she allowed me to go to a private school.
It is hard now to realize how difficult it was then to send a girl to school. Not only would most teachers not
accept girl pupils, but many outsiders objected, too. In my village they had never seen a girl go to any school,
much less study at the same school with boys.
The one who objected most was a snub-nosed woman who was called Chatterbox. Young and old knew that
she was a ferocious female. Her only son was in the school. When she heard that I was going, she went about
spreading the news everywhere, saying that if girls and boys went to the same school, the clever minds of the
boys would surely be stolen by the girls, and the boys would turn foolish and stupid. Most of the people agreed
with her; but they dared to gossip only behind Mother’s back, for they feared Mother, and so dared not openly
object to my going to school.
But Chatterbox was not afraid of any- one, and she came and scolded Mother for not knowing the rules; there
was a difference between males and females, this everyone ought to know. Besides, I was such a big girl already.
“Don’t send her to school, but hire an old teacher to come to instruct her. If you send her I will break up the
whole school at once.”
Naturally, Mother was not to be outdone by Chatterbox and, after hearing what she said, determined all the
more to send me to the school. After furiously answering Chatterbox, she took her basket and incense paper for
the worship of Confucius and took me to school. The teacher knew that Mother was a power in the village;
although he was reluctant, he dared not speak a single word of objection, and so he quickly accepted his only
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female pupil with a smile. Bowing to Confucius’ portrait four times and to the teacher twice, I became a regularly
enrolled pupil.
The teacher was very nearsighted; in class he glued his face to the book. When the print was small, like the
Analects and Mencius, he just squashed his nose against the book. The trouble about this was that every pupil’s
book was smeared by his mucus and saliva. Sometimes when he realized this himself, he wiped the page with his
sleeve and said he was sorry. But no pupil could excuse him for this and we nicknamed him, “The Dirty
Blindman.”
His bed was in our classroom, a bed of black quilts that was never seen made up or changed. The smell of it
often made one quite sick to the stomach. As for the smell from his body, we dared only to say behind his back
that he had never taken a bath in his whole life. In his presence we were afraid and did not say a word.
Because I was a girl, I did not sit together with the forty or more boys. My place was opposite the teacher, so
that every morning the recitation and correcting of books all passed before my eyes. To some who did not know
their lessons well and could not recite I often gave cues, and for this I was often scolded.
That year I finished eight books of girls’ readers, and the Girls’ Classics, and read secretly the Analects and
half a book of literary allusions. But I did not know what they meant because the teacher never explained them.
Before Mother the teacher praised my ability, but in the same breath he would say,
“It’s a pity; she is too naughty!”
Mother hoped I would run away from school or fail, because then she could end my schooling.
I disliked the teacher more than anyone else, because as a girl I liked cleanliness more than the boys did. My
books were wrapped nicely in white paper, while theirs were often smeared with ink. Mine were absolutely clean,
but after the teacher corrected them with his red ink, nine times out of ten there was saliva and mucus on them.
Once I dared to ask him,
“Teacher, won’t you kindly wipe your nose before you teach me?”
“What? What are you saying?” he roared, which frightened me so that I fell off my stool, and all my
classmates laughed at me. I was furious because he soiled my books and I thought of ways to play tricks on him.
And he would slap his table and say:
“Phoenix, certainly it was you who did that! In the whole school you are the only naughty one. The rest would
not dare!”
*
In the winter Mother received a letter from Elder Brother, and in it there were a few sentences concerning me:
“My sister Phoenix has quite rare ability, worthy of a good education. Next Spring we should send her to
Tatung Girls’ School, and prepare for her to go to the Girls’ Normal School in the future. Nowadays girls are
beginning to go out, and there are schools all around. Our family was always one of scholars. I hope Mother will
not object just because she is a girl.”
For this I was very grateful to Elder Brother and I really did not understand at that time why he was so kind.
My future looked bright and hopeful! I was happy, and did not close my eyes all that night. I wanted only to get
through this year quickly and go to Tatung Girls’ School.
“When I get there I shall study very hard. I shall read more books than my brothers.” Such was my dream.
At that time, Father, Second Brother, and Third Brother were not at home. Sister was staying at home with her
baby. She cried all day until her eyes were swollen, because she wanted to hire a wet nurse, and Mother strictly
forbade it.
In the evening Mother was weaving beside the fire, and Sister was feeding her baby at her breast. I was
studying and thinking of Elder Brother’s letter. I said hopefully,
“Mother, I do want to go to Tatung Girls’ School next year.”
“Still thinking of studying?” she said, casually. “What you have learned already is enough for a girl. You are
not a boy. What is the use of reading so many books?” She did not even take my words seriously!
“Didn’t Elder Brother write and say that he wanted me to go to school?” I said, still softly.
“What does he know? Training girls is my business. You will start embroidering next year. Your feet are still
too big, and I haven’t finished with them yet. If you are like this when you marry, people will say that your
mother did not bring you up properly.”
“But I want to study,” I said. “Am I not a human being like my brothers?”
“What a joke! Like your brothers! They study to become officials and earn money, but you are a girl. You can
only be a good wife and good mother, and learn to serve your parents-in-law well and run a home. What is the use
of your studying?”
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At that time I really could not give a reason for studying. I did not know about equality between men and
women, much less did I know how an educated woman could be useful to society. I only felt that I wanted
knowledge just as I wanted to eat and dress, and I did not see why girls had only to be wives, to give birth to
children for their husbands, and to be ill-treated by the parents-in-law as Sister was.
Two shining tears ran from my eyes. How could my mother treat me so? I saw that her face was really
ferocious as she looked at me out of the corners of her eyes and continued:
“Moreover, you are not like a girl. You are worse than boys. Everyone in the school says that you are very
naughty. Even such a strict teacher can do nothing with you. If you continue to read more books, you will get
worse and worse!”
From then on, I dared not mention the question again. .
I knew that Mother could not be persuaded. There might be some hope when my father came back, but I knew
that Father was afraid of Mother and listened to her in everything. Grandmother and Father did try to persuade
Mother to let me go for one year, but she would not yield. Sister-in-law and my aunts all came to plead with her,
but still she would not. So I lost all hope of continuing school. When I realized this my heart was broken and I
decided to commit suicide.
When the spirit of spring came to the earth again, there was life and growth everywhere; only I was planning
to tread the road of death. In our village, all the ways I knew of committing suicide were:
1. Hanging by a rope.
2. Jumping into the river.
3. Swallowing matches.
4. Eating opium.
5. Swallowing a ring.
6. Cutting my throat with a knife.
I was after all only a child; I wanted to commit suicide, but I was afraid of pain. I realize now that it was quite
funny! Every day I debated with myself as to the best way of suicide. The results were as follows:
As for the first way, I had seen how frightful Viti’s wife looked when she hanged herself and her tongue stuck
out; so I dared not.
Second, jumping in the river would cause my stomach to swell like a big drum and men would have to take my
dress off and pump the water out. I was not willing to permit that. My mind was so poisoned with ancient ideas!
Third, matches had an awful smell.
Fourth, there was no way of buying opium.
Fifth, I had no rings, and even if I had one, I would not dare swallow it, for I remembered the suffering when a
penny had stuck in my throat.
Sixth, if the knife did not cut clean through my throat, and I did not die, it would be terrible.
At last I decided to starve myself to death in bed. I stayed two whole days in bed, and everyone thought I was
sick. Mother immediately called the nearsighted teacher who was also a doctor.
“She is not sick,” he said.
My sister came to my bed and tried to comfort me. She wept with me. She had been feeling very sad because
she had no milk for her baby, and my illness made her feel worse.
“Good Sister,” she said, “tell me if there is anything you wish that I can do.”
“No one can do it!” I said.
“Tell me what is the matter,” she persisted.
“I want … I want to study,” I said at last.
Mother seemed to know that I was fasting because I wanted to study, and purposely paid no attention to me,
which made me all the more determined to die.
“Mother loves her children so much, and yet why does she still refuse to consent when I am about to die?” I
said, and I doubted her love.
But on the third day, when she saw I was so stubborn, Mother consented. She said that for two years she was
going to watch my behavior. If I improved after those two years, then I could go to school. If not, she would
marry me off.
Through this ray of hope my small life was saved.
*
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When I was twelve I entered the school. About the school door, I saw many happy girls, playing games and
skipping, and I thought I was in Heaven. The happiness and hope in my heart could not be expressed. But there
was one thing which troubled me deeply.
My feet were still tightly bound. I could have taken the bandages off; but Mother had laid down the rule that if
I did not keep my feet bound, I could not go to school. There were other small-foot girls like me, and they felt as I
did. Some of the older pupils who had natural feet, such as Tsafang and Shihsien, brought scissors and wanted to
cut our foot bandages. They looked every day to see if our feet were still bound. At first I was willing to endure
the pain for the privilege of coming to school. Then, when I saw the big feet of the others and looked down at my
own three-inch “golden lotuses,” I thought mine were too disgraceful and too ugly for words. So I ceased to care
and took off my bandages. And when it rained, I took off my shoes too and waded in the pools in the courtyard
like my big-foot schoolmates.
There were two mistresses at the school who at that time were the only two women in our district who had
been to Changsha. Both of them were widows and they treated the students like their own children. We called
them “Teacher Chiang” and “Teacher Chou” and were fond of them. They were better to us than our own mothers,
and encouraged us to work hard, and not to bind our feet. Teacher Chiang was sad and lonely, for she had not even
had a child.
Life passed very happily. The friendship between the schoolmates was deeper than between sisters. When the
younger pupils were in doubt they would ask the older ones. After classes we would go to Tsungchia Hill or the
Bridge of Three Brooks and play. We were a group of carefree children forgetting that there was sorrow or pain in
the world.
Into this quiet happy life, suddenly there came trouble. Teacher Chiang was forced to leave school. The affair
happened thus:
Our science and art teacher, Mr. Tsung, was a young man, but he was gentler than a woman. Whether teaching
or talking with us, he never raised his voice. A happy smile was always at the corners of his mouth. He liked to
play with children and treated the pupils like his little brothers and sisters. We were not afraid of him and regarded
him, more as a good friend than as a severe and dignified teacher.
One day Teacher Chiang called together our “A” group of students and told us not to talk to this man teacher
and to be serious in class and not look about. She said,
“Mr. Tsung is too young and he likes to smile. It is most embarrassing to have him teach girl students. You are
all young girls, and you must study hard and observe the rules. It does not do to be too liberal.”
We all thought this an insult and we went around telling everybody until the whole school was in uproar and
confusion. A group of innocent children, what did we know of the wickedness of the world?
Next day the first hour in the morning was Mr. Tsung’s science class. We all sat down with long faces, and did
not make a single sound.
“Have you all your books ready?” Mr. Tsung said and smiled as he always had. No one answered and he
opened his book.
“What kind of flower is mustard? How many stamens and how many pistils? Mingkang.” He called me by the
name which my father had given me when I went to the school. I did not answer.
“Can’t you answer? Yungsheng, you answer.” Yungsheng also stared at him and did not answer.
“Are you all dumb? What is the matter!”
He was a little angry, but the smile was still on his face. Hosheng bravely stood up and said,
“Teacher!”
Everyone admired her courage. All eyes were centered on her.
“It isn’t that we are dumb, but we dare not answer Teacher.” His face changed, and he interrupted her
impatiently.
“Why?”
“It is difficult to explain in one sentence,” Hosheng said. “But briefly it is this: Teacher Chiang forbids us to
talk to you. So to avoid suspicions altogether, we dare not even answer your questions in class. We are not exactly
afraid. You will realize that we have our own difficulties.” His face grew red.
“Well, then,” he said, “I am not fit to be your teacher. I’ll quit.” And he immediately left the classroom.
Teacher Chiang pretended not to understand, and came to ask us why Mr. Tsung did not wait until the bell
rang.
“You go ask him,” we all said in unison.
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So she went to the boys’ room and pleaded with him to come and teach us again, but added that it would be
better if he did not smile so much, because we were all young girls, and if others saw it, it would not look well.
“Oh! Not to smile? Not until I am dead!” Mr. Tsung’s anger burst out,
“From the very day I was born I knew how to smile. When I grew up I smiled at everything, birds and animals,
even dogs and pigs, and trees and grass, at everything. What is there so terrible about a smile? It is not a
poisonous snake or a beast.”
Mr. Tsung was determined to quit. The pupils of Groups B and C now joined us; they said that Mr. Tsung’s
teaching method was the best, and that they would have no one but him. The principal told us to send
representatives from each group to persuade Mr. Tsung to stay. On the third day he appeared on the platform. The
room was full of students; even those who were sick in bed got up to hear him. We thought everything was settled.
We did not suspect that he was coming to say farewell. He did not smile this time.
“Students!” he began in a deep voice. His face was pale white and the veins showed in his temples.
“This is my last chance to talk to you. I have little to say. In my present state of feeling I could not say much. I
only wish you to work hard, and in the future help to change the social system you are in now. You are human
beings, exactly like the boys. Why should you be kept under by the old traditions? You come to school with the
purpose of seeking knowledge. But what have you got? You do not even have the freedom to answer questions, to
talk to the teacher. Even a smile has to be censored! What more is there to say? I hope you will not forget the
lesson given you by this. You must rebel against the old ways and fight for your freedom. As for myself,
circumstances make it inconvenient for me to remain. I shall leave you tomorrow and I shall not come back until
this old social system is changed. Goodby! I hope you will fight for your enlightenment and for liberty!”
We were all greatly moved. What else could we do except watch with tears in our eyes as his figure
disappeared through the school gate? We were like a herd of lambs who had lost their shepherd and must go up a
little hillock to watch for his return.
The trouble, however, still spread. Even the boys’ school joined in the protest, and demanded the return of Mr.
Tsung. The principal was in a bad fix. We went on strike to get redress from Teacher Chiang for her insult. We
demanded her resignation. Otherwise, the whole school threatened to go home.
Teacher Chiang resigned on the pretext of ill health. We tried to take up our studies again for the remaining
two weeks, but went home without taking the examinations.
Luckily this affair did not get to Mother’s ears. If it had, my schooling might have been at an end.
*
Mother saw that my small feet were getting big again, and was very angry and hurt. She scolded me for
disobeying her, and at the same time said that the school authorities took too little thought of the face of the
parents. It was true, of course, that in her eyes a pair of fanlike big feet were a great disgrace. How could she be
satisfied with five-inch feet, as the result of all the trouble she had taken to make them small?
She was not willing to let me go to school again. But I begged Father very hard, and because he already knew
that my work was the best in Group A, when autumn came and it was time to go to school again, he permitted me
to continue. This time, I went to the County Public Girls’ School and he accompanied me to the county town.
At that time I was the only girl there from Tatung. Because I did not understand the dialect, I didn’t have a
single friend for the first couple of months. When they talked and laughed, I never dared to approach. I always
stayed alone in my bedroom; when not preparing my lessons, I read periodicals borrowed from the library. At that
time I liked most to read detective stories full of adventure.
One day I saw my name on a notice on the bulletin board, which told me to go to the office and get a package.
I immediately took the slip down and ran to the office. It was a package which Second Brother had sent me from
Shanshi. I opened it carefully and found there were two brand new books, one of them New Lectures and the other
a collection of short stories. I was so happy that I said foolishly to people I met, whether they were listening or
not:
“My brother has sent me a package of two books from Shanshi, with many stamps on it.”
I had never been able to make a speech. Every time I went on the stage my face turned green and my lips
turned white, and I could not say more than three sentences. Therefore when I saw the title of the book New
Lectures, I got a headache and never wanted to open it. But that night, I began to read the short stories, which
were translated by Hu Shih. The style was easy, and I finished half the book at one sitting. I began to have a
boundless respect for the new literature. This book of stories I read three times in succession, without ever being
bored. The more I read the more it interested me, and the more unwiIIing I was to let it out of my hands.
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At that time, if a child’s work in composition, drawing, handwriting, or artcraft was good, it was posted on the
wall. Some of my compositions were posted up. But my handwriting was most ugly and was never posted up; I
never got an “A.” My father bought me models of calligraphy in the Chao style and the Yen style, which he
wanted me to copy. But I never opened them. Once when he read one of my letters in which the writing was
horrible, he came across the river especially to scold me.
“What models of calligraphy are you using?” he said. “Your writing is wretched.”
“I—I—”
“What kind?” He knit his eyebrows, as if he wanted to stretch out his hand and hit me.
“It is in the style of Mingkang,” I said.
“What?”
“Father, I did not use any model. I wrote in my own style, Mingkang.” Then he saw that I was trying to tease
him and smiled again. When I heard that Mother had consented to let me go to Yiyang, I could not believe it, until
she told me herself,
“Your Elder Brother is the school principal at Yiyang, and your sister-in-law won’t come home. Since you say
every day that you want to study, you might as well go to him and study under his care.”
It was over six hundred li to Yiyang by water, and it took four days by boat at the quickest. I had not even
dreamed Mother would permit me to go so far! How grateful I was! I felt that she was the best, the most
considerate, the most loving of mothers.
*
Perhaps fate decreed that I should pass a wandering life. Altllough I was leaving home for such a distant and
strange place, I did not feel at all uneasy or sad. Of course when Mother, Grandmother, and Sister wept, I wept
too; but when the boat left, my heart was light again and happy. I sat in the boat, enjoying the passing scenery
without saying a word.
The third day after I arrived at Yiyang, Elder Brother took me to school. The principal of the Hsinyi Girls’
School was a Norwegian named Anna. She was over forty and not yet married. The school was the best in Yiyang,
because tllere were primary, middle, and normal schools, and college grades all with full equipment and teachers.
There were over two thousand students, all living under “God’s control.”
But I was a “savage.” Ever since I was small, I had been like a boy and afraid of nothing, including, of course,
the “foreign devils.”
I had not thought that a: missionary school would be so strict in entrance examinations. With a fifth grade
standing, I expected to go on to the sixth grade. But the questions in English and mathematics were too difficult
for me. I only knew a few simple words, but here I had to know grammar and fractions and equations I had not
learned at all. The result was that I entered the second term of the fifth grade.
For a girl from the country to live for the first time in a four-story foreign building was greater joy than for a
beggar to become a king. Here we did not have to pay tuition and board, and the poorest pupils were even given
pocket money. Since my family was better off than some of the others, I paid ten dollars a term for board.
There was no one who was not enjoying school. The buildings and rooms were large and quiet, the air was
fresh, and the Tsekiang wound its way just back of the school. Even on a hot day, the cool river breeze would
blow so gently as to make us sleepy. At sunset, when beams of red light sparkled on the water, we would climb up
to the third floor, three or four of us together, and watch the sailing boats go up and down the river. The sailboats
floated on the water like seagulls. The fishermen sang their songs as they slowly paddled the light boats on their
way home; the soft breeze brought us the heavy fragrance of the flowers, and the mountains across the river were
covered by thin gray clouds, a rich, poetic picture
The most beautiful moments were the summer mornings while the birds were singing on the tips of the
branches, and the willows swaying, and the green grass bowing before the river wind; and the sun rose from the
east, climbing out of the blue clouds like a maiden slowly stepping out from a bath, smiling shyly. After a while
the light shone directly on the river, and the water became red like a stream of blood; then the color of the
mountains changed from gold to gray. Ah! what a beautiful sun! How gloriously its light shone upon the big
world.
I like the sun. Unless it rained I was always the first to get up. Even when the sun did not come out, I was not
disappointed, for I was breathing the air no one had breathed before. By way of exercise, I practiced dumbbells to
make my body strong.
My schoolmates were very good to me and played with me, and the teacher liked me. Once in an essay called
The Sun Never Sets on the British Empire, I expressed my disapproval of British imperialism, against the teacher’s
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suggestions, but she did not say anything against me. I was as happy as a princess, playing and romping and never
worrying about my school work.
No one knew that from the day I entered the school I had a heavy weight pressing on my heart. It was that I did
not believe in God, and I did not like to read the Bible. I did not like saying the Lord’s Prayer before meals, “Our
Father, Who art in Heaven …” I liked singing the hymns, but I did not like singing
The love of God is perfect,
When we die, He will protect us.

Wanting to avoid the prayer, I would sit in the privy and suffer every morning and evening or at meal times.
Miss Wu discovered that I was being late to meals and told me to go to the matron’s office.
“Why are you always late in going to meals?” she asked me.
“I did not hear the bell.”
“What were you doing?”
“Reading the Bible.”
“Are you really so hard-working?” she asked. “Isn’t it true that you don’t like the Bible?”
“Why shouldn’t I speak the truth?” I replied. “Who said that I did not like the Bible? I was not interested in
reading the Bible before, but now I know that God is the only Savior of the world. I believe in Him and worship
Him.”
She smiled and patted my head.
“Don’t tell lies before God. Henceforth, come to the prayer before meals.”
“Certainly!” I muttered with my mouth, but in my heart I said, “Ha, ha! God knows …”
My knowledge was childish and my mind was simple; I had no profound reasons for not believing in God. I
just felt that there was no such thing as God.
“Anyone who believes in God is saved.”
That seemed really a joke. Why did the people who came to church on Sundays in poor dresses always stay
poor? God could not give them dresses, food, board, could not heal their sicknesses, and what is more could not
find them jobs. As for saying that God would punish these poor people by making them poor because they had
sinned, this was “nasty talk.” I did not think there was a God anyway. I only knew that men were the gods who
were building the world and must depend entirely on themselves. The news of my not believing in God and not
going to church soon got to my brother’s ears. He came to warn me and said,
“Sister, don’t cause trouble or the school will dismiss you. Then I will have to take you home, and goodby to
your dream of studying again!”
That night I could not sleep. What was there for me to do? No matter what, I could not believe in God; if they
really would expel me for that, then let them expel me.
*
The seventh of May came. This was “National Humiliation Day” in memory of the Twenty-one Demands
forced upon the Chinese Government on May 7, 1915, by a Japanese ultimatum, when the last European War was
on. Every school, office, and public body had a holiday to take part in the parade. Two days before, we had been
notified by the students’ union to meet at eight o’clock on the morning of the seventh at the grounds of the
Educational Association. Although this letter was posted on the board, our school didn’t have a holiday but was
going to hold classes as usual.
“Why don’t we have a holiday?” I asked a friend when I heard the bell ring for school.
“What holiday?” She had forgotten what day it was.
“Don’t you know? The National Humiliation Day.”
“We never have holidays here.”
“Then we don’t take part in the parade?”
“Of course not.”
“Why not?” An older student who was in the second grade of the Normal School, said,
“The slogan of the parade is ‘Down with Imperialism!’ You must realize that this school itself is imperialist.
How would the school want its students to go and shout slogans against what it is doing itself?”
“We want a holiday to commemorate the National Humiliation!”
“Then we must go!” I jumped up.
“Go! We will all go!” the students in our class cried.
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Two other classmates and I went around to talk to the others with the result that our grade was the first to strike
against going to classes. Then the elementary students followed suit. When the Normal School saw that we, the
children, were so active, they too were stirred up. The first, second, and third grades stopped their classes, and
only the fourth grade continued to go to class. But even though we stopped the lessons, we were still not
permitted to join the parade, or even to ask leave to go home or to play outside the school. At first we thought we
should take firmer action and fight against the school authorities, but some older students said,
“We have already broken all precedent by declaring a school strike. If we go further, some of you leaders will
be dismissed.”
“Then we will perform the ceremony at school,” I suggested to my classmates, and the majority agreed.
So, while the procession was going past the school with drums and bugles and cries of “Down with
Imperialism!” we wrote many slogans on the paper we used for practicing handwriting. Holding these up with
chopsticks, we went parading from downstairs to upstairs, and crying as we went as enthusiastically as those in
the streets. We shouted:
“Down with Imperialism!”
“Oppose Christianity!”
“We demand freedom of speech!”
“Join the Students’ Union!”
“Wash out our national disgrace!”
The shouts were heard by the principal’s spy, Miss Tang, who immediately reported to “Yellow Eyes” (our
nickname for the principal). She was angry and rang the bell immediately for us to assemble. She gave us a talk
and said that she would dismiss all of us who were troublemakers.
“What are we afraid of?” I said to Tsichen, who was my good friend and was a grade lower than I was. “If she
wants to expel us, let her do it. Are we supposed even to forget our country?”
“Certainly, we aren’t afraid of anything.”
“I am willing even to let them kill me,” I added.
The power of numbers was so great that the principal dared not dismiss us all, but she was not willing to let the
ringleaders remain. The safe policy, she told my brother, was to take me away. Miss Wu, who was in charge of our
grade, spoke politely to my brother.
“Your sister is too naughty,” she said. “She specializes in making trouble for the school. This time she has gone
the limit. According to the rules we ought to dismiss her, but you are well known in society and your sister is
clever and lively, quite a lovely girl. We don’t want to spoil her future by dismissing her. So the best way is for
you to take her home.”
Brother heard the news like a bolt out of the blue sky. Thus my fate was decided. At dusk that day I departed
from God’s school, and that was what I got for being patriotic.
*
I have to thank my parents especially because, under the persuasion of Second and Third Brothers, Mother
now permitted me to go to the Changsha Girls’ Normal School. This was a public school where there was no
charge for anything. Only two pupils from each county could be accepted. Father took me to Changsha himself.
He was worried for me, because a girl who had not finished elementary school would probably fail, and besides
there were so many candidates.
But I passed. I had difficulty in keeping up with the classes, except in Chinese, history, and geography. But I
worked hard, and after two months I had no difficulties. My schoolmates were all pleasant to me and some
became my friends. Our life was happier than that of the average student, because we had for our principal the
learned Mr. Hsu Tehli, who treated the students like his own children.
We called him “Mr. Grandmother,” because he was motherly to us. When we first went to the school, the
principal was a pretty woman. Soon another principal took her place, also a woman. Finally Mr. Hsu came. He
was indeed a wonderful educator. Under him the school was transformed. Students who had worked stupidly at
their books became lively.
But the rules of the school were strict. He forbade us to wear “little vests” which bound our breasts tightly, to
eat pepper, or to read at night after our study period. Often, he did not go to bed until one in the morning, because
he had to see that no one was talking in bed. If anyone went to the toilet, he would ask,
“Why aren’t you sleeping?”
When the time of examinations came everybody was afraid of him. No matter in what dark corner you were,
he would spot you out with a flashlight and hurry you to bed. Many students dared not light the candles to prepare
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their work, but stood under the corridor lights or in the toilet and read. But no one escaped Grandmother’s eyes.
One night I came out from the toilet and asked him,
“Grandmother, it’s three o’clock now. Why don’t you go to bed?”
“I can’t go to bed until you are all asleep,” he said, pointing to the bedroom, and chased me off to bed.
As I entered the door, another student came out. Because he was so strict, that night we annoyed him on
purpose. A few of us had arranged beforehand to read novels and poor Grandmother ran from east to west and
west to east, chasing after us.. Not until four o’clock did we all go to sleep. That time he gave us each a demerit
because we did this on purpose.
When winter came early in the season, the classrooms were heated with charcoal basins. He asked us to put on
more clothing every day, and not to catch cold. In summer, he opened the windows to let the fresh air in.
At that time it was the custom to eat tsantou.\fn{A type of bean} The students used to gather in groups of twos
and threes and walk about eating tsantou and littering the ground with hard shells. When Grandmother saw this,
he did not even scold but quietly bent down and picked up the shells. The students eating the delicious tsantou
never suspected that their “grandmother slave” was picking up the shells with his own hands. Not until they had
gone quite a distance did he say softly, in order not to startle them,
“You might throw fewer; my old back is getting sore.”
When they heard they immediately stopped, and turning saw that the shells they had thrown down were all in
Grandmother’s hands. This made their faces red, and they could not say a word for shame. From then on, they
dared not throw any more shells on the ground, and the rest of the. students also stopped throwing waste paper. So
he tried to correct others’ behavior by setting a personal example. How could we help respecting him?
Another time he found out that two students were not behaving properly. One night one of them did not return
to school. Grandmother knew where she was that night, so the next day he told her to come to him and asked
where she had been all night, and she insisted that she had gone home. Grandmother knew that she was afraid of
being dismissed from school and was not telling the truth. He changed his tone immediately and said,
“I have already been to your home, and your mother said that you had not returned. And I know where you
were last night. Never mind, tell me the truth, why did you go to the hotel? Is it that you went there for enjoyment,
or because you had some reason hard to explain?”
Tears rolled down her face, and from her expression Grandmother knew that she was a pitiful child. So he said
much to comfort her and did not dismiss her. Then the girl poured out her story of the terrible condition of her
family, which was the reason why she had to earn money at the hotel. Grandmother said,
“I will give you twenty dollars every month, and from now on, you are to devote yourself to your studies and
are not to go outside and run wild.”
He also used this method with another student. Both of them made up their minds to reform and work very
hard, and they recovered their honor and gained the respect of their fellow students.
Because of supporting poor children and buying new books for the library, Grandmother was never able to
send money home. He wore an old long gown, and on his bed there was a poor quilt. In the spring of 1926 the
army of a certain Yeh surrounded the school. They mistook him for a kitchen servant, but they beat the dean, who
was dressed in foreign dress and wore leather shoes, until his head bled.
At the end of the school year, some of the older students failed in their examinations. Grandmother did not
scold them, but called them to his office and told them his own story.
“At the age of forty-seven I went to France to study. I did not know a word of French and I had to begin with
the alphabet, and was in the same class with children of six or seven, who called me grandpere. Some sat on my
knees and pulled my beard for fun. I was not ashamed of this, but worked very hard. Even if my memory was bad
and I could learn only a word a day, I should be able to learn three hundred and sixty-five words in a year. No one
need worry about being old, but only about not making progress—not working hard.”
He believed in free social intercourse between men and women and never attempted to censor the students’
letters. Once he said to a woman on the staff who proposed censoring the mails,
“What is the use? Human emotions are things that you cannot censor or forbid by law. If the young girls want
some romance, let them have some romance, so long as they do not neglect their studies.” This so horrified the
woman that she stuck out her tongue two inches and said no more.
We had great freedom of thought at this time, and could read any books and study any theories. We organized a
literary society and a social science club. Our library was said to be the best in the whole province. There were
many good collections of books containing new ideas, and especially good magazines and newspapers.
Everything was there. Grandmother said,
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“It is better to starve a day than not to read for one day, because we can eat every day, while the opportunity to
read good books is very rare.”
We elected the librarians from among ourselves, two persons from each grade, and they took turns. I was
elected, so that I read even more. I liked novels so much that I always had to read them no matter how old or new,
no matter what they were about. Among the old books, I liked best the Shui Hu Chuan (All Men Are Brothers).
Although The Red Chamber Dream was well known, it did not interest me. I hated the muddle-headed Paoyu
playing with girls the whole day. I respected the brave, good men described in Shui Hu; the spirit and courage of
the heroes left a profound influence which later decided me to join the army.
When the May 4th Movement of young China began,\fn{On May 4, 1919, Peking students held a demonstration demanding
the “indictment of the traitors” and the “abrogation of the Versailles Treaty.” It was the beginning of Chinese revolutionary selfconsciousness which ended in 1945 with the expulsion of Japan and all foreign power from mainland China and in 1949 with the triumph
of Communism as the final form of government which the new, revolutionary China was to take:H } a new literature was being

born. Luyin and Pinghsin are Chinese girl writers of long standing, but my impressions of them were not as deep
as that of the later girl writer, Powei, who lived under the oppression of feudal society. Her Out of the Ghosts’
Tower is full of a rebellious fighting spirit. But at that time my ideas were not quite shaped, and I had many
interests in literature. Among foreign writers, I liked Maupassant, Zola, Tolstoi, Dostoevsky, and Eroshenko. I
enjoyed both Oscar Wilde’s Salome and Shu Manshu’s The Lone Swan. Goethe’s Sorrows of Werther is so deep
and powerful that I read it five times in succession. When I was absorbed in my own reading, I did not even
bother about the students who came to the library to borrow books, until they began to shout in anger; then I
would lay down my book and apologize.
*
I began to write a story at fifteen, when I was in the second year of the girls’ normal school. One day I went
with two of the school girls to the village and had a meal at a friend’s home. The host had just bought a thirteenyear-old slave girl. She was thin and yellow and short, with the marks of tears on her face, but she had quick, big,
black eyes which made people like her. The hostess was a division commander’s wife. She ordered the girl to
walk about for us to look at her and let us judge if she was fit to be the slave in a division commander’s home.
The other two school girls watched the slave girl, but my eyes were burning with the injustice of it. How I hated
that woman, who treated a human being like a beast! I was so angry that I could not eat, and coming back I sat
down and wrote a story, called “A Moment’s Impression,” in which I used a pen name. I sent it to Ta Kung Pao
and the next time I went to the newspaper room I saw my own story in print. The happiness I felt was such as I
could not express with pen and ink.
The following winter the school elected me editor of the school monthly. This was a better opportunity for
writing, but I was not willing to publish my own articles, for I knew that they were immature. I had to read more
and get more new ideas. Talking about writing reminds me of an interesting story.
Our classroom faced the city wall. One day there suddenly appeared an insane man who walked on the city
wall all day, wearing a dirty gown and mumbling something all the time. Sometimes he would make quite a
speech, moving his hands in gestures. Sometimes he wept, sometimes he wailed, or he would stamp his feet and
curse. According to those who knew him, he had been to England, France, and Germany and was supposed to
know Japanese and Russian. He went insane because his sweetheart had jilted him. His sweetheart was one Miss
Liu, and he often leaned toward us and asked,
“Is Miss Liu there? I want Miss Liu. If she will only let me see her for a second! Tell me where Miss Liu is; I
only want a glance of her.”
His tears rolled down, and we were sorry for him. A classmate called Liu Wen happened to come out, and we
called to the madman.
“Ah! Here comes Miss Liu.”
“No! She is not my Miss Liu,” he cried still more pitifully.
Because he amused us, we missed many lessons. Always after classes we would go to see him, and often he
told us stories about foreign countries. Sometimes he would sing jolly songs, sometimes sad ones. But when he
was in a melancholy mood and we tried to have fun with him, his only means of defense was to take off his
trousers. This worked better than bombs and big guns. If he began to put his hand to his trousers, we would run so
fast that we fell down the stairs. Twice he stood completely naked, in a heavy shower, which frightened us so
much that nobody dared to look out of the window.
The maniac gave us material both for our writing and for gossip. …
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5.86 Land Of Snow\fn{by Ho Ku T’ien (1907- )} Szechwan Province, China (M) 8
This is the Minya Konga. The people call it the “Mountain of Many Ghosts.”
The snow is like silver. Its whiteness is terrifying. Immense, lumplike mountains are entirely covered with a
single unbroken canopy, stretching off to infinity beyond the sky like so much smooth white flour. These
mountains are so barrenly white that not a single speck of color, much less a tree, breaks the bright monotony for
as far as one can see. When you look up and around, the giant peaks stare back at you, a quiet, deadly white stare.
You can only breathe a sad sigh. Standing among them, you seem to be in a chasm rent in the snow, for, where the
mountains tower, the sky becomes a narrow patch overhead. Often you will see no sky at all, only white mist
swirling in the air currents up above you, like white smoke coming from a burning building. Densely the mist
descends sometimes until, fully enveloped, you can barely see your companions in front of you and in back. A
companion ten feet away begins to fade into the ghostly white shadows. You are aware of those beyond him only
by the sound of feet tramping on the hard snow. The peaks rise endlessly before you. Not a single shadow of
brown or green breaks the glare. Only the damp white mist and the deadly brilliant snow. It pierces your eyes and
dims them and makes them ache. But you have to struggle to keep them open lest you fall from the trail into one
of those yawning chasms opening thousands of feet below you.
A column of men tramped on into this boundless world of dead, dazzling whiteness. They marched quietly,
each man following in the footsteps of the man in front of him. It was so cold, so terribly white, and the air so
thin, that the men panted at every two or three steps. Their feet, heavily encased in coarse felt, stepped warily
forward, sinking at least two feet into the snow at every step. The snow came up to the thigh. Each man had to
steady himself on one foot while he pulled the other free, the way farmers do when they plant winter rice in a field
of mud. So he stepped, pulled, stepped, pulled, and thus he and his column climbed and descended and climbed
again. No matter how strong or bull-like the man, he would never dare take six or seven steps in a stretch. If he
did, he would certainly faint and sink into the snow like a lump of ice. According to custom, the column advanced
three steps at a time. Then the men would pause briefly. They would raise their heads to look up at the white mist
and the silvery mountainsides, and their hearts would ache and they would shudder involuntarily.
Their felt puttees, woven out of untreated, coarse, poor
wool by the natives of Sikang, did not look like the puttees of ordinary soldiers. But although their legs were thus
covered by so heavy a material, they were soon soaking wet inside and out. From thighs to toes there was an
unbroken sensation of wet, icy coldness. Their feet were already numb although occasionally a sensation of
prickly pain would rise in their toes. Their straw shoes were entirely covered with hardened snow which had
turned into blocks of ice, contracting in the process and causing heavy pressure on the feet. Efforts would be made
to loosen them every once in a while, but it was impossible to stand on one foot or to thrust one’s hands down into
the snow. So one walked on as best one could.
The men wore uniforms of the same white felt, only now it was black and foul-smelling. Rifles and
ammunition belts were slung over their shoulders, and blanket rolls and other equipment were lashed to their
bodies. Yet they were cold, so cold they could not even tremble, for their bodies were numb. Their fingers were
numb, like pieces of ginger, and they could not even lift them to wipe their beards. And could they have done so,
they would have felt no beards, for in these icy mountains the hair on their faces dropped off at the root,
congealed into heavy ice by the breath that came warm and hard from their mouths. It was in this way that old
Chang Chan-piao lost his beard, brushed off clean. It was damned funny.
The exertion of walking and shortness of breath caused perspiration. When the beads of sweat fell onto the felt,
they froze immediately. When one sweated and panted, one’s heart contracted painfully. The stomach too felt
strained. One felt hungry, yet had no desire for food. For four days these men had been climbing the Mountain of
Many Ghosts. They were continually hungry, but they could not eat. A full bag of draba\fn{A note reads: A Tibetan
word for a common native food made of barley or corn flour, prepared by mixing with milk fat and rolling into a lump .} still dangled at
each man’s side, little lighter than when they had started. Still every day they had to force some down to fill their
stomachs, because they could not climb at all when empty.
More than twenty of them had lost their fingers. They did not know that numbed limbs should first be warmed
by curling in a blanket to revive the circulation. As soon as they stopped, they heated their hands at the fire. Next
day their hands would turn black and dry up and the fingers would fall from the knuckles as if cut away. Now they
could not use their guns nor prepare draba for themselves.
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Such were the fruits of their frontier service! Returning homeward to rotate patrol, those who could not use
their rifles were given the job of carrying them, so every one of those men bore five or six which swayed in the
mist as they tramped.
“Hai-yo! Hai-yo!”
When they had gone out to the borderland to fight back the invading Tibetan rebels last spring, there had been
a full battalion of them. On the way out two platoons froze to death on this same mountain and a third became
ineffective after their toes rotted off from the cold. Considering that these men received wages amounting to forty
or fifty cents a month, everyone should have deserted. But where to? Into these weary cold mountains on all
sides? If he did not freeze or starve to death, a man was certain to be caught in the end and shot.
So, although all of them wanted to desert, none actually did. Except the men who died, they all went out and
saw service in the Gantze district where they remained a few months and engaged in the campaign against the
Tibetans. At the end there were only fifty of them left, including the score without fingers. However, there were
still a battalion commander and three company commanders as before. Of the four platoon commanders, only two
were left, but the number of upper-class people remained the same since the battalion commander added two
native concubines to his family.
Now that they had been recalled, everybody thought there was some chance of returning home alive.
Sometimes they thought of their comrades who had frozen or been killed in the fighting, but these were only
passing thoughts. They were glad to be returning. But all of them were changed. They hated, but could not speak
out their hate. It weighed on their minds.
Li Te-sheng was hungry. But he had no more fingers with which to prepare the draba and stuff it into his
mouth. His stomach grumbled for food and made him even shorter of breath. He felt faint and asked Wu Chan-ao,
the man in front of him, to help him. Together they stood for a few minutes and Wu began to knead the draba for
him.
Crack! Crack! With a hiss and a slap the commander’s whip landed twice.
“Rape of your goddamned mothers! You sons of bitches! Leaving your column, eh, swine?”
The blows of the whip utterly dumbfounded both men, who stood staring at the commander like vacant idiots
until the meaning of his words sank in. Then they hastily started off after the disappearing column.
The commander who watched them go was a truly imposing sight. He was a major. He wore a uniform and
overcoat of heavy leather and a fur cap, and he rode a hardy pony. Every soldier who saw him was scared of him.
His eyes were covered by a pair of yellow goggles, and it was impossible to judge his expression, whether it be
angry or pleased, making him seem a mysterious figure. But none of them liked him, and the column up ahead
grew curiously agitated when the word spread:
“The commander is using his whip again!”
“The commander is using his whip again!”
Like orders being passed on, the word passed up the line from the last soldier to the first.
“God damn it! What’s all the howling about?” shouted the commander.
Silence immediately descended upon the column, and every man stepped warily forward after the man before
him.
There was only the sound of tramping on snow, crunching, crunching, and the flat noises made by bayonets
bumping against men’s sides combined with the tinkle of the bells around the ponies’ necks. As if advancing to a
surprise attack, the column marched forward.
The battalion commander not only had his fur cap, leather uniform, and overcoat, but his two native
concubines and four ulags\fn{A note reads: Tibetan pack animals.} carrying first-class Yunnan opium, but his heart was
full of hate. He was bitter because he was not a kinsman of the brigadier. He had been incorporated with his men
into the brigadier’s army from the old frontier forces, and he belonged to a different military clique. He hated the
brigadier for treating him badly.
“Damn his hide!” he thought. “Why didn’t he send his own brother-in-law out as battalion commander? My
battalion’s pay has been regularly discounted fifty to sixty percent. He said we must resist the British imperialists,
so he sends my battalion out to die while his brother-in-law sits back there and enjoys himself. And now more
than two companies of my men are gone. Damn that swine of a brigadier! He’s trying to finish me off!”
While he sat there on his pony, his hatred and rage mounted as he again went over the bitter ground in his
mind. It meant the loss of his strength. He was afraid his very position would totter from under him. In his fury he
lashed his whip to the pony’s flanks. The animal leaped forward at the sudden onslaught. The snow flew from
under his feet and landed in a flurry on the backs and heads of the soldiers just ahead. The pony lurched forward
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and drove head on into Hsia Te-hai, who was carrying five rifles.
Hsia fell into the snow, the rifles on top of him. Their weight deadened him, and the snow filled his mouth and
eyes. Suffocating, the soldier fainted dead away. The commander still sat safely on his pony, for the snow was too
thick, too heavy to let the animal bolt. The commander held his reins tightly and calmly ordered some of the men
to pick up Hsia. It was some time before the soldier revived. The commander gave him permission to come up
behind more leisurely and distributed his load of rifles among five other soldiers. The column resumed its march.
Complaints again traveled up the ranks, rear to forward. Hsia was staggering alone far behind them. Each step
was agony, and the sweat poured from his face and body. He no longer seemed to possess lower limbs. He was
afraid and angry, and his hatred mounted within him. He could walk no faster and the column was already out of
sight up ahead. Tears froze on his cheeks. He tried to raise his hand to brush them off, but he had long since lost
his fingers. He had only a stump like a wooden club. His misery was beyond bearing, and long sharp arrows
pierced his weakening mind. He could only roll his stump helplessly across his eyes.
“Old Hsia! Come on, I’ll help you!”
Hsia raised his head and saw Liu Hsiao-erh walking toward him and his heart eased off, as if relieved of a
great burden.
“Did the commander tell you to come?” he asked.
“Damn him, no. He forbade me to come. A whole battalion and only fifty or sixty left. I was afraid the tigers
would take you if you were left alone, so I wanted to accompany you. That damned pig forbade me to come. I was
furious and argued with him. If it weren’t for Lieutenant Chang, I could never have got here.”
“Rape his whoring mother! Rape his concubines! He knocked me down, the swine!”
“Damn him! We die and he wears his leather coats and buys concubines, and squeezes us to buy opium. Now
he’s a damned big shot, but when he saw that English officer during the fighting, what a coward he was. I saw his
face go blue. And that other time when the Tibetans charged us, he trembled from head to foot and he hid himself
back of the mountain. Now, comrade, let me tell you frankly—we’ve been through fire and hell and I’m not going
to say anything now. But wait until we get back. We’ll have our accounting with him then!”
Hsia began to see a focus for things he had not understood. “You’re right, damn his hide. We’ll have a final
accounting!”
Suddenly pony bells tinkled at their backs.
“Why are you lagging? Trying to desert?”
It was the harsh voice of the lieutenant-commander. The two soldiers walked on as if they had heard nothing.
They did not answer and did not turn. The tinkling grew louder until they could hear the pony’s breath at their
backs.
The lieutenant-commander seldom had contact with the soldiers. When he had, he could only be harsh and
arrogant. That these two soldiers did not stand to attention and salute and failed even to answer his question
infuriated him. They were insulting him before all the adjutants, quartermasters, and orderlies. He pulled out his
whip and laid it across their backs.
“Do you want to desert? You … you …”
Liu Hsiao-erh’s anger mounted with the pain in his back. Yet no matter how great his anger, still his years of
submission to officers proved the greater force. With his back aching almost beyond support, he stared dumbly up
at the officer for a long time before he could finally explain why they were behind the column. The adjutant
laughed aloud when he heard the story through, not because it was so funny but because he grabbed at anything to
relieve the monotony of the long ride through the mist and the snow. Soon the lieutenant-commander and his staff
passed them, all on ulags. There were even five orderlies on mounts, guarding a few ulags carrying ammunition
and other supplies. Gradually men and ponies drew farther and farther away, disappearing finally in the white
mist. After them, the tinkling of their bells died away.
“Rape of their mothers!”
“Dogs! Sons of dogs! Rotten eggs! We fight with our bodies and they advance in power and wealth! Even
those damned dogs of orderlies ride ponies while we walk. We fight and die—for what? If there were land to till
only the son of a dog would become a soldier!”
Hsia wanted to say something in agreement, but he felt so cold, so sick, so hungry, that his words fell back in
his throat and made him feel the more sickeningly nauseated. The two men looked at each other wearily, too
wearily for more words. Leaning on each other, they resumed their slow progress forward.
The white mist thinned. The sun gleamed fitfully over the top of the peak. The rays struck the snow and
rebounded into their faces and burned them like scorching, searing flames, even though they were smeared with
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grease.\fn{A note reads: The crude milk grease mixed with the draba was also smeared on their faces as a protection against the heat of
the sun reflected from the snow.} The two men were afraid to open their eyes beyond the narrowest slits. The column of
fifty was already far ahead of them threading its way along a narrow ledge. One of the concubines on her pony
crowded the soldier, Chen Chan-k’uei, to the edge of the precipice. Instinctively the man thrust inward against the
pony, drove it against the sheer wall, and knocked the concubine off her saddle into the snow. She shrieked. The
commandant immediately called a halt and rode over to where his favorite lay in the snow. He kicked viciously at
the soldier with his boot, and in an instant Chen Chan-k’uei was over the edge and rolling frighteningly down the
steep slope, down, down, a thousand feet into the chasm, leaving in his wake only a flurried path of disturbed
snow.
The mist had thinned, and almost everybody saw what happened. There was an uproar of voices. The company
and platoon commanders went pale as corpses. The men shouted, but so great was their anger that none of them
said anything coherent. It was a blind roar of hate. Still in his saddle, the commander trembled. He pulled his
revolver from its holster. Its blue barrel wavered in his uncertain hand.
“You goddamned rebels! Who dares make trouble? I’ll shoot anyone who moves!”
Standing directly by his stirrups was the soldier Li Te- sheng.
“The commander … goddamn him!” shouted Li. The officer swung his revolver on him and pulled the trigger,
the shot echoing back from the great white walls around them. Nobody was hit. His boot flashed out and Li Tesheng followed his comrade down the slope, rifle and man falling to a white death in the silent snow deeper than
any of them could see.
His last cry was drowned in a mighty roar that rose from the soldiers.
“Watch yourselves!” shouted Captain Li. His voice thundered over the rest.
What might have happened then did not happen, for, while the thin air in the enveloped valley reverberated
with the din of echoes, the mist thickened and rushed in upon them. The sun disappeared. Man was concealed
from man, and the mountains and the trail from all of them, by the dense white thickness which enclosed them.
No man could even see his own hand before him. From the slope above, great chunks of snow came tumbling like
monster hailstones. Everyone sought his own shelter from the sudden storm. Nature stepped in and with a thunder
of its own silenced the voices of the men. The falling snow and ice fell more heavily and more fiercely, and the
anguish and the misery of the men were already beyond the limits of ordinary endurance. But they could not stem
nature’s attack, they could only cower beneath it.
Finally it grew silent, and there was nothing to do but roll up in blankets in the snow, covered from head to
foot. The officers dismounted and slept in the same way.
All was quiet and calm.
*
Next morning the waking men found themselves covered with a foot of snow. When they laboriously dug
themselves free and rose, they felt chilled to their bones. It was warm sleeping in the snow, but when they
emerged to meet that cold white mist, they shuddered. The snow had ceased falling, and the mist was not as dense
as it had been the day before. But still they could not see the sky nor even the summit of the mountain. They were
hungry, but their nausea prevented them from eating. Their legs were still buried in the freshly fallen snow and
remained there as if they were no longer parts of their bodies. Nobody had the slightest desire to budge an inch.
But in their hearts there was bitter, angry hatred. Every man cursed his fate and his life, but nobody spoke.
Somebody was tramping in front of them, crunch, crunch! A question followed.
“Who are you?”
“Chen Ta-ch’ian,” a soldier answered.
They made out the face of Captain Li, who walked along asking each man his name.
“Who are you?”
Li’s peaked mean face always made one long to punch him square in the nose. But somehow or other one
always answered meekly.
“Yang Fang.”
The captain walked past him. Yang Fang thought of raising his leg and kicking the hated Li down the abyss.
But his leg was numb, and he could not move it. He heard the captain calling out a name, but there was no answer.
“Yang Fang!”
It was Li’s voice.
“Yes, sir?”
“Come here!”
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He could not have explained how, but his numbed legs moved directly in response to the captain’s order. His
legs seemed to belong to the captain. Li pointed to a mound of snow.
“Pull out Wu Lai-tou!”
Yang Fang looked at the captain but said nothing. He bent down with Wang Kang, and the two of them started
digging the snow away with their hands. It cut them like burning needles, and the pain ran through their bodies
like electric currents. Wu Lai-tou was frozen stiff. His lips were contracted into a grimace, as if he had died
smiling. His body was like a block of ice. Li ordered them to take the dead man’s rifle and ammunition, the rifle
to Yang Fang, the cartridge belts to Wang Kang. In Yang’s mind there was misery, disgust, and revolt. But he did
as he was ordered. The captain walked on as if nothing had happened.
“Damn the ——,” said Yang.
Wang Kang smiled a frozen smile.
The mist thinned and an order came down the line.
“Get ready to move! Get ready to move!”
The order was passed on down. Nobody wanted to move, but nobody could refuse to go. So those who could
hurriedly shoved some draba into their mouths and smeared some of the grease on their faces.
“Come on, let’s go. In the city we’ll have our accounting!”
In many minds this thought stirred as they started out. Crunch, crunch, on through the snow, and the bayonets
clumped again against their sides. The pony bells again tinkled.
The mountain pass was far behind them now. At last, one evening they could see the familiar north gate of Tachien-lu. Smoke rose from hundreds of chimneys, and they saw sparkling streams and brown hills, llamas and
tradesmen.
Surely the Minya Konga with its many ghosts was far behind them now. When they came out on the street they
already felt at home, and their minds eased and they sighed. As soon as they had topped the mountain and begun
the descent, they had all tacitly marched as fast as they could despite their aching, frozen feet. Now that they were
within the shadow of the old gate, they could not step another inch forward. Their legs felt as if they were going to
break and falloff. When they came upon a patch of honest earth, uncovered by snow, they wanted to stretch out
upon it and hug it close and sleep. Some of them sat down on a stone by a paddy.
“How heavenly it would be to have a field like that to till!” thought Chang Chan-piao to himself with an
infinite pain of longing.
“What are you sitting here for?” The captain rode down on them roaring.
“We’re only taking a little rest, sir.”
“Eh?” Captain Li dismounted and walked toward them with his whip. The men did not stand up.
“Sir, our legs have given way.”
“Damned dogs … you and you …!” He lay about their backs with the whip. “You’re trying to make trouble,
even here. Get up and get going even if your legs break. Go!” His last word was thundered at them. The soldiers
dragged themselves and pulled their insensible limbs forward. They finally arrived at brigade headquarters. A
machine gun squatted ominously at the gate. There were a dozen or so men lolling around, some of them with
familiar faces. They greeted the weary column.
Hsia Te-hai stretched out his fingerless hands. Others did likewise.
“This is what you get out there.”
The men stared at him and shook their heads sympathetically.
A squad of armed soldiers came by rushing two others bound in heavy rope before them.
“Deserters,” said somebody.
They were like pigs going to the slaughter. It was drawing toward dusk. Squads of soldiers drove long lines of
conscripted coolies through the gate. They said the Third Battalion was going out to the frontier. The newly
returned men felt lucky that they had gotten back alive. They desired only to sleep. They wanted nothing but rest.
None could think of anything beyond that. Their thoughts were only for the remains of their shattered bodies.
They were billeted in an old deserted temple near East Gate. The commander, the lieutenant-commander, the
adjutant, and the two captains, of course, went to much better quarters. When roll was called, it was found that
three more men were missing. Somebody said they had died in the storm, but nobody cared. As soon as this last
formality was over, the men simply dropped where they were in the great temple hall. Soon there was a chorus of
sonorous snoring. The gods sat there watching them silently.
*
On the third day, before the first bugle call was sounded, a soldier ran in and out among the rows of sleeping
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men, bending over, shaking shoulders, and whispering. One by one, they sat up still groggy with sleep. They
watched the fellow, some of them coughing and spitting. What was it all about? Listen. What was he saying?
“Our commander was detained by the brigadier last night.”
“Detained?”
Even those still asleep or dozing rose at this. Their legs were still like logs and every bone ached as if they had
been severely beaten. But they all rose at this news. They began to gather in knots. Heads were moving. Words
flowed.
“Detained? How about our pay?”
“The commander said we’d be paid when we got here. He said he’d give us several months’ pay altogether!”
“The brigadier said he’d embezzled our pay.”
“Let’s go to the brigadier!”
“And he got four ulags loaded with opium, mind you, four—look there!”
They pointed to the boxes of opium piled up in the corner of the hall. The crowd of men broke into excited
little groups discussing the new situation. First call had sounded long since, but the roll call had not followed. The
officers were running in and out, back and forth, and seemed upset, too upset to remember the roll call. Somebody
ran down to the captain’s window and listened.
“The commander’s trouble is luckily settled.” It was the captain’s voice.
“Is the brigadier letting him get away with the embezzled pay?”
“The commander asked the chief of staff to mediate. He promised the brigadier one ulag load of opium. The
brigadier ordered him to clear out quickly so that there would be no trouble from the men.”
“But what are we going to do about the men?” asked Wang.
“They’re going to be reorganized today. Whoever starts trouble will be shot,” said the captain raising his voice.
The listening men slipped away and the news quickly spread. The groups coalesced and everybody was talking
at once.
“The brigadier has betrayed us!” … “The brigadier has betrayed us!” … “Those goddamned officers always
help each other.” … “They’re all the same.” … “Damn their hides, we risked our lives for a few dimes.”
“Let’s go and sweat it out of the commander … Come on, let’s everybody go! Anyone who doesn’t is a dog!”
A soldier named Wu Kuei was a well-known deserter. He had been a soldier since he was fifteen and had been
in and out of about thirty units. Earlier this year when his unit was in the mountains beyond the pass, he dared not
escape. He thought he’d never get back this time to mingle with people again. He left the crowd and crept up
toward the window to eavesdrop on the officers. He heard nothing and raised his eyes slowly to a level with the
window sill.
Suddenly he felt a scorching pain across his back. Before he had time to turn, two more blows rasped across
him. He wheeled around and found himself looking into the face of the platoon leader Chang who roared at him:
“What are you doing here? Trying to start a mutiny?”
Wu bent his arm around to feel his sore back.
“Stand to! You dog, don’t you know how to stand at attention? You scum, get out of here!”
Chang went off toward the captain’s room. The soldiers hissed after him, but he pretended not to hear.
Presently the captain and the other officers walked to the big hall. They ordered five orderlies and the others to
remove all but two of the cases of opium to the house where the adjutant was staying. The two cases they ordered
carried to the home of the brigadier. A lieutenant went with each party.
“Fall in!” shouted the captain. His whistle sent a long piercing streak of sound through the hall. Wu Kuei went
slowly past him to his place in the ranks. The captain struck him a solid blow on his back.
“Hurry up, you corpse!”
The ranks lined up. Roll was called. The captain swept the line with hard eyes.
“Listen!” he roared. There was a shuffling of legs as they came to attention.
“What’s the matter with you? No rice? Smarten up there!” He swore in a stream at the men, his face red. The
ranks still stood dully under his lashing. Their legs hurt.
“Listen! We are going to be incorporated into the Third Battalion by order of the brigadier. Our commander is
leaving for army headquarters today. Spruce up and put your arms in order. We’re going to give him a send-off.
Did you hear?”
Heads bobbed in the ranks. The men looked at each other. Only a few halfhearted Yes, sir's.
“Well? Well?”
The captain’s eyes ranged up and down the line of men, spitting hatred and anger. With vicious eyes, he
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seemed to be looking for a victim to vent his spleen on.
“What kind of soldiers do you call yourselves? No discipline. Anybody that wants to make trouble, step
forward!”
The ranks calmed down. The captain was looking for a victim, but he was distracted by thoughts of himself.
He stood to lose his own job, perhaps, when the reorganization took place. After a brief pause, he raised his voice
and spoke again.
“Get ready at once! Clear?”
“Yes, sir!”
“At ease, break ranks.”
The men rushed back into the hall amid a confusion of talk.
“Into the Third Battalion!” … “It means we have to go out again!” … “Rape their mothers, they want to
murder us.”
Everybody knew that the Third Battalion was headed for the frontier and for death.
“Listen, men, let’s go and demand our pay! If we don’t get our pay, we won’t let the commander leave!”
“Good idea!” said Hsia Te-hai. “Let’s demand our pay. I want to ask for my fingers back too!”
Everyone was talking amid noise and confusion. Bayonets and rifles clattered. The captain in his room heard
them, but he was afraid of what the day might produce. He remained where he was.
Fall in again. No man was permitted to carry a rifle. They marched to the city gate, stood in ranks, and waited
a long time. From far away, pony bells began to tinkle. Before long the orderlies rode past with the pack animals.
The lieutenant-commander and the concubines followed them. After a brief pause came a platoon of armed
guards, and immediately behind them, the commander of the battalion. The chief of staff and some officers from
brigade headquarters accompanied him.
“Stop him!” shouted somebody in the ranks. There was an agitated movement among the men.
Deadly pale, the captain shouted, “Attention!”
Nobody paid any attention to him. The soldiers broke ranks and surrounded the commander.
“Give us our pay!” they roared at him. “Pay us or you don’t leave!”
“What’s this, a mutiny?” thundered the Chief of Staff. “Lieutenant Wu! Arrest the ringleaders! This is an
outrage! Captain.Li, order the men back! Fire if they resist!”
Hsia Te-hai stood at attention.
“Sir, we want our pay!” he said.
“So you’re running this, eh? Lieutenant Wu, arrest this man!”
The armed guard closed in on them. Hsia Te-hai and Wang Kang were arrested. The men were enraged but felt
lost without their arms. At gunpoint they sullenly fell back into line and were marched to the temple by Captain
Li. They were dismissed and crowded into the large hall, everybody cursing.
“Why not use our bayonets? Afraid of their goddamned rifles?”
Everyone stood about wringing hands, excited, upset, and cursing. Two brothers were arrested and they did not
know what to do. They were certain it would be futile to make demands. Everyone waited and waited, but they
knew nothing hopeful would come out of it. The sky was dark. Snow was falling again. They milled around in the
hall without knowing what to do. Every man looked to the next for a plan, a suggestion, but none was
forthcoming. Suddenly they heard a bugle sound mournfully coming through the temple door.
“They are taking them out to be shot!” somebody cried.
Everybody was frightened and they rushed to the gate. Their hearts were beating hard, not from fear but out of
an unspeakable tension. Their eyes were burning like fire. Two lines of armed men were marching by and snow
was falling on the bare bodies of the tightly bound prisoners.
“Two of them are deserters!”
“Too bad, there’s Hsia, he’s tied up too!”
“What is their crime?”
The men nearly went mad with anger. They wanted to run out and rescue Hsia and Wang. Every man waited
for the next to lead. Everybody was confused and no one took the lead.
“We escaped from the mountain pass. Who counted on meeting death here!”
It seemed that everyone shared these thoughts, as if they all knew who they were.
“That’s right, our lives are worth no more than those of chickens!”
Suddenly the brigadier came haughtily toward them. Four bodyguards with drawn Mausers accompanied him.
Just then Captain Li came out from behind and the men cleared the way for him to come through. As soon as
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the brigadier entered the temple door Captain Li roared:
“Salute!”
Mechanically every hand went up. The brigadier’s face was fierce-looking, his lips quivered as if to scold.
Finally he ordered the captain to have the men fall in. He had something to say.
Everybody knew what was coming. They roused themselves as though they had forgotten how fatigued they
were. Ranks formed in the courtyard. Snow was falling upon them, but they forgot the cold. Their hearts were
tight with tension, like fuses waiting to be lit. The captain stood with the petty officers behind the brigadier.
“You are heaven’s special army, aren’t you?”
He stood in the falling snow and spat his words out contemptuously at the men, his eyes moving along their
ranks.
“Just because you’ve been to the frontier, you’re untouchable, aren’t you? Do you know what a soldier is? It’s
his job to obey. Obedience without question. You know that! Now you have openly assaulted an officer. You held
him up and blackmailed him. You’re mutineers! You’re not fit to be soldiers!”
Their hearts quivered and their burning eyes stared straight ahead.
“You all aren't soldiers! You're bandits! We of the revolutionary\fn{ A note reads: The Kuomintang regarded itself as
“revolutionary.”} army …”
“Your ‘revolution’ only means murder!” muttered somebody at the end of the line.
“Who spoke?” barked the brigadier. “Captain, pull him out!”
The men turned their heads ever so slightly. They watched Wu Kuei being dragged from the ranks. Tension
rose even more.
“Shoot him, Captain,” said the brigadier firmly.
“Shoot?” someone cried out from the ranks.
The men forgot everything else except that their enemy stood in front of them. They charged forward like
cornered beasts and flashed their bayonets in their hands. The brigadier and the captain made for the gate. The
four bodyguards opened fire with their Mausers, sweeping across the soldiers as though they were wild beasts.
Several men fell.
But before they could fire again, they were transfixed with a dozen bayonets, and four bodies went down under
the feet of the men. The brigadier and the captain did not run far before they were met by two sentinels at the gate
rushing in with their rifles. The two officers fell back and were cut down by the men pursuing them.
“Let’s go, men!”
The men poured into the hall. Arms were flung up and in utter disorder they made for the East Gate, as if their
feet had suddenly grown wings. They brushed through the thickly falling snow but nobody felt it. Now they felt
their legs were again part of their bodies. They wished they could fly; they were all able to press ahead. Their days
in the snow-filled mountains were forgotten.
They felt good. They were free. They laughed and talked and shouted, their saliva running.
“Where are we off to, men?”
“Where do we go? To fight this man-eating world!”
19.54 The Child Pedlar\fn{by Feng Keng (1907- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 3
A day in midwinter. Cold rain poured onto the streets. A chilly dampness hung in the air and pricked the skin,
like tiny insects boring through the clothes. The sky was a sombre gray and although there were still plenty of
horse-drawn carts rumbling quickly through the streets the atmosphere was one of extraordinary stillness.
The employment agency was full of women out of work, old women and young. Their nostrils were red-raw
with the bitter cold, and their hands were tucked up into their sleeves. They sat huddled together on the seats with
shoulders hunched. The harsh realities of life had dulled their minds so that thoughts could not move around
freely.
Among them was a fairly young woman cradling an infant against her breast. Her eyes still held the fire of
youth but her cheeks were drawn and tight, almost skull-like. For a time she gazed fixedly out at the threads of
rain falling into the street. Then she turned to look at the portrait of Guan Yu\an{ A note reads: Originally a seller of
beancurd, he joined up with Liu Bei in 184 AD and became a famous hero during the period of the Three Kingdoms. He was later
canonized as the God of War.} which hung in the middle of the wall. She began to murmur a soft prayer:

“Lord Buddha, give me a Master soon. Otherwise I won’t be able to get through this winter.”
She wept. A woman of about fifty years of age who was sitting next to her attempted to console her. She said:
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“Li Ximei, what are all these tears in aid of? It won’t take you long to find a boss, you’re pretty young still.
These days the people who hire maids and wet-nurses always take first pick of the youngest and strongest. Those
of us who have reached my age are left sitting here to gaze out at the road. So don’t you cry.”
“I’ve been sitting here for twenty-nine days already!” she said, “and if this goes on much longer, then where
am I going to get the money to buy rice?”
Just then, a middle-aged man stepped through the door. He looked like a merchant in his fur-lined gown, on
top of which he wore a mackintosh. The rainwater ran off him in streams. He had the look of a panicked stranger.
Taking a speedy turn around the room, his eyes swept over all those women in the agency. Some began to pluck
up spirit and unconsciously rearranged their sleeves and hair. Others nudged their dozing companions, who
swiftly rubbed the sleep from their eyes.
The employment agent happened to be playing mahjong at the time with two men and a woman. He put a
quick stop to the game and stood up to greet the man, his fat body swaying as he did so. Hearts began to flutter as
the women nailed their eyes to the body of the prospective employer. They seemed to be bewitched by him.
“This one! What do you think of her?” He was pointing to Li Ximei. “But you’ll have to test her out for milk
first.”
The agent grinned at her facetiously and stuttered the reply: “Ah, her! Yes, good. Excellent …”
“However,” the employer continued, “she is already carrying an infant in her arms. She will have to find a
place for it first before she can come to my house.”
The agent was most polite: “That’s only to be expected!” Turning around to face Li Ximei he said: “What do
you think …?”
“I know,” the woman replied, “but I don’t have any relatives I can leave him with, and … his father has just
died!” Her tears fell afresh. They did not come simply from grief but from the complex emotions of joy at
obtaining work, and hope that her employer would be moved enough to allow the baby to go along with her.
“I’ve only come here to get a wet-nurse because my wife is about to give birth. I can’t …”—the employer
frowned—“I need your milk, otherwise …”
The agent stroked his beard and pushed her for an answer:
“Come on, make up your mind! Just look around you, you’re not the only one here by a long shot.”
“Let me think for a moment!” she said earnestly, her voice breaking.
She frantically thought it through. She needed work, but then she would have to abandon her baby; if she kept
him then there was no work. Any decision must mean the loss of one or the other! She could not see any way to
have both. She looked at the baby wriggling like a worm in her arms. His eyes were red and shut tight. Her own
dry wrinkled breasts would soon be empty of milk—her child continued to drink while she never had enough to
eat—and the recent feeling that her milk was flowing less freely terrified her. The child often cried now because
he could never take his fill. She thought, “If I don’t take this job then I can only fear that in a month or maybe just
two weeks my baby and I will be starving wraiths. I can still save myself! The child is a darling, but if his
poverty-stricken mother has already reached the stage where she can no longer produce milk for nourishment,
then she must give him away …”
She thought hard. Then she blurted it out:
“I am willing to leave the child.” The terrible image returned of a starving ghost hounding her, and so she
repeated:
“I am willing to come alone to your house.”
“Good.” The employer smiled faintly and nodded his head.
“Still, where am I going to put the child?” She spoke sadly, as if already regretting her decision.
“Take him to the Foundling Hospital,” the agent said to her.
“The Foundling Hospital? All right then! Well, Sir, you must wait until I return from taking my son there, and
then I’ll be able to start work at your home. I’m afraid I won’t make it today. How about early tomorrow
morning?” She spoke rapidly without taking a breath.
The employer left his address with her. The realization that she had to abandon her own baby and go instead to
wait upon the son of another man not yet born caused hatred to flare up in her heart.
“You don’t want to accept the job, but then you will be pursued by a life of hardship, like now! You will be
parted from your child for only a short time, and then perhaps there may be hope for a fresh start. Otherwise, there
is only death ahead …”
Her gaze followed the shadowy figure of her employer through the rain.
Having settled the issue in her mind, Li Ximei quickly left the employment agency and hurried off in the
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direction of the Foundling Hospital. She was cradling her child with one arm and holding a tattered lacquered
umbrella in her other hand. The rain fell more insistently and the water that leaked through the tears in the
umbrella dripped onto the baby’s head. He began to howl. She tried to soothe him as she struggled against the
wind and rain.
In mid-journey she caught sight of her neighbour Zhu Ma\an{ A note reads: Zhu is her surname, or rather her husband's
surname, and Ma is literally “mother,” but here it is an intimate term for elderly woman .} coming towards her. All in a fluster,
Zhu Ma asked her where she was going.
“To the Foundling Hospital,” Li Ximei answered simply.
“The Foundling Hospital?” Zhu Ma was puzzled for a moment, but gradually the meaning dawned on her:
“Ximei! I strongly advise you not to go there. To send a child so small into that place is like putting a piece of
juicy meat into a tiger’s mouth! It would be stupid for you to expect that he will survive.” There was an anxious
sincerity in Zhu Ma’s voice.
“Why? Isn’t it the job of the Foundling Hospital to look after the sons of the poor? Why would you say that?”
She could not grasp Zhu Ma’s reasoning.
“Of course when you hear about the place from the outside it seems perfectly acceptable, but when you see
what goes on inside it is enough to make you sick with horror. Didn’t my niece send her baby there because she
was not strong enough to raise it herself? And he had only been in the world for less than three months! I went to
see him a few days ago but the poor dear had already died from starvation! I was furious and demanded to know
why the people there had let him die. Do you want to know what they said? They said, ‘Poor people like you are
reckless enough to go and have children when it is pure luck that you don’t die of starvation yourselves. You
hoped that your child would grow up safe and sound here. What a silly illusion that is! I can’t keep count of how
many babies like this one die every day. If everyone was like you, coming here to kick up a fuss, well, we’d just
have to close our doors.’ Ximei, now that you know your child cannot survive in that place, don’t send him
there!” Zhu Ma was grief-stricken and angry.
“So?” Taking in what Zhu Ma had said, Li Ximei gazed down vacantly at the infant in her arms and asked,
“What will I do with him then? I can’t take him to work with me!”
“It would be better to sell him. People who have the money to buy themselves a son can probably provide
better homes for them than we can, and would be better at raising children.”
“Sell him?” She stared at Zhu Ma, and then looked distractedly down at her baby.
“There’s no point surely in sending him to the Foundling Hospital so he can starve to death? If you sell him,
you’ll have a bit of money for yourself, and the child’s survival is secured,” Zhu Ma was saying. “Think it over
carefully!”
With that, she went on her way.
Li Ximei stood alone on the street and pondered for a long time. Her hot tears fell on the baby’s head. Then she
picked up her feet and walked hastily towards the small market.
All sorts of things were sold at the market: fish, vegetables, meat, livestock, flowers; but Li Ximei was the
only one selling babies. She held the infant in her arms as she walked around the market peddling him. She did
not call out her wares in a loud voice, but when she came across someone she softly asked:
“Do you want a child? Two months old, a boy.”
Some thought she was mad. They laughed at her and then got out of her way. Others were more curious and
followed her around jeering.
The buyers and sellers had gradually thinned out and the market was not very erowded. Ximei’s baby had still
not been sold. In her great anxiety she walked directly up to people and asked:
“Do you want a child? It’s a boy!”
A man of around fifty years of age who looked like a laborer heard her call out that she was selling a child.
This touched him deeply and he started to walk toward her, thinking all the while that his wife had only recently
given birth, but fortune had been against them and the baby had died. They were both still in mourning, and
furthermore, his wife’s breasts were swollen and firm with milk, and very painful. He thought to himself:
“If she doesn’t want a high price, then I’ll buy him and take him home. She’ll be very happy, I’m sure.”
When he reached Ximei's side he said:
“Selling a child! How strange! How much do you want for him?”
“Oh! You tell me how much.” She was overjoyed that someone had at last come to talk business.
“Ha! Ha!” he laughed. “The merchandise is yours and you ask me how much!”
“Two dollars then!” she said.
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“Hmm! Two dollars!” He was taken aback by such a reasonable price. Why, one chicken cost a dollar!
“One dollar!” He offered half the price out of the habit of bargaining for vegetables. “Is it a deal? Actually, I’ve
only got one dollar on me at the moment and I can’t afford to buy him for any more.”
After a moment’s hesitation she replied, almost glibly: “Right then! Done!”
As the two of them were making the trade, a crowd of people had surrounded them to watch the proceedings.
They were squeezed tight together like a tin of sardines. The Indian policeman who kept order at the market came
running to see what the commotion was all about, a rifle slung over his shoulder.\fn{ A note reads: Indian policemen
were hired, usually by the British, to protect their foreign concession areas, such as those in and around Shanghai .} At the same time,
a Chinese detective sprinted into the market. The people surrounding the couple dispersed in dribs and drabs as
the detective arrested Li Ximei.
“Bold as brass, aren’t you, to be making such a deal! Peddling one of the population! You’ve got a nerve,
selling a citizen!”
As the gigantic policeman took a hold of Li Ximei with his large rough, hairy hands and dragged her out of the
market, she cried out:
“I have nothing to eat. I must work. My boss won’t let me take the child to work. If I keep the child, I don’t
have a job. If I put him in the Foundling Hospital he will die! So I sold him. And you tell me I’ve committed a
crime! You won’t let me save my own son! Will you only be satisfied when we are both well and truly dead?
When you have murdered us, then you’ll be happy!”
The policeman paid out the slightest attention to her. He mercilessly hauled her away. On the streets the cruel
rain continued to fall without letup. The crowd, huddled together under the eaves of the market, stood there
stunned and seething.
188.76 Imprints Of Life\fn{by Chu Wenjuan aka Xiao Yu (1907- )} “near Mandarin Duck Lake,” northwest Zhejiang
Province, China (F) 9
Lost times have gradually evaporated from my memory like a thin cloud and a light fog. Yet the sadness and
joy remain. The leftover traces weave into the fabric of my current thoughts like delicate threads, making a
blurred and misty picture. If I spread out this picture and take a look at it, I may not necessarily find it beautiful.
On the contrary, part of it still bleeds.
In the northeast of Zhejiang province, there was a misty lake named Mandarin Duck Lake. By the lake lived an
extended family of literary and official renown. One clear autumn evening in the late Qing dynasty, the seventh
daughter was born into this family. The father held her little head and asked angrily:
“Why did you come here?”
The little head could not answer him. The infant was not received with love but with disappointment and
disgust. The mother could barely tolerate the infant at her breast.
As people teased me with the story of my birth much later in life, I always remember it. It planted the root of
skepticism in my young mind. When I grew older, my elders were not pleased with my speech and manners. I was
often alone, silent and lost in thought all day long. If I happened to say anything at all, it usually made the rest of
the family shake their heads. I remember when I was seven years old, and Mother decided to pierce my ears. I
asked:
“Why don’t you pierce Elder Brother’s ears?”
“He’s a boy, and you’re a girl. Can you do what he does?” Mother answered with impatience.
“Why can’t a girl do what a boy does?”
“Why? Why do you ask so many questions about everything?” She put away the needle angrily and said,
“All right. Now I won’t pierce your ears. You can just be an ill-bred child!”
I never had my ears pierced, but I still asked a lot of questions. Sometimes I got to spend a little time with my
uncles and asked them:
“Why are there people in the world? Why am I in the world?” They all laughed and said:
“Oh, what a silly child!”
At school, I had few friends. Books were almost my sole company. Gradually I learned to talk with books. I
got tired of the textbooks used at school and felt that they could not tell me very much, so I sneaked into Father’s
study and secretly found big books to read. I understood some and not others, but they were much more
interesting than my textbooks.
*

409

When I was thirteen, an uncle on my mother's side gave me a copy of Peach Blossom Fan (Tao hua shan)\fn{A
as a gift and said:
“Its lyrics and music are both excellent.”
Learning to fill out xiaolinj lyrics and reciting poems from Song Lyrics of Ming Ke (Mingke ci)\fn{A collection of
short sentimental, nostalgic and romantic lyrics by the Qing poet Zhang Huiyan (1761-1802) } were my favorite intellectual
activities. I turned the pages of Peach Blossom Fan and wanted to finish it at one sitting, caring nothing about
formal regulations and the musical tunes. All that mattered to me was that I took delight in the lyrics. I felt as
though I was in the mountains sharing my secret concerns with Zhang Yaoxing and other characters like him
(Zhang Yaoxing leaves his official position for a life in seclusion).
I enjoyed reading history as fiction, but did not know how to engage in scholarship. I relied solely on my
intuition, and judged and analyzed historical events from my personal viewpoint. I shed tears for the subjugation
of the Song and Ming dynasties, especially for the fall of Southern Ming.\fn{ A general designation for the reigns (16441662) established insouthern China by the defeated Ming court Ming court after the Manchu took over } In our house we had a copy
of The Fungus Shrines, (Zhi kan ji)\fn{A poetic drama by Dong Rong (1711-1760)} a huge work of some forty to fifty
volumes in block printing. In its elegant literary style, it depicts the defeats of Emperor Hongguango\fn{ Zhu
Yousong (reigned 1644-1645, executed 1646 } in Nanjing and Emperor Yongli\fn{ Zhu Youlang (1623-1662) the last of the
Southern Ming emperors} in southern Yunnan, strewn with the deeds of women such as Qin Liangyu\fn{ 1574-1648}
and and Shen Yunying\fn{1623-1660} who fought valiantly for the sovereignty.\fn{ They were both female military
generals; The Fungus Shrines is based on their deeds of valor } I did not bother to distinguish history from fiction. All I knew
was that these narratives of loyalty and heroism were extremely touching. Fictional as they were, I was willing to
accept them as facts. I sympathized with the two heroines’ misfortune. Sometimes certain lines extoling their
heroism would grip my heart, and I would stop reading and try to live vicariously through their bravery. I would
write them down in regular script and post them on the upper right hand corner of my desk, feeling as though I
had become the female protagonist. Unexpectedly, some of those lines turned out to be a prophecy fulfilled later
in my life.
*
At seventeen or eighteen girls are in their golden age. Who wouldn’t want to put on their best looks? But I did
not feel that way at all. I did not understand why a person should dress up for other people’s visual pleasure. To
my mind, aesthetic appreciation was a self-centered act. For example, I could go out and relish nature’s glory or I
could decorate my room. I would do these things to please my own sense of beauty. Otherwise, I did not see why I
should bother to do them at all.
“She has no interest in rouge and powder, nor in silk and satin.”
My mother often looked at me with concern and said that I would either grow up to be poor or I would have a
short life. Actually, my plain lifestyle partly stemmed from my personality and partly from lack of leisure.
Although our family owned some land, it was all mortgaged on my father’s officialdom. As I grew up, our
financial circumstances plummeted. I could not bear to burden my parents with my tuition, so I began to teach at
private homes in my spare time while attending school. Sometimes I was too busy to do my hair properly, not to
mention dressing up. Thus, there is not much to remember about my girlhood.
On a sad Double Nine Festival,\fn{ A traditional festival celebrated on the ninth day of the ninth month of the lunary calendar }
my mother passed away. Within less than a hundred days, my father also died of illness. In severe shock, I felt
extreme grief. I had always been quiet, and now I simply became a puppet without speech and laughter. No one
tried to induce me to talk or laugh anyway during my mourning period, and it suited me just fine. I read more,
hoping by doing so to lessen my grief over the loss of my parents. I learned a little about Chinese history during
this time.
As soon as mourning was over, a matchmaker came with a marriage proposal. Unfortunately for her, I already
had my heart set on the kind of man I would marry. In character this person should be a complex mixture of all
the fictional heroes I had admired since childhood. I called him my ideal “knight.” I wanted him to follow me in
pursuit of adventures. If we could not realize our ambitions, we would retreat into nature and resign to a life of
seclusion far from the madding crowd, literally putting into practice my motto:
“Bury one’s bones in nature and leave one’s name in history.”
A man not meeting these criteria was not fit to be my partner no matter what he amounted to. To escape from
arranged marriage, I ran away to Peking, where I tried to heal my pain through learning. I read on philosophy and
literature of various countries, so that the scope of my vision broadened. I wished to explore the depths of the
universe and human life, yet I lacked a sound methodology: I could not research a problem soberly, seriously, and
musical drama by Kong Shangren (1648-1718), published in 1699}
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systematically; nor was I capable of literary research and data sorting. Whenever I tried to read some hard and
solid theory, my mind would wander to Percy Bysshe Shelley’s odes or Eroshenko’s\fn{ Vasily Yakovlevich Eroshenko
(1889-1952), a Russian writer, some of whose fairy tales were apparently first translated into Chinese in the 1920s } animal characters,
and literary works of different historical periods and genres. As a result, I never produced good scholarship.
As for English poetry, apart from Shelley, I also enjoyed reading John Keats. As far as fiction was concerned, I
liked Thomas Hardy’s short stories best. At the same time, I longed to hear nightingales sing. It was a pity that
there were no nightingales in Peking. Fortunately, other birds chirped in the willow trees along the banks of the
West City Moat. I could also hear gurgles of the water and whispers of the wind. These sounds from nature
consoled my empty and lonesome heart.
In the evenings when the new moon hung high up in the sky, I always went for strolls with some like-minded
friends in less frequented spots, such as among the willows in Sizhiku and in the pine woods in Kenongtai, and
along the banks of the lotus pond in Sanbeizi Garden. We left our footprints all over these places. The clear water
reflected my tears and my smiles. My heart opened up and my life burst into song only when I was in this place.
Oh, Peking, you were life’s transient epiphyllum, the brightest petal. If it had feelings, this petal must have
withered by now for having no opportunity to bloom again. Indeed, there was no need for it to leave any trace
behind when no one was there to appreciate it.
The tides of the May Fourth Movement\fn{At the Paris Peace Conference of 1919, the Chinese delegation demanded that
privileges enjoyed by Germany and later seized by Japan in Shandong Province be restored to China. When the conference turned down the
demand, and the Chinese delegation signed the treaty anyway, strong opposition occurred all over China. On May 4, studentes in Peking
held a demonstration in Tian’anmen Square. Along with workers’ strikes and a boycott of Japanese gods, anti-imperialism and antiwarlordism feeling reached a new climax } shattered my beautiful yet not completely formed dreams. It awakened my

sense of responsibility towards society. I left Peking, a place of poetry and romance, for Yanggao County in
Shanxi province to run a school.
The northern and southern parts of Shanxi were literally two worlds. People accustomed to the mores of the
Taiyuan area could hardly imagine the culture in the ancient town of Yanggao situated outside the Swan Gate Pass
at the foot of Mount Yin. Yanggao was a small town less than two miles all around with only three city gates. The
gate to the north faced the Great Wall, and it was considered inauspicious to leave that gate open. Thus, the
awesome Temple of the Emperor Wu of Han\fn{ Reigned 140-194BC, one of the most splended in the Han Dynasty (206BC220AD)} replaced the city gate to the north. Right in front of the temple, there was a piece of rock from the ocean,
believed in folklore to be a treasure that Su Wu had brought upon returning to his official post in the Han
court.\fn{A chamberlain of the Emperor Wu, he was sent in 100BC on a mission to the Hun court, to assassinate one Wei Lu, a Chinese
renegade in favor with the Hun ruler. Asked to abjure his allegiance to the Han court, upon his refusal he was banished to the deserts
surrounding Lake Balkash, where he tended flocks of sheep for the Huns for 19 years before he finally returned to the Han court in 81BC, a
gray-haired old man} In Yanggao where one found dirt and sand more than anything else, it was only natural that

people would see such a beautiful rock as a marvel and attribute it to an ancient hero. As this was the oldest
folklore, why should anyone debunk its myth and disappoint its believers?
On autumn mornings, I always had the pleasure of standing by the stone in front of the temple and looking at
the distant views outside the city. Oftentimes I saw teams of camels slowly crossing the vast stretch of yellow
dessert. The reddish morning sunlight veiled the top of the mountain. The Great Wall was colored in such a way
by the early frost in the north that it looked like a delicate jade green sash lightly floating around the waist of the
mountains. And, whenever a flock of honking geese was flying to the south for the winter, the whole sight would
fill me with such awe that I would stand there transfixed for a long time, forgetting to return to my place.
Apart from appreciating such natural beauty of the north, my most important business was to redress the
classroom situation in the school, which was set up in the ancient temple. There was not enough space for
students to sit, and yet many usable rooms were taken up by the clay sculptures of deities. To turn those rooms
into classrooms, I suggested that we remove those sculptures.
Unexpectedly, my idea offended the local gentry, who attacked me in unison. I, a person from another
province, had no connections here. Just as I could hardly withstand it any more, some progressive youths in the
local area came to my assistance and turned the tables. Mr. Ji Liang, who passed away not long ago, had been one
of them.
I began to fight feudal forces. In terms of political belief, my interest gradually turned away from traditional
loyalty to sovereignty to a path that can be called revolutionary.
Some friends lent me books and newspapers and encouraged me to write for publication. At that time, there
was a weekly publication in Tianjin called Women’s Star Weekly (Nil xing)\fn{Published April 1923-October 1924} that
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covered a variety of topics. The editor-in-chief, Li Zhishan,fn{ 1896} was a woman with liberal thoughts.
Deeply touched by her ideas, I submitted some of my writings. In the course of our correspondence, we became
friends cherishing the same ideals and sharing common goals.
I became more and more involved with writing. I contributed not only to Women’s Star Weekly, but later also to
Minguo Daily’s (Minguo ribao)\fn{A Shanghai paper (January 1916-December 1931, superceded later by The Central Daily News,
the offical organ of the Nationalist Party, the Koumintang, published in Shanghai from 1927-1929, and in Nanking from 1931-1948 }
supplement.\fn{Reserved at first for chitchat and jokes, the supplement became a standard adjunct of Chinese daily newspapers early in
the 20th century, and after 1917 began to be used as a space to discuss Western Literature, social problems and political theory for the
purpose of propagating modern ideas and practical knowledge } People from all walks of life wrote me letters, with whom I

became pen-friends. One of them was a philosopher whose learning inspired me particularly. He also rebelled
against feudalistic ideas and confronted severe attacks from society. Our common experience rekindled my long
repressed longing for a “knight.” At last I fell in love with him.
I was naturally inclined to have idealized notions about love. I wove a romanticized fabric and veiled my loved
one underneath it. I appreciated him with the detachment of a stranger, until I came back to reality. Then the
flower withered, and the moon waned. We ended up in an ugly quarrel, which shattered my dreams.
Being a housewife for three years wasted my learning and decreased my ability to function in society. When
my child was two years old, I became more preoccupied than ever with housework. But the trivial details of
family life bored me. I was constantly seeking to work outside the home.
By that time, we had already moved from Peking to Shanghai. My husband was a very intelligent and capable
man. He had spent too much time abroad, however, to fully understand and come to grips with domestic realities
in spite of his learning. As a result, he easily became the target of attacks from ill-intending people. His thought
and speech became more and more incompatible with the world around him. I hurt for him and tried to bring him
around, but to no avail. Although traditional gender norms made me stay home for three years, the tide of the time
urged me to strive for independence. Besides, I already discovered that stretching right in front of us was a rugged
road. I had to rescue my husband and myself.
In Peking, I joined the Nationalist Party and worked on women’s issues. During this time, my comrades within
the party wanted me to continue with my service. Therefore, I took on some educational and literary work.
China was already at war with Japan. Yet another kind of storm destroyed my family. I had no choice but to
seek a life on my own. I looked around and saw a lighthouse at the upper reaches of the Yangtze River that
beckoned to me. My husband and I decided that he would have custody of our child, as he was concerned that I
could not take care of the child properly. He said,
“The child is my life. I can’t live without him.”
I knew very well his love and care for the child. Although the child would be sad to live away from me, his
mother, I believed that staying with his father was better than wandering around with me without a comfortable
home.
On a gloomy day in late spring, I boarded a westbound boat. Leaning on the boat side, I realized that good
days were over.
*
Once in Wuhan, I found myself in a totally different world. I saw Japanese flags everywhere. The people’s
nationalist fervor raged like ocean waves. Like a reed leaf, I could not help but plunge into the waves to share
their excitement and misfortune. I, a person with no learning or experience whatsoever, had both new and old
ideas. I looked timid and inadequate in the revolutionary force. Everyone could tell that I was incapable of any
heroic acts, so I was assigned to write propaganda articles and teach school. I was used to teaching, but my
writing did not quite measure up to the standard. I realized that I had to learn to do propaganda work from a
teacher. I had never had anyone teach me before, and of course I would meet with rebuff.
Later, without an explanation, I was asked to quit writing propaganda articles. I then traveled every day back
and forth between Wuchang and Hankou to teach. Whenever I had spare time, I wrote fiction of sorts to send to
the supplement of The Central Daily News (Zhongyang ribao) for publication. The editor was Mr. Sun
Fuyuan,\fn{1894-1966, a man very active in the promotion of new literature during the 1920s } whom I knew quite well. In
addition, I was sometimes invited to write on women’s movement. Needlessly to say, these writings were all
rather superficial.
If one’s family breaks up, one can try to put on a happy face in public, but one will shed bitter tears alone. As
there was no way for me to share my feelings with anyone, I imagined that it was quite all right to write them
down. When people discovered my writing, however, I was criticized as “sentimental and demoralizing … No
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stragglers are allowed in the revolutionary camp.” I was faced with a serious problem. But in my veins flows the
blood of an old-fashioned scholar, which made it difficult for me to submit to other people’s will.
My revolutionary career failed.
I found this experience very perplexing. When I destroyed idols in Yanggao County, people called me
“radical.” Now, I played but a modest role here, and became “a straggler.” I felt very disheartened. Who straggled
behind anyway? Who pressed forward? I asked, but no one knew. I tried in vain to figure it out.
Conformity was an age-old wall used to restrict people with a personality like mine. What else could I say?
*
Returning to Shanghai, I found my husband on the brink of bankruptcy. He felt more rejected by society than
ever. Always sympathetic to the less fortunate, I did not want to make him suffer more than he already did.
Without a murmur, I took it upon myself to support the family. After he departed for France with a friend’s
financial support, I moved into an attic room to cut my budget. But no matter how hard I tried to save, I could not
make ends meet, for it took a substantial amount of money every month to provide food, clothing, and daily
necessities for my son and myself.
I had to find a job; and yet if I worked, child care would be a problem. No school would hire a teacher with a
child tagging along. There was no one to take care of him at home. I had to look for more flexible work. Several
times I had to quit whatever job I happened to be doing because the child got sick. As he grew up on formulas
while living with his father abroad, he was tall for his age. His immune system, however, could not compare to
that of ordinary Chinese children, so he fell ill very easily. I had a hard time juggling the double burden of work
and child care. After quite some time, I eventually saw that the only way out was to make a living by writing, that
is, if I wanted to make money and look after the child at the same time.
However, my present situation was nothing like the days when I worked in the literary circle. Back then,
whenever I was in the mood of writing up something for publication, editors all jumped at it, as I did not ask for
royalties. Now that I was out of the circle and needed to make a living by writing, it was not that easy any more.
Fearing rejection, I submitted to some less well-known newspapers a few carefully wrought essays. Luckily they
were accepted, which encouraged me to write more. I expanded my scope and contributed to daily newspapers
and journals both in Shanghai and in Wuhan. I made a good impression in Wuhan, my second hometown. After a
while, I tried my hand at the short story, which proved to be a difficult form.
When I finished my first attempt at this genre, I found that the writing was not good. I tore this story up and
went to the library to search for instruction. There, I located a book on the art of writing short stories published by
the Commercial Press, and took it home and studied it carefully. It was only then that I learned a little about the
technicalities. I began with a story about a female juror based on my own experience in Wuhan. It was published
in a journal. Then I wrote another one, about a female woodcutter, which also came out. Later, I gathered several
short narratives in a collection titled A Female Juror (Nü peishen yuan) and sold it to Guanghua Book Company
for ninety dollars. After its publication, Mr. Wang Tiran reviewed it in Shanghai Journal.\fn{Founded by the British
entrepreneur Ernest Major (1830-1908), and issued from 1872-1949, it is often quoted as an “encyclopedia” of modern Chinese history }
When I opened the book a few years later, however, I blushed. How unscrupulous of me to have shown the world
such crude and naïve work!
I realize that my stories in A Female Juror are not well crafted. Yet for all my inadequacy, I had high standards
and disliked well-plotted, skillfully wrought stories with mediocre characterization and little substance. From my
personal point of view, I think the mission of literature is to promote human progress, not simply to reflect social
realities. In other words, literature makes an epoch, it is definitely not the dregs of an epoch. I do not wish to be
confined by the theory of art for art’s sake. Cut off from life, how should literature justify its own existence?
As long as one strives towards a set goal, one feels happy even though one may not reach that goal in the end.
I had ideas and raw material in abundance, but I lacked ways to express my ideas and process the raw
materials to produce good stories. I wanted to emulate the closely-knit structure and detailed description of the
short stories by Guy de Maupassant. I thought his exposure of social realities in France in his time testifies to his
love for life and his aspiration to a better future. His ironies, full of blood and tears, always touch his readers
deeply. Reading the story “Boule de Suit” I heard his angry outcry against social evil. Who says this master of
short stories was an unfeeling onlooker?
Diverse ideas influenced my reading of literature. I liked romantic writer Victor Hugo’s novels and poetic
drama. I enjoyed Alfonse Daudet’s works, for they are full of flesh and blood. But Maxim Gorky’s Mother was
my favorite, which I considered a first-rate novel in characterization. In such a long narrative, I did not find one
unnecessary word from start to finish. Unfortunately, I had no knowledge of Russian, so I could only relish the
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work by comparing Japanese and Chinese translations. Thanks to the excellent translations, much of the original
flavor was preserved.
With minimal literary training, I just followed my instinct in selecting reading materials. I did not dare touch
books beyond my ken, and never read what I did not enjoy, lest I should be discouraged. If I liked certain books, I
usually perused them several times, jotting down what particularly appealed to me and adding my own comments.
When my friends saw what I did, they said,
“These are nice book reviews. You should have them published.”
As a result, my “book reviews” often appeared in Reading (Dushu), a monthly journal published by Guanghua
Book Company. I, one with little knowledge of literature and foreign languages, actually expressed my opinions
about Western literary works. Ignorance is the first reason behind bravery. I still believe this.
In order to make a living, I could not afford just to read without writing. Besides, I did not have a strict mentor
like Gustave Flaubert to stop me from publishing my immature work. Of course, I am not so arrogant as to
compare myself to Maupassant, and I was just trying to give an example. I wrote in a wide variety of genres at
that time, except drama and long novels.
*
Four years had passed. During this time, like a quiet stream, I tried to flow toward the sea of literature.
Although I did not know when I could reach that broad and profound state, I aspired at heart and persevered in
effort. But something unexpected occurred to distract me from my goal.
In the winter of 1931, my husband returned from France to his native place in Guangdong and declared that he
would establish a business there. In early December, he came to Shanghai and asked me to take the child and go
to Guangdong with him.
Memories of the past came back to me: our difficulty getting along, our different outlooks on life, our
arguments … I saw nothing but grimness awaiting me. I remembered what I had heard once:
“It is better for a child to live with one parent in peace than to suffer with both in argument.”
He simply would not let me have custody of the child. Sadly I saw the two of them embark on the boat. When I
returned home, the place suddenly seemed unbearable, as if I had lost something. I went out and walked
aimlessly. I visited friends, but was unable to appreciate their friendship. Everything had changed. Before I knew
it, I found myself at 16 Riverside again, the wharf where the boat had sailed the day before. The yellow waves
churned and seemed to laugh at me:
“You’re so silly! You allow the conflict between reason and emotion to ruin your life. Why do you come to
me?”
I turned away, feeling very upset, and entered the gate of the steamboat company. I walked straight to the
accountant’s office and asked,
“Nothing happened to the boat to Shantou, is that right?”
The clerk stared at me. It was quite a while before he answered, smiling,
“No, of course not. The weather is very peaceful here in winter.”
I left, feeling as though people sneered and looked at me coldly. It was not until I received a letter from my
child that my life gradually returned to normal. But I still suffered from insomnia and had no appetite for food, for
I missed my child all the time and tried to imagine what his new environment was like. I often had sleepless
nights or survived on two biscuits a day.
However, I refused to give in to depression. My unyielding nature urged me to overcome these ailments and
triumph over the external, oppressive circumstances. I was determined to live, and live well, because I had my
life’s mission to accomplish. I would not want to waste away like this!
So, I made strong efforts to seek medical treatment. Xie Bingying introduced to me a doctor trained in Western
medicine, who was willing to treat me without charge. He diagnosed that I had serious neurasthenia and chronic
gastritis, and put me on medication for a long time. At last my health improved, but I lost sleep at the slightest
stimulus. Insomnia greatly hindered my intellectual activity; I could no longer read and write.
On January 7th, 1932, I received a letter by the express mail from a friend in Hankou inviting me to teach in a
private middle school there. I was hesitating whether or not I should accept this position when the January 28
Incident broke out.\fn{On January 28, 1932, Japanese forces invaded Shanghai, where they were held at bay by the Cantonese
Nineteenth Route Army and the Nanking Fifth Army for more than a month before their defenses crumbled. A truce was not arranged until
May 5, by the terms of which the Japanese agreed to evacuate the occupied areas of Shanghai and Wusong } In a frantic escape from

this disaster, I lost my home.
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As the old joys and sorrows of my life no longer existed, I wanted to look for alternatives and start life anew.
Furthermore, it was not healthy for me to continue to indulge in grief and solitude. The upbeat life of a school
might cheer me up. I decided to go to Hankou.
This was a revisit to Hankou, and sadness seemed unavoidable. But my outlook on life had grown different
from what it had been four years before. Age and wisdom empowered me so I did not feel all that sentimental. I
quickly got over what little sorrow had left in me. I wanted to look deeper into myself and at the psychological
reasons behind my actions. Before I really understood any issue, I did not want to jump to conclusions.
Hankou Private Middle School was a boy’s school with quite a large student population. I taught Chinese to
two classes with a total of sixteen hours per week. I had the mornings to myself for writing. I devoted my time to
teaching after ten o’clock. Keeping busy was a good cure for insomnia. I felt better and became increasingly
involved in my work. The students’ love and respect especially gratified me.
Apart from teaching in the classroom, I also tried to share with them my experience in life. Such bonding with
the students enabled me to transfer my maternal love onto them. I even concerned myself with their health. A
heart that embraced all humankind, no, all children, compelled me to be more than a teacher to these students. I
mothered these grown children.
My colleagues all laughed at me for this; with good intentions though. As for me, I just did what I felt was
right. I could not care less about what people thought.
During this period, I was not productive. Whatever I wrote at this time of my life was so full of sorrow that
even I myself could not stand it, and I just repeated myself. I was displeased with my writing. Maybe my life was
too monotonous? Or maybe I did not have enough experience?
*
I had been good friends with Mr Chen Danyuan for years. By the time I became a soldier, he had already
transferred to the army from civil administration and served as chief in the information section in the Eighteenth
Route army of the ground force. He was from Hanyang, Hubei.
On his way back home at the end of the year, he came in passing to Hankou to see me. Noticing my writing
spread out on the desk, he read it carefully. I was afraid that he was going to ctitique it, but he made no comments.
He only asked after my health and my life in general. Then, he said with assurance,
“If you go on like this, you can’t write, nor can you restore your health.”
I suddenly felt that someone had just poured cold water over my head. I was very disheartened.
“What am I supposed to do then?” I retorted mechanically, having nothing else to say.
“How about a change of environment?” he suggested.
“Of course I’d like that, but …”
I hesitated to go on. He understood what I did not utter. So he said,
“Of course, we have to be careful before making any real move.” He paused a little and then added:
“Let’s wait and see.”
Then, we turned our conversation to something else. After Danyuan had left, I became preoccupied with this
issue. Life was multifaceted, and I had been confined in the same environment for a long time. The pain caused
by the disintegration of my marriage gnawed at my heart like a poisonous snake. I hurt so much inside that my
writing suffered severely. In order to experience more of life, gather material for wtiting, and become a happier
person, I decided to go elsewhere.
As soon as school broke for winter vacation, Danyuan sent me a telegram. He said that Commander Chen, Mr.
Chen Cixiu, invited me to edit a journal in the Eighteenth Route Army.
I knew all along that Danyuan was planning to find me a new job. But I did not at all expect that he would get
me into the army. By that time, the political and other sectors in the army had dismissed all women. And I, a
woman … didn’t Commander Chen know that I was a woman? To take extra precaution, I wrote to Danyuan and
shared these thoughts. Danyuan wrote back:
“Commander Chen said that women and men are equal and have the same capacity.” He tried to help me dispel
my doubts and persuaded me to join them as soon as possible.
The Eighteenth Route Army was stationed in Nanchang. To get there from Hankou, one had to transit in
Jiujiang and head south from there. I took leave of many people who were close to me. The day before I left, my
students all came to say goodbye: As they had been in my classes for several years, I felt sad to leave them. But
they all controlled their feelings and tried to console me with positive words. They encouraged me to work hard
for a brighter future. I was deeply touched by their thoughtfulness.
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Dear young friends, each of you had a heart of gold! Your understanding of life was more perceptive than mine
was. I did not deserve to be your teacher. Rather, I had a lot to learn from you. Although we had to part now, we
would work together in the academic field in the future.
I arrived in Nanchang after traveling first by boat and then by train. It was the New Year’s eve of 1933. I met
Mr. Chen Cixiu the next day. He told me the history of the Eighteenth Route Army and the reason why they
decided to start their own journal. In the end he also informed me of the editorial plan. He was extremely sincere
and perceptive. Attention to details was a major characteristic of contemporary soldiers, but he surpassed most in
this respect, which I did not know until later. Right after my first meeting with him, I still thought:
“The real success of an ambitious young man is above military affairs.”
*
The journal that I edited was named Cooperation Monthly (Xiexing Yuekan) because this journal was jointly
published by the Eighteenth Route and the Fifth Route Armies, and it was intended for their officers. Mr. Luo
Zhuoying, commander of the Fifth Route Army, was a literary talent. He wrote excellent poetry and prose. His
learning was quite extraordinary among the military. He was particularly courteous to people of letters. At our
first meeting, he raised many questions to me regarding politics and economics. Modern military affairs were
closely related to politics and economics. He clearly perceived this connection.
Despite the fact that the two commanders had confidence in me, the junior officers, especially those highranking aides and staff who had once been officers, were quite shocked by the presence of a woman. They said,
“Why should a woman deserve the position of a lieutenant colonel? Is a woman capable of editing a journal? A
woman …”
They made such remarks. I was rather discouraged by their attitude and wished to quit this job. But Danyuan
said:
“If you leave without having accomplished anything, that would really make women look incapable.” He knew
the kind of person I was and challenged me with these words.
“A woman … I must prove a woman’s worth, for all women if not for myself.” I decided to take the challenge
and put my best foot forward.
After the first issue of the journal came out, I no longer heard people’s dubious voices. But I soon discovered
that a hidden arrow was aiming at me.
I could have managed the journal’s funds myself, but I asked the wife of a military supplies officer to be the
accountant and to take charge of the budget and end-of-month reimbursement. Actually she was but a nominal
accountant, as her husband handled the real work.
I also set up three don’ts in daily life:
Don’t go to the movie theater; don’t go for a walk; and don't discuss anything other than work-related issues
with male colleagues.
The hidden arrow I just mentioned focused, as it usually does, on financial matters and traditional ethical
codes. However, because I had built strong enough defenses, they had to acknowledge their defeat and stop their
attack. Unexpectedly, they began to assault me openly. They declared:
“The commander is not that easy to please. Someone edited a pamphlet and got severely scolded for but one
wrong character. Now it is her turn.”
I heard what they said and decided to take proofreading upon myself. I usually checked the important articles
four or five times. Whenever I woke up in the middle of the night and remembered a sentence or a word that
sounded awkward, I would go right to the typesetting room of the printing factory and make sure that proper
changes were made. If the text was in English, I would set the types personally. The owner of the printing factory
shook his head and said that the workers complained and asked to recruit more staff.
After working with such intensity for an entire year, colleagues on all sides began to befriend me and accepted
me as a “comrade in gown.” (Nonmilitary personnel were referred to as “comrades in gown.”)
I now felt more comfortable. In order to fit in better, I began to translate short narratives or write theoretical
articles depending on availability of material. The constricted work environment stiffened my thinking.
Now, my husband and I had not exchanged a word since he had taken our child to Shantou. In the autumn of
1934, all of a sudden, he wrote me a letter from Hong Kong, asking me to go there to get the child. He explained
that he went to Hong Kong because many people in his hometown could not tolerate him and it was no longer
possible for him to make a living there.
I did not even have time to think twice about it before I obtained permission and set out in great haste. One
week later, I saw my child whom I had missed day and night. He was very thin. Nothing seemed to have changed
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about my husband. As he was having a hard time, I did not want to say anything. I just took the child, and we
traveled back by the same route. We spent a few days in Shanghai. I had several garments made for him. I did
these things to compensate for the pain of separation for the past one and a half years. In the westbound boat, we
stood on the deck watching the scenery along the banks of the Yangtze River. I began to notice all the clouds and
the trees that seemed to be filled with life. The sun smiled down on us. All of this warmed the hearts of mother
and son after so much hardship.
The year 1934 passed peacefully.
Early in 1935, I was transferred to the general headquarters based in Nancheng to be a secretary. Since then, I
have had to relocate with the general headquarters. As my son was but nine years old and had to follow. me
wherever I went, he did not have a good elementary education. I played the roles of mother, father, and teacher.
When I absolutely could not have him with me, he boarded at school. Once I received orders to accomplish a task
in the southern Jiangxi on short notice. I had to send him that very night to the primary school section of Yuzhang
Middle School. After everything was properly arranged, I left.
When at last I had finished the job and was on my way home, I looked into the gray sky and thought of our
wandering, homeless life, and I was heartbroken. Fortunately, my son was very understanding, and he was
conscientious in his studies. Because he often traveled with me, he developed a keen perception of people and the
world. He had more common sense than children of his age. I took it as a reward for our ordeal.
By then, I had joined the rank of aides and staff. As the only woman there, my life was rather boring.
Meanwhile, it was hard to budget my time, because life in the army did not go according to schedule. We could
work overnight when pressed for time or did not have to lift the pen for an entire day when relaxed, but we had to
be on call day and night. The nature of my job prevented me from engaging in creative writing. The strict
hierarchy had completely clogged my literary inspiration.
Why then did I stay with this job? To make ends meet and support my son? It was a fact, but not a purpose. To
serve my country? It was rather ridiculous, for what could an insignificant aide and staff do for the country?
When the War of Resistance against Japan broke out, we devoted ourselves enthusiastically to the nationalist
cause for quite a while. Even though we could not directly engage in combat, we did our share. The thought of it
made me feel better.
Now, it has been exactly ten years since I joined the Eighteenth Route Army in 1933. During this period, I did
not publish anything, yet I witnessed the dark side of society as well as the bright. I was painully burdened by the
ideas that accrued in me but found no articulation.
Now, my son is in college. As I transferred from the army to civil administration, I have more control over my
time. I very much want to resume writing, but with so much amassed and entangled in my mind, I do not know
where to begin. When I have a chance to sort things out, I will write for the reader’s pleasure.
195.100 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Liu Chien-hsien (1907- )} “in a village near Wusih”, Kiangsu
Province, China (F) 10
Because the men in my family happened to die about the time I was born, the people in our village said that I
had an unlucky fate, so my family superstitiously resented having me in their household, fearing I would bring
bad luck. My mother was the only one of my relatives who did not dislike me. Eighteen days after my birth, my
father died, and three years later my grandfather and uncle.
We lived in a village near Wusih, Kiangsu, the most important native industrial city in China, where I was born
in 1907. My grandfather made a living by collecting human excrement from people’s compounds to sell as
fertilizer. My father made whitewash for coating walls, so you can see that I come from the humblest sort of
workmen. Before my grandfather and uncle died, we were fifteen persons living together. Then, because the three
men who earned the living had died, the family was in poverty and forced to split, each part fending for itself. My
mother already had one daughter of nine and a son of six when I was born.
After the family divided, she was given only two mu of land to support us, together with half the house. She
was always very sad and had a bad case of asthma. She provided food for us by cultivating silkworms and making
silk thread. When I was nine, my sister and I made hairnets for sale. All Chinese women then wore nets over their
hair. We could do only fourteen a day. These we sold to a small merchant. Our earnings for the whole day were
usually only seven coppers. In the spring I also went to the hills and gathered silkworms; when they became
cocoons, we sold them to merchants. This was scavenger work, as silkworms were plentiful in this district and the
ones we found had been thrown away.
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My sister went to school for two years, the family of her fiance paying the fee. No marriage had been arranged
for me, and I could not be helped in this way. I insisted on going, however, and quarreled with my mother over
this question. Finally, I was able to study for one year, paying the fee from my earnings. This was only one dollar
for the year.
I was a very stubborn, willful child. My three playmates of the same age had each had her marriage arranged at
the age of seven. There were many marriage go-betweens, but I cursed them and they were afraid to come to our
house. I cursed them because I did not want to be given away, but wanted to stay at home. It was the custom to
give girl-children to other families to be brought up as future wives, the families using them as servants in the
meantime. All girls had marriages arranged in childhood.
*
In my village, there was a rich gentleman of high rank who had loaned money to my family at very high rates.
He had a nephew for whom he was trying to find a wife, and decided upon me because I was strong and healthy
and pretty and would make a good servant in his family. He had a small motorboat on the river and one day came
to ask me to go for a ride in it, in order to learn more about me. I refused and ran away the whole day. I was then
only ten years old, but I hated the rich because of their treatment of the poor.
I was afraid of this man and his boat because all boats belonged to the officials and were used to collect rent or
taxes from people. I remembered that my poor uncles had to give their farm products as rent to this man every
time he came in his boat. My mother begged me to agree to the marriage because the family was rich and she was
seriously ill and could not care for me, but I hated the idea and refused, though a good price was offered for me.
My brother, however, was nearly old enough to marry and would need much money for his own feast, so there
was no money left for me. Out of pity for my mother’s worries, I agreed to have another marriage arranged on
condition that it be with a family in the city and not in the village. I asked this because I saw that people in the
city ate good food and wore good clothes, while the villagers lived worse and worse every year. At the same time,
I noticed that just as the villagers became poorer, the local officials appointed by the government became richer. I
was puzzled by this and did not understand why, but I hated the officials for it anyway.
When I was eleven a marriage was arranged with the family of a Chinese engineer in the Standard Oil
Company. He had stolen some oil and squeezed enough out of the company to start a small cotton factory, in
which my cousin was an apprentice. This man had no son of his own, but had adopted one. My aunt arranged for
him to buy me as a wife for this adopted son. As soon as the money was paid, my brother had his marriage feast,
arid I went to live in the engineer’s family as a “little-wife” before the actual marriage.
In my own house I had been free even though poor. Here I was practically a prisoner, and I was very sad to
leave my mother. She loved me and had only beaten me once. But here I had to kowtow every morning and night
before the engineer and his wife, and speak polite words. In the morning I had to take tea and cigarettes and
matches to them in bed. I could not go to bed until twelve at night, because I had to stay awake to kowtow. In my
own home, I had always gone to sleep early, and staying up late made me very tired. At meals I had to be
slavishly polite. I was afraid and could never eat enough. They said to me, “Don’t hurry. You must eat slowly,” so
that I would not eat too much. I could never go out on the streets. Poor girls might go out, but, according to the
Chinese custom, even the housekeepers of rich families were considered prostitutes if they appeared on the
streets.
In this family I did not have to cook, as there were servants for this, but had to serve opium. The engineer often
went to a brothel and the wife always quarreled with him about this and smoked much opium.
I thought my life tedious and hated the place. I had only one friend there—a young maidservant, who slept in
my room. The thought of being daughter-in-law in such a family sickened me. I hated the boy I was supposed to
marry so much that if I had had a gun I would have shot him. I never talked with him at all. It is the custom in
China for a girl to live in the boy’s family before marriage, but never to speak with him. This adopted boy knew I
hated him and was afraid of me. Whenever I was near a door and he tried to get through I blocked his way. His
real mother was a silk factory worker.
After a while the wife hated me and my life there was difficult. I became weak and thin, so my mother took me
home, where I stayed for a year or so, making stockings in order to earn money. Then my mother died and the
villagers repeated again:
“This girl’s fate is bad.”
We had to buy a coffin which cost twenty dollars. This money was borrowed from several persons and took
five years to repay. We paid 2 percent interest a month, and our house deed was used as guarantee. My brother
had wanted to be an apprentice but could find no work in the shops. We were miserably poor. At the New Year’s
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Festival many creditors came to the house for payment, and my brother and his wife ran away to hide in a
relative’s home, leaving me to listen to their abuse. We never had enough food to eat in the house, and my
brother’s wife went back to her family to live. Because, at the beginning, I made the stockings badly, the merchant
often returned them to me and I could hardly earn anything by this work. I cried all the time—for my mother’s
death, and because I was hungry.
When I was thirteen the engineer died, leaving a debt of $10,000. His creditors closed the factory, and,
although the relatives tried to fight for his property, they could do nothing. The factory was sold for $3,000 and 30
percent of the debt was paid according to law. There was $500 left. The wife got $200, the boy $200, and a new
concubine $100, but the boy never received his $200.
Soon the engineer’s wife died too. Then I had no possible place to go and my future looked bleak indeed. I
wanted to live with my brother’s wife’s family, but she refused because my “fate was bad” and would bring bad
luck to her. The villagers despised me and joked about my “unlucky fate.” At this time I believed I really was born
under an unlucky star—but I could not entirely accept this superstition somehow.
Then my fiance had to take the coffins of his foster parents to be buried in a village near Taihu Lake where
there was a mountain that produced yellow stone. I went along with the two coffins. I stayed in this village several
months with a cousin of my fiance, cutting wood and picking fruit every day. The wife of the cousin did not want
me to leave but to stay as a servant.
There was a boat going to town every morning and one morning after breakfast I ran away. I climbed the stone
mountain but there was a big gulf at the top which I could not jump, so I had to go around. By that time I had just
missed the boat. The second time I tried to escape, the woman captured me. She cursed me and said,
“I am a well of water and you are a wooden bucket to pull water with. When you go down, you can never be
free again.”
I had no way out and quarrelled bitterly with her. At the New Year Festival I cried and cried, though this is
taboo and was thought to bring poverty and bad luck.
When I finally escaped and arrived in the village it was December 25 and the New Year was approaching. I
had no place to go and no money. A relative had been keeping five dollars that I had saved from making gloves
and stockings, and I hoped to return and use it, but she had run away with it. The rich despised me as a poor girl,
and the poor despised me because they were superstitious about my “bad fate.” I was wretched and became more
convinced that I actually did have a bad fate.
I went to my sister’s place, then to my sister-in-Iaw’s house, but she refused even to talk with me or to give me
food. Finally, an aunt asked me to eat with her, and my grandmother of seventy looked at me arid cried with pity.
*
It was the superstition in my district that if you have a dream, good or bad, on the last day of the old year, your
fate will be good. On that night I dreamed! I was so happy that I woke at dawn, opened the door, and looked at the
sky and clouds at sunrise. I talked about this dream with my aunt, who said it was a good omen and that if I tried
to get a job in a factory I might be successful. It was socially taboo in my district to send a girl out to work in a
factory. No matter how poor the family might be, it lost face.
On January 5 of the lunar calendar I went to the city and got work in a factory. I was then fourteen years old. I
found a room with a couple, which was very inconvenient for me, but I paid no rent. I cooked my own food and
my life was hard. Then one night when all the workers had finished at eight o’clock, I happened to meet some
acquaintances from my village. This made me happy. They came and carried my luggage to their workers’
dormitory.
This was the Ch’ing Hung cotton factory for weaving cloth, owned by a man named T'an, and the foreman was
a native of my village. We began work at four-thirty in the morning and left at eight or nine—sixteen hours. We
took lunch to eat in the factory and had no time off for this. Because the foreman was from my own village he
treated me well. I was not unhappy but I was very tired. All day I had to walk around the machine and could not
even stand still to rest. Payment was by the amount of work done, and I earned about twenty cents. In a month and
a half I received only two dollars and seventy cents. It was the custom to work the first week without wages, and
if you began working in January you had to wait until February 15 to get your money for the first two weeks in
January. This was to keep the workers in arrears so they dared not leave their work. When I received this two
dollars and seventy cents I was in despair and cried and cried.
Because of the low wages, I changed to a silk factory, where I was introduced by an aunt who was forewoman.
My grandmother accompanied me the first time because I did not know anyone there to protect me. The first day I
began work many men surrounded me and embraced me. I was very frightened and shy. Because the relations
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between the men and women of this factory were immoral, I left and returned to the cotton mill. When my
technique improved, I was able to get more wages.
Finally, after three years, I received twenty dollars a month for sixteen hours and could save money, as well as
help my poor brother and sister-in-law. The relation between me and my family was good now, because I was
making money. They never discussed my bad fate any more, nor did the villagers. Soon many of my native
villagers joined the factories. I still felt myself to be very pitiful, though, because I had no mother to cook and
make clothes for me as other girls had.
One day I decided to see a fortune-teller. I wore an old dress the first time, and he said,
“Your fate is bad.” Later on, I returned to him dressed in good clothes, and he said,
“Your fate is good.” I was confirmed in my new idea that fate was all nonsense and only a question of
economics. This cured me of my fear of fate—but still I disliked the factory.
In the beginning, regulations were quite flexible in the factory; then they became very strict. If we were ten
minutes late at 4:30 A.M., the foreman cursed us. There were many children in the factory, and they were so tired
and sleepy at that time that they always cried. I used to wonder why we had to begin work while the city was
asleep, only to get enough to eat. We began working before dawn and returned after 8 P.M. We never saw the sky
for months, and some never saw the sun for years. Every day I asked myself, “When will this hard life stop?” and
prayed for the close of the day’s work.
We were paid by piece work. If the machine broke and stopped, production decreased and our wages suffered,
so we feared the machine and cared for it as if it were precious magic. Whenever a machine broke, the inspector
punished the worker by decreasing her wages, so the workers had to pay even for the unkeep of the machinery.
Each foreman took care of sixty machines, and each was responsible for producing sixty p’i of cloth. If it was
only a little less, the foreman cursed and punished the workers, and, if more than this amount, the foreman got a
bonus, so he worked us very hard. He got only sixty cents a day wages and depended upon bonuses. After work
every day all lunch baskets, as well as the trousers of the women workers, were searched for theft.
I hated the factory and its owner both and wondered why he was so rich.
His son had just returned from England and supervised the factory. The foreman called him “Young Lord,” but
if the women went to the WC for even a minute or two, they were cursed. I was very quick, and as my machine
moved fast and I produced more goods than anyone else, I was valued as an expert. The foreman treated me
differently from others. If a girl was beautiful, she was treated better than the old women and children, to whom
the authorities were terribly cruel. Children were beaten, but not the older workers. But if a pretty girl was
virtuous, she was usually treated badly, while those of bad character were treated better. I lived in one room with
nine other women. Two of them were old—about thirty-six at least—and married, and they were extremely
virtuous, so the foreman treated them very badly.
In the winter of 1924 a young girl fell from a high place on a big machine and was killed. Because of this, a
group of workers began sabotage for three hours, and forced the authorities to give about thirty dollars to her
family. We did not know the political meaning of sabotage; it was purely spontaneous. But later, all the activities
were led by workers from Shanghai who had had some political training.
We hated the foreman worst of all. I used to be so angry that I would throw my cotton down on the floor, and
refuse to pick it up when the foreman tried to force me to do so. For a few days I went late to my work and
because of these actions I was dismissed as a bad influence in the factory.
Then I went to the Shen-hsin Cotton Mill owned by the Yung family, who are the biggest industrial capitalists
in China. I worked nights for twelve hours, from 6 P.M. to 6 A.M., and the wages were poor. Food was very
expensive then and cost me six dollars a month. I paid fifty cents for my room for one month.
*
When I had worked there about six months, which was during 1925, I met a Communist Party member, who
was a machine repairer from Shanghai. In 1926, we had a strike, and twelve workers were imprisoned with
twelve-year sentences as Communists, though none actually were. We had no Communist organization in the
factory then. After that, however, I kept in contact with this Communist from Shanghai, who was very good to
me. I didn’t understand the real meaning of Communism, but I liked the way this Communist acted. He gave us
books to read and said:
“These are very good books. You cannot buy them anywhere, so keep them secret and don’t give them to
anybody else.” I put them in my pocket, but didn’t understand what he meant at first.
I lived in the house of a landlord who had a young son of eleven studying in primary school. When I couldn’t
understand the books, I asked this boy and he in turn asked his father. He was a tax-collector, and the books made
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him very angry. He told me they were Communist propaganda and that if they were discovered I would have my
head cut off. He was polite about it but drove me away from his house. I took another room in a house owned by a
policeman—and one week later everything I owned was stolen! I had no place to live and no clothes. I went to
sleep in a dormitory with many other women. The Communist Party held secret meetings there, and I joined the
Party but didn’t understand its program. I had never heard of the May Thirtieth Incident then, though later on
some women workers told me about it.
We had a union but it was not very good. However, many workers came from Shanghai who thoroughly
understood the Communist program. At the secret meetings these workers and Communists made propaganda.
They said to us:
“You are not even as good as cows or horses because they at least get rest, but you work sixteen hours a day.
Why is your life so hard? It is not fate, but capitalist oppression. We workers must unite and fight against the
capitalists.”
After every secret meeting I was very excited and felt earnestly that every word they said was right.
I never missed these meetings and heard much about the victories of the Kuomintang and the national armies. I
was very evangelistic and liked to tell others about the political situation and the May Thirtieth Incident in
Shanghai when the wages of the workers had been increased by their struggle. Every Sunday I called as many
women as I could to join the meeting, but on Sunday they had to wash their clothes or go home and had no time.
Only a few would come. When I talked with them they all agreed and were happy at the idea, but they could not
come to the meetings and this made me feel frustrated.
At this time many Shanghai workers who had been dismissed for the May Thirtieth movement came to Wusih,
and they were very revolutionary. The foreman of this factory had treated me well at first, but now he was cruel to
me, because I left my work to join the party meetings. At that time the management of the factory was terrified of
the Communist Party’s secret actions.
The party work developed rapidly, and many workers joined the union and the party. The party was secret but
we had one hundred members, which later increased. The factory had five thousand workers.
The Party changed my work to the department of the women’s movement. I did this work in the Ch’ing Hung
factory, where I had first been employed, and was soon dismissed for this. But my work had been very successful,
and many workers joined the secret meetings.
When I was dismissed, I went to a silk filature. During this time, I was the delegate of the women workers to
negotiate with the capitalists, and became well-known in Wusih as a leader of the labor movement.
At the end of 1926, we heard the news that the war had gone against the Kuomintang army, and that Chang
Tsung-chang’s army would come to Wusih. Many leaders and workers escaped, fearing execution, but I stayed
with other comrades in order to give a welcome to the Kuomintang armies when they finally should arrive, as I
knew the National armies would win.
There were no Kuomintang members in any of the factories of the city. None of the workers joined the
Kuomintang then; only students joined.
Up to this time I had been terrified of soldiers, but now I had a new bravery derived from my new
consciousness. I had to pass the soldiers’ garrison on my way between the business center of town and the
industrial section, but I was no longer afraid of them.
In February 1927 a General Trade Union of all the workers in Wusih was formed secretly, and we planned a
big welcome for the National Army. At the end of February, two hundred delegates from all the factories held a
secret meeting in a temple twenty li from the city; I was one of the delegates. At this we passed a resolution that if
the General Union Headquarters ordered a strike to welcome the army, all factories would respond.
Our Party work and organization was really strong then. About March 12 we called this strike as soon as we
heard that the National Army under Chiang Kai-shek was coming to occupy the city.
All the Wusih factories joined the strike, and 30,000 workers marched to the railway station to welcome the
National Army. We arrived before the army did, and when Chang Tsung-chang’s soldiers, who were defending the
city, saw this unusual body of people, they thought we were the regular National Army and ran away, so the
workers took the city without a blow. On our way back, the students also came out to welcome the army.
After the Kuomintang occupied Wusih, the union worked openly, and the women workers began to take a great
interest in the movement. Union leaders were very busy, because all kinds of factories sent requests to
headquarters for organizers to come and help their local unions. I was in charge of the organization of the women
in the silk factories. At one time the delegates of the women silk workers talked for one whole day with the
capitalists and our demands were accepted. The workers got increased wages and shortened hours so that work
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began at 5:00 A.M. instead of 4:30 A.M., and a rest period was given for meals. The factory had been paying forty
cents per month as a premium for good work, and wanted to omit this, but we also opposed this proposed change
successfully.
At that time we felt that the factories belonged to the workers at last. Every factory had its union with an office
building of its own. Twelve leaders who had been arrested were released and received a grand welcome from the
mass of the workers. But these people had been bought by the capitalists, and later betrayed. They destroyed
much of our union work by demoralizing the movement.
After it was known they had betrayed, the women workers were afraid of the umon, and all were very
depressed. I had met a young Communist leader named Ch’en Ch’i, who took a special interest in me. His father
had been an official in the Manchu dynasty but had become bankrupt. Ch’en Ch’i had been on the staff of a flour
mill which closed down, leaving him unemployed. He then became active in the labor movement. He never told
his real background to anyone else, but tried to be one of the common workmen, and we all respected him. Nearly
all the Communist Party organizers were students, but the workers trusted them and had good relations with them,
because the students did not look down on the status of the workers. We thought that the students had a good
economic life and helped the labor movement on the basis of idealism.
The National Labor Congress was called for May 1927, at Wuhan, and Comrade Ch’en asked me to go as
delegate, together with him. I agreed. He told me there was a country named Soviet Russia about thirty thousand
li away, and that he would go there to study later on. He asked me if I wanted to go too. Of course, I was anxious
to do this.
At this time, the split between the Communist party and the Kuomintang began and the revolutionary power
was high. Once the General Union called a mass meeting and the workers went to the Kuomintang and
government offices and destroyed them. The Kuomintang hated the workers and planned to murder the leaders.
The Kuomintang National Army, which we had so gladly welcomed to Wusih, sent an order to the union
demanding that we collect $30,000 for it, and the General Union refused, saying:
“We have no $30,000 but we have 30,000 hates for you.”
The army asked the Labor Union and the local Peasant Union to send delegates to talk with them, and when
these arrived they were arrested. Then the union called a mass meeting, which made a resolution to insist on the
freeing of the delegates and sent demands to the army for this. As a result, these four delegates were released. At
this particular time, the army was afraid to take action against us because they thought we were armed, as the
Shanghai workers were, and knew that the upion controlled the telephones arid lights. There was a great body of
workers in Wusih but we had altogether only three guns!
At this time Comrade Ch’en was extremely busy and so was I. We were expecting the Kuomintang reaction to
begin any time in Wusih. Ch’en had his photograph taken and gave many to all his friends, as he expected to be
killed. One day he came to see me, gave me twelve of his pictures and asked me to promise to keep them a long
time. Then he said to me:
“My situation is very serious. The Kuomintang may kill me any day. If I die, will you care?”
“Every revolutionary must expect to be sacrificed at any time,” I replied. He did not seem satisfied with this
answer, for he said:
“If you are killed, I shall be very unhappy.”
*
About this time the Shanghai labor unions were destroyed and the workers massacred, so the Kuomintang
army in Wusih prepared to do the same. They were no longer afraid because the twelve traitors had told them that
the workers were totally unarmed. The Kuomintang now dared begin disorganizing the unions.
The Communist Party decided not to resist the Kuomintang attack, but Ch’en disobeyed this order. He wanted
to resist the Kuomintang army, and refused to leave the union headquarters, staying here to resist. Many of the
workers’ pickets, or “Self-Guards,” defended this headquarters office. They telephoned to the factory district for
more pickets to help, but this district was outside the city and the city gates were closed by the authorities, and
they could not make their way into town.
The headquarters was surrounded, and the workers could not even fire the three guns for some reason, but they
resisted with axes for about an hour. The headquarters had a high wall around it, which the workers defended, but
finally the soldiers climbed over the wall and got in.
It was dark and, when the Kuomintang soldiers entered the compound, they wore white handkerchiefs around
their necks in order to distinguish each other. One Kuomintang soldier was a sympathizer and gave Ch’en a
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handkerchief for his neck so he might try to escape. Later a traitor indentified him with the aid of a flashlight. He
was shot immediately. Before he died, he shouted:
“Long live the Communist Party! You can only kill me with this bullet, you can never kill the revolutionary
masses of China!”
There were about two hundred pickets defending the headquarters, and about fifty were killed. Only a few
escaped arrest. They killed a few Kuomintang soldiers with their axes. Next day, before it was known that he had
been killed, the Wusih newspapers offered four thousand dollars for the capture of Ch’en Ch’i as the leader of the
workers.
The workers had been massacred in Shanghai on April 12, and the attack in Wusih was on April 16. I had
hidden in a secret place on the night of the attack, and when I went to find the Party next morning, everyone had
left.
Next day a party member came and ordered me to go to a silk factory to organize a strike. I went there alone to
do this, but the traitors and capitalists had already lied to the workers and told them that the union planned to
come with guns and kill all of them. When I arrived, the women were afraid of me and ran away.
That night I ran away to my village to escape arrest, but could not stay longer than one night in any one place.
Next day I returned to Wusih and went everywhere to try to find the union or some Party members, without
success.
One of the capitalists with whom I had negotiated as a workers’ delegate knew me and planned to give my
name to the Kuomintang as a Communist for arrest, but he changed his mind again because he had only one son
who was very precious. According to the Chinese superstition, if a man does a bad deed like this, his son may also
die, so he did not betray me.
The next day the story of my death was published anyway and my relatives all cried and sent to Wusih for
news of me. They found I was alive, and I went back to my village. Following his father’s death and bankruptcy,
my fiance had begun to work in a machine factory. He had also became a Communist member. He .now advised
me to leave Wusih.
After the incident of the killing, many workers were arrested while others escaped. The leaders of the workers
all had to run away. Many were killed secretly, though I don’t know how many—fewer in Wusih than elsewhere,
however. Later on, seven Communist Party members were executed at one time. I think no women were killed.
In my village everyone looked upon me as dangerous to have around and made me very unwelcome, a revival
of their antipathy toward me as the creature of a “bad fate.” I had to leave.
After a time, I got back my connection with the Party when someone came to visit me. I gave Ch’en Ch’i’s
twelve photographs to him to distribute to all the factories. We had enlargements made and the workers all wore
white thread on their hair in mourning for the death of their leader. Ch’en Ch’i was only twenty-seven when he
was killed. I cried and cried when I learned of his death, because I liked him very much. But I had always been
shy and suppressed my regard for him. Of course, he liked me too, and if he had not died we would have been
engaged to each other.
The Wusih workers had wanted to resist the Kuomintang reaction but they had no arms, and the Ch’en Tu-hsiu
Line opposed it. Also, the failure of the Shanghai movement had a depressing influence on Wusih. When two
delegates whom we had sent to Shanghai returned with the story of the April affair, the Wusih workers despaired
of having any success. Had Shanghai been a victory, the workers in Wusih would also have fought through to a
victory, surely.
I went to Shanghai in June 1927. Many workers were still being killed there then. Just to be cruel, Communists
and workers were killed by yao chan, or cutting the body in two with a knife, instead of beheading. I met a Party
member whom I had known in Wusih and was sent to live in a secret office of the Party a few days, but after a
short time I went to Wuhan to join the National Labor Congress as a delegate.
I stayed in Wuhan only two months then returned to Shanghai. There, nearly all our comrades had been killed,
and it was very hard to get any connection with the Party. I lived in a poor hotel and had hardly enough money to
keep myself, but was helped by a friend. Later I got my party connection and was ordered to go to Moscow to
study. I left in October 1927.
*
In Moscow I attended Eastern University, which had only about forty workers, most being from the student
class. For a short period we had military training in this school. I studied hard, but at first I did not know what
political science was.
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At the end of the year the World Labor Congress opened and I was a delegate. The head of the Chinese
delegation was Hsiang Chung-hua, who was executed in Nanking in 1931. Wang Hsiao-hua,\fn{ Wang Hsiao-hua or
Wong Son-hua was the head of the Shanghai General Labor Union } the famous labor leader of the May Thirtieth Movement,
was killed in 1927, so was not there. I was very excited at meeting all the international delegates at this Congress.
There were about twenty Chinese delegates, and altogether about a thousand from all over the world.
Just as the congress opened the Canton Commune occurred. When the delegates heard this news they were
much upset. The newspapers reported that about a hundred girls had been killed in the uprising, most being girl
workers and some mere children. Thousands of men were killed, and we were all distressed to hear this news.
I met Po Ku first during the congress, where he was acting as interpreter. He was then studying in Sun Yat-sen
University. At this time, the First Five Year Plan was just beginning and the government concentrated all attention
on heavy industry, so prices were very high and the delegates had to spend ten rubles a day for food. Some of the
delegates found life unsatisfactory, but Po Ku explained the meaning of this condition to me and discussed the
hard problems of establishing socialism, which required that even the delegates should pass a hard life. When I
heard him talking in this way, I decided that I liked him very much. He was interested in hearing me tell of the
1925-1927 Revolution, in which he had not participated, so we went around together a good deal. We were
married in May 1928.
I went to the factories to see conditions and did propaganda among the Soviet workers for the Chinese
revolution, asking them to help. They were all sympathetic, even the children, and shouted “Long Live the
Chinese Revolution” when I came to see them. Sometimes I felt so emotional at this demonstration of solidarity
that I couldn’t speak, but only stood still and cried.
My first impression of the workers of the U.S.S.R. was very good because I found them so interested in the
best possible methods of production. I was also surprised at their knowledge of international affairs. They always
asked me many big questions about the Chinese revolution. In one primary school I was astounded to find the
children discussing the important conflicts of capitalist society.
I looked around me in the U.S.S.R. and thought of the long revolutionary history behind the present stage of
development there. I realized that China must go through an equally long period in order to reach the same
condition. In Wusih, we workers had thought the revolution would come in three years.
I stayed in the U.S.S.R. from 1927 to 1930. I registered for the regular course at Sun Yat-sen University, which
was only one year, and at the same time took private lessons in Chinese from a comrade. I had not quite finished
this course when I returned to China. From 1928 to 1929 there was a serious struggle among the students of Sun
Yat-sen University, which was the so- called “Trotskyists vs. the Stalinists” struggle, and because of this fight the
university was disorganized in 1930. Only about 30 percent of the students were Trotskyists, but they had a big
influence on the others. In 1929, there had been a purge of Trotskyists, and some of the Chinese Trotskyists
confessed their errors, while others returned to China.
*
When I returned to Shanghai, I was head of the Department of Women Workers and worked in the industrial
district. At first I had been appointed secretary of the National Federation of Trade Unions but refused because I
felt myself incompetent, and the party criticized me.
At this time the Anti-Li Li-san Line was just beginning. The workers had liked Li Li-san and thought him a
good leader. There was so much struggle then that we could not work well. The party was opposing both the
leftist Li Li-san Line and also the right wing, led by Ho Mei-yung and Lo Chiang-lung. The right wing opposed
both the Party and the Li Li-sanists. The Communist Party work in the factories was difficult because the Yellow
trade unions were strong and Li Li-san, on the other hand, also had great influence.
Following the Li Li-san Line, the workers had a demonstration, which resulted in many arrests, both of
workers and Communists. After these arrests, the workers were afraid, and it was hard to work among them. In
the spring of 1931 we had a big strike in a silk factory, and later on many of the Party organizations were
discovered and a great number of arrests made. This had a bad influence on the movement. At this time many
workers betrayed the Party.
The Yellow trade unions had great influence then because they had a legal position and enough money to buy
over the backward workers. Of course, when the workers struggled with the capitalists, the Yellow leaders always
negotiated for peace and class collaboration. The workers did not like this kind of solution, but thought they had
no other way.
The Chinese labor movement was high during the Pinhan Strike in 1923 and rose until 1926 and 1927. Then it
was at its lowest after the failure of the Canton Commune in December 1927. In 1934, it began to rise again.
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The Chief Secretary of the Shanghai Trade Unions then was Kuan Shang-yin, now political commissar to Ho
Lung in the Second Front Red Army. He was arrested one day, and I was nearly caught at the same time, because I
went to see him half an hour after the police arrested him.
The great achievement of my husband, Po Ku, and of Wang Ming up to this time was in breaking the influence
of Li Li-san who controlled all the important party organizations.
*
In 1933, I left for the soviet districts. I could no longer stay in Shanghai because the danger of arrest was so
great that I could not even leave my house. In the soviets I took charge of the women workers’ movement. At that
time the All-China Trade Union Headquarters was transferred from the White areas to the soviet districts, and the
head of it was Liu Hsiao-ch’i. There was a great deal of women’s activity in the soviet districts and in general it
was good. I was more than busy.
The revolutionary tempo in the Chinese soviets was thrilling to me. I used to become very emotional when I
saw all the partisans gather on the mountains at sundown and sing revolutionary songs before they began to march
out for night raids on the enemy. It was what I had longed to see—the great mass movement of the people of
China marching out to fight for liberty with guns in their hands.
In the soviets the local governments were busy with economic reconstruction. We had 10,000 women workers
in our trade unions and over 300,000 men. Everyone was busy from dawn to dark. The revolutionary movement
among the women was excellent. Every day they took time to make shoes and clothes for the soldiers in the Red
Army. More than half the women workers had husbands in the army. Among those from the cities, nearly all their
husbands had joined the army, unless they were old men.
The soviet attitude toward the soldiers was entirely different from that in the rest of China. Those who went to
the front to fight were highly honored and their families were happy to have them go. The peasants had got their
land and they knew they must fight to protect it from the Whites.
In the soviet districts, the workers always helped the soldiers by building trenches and such. For instance, the
bricklayers built first-rate fortifications for the defenses. When the men workers were busy with this kind of thing
at the front, the women and children cultivated the land in the rear. In fact, in the Central soviets nearly every kind
of work in the rear was done by the women and children. The women workers went to night school and nearly all
the educational work was done by women. All the workers felt they were fighting for their revolution, whether it
was in the rear or at the front. And the peasants, too, gladly sent their products to supply the army, keeping only
enough food for themselves. When the party members went into people’s houses, they were always welcomed and
invited to sleep and eat there.
*
I had only been in the soviets one year when we had to leave on the Long March—in the middle of all our
wonderful success and plans for the future.
Before the Long March began, there was a movement to expand the Red Army, and 6,000 new recruits joined.
Both the men and women workers of the trade unions were mobilized up to 20 percent, including most of the
women with unbound feet, and formed into an army of Red Guards. They received military training, and when the
Red Army went on the Long March the men in the Red Guards went to the front to fight. Each district had one
company of Red Guards. The women Red Guards worked in the rear, carrying the wounded and supplies, and
nursing. All women over eighteen joined the Red Guards and those under eighteen joined the Youth Volunteers. At
that time the Red Army and the Guards fought the Whites fiercely, and we were all very busy. The cotton mills
carried out a competition to supply enough clothes for the soldiers on the March.
At that time I was pregnant and worried at having to begin the Long March in this condition. I had already had
one boy born in Moscow and a girl born in Shanghai, which I had sent to a family to bring up one month after
birth.
Airplanes were bombing our capital, Juikin, every day. One night a centipede bit me on the head while I was
asleep. I could not find the centipede and was afraid it would return, so I couldn’t sleep. Then 1 developed a high
fever and was very sick. I had a miscarriage and had to rest for one month—which was just before the Long
March began.
We left Juikin about October 14, 1934. At first the marching was very difficult. Our feet were so sore we had to
wash them with hot water every night. Many lagged behind and could not keep up. After a while, however, I
could walk easily and work in the meantime. Only a few women joined the Red Army on the Long March because
it was so difficult. There were only thirty Communist party women with us and twenty others. The Party women
we left behind in Kiangsi were very able, and unfortunately many were afterward killed by the enemy.
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We carried many machines belonging to the government with us on the Long March. This work was organized
by the Military Council, with Lo Man—who is now head of the Party School—in charge of it. There were many
departments, such as hospital and transportation units, and over five thousand men were engaged in this carrying.
I was a political worker under the Military Council during the march. My duties on the way were to lecture at
meetings, do educational work at times of rest, make surveys of landlords and their property, and help in the
redistribution of land and goods. This political work was important because the Red Army had to be extremely
careful to keep discipline during the Long March in order to make a good impression on the people as we passed.
It was strictly forbidden to take the common people’s goods, which must all be returned and repaired after use. In
spite of our hurry, every morning the soldiers had to carefully replace doors after using them for beds and to
sweep the floor before leaving any house they had slept in. Any disobedience was severely punished. Nobody was
permitted to take anything personally from the landlords. Everything had to be distributed through the
government organ for this. Except enough food for the army, we gave everything else to the local people on the
way, which made them very happy.
The people always welcomed the Red Army along the way, and a considerable number joined us. However, we
did not want many to join the march because it was too long and hard.
During the Long March the women often quarreled with the Communist Party staff because they did not get
enough food, and they sometimes struggled with each other at meals. Nobody wanted to carry rice but everybody
wanted to eat it. We had to investigate each person to see that each carried his own rice. The women ate the same
food as the men, and were not treated better than the men, except that sometimes when they could not walk they
were allowed to ride horses. None of our thirty women comrades died on the way.
As we passed Kwangsi, we organized the fifty women into a special women’s detachment, of which I was
captain. This was segregated from the rest of the army. There was a reason for this special segregation of women.
In Kwangsi the army was fighting with the Miaotzu tribesmen and the life was very difficult. The men thought the
women were getting better food and treatment, at the same time that they could not do transportation work and
some did not even carry their own rice, so there was a quarrel between the sexes. We decided .to put the women in
one unit to look out for themselves, and had strict discipline so that nobody could lag in the rear and all must carry
rice. Li Po-chao, who is now director of dramatics at the front, was in charge of the commissariat, and as I was
captain we two lived and worked together. Before this the women had not been able to get enough to eat, but now
we all had plenty. Li Po-chao went ahead of the detachment to arrange for food, and I did the rest of the
organizing. We only had this detachment for a month, and when the army arrived in Tsunyi, Kweichow, it was
disorganized, and the women were given special work in the army as nurses or in political work. After this the
women had no trouble with the men, and lived the same life exactly. Of course, during the Long March the
women never stayed with their husbands, but had independent work.
In Tsunyi, Kweichow, I worked in the headquarters of the political department. There were many workers
there, and I helped organize them. The silk factory workers secured salary increases while we were there. When
we left Tsunyi these workers were organized into three troops of partisans to defend themselves. The women also
joined these partisan troops. Tsunyi was the second largest city in Kweichow and more modern than Kweilin.
There were many landlords in Tsunyi. I remember one time that Li Po-chao and I investigated the property of
one such landlord. His family had run away and we stayed in his house. In this house were several hundred
gourds, 2,000 chin of opium, a great many rich silk clothes and fox furs, and several hundred boxes of other
goods. Many things were hidden in the walls, though we found no money under the floor. It took the two of us
from early morning to night only to count the goods in this one house. We distributed forty boxes to the local
people.
When we entered a city such as Tsunyi, we bought all necessary supplies from the people and paid for
everything in soviet paper money. Then, before leaving the city, we always redeemed this money by exchanging
for it products confiscated from the landlords or monopolies of the officials. The poor people liked this, and in
every city several hundred joined the army. We always organized partisans in such districts before leaving.
The Red Army stayed in Tsunyi only ten days. After we left, the Kuomintang troops came. They beat and
arrested the organized workers and killed a few, although, as soon as we left, many of the townspeople ran away
to escape the severe White Terror. The partisans of this district were very brave and attacked the White Army,
which caused many of them to be sacrificed.
After a short time, the Red Army returned to Tsunyi, but the workers’ leaders had all run away and we could
not find them. The people feared the new White Terror which would occur again after the Red Army had left, so
ran away. We stayed only a few days and marched away again. Every day there were bombing planes in the sky,
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which also strafed the city with machine guns. When we had marched eighty li to a place called Pei-la-k’e, we
again redoubled and returned to Tsunyi for only a day, leaving the next night again. In these two nights and one
day we marched 240 li! When we arrived at Pei-la-k’e the last time, the vanguard of the Red Army was fighting
far ahead of our group, and we had to cut across country to meet it.
I don’t remember any particular incidents of the Long March very clearly, except for a few important places. I
did not have any very narrow escapes from death myself. Once my horse fell down a mountain and was killed.
My main duty in the headquarters political department was to do mass work with the peasants and workers on
the way. When we arrived at a new place, the members of this department inspected the army to see if discipline
was being maintained and that no mistakes had been made. We investigated the numbers of wounded and checked
up to see how many had been lost in the rear. If the soldiers disobeyed orders, they were executed by martial law.
Discipline was, therefore, good. Party members were dismissed for any disobedience. Because of the good
impression we tried to make, the common people all liked the Red Army and, on the whole, the Long March was
a wonderful propaganda tour.
Our duties in the political department were also to investigate the landlords of the district, to find out which
were good and which were bad. The bad landlords always ran away as soon as we began our survey, so it was
never necessary to kill any of them. Not a single landlord was killed by the Red Army itself on the march that I
knew of, because the guilty ones all escaped. The landlords with a good reputation sometimes remained in the
towns and voluntarily gave up their goods, so they were not killed.
Before the Red Army arrived in a village, the landlords always began a campaign of lies and atrocity stories
against us, saying that the Communists would kill everyone and confiscate their property, and tried to force the
poor people to follow them when they ran away. So usually when the Red Army arrived at a new place, only a few
people remained. But after three or four days of propaganda work, the mass of the people rushed back again.
In the Grasslands, it was intensely cold because of the high altitude. Our army had only light clothes, and this
cold was dangerous. More of our people died here than anywhere else. It rained every day, and we had no shelter
and hardly any food. You could see dead bodies lying everywhere. But the heroic spirit of the army was very
good. In the most difficult circumstances, the relation between revolutionary comrades becomes closer and this
provided the morale to carry through. Of course, the instinct for self-preservation caused quarrels over the
distribution of food, but I never saw any of the men fight each other over this. Many children died because of the
rarified air on these snow-covered mountains. And when we went through the treacherous quicksands of the
boggy Grasslands, I sometimes looked up to see a strong man fall aside suddenly into the mire and disappear.
Death seemed to lie in wait everywhere.
It took us five days to cross over the terrible Grasslands, and some units had to take ten. Many were sick all the
time. Some had no shoes and their feet were wounded. Every face was famished and thin. The living had no
strength to worry about those who were dying and passed on. But somehow our determination was strong and we
kept up our revolutionary spirit.
The little boy who was my shao kuei on the Long March died here in the Grasslands as we were crossing a
high mountain. He was eleven years old and had come from Kiangsi as a nurse.
After passing the Grasslands, conditions were much easier. I think the happiest day of the Long March was
when we reached the Ah Si region of the Mantzu’s just after the famine in crossing the Grasslands and found good
butter and cows! Everyone had all the beef he could eat for once!
When we arrived in North Shensi, we went to Wai Ya Pao. The Party ordered me to take charge of the women
workers and the organization of co-operatives. At the Delegates Congress of Shensi Workers held in January
1936, I was elected director of national mines and factories.
*
You ask me if I am now optimistic. Before the Sian Incident I was not optimistic, and our military position was
very bad even if the political influence expanded. Afterward I was happy as I had my child then, too. Before I
quarreled with Po Ku over my life. In Pao-an all women hated their husbands because of having babies and so
much trouble. It means much to have peace here. Chiang Kai-shek is all right now, and we hope he will be the
hero of the united front to save China from Japan. We will take his orders to fight Japan. I hated him before but
not now if he will fight Japan. Only to stop civil war is a great victory. If there had been no peace settlement at
Sian, Nanking would be under the control of the pro-Japanese clique and this would be bad.
195.133 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wang Shou-tao (1907- )} Liuyang, Hunan Province, China (M) 2

427

I was born in Liuyang, Hunan, in 1907, of a poor peasant family. When I was nine, I entered a free primary
school where students had to furnish only their clothes, books, and food. I was diligent and the teachers liked me.
Once I asked a teacher to draw a picture for me but when it was finished a landlord’s son asked for it and the
teacher gave it to him instead. I fought with the student and the teacher punished me for that. I was embittered by
that unfair experience and I did not forget it. From then on I was imbued with a hatred of landlords.
I had to earn my own money to pay for food, and to get money I cut wood. The only wooded places were
owned by landlords and I had to steal from them. My brother often went on these escapades with me. One day we
were caught and my brother was imprisoned by the landlord. I felt depressed and hopeless, and thought life
offered no way for the poor.
When I was twelve, my family moved a distance of a hundred li and went to live with an uncle, my mother’s
brother. I was apprenticed to the master of a firecracker shop but half a year later, with the help of my uncle, I
began to study in an old-style Chinese school. The teacher was a landlord named Li, a relative of my uncle. I
worked and studied over a year.
Then, helped by Li, I went to a higher primary school. There I was influenced by the May Fourth Movement
and organized the poor students in the school into a brotherhood to oppose the Twenty-one Demands. With
several friends, I began a movement in the village to start a night school and to oppose the old Chinese teaching
methods and ideas. I also organized a dramatics club to present plays.
My father, fearing that when I grew up the family would be too poor to get a wife for me, had engaged me
when very young. I was now fourteen and my father wanted me to marry. I refused. I had acted in a play as the
girl victim of an arranged marriage\fn{ It may still be true, but it was probably invariably true early in 20 th century China that men
and young boys played roles requiring female actresses:H} and felt strongly on the subject.
At seventeen, I entered the Changsha Shu Yüeh middle school, supported by Li and some family friends.
Because my family was very poor and I had not enough money to eat with the other students in the school, I ate
outside in street stalls and borrowed money from other students. Sometimes I was ashamed to borrow and
sometimes I could not, so I was often hungry. I got along by eating only two meals a day. One night, feeling
extremely hungry, I went to the school restaurant to sneak some food and was discovered by the manager. I felt
both humiliated and indignant.
I wrote an essay in my notebook called, On the Way to Huang Tan Lin. This was a graveyard with beautiful
trees where I often played. The essay described and contrasted the rich and the poor students and pointed out the
idleness of the rich and the diligence of the poor, who received no reward. I asked:
What can we do to change such an unfair world?
The teacher found this in my notebook. He was a liberal and decided to help me through the next term. Next
year I concluded I could learn nothing of practical use in the middle school and entered the government
agricultural school, which was also a free school. Here the tuition fee was very low, eight dollars a year, and I was
supported by the middle-school teacher who sponsored me.
A year and a half later, the Changsha student movement began against the Japanese who had killed a Chinese
wharf worker in Changsha. I joined the Communist Youth in the school and took part in the agitation. I wrote a
manifesto attacking the school administration and authorities, and was expelled.
I returned to Liuyang and there began to read the magazine New Youth. An article appeared describing the
peasant associations in Canton and this inspired me to organize peasant groups and political discussion groups in
my own rural community. By this time I understood the nature of the class struggle and I explained it to the
peasants. The landlords objected, and the provincial government ordered my arrest.
I ran away to Canton and on the way stopped in Shanghai. I used a counterfeit silver dollar in Shanghai,
unknowingly, and was arrested by the British police. I was innocent, but the police were rough to me and fined me
five dollars of my small funds, all borrowed from friends.
This introduction to foreign concessions filled me with hatred of imperialism.
In Canton I entered the school for peasants organized by Mao Tse-tung. P'eng Pai was also a teacher there.
Here I joined the Communist Party in 1925 and received further instruction, learning the fundamental principles
of the land revolution. I returned to Hunan, and in Changsha I joined the Kuomintang, being also a member of the
Communist Party branch in the city.
In 1926 I went to southern Hunan and began work among the peasants in Chiyang. Then because of the Hsü
K’e-hsiang massacre in 1927,\gn{This happened on May 21. Though directed by General Hsu Ke-hsiang, it was plenned by
General Hsia Tou-yin—perhaps the most cruel and bitterly revengeful of the anti-Communist commanders. A first-hand account is given by
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Wang Cheng}

I had to escape from Chiyang to Tunghu in south Hunan, where I stayed with a peasant family nearly
five months. Here I read the Communist Manifesto and Essentials of Capital.
In the winter of 1927 I returned to my native town, Liuyang, and helped the peasant uprising there. I found the
peasants opposed to taxes and the slaughter of progressives, and I organized them into a Liuyang hsien
committee, of which I was secretary. The peasants made three attempts to capture Liuyang, the hsien city, and
began to confiscate the property of landlords and gentry. The first time, I had one pistol and twenty men with me.
The hatred of the peasants for the landlords was so intense that when they went to the house and found the
landlord gone, they burned his house.
Small partisan districts were organized throughout the hsien. In 1928 I was appointed secretary to the special
committee of the Hunan-Hupeh-Kiangsi border district. The collective system of cultivation was experimented
with in Liuyang and P’ingk’iang, but nobody knew how to begin the land revolution, having had no experience.
Later on we received instructions from the Party, after the Sixth Congress.\fn{ Of the Comintern} The collectivization
experiment had no good result. We attempted to consolidate all farms and share work among the peasants,
dividing crops at harvest. The peasants did not respond well to this. Their demand was for land of their own which
each family could cultivate for itself. TheParty recognized this and altered its policy. At present, collectivization is
not necessary. The division of land then began, and development was accelerated. In 1929 the “Soviet
Government of the Hunan-Hupeh-Kiangsi Border District” was established, and I was a member of the
committee, being then twenty-two years old.
In 1930 when P’eng Te-huai captured Changsha, I was secretary of the activities committee. Later I became
chairman of the Hunan provincial soviet. Li Li-san was nominal chairman but he never arrived. When I was
appointed by the Central Committee to conduct secret work, my wife and I went to Changsha to work among the
textile factories. During the destruction of the provincial committee, my wife was arrested and executed by Ho
Ch’ien. I escaped to Shanghai, where I worked in the Party until 1932, when I entered the Hunan-Kiangsi soviet
and began work as Party secretary.
The mass struggle in this area was very enthusiastic. In the district of Ch’aling,\fn{ About eighty miles southeast of
Changsha} the villages had been occupied by Ho Ch’ien’s troops for two years, but still the peasants outside
remained sovietized. When the hsien police went out to collect taxes, the peasants beat them and drove them
away. The landlords, too, could not collect rents.
In 1933 Hsiao K’e became commander of the Sixth Red Army, and in 1934 I went to the Second All-Soviet
Congress as delegate. On the Long March to the north, I worked in the political department of the Military
Committee. Then, during the Eastern Expedition to Shansi, I was transferred to be chairman of the political
department of the Fifteenth Army Corps.
The political commissar is all-powerful in the policies of the army, and the political department is under his
direction to carry out his plans. The department also carries out work in the enemy armies.
195.177 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wên Tao (1907- )} Mei County, Kwangtung Province, China (M)
3
My parents sold me as a child. I don’t even know what price I brought. I never knew either of my parents, but
they were poor peasants of Mei hsien, in Kwangtung, where I was born in 1907.
I was bought by a rich landlord, who was also a salt merchant and a government official in the Ch’ing Dynasty.
He was indolent, smoked opium, and was very cruel to me. He used to beat me, pull my hair, push my head
against the wall-and others in the family did the same to relieve their feelings. I supposed they had bought me to
be a whipping boy.
There were thirty persons in the big house, including the landlord’s two wives, six sons, and four daughters. I
fought and quarreled with the other children constantly to hold my own, for I seemed to be a rebel even then and
was not content to be a slave. I was kitchen boy and had to carry the water. Nevertheless, I was sent to primary
school until the age of eight.
The old grandparents treated me kindly, and the second concubine of the grandfather was especially good to
me and often shielded me. She was the only mother I ever knew. When she died she begged me to study diligently
and become a good man. The grandfather had five concubines.
*
I was married when I reached fifteen. The contract had been made by the old grandmother when I was three.
The girl I was to marry was brought to live with the family at the age of two to grow up as a maidservant, but later
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she was sent back. During festivals, the girl often came to visit. Everyone joked with me about her until I was
ashamed and miserable. I was so embarrassed when I was forced to marry her that I never even spoke to her, and
a few nights later I ran away. I know now that I really liked her, though she was only a country girl, but then I
only felt ashamed. I never wrote to her afterward. Later I heard that she had found another husband.
That was the immediate reason why I ran away at fifteen, but the real reason was that I could bear the hard
work and bad treatment no longer. I joined the Kwangtung provincial army and served for three years. I was quick
and learned fast, and since I could read and write, I became a secretary. After three years I rose to be company
commander.
On the Fukien border were bandits led by Ch’en Yung-kuang—very well known in the province, though he
was later killed in 1931. My troops were sent to destroy the bandits, but we were defeated and a hundred of our
men were killed. I was disarmed, and to save my life I volunteered to join the bandits. About a hundred other
soldiers went over at the same time. Ch’en also had a hundred men of his own. The band soon increased to six
hundred.
The chief took a fancy to me, and I lived in his house. He had been an officer in the Kwangtung army, but his
family was poor and he had many sons with no future. Their life was so hopeless that he had decided to become a
bandit to rob the rich and help the poor, and he copied his ways from the old book, the Shui Hu Chuan.\fn{Story
of the Liangshan Bandits} He captured many t’uhao landlords for ransom. Once he ordered me to capture one,
and I did so. He was a bandit chief on the border for forty years.
*
Ch’en said I could become a “little chief,” but I saw no future in this except being beheaded, and after two
months I ran away. I wanted to go to Whampoa Military Academy, which was just opening near by, but I had no
money and no connections, so I gave up this idea and went to the South Seas with a merchant.
We traveled to Singapore, to the interior of Malaya, and to Malacca. Many of our native Cantonese had
migrated to Malacca, and there I found relatives of the landlord who had bought me. I stayed with the merchant as
his assistant for three years. We traveled all over the South Seas. He was a middleman for other merchants and got
a commission from them. He was also an itinerant carpenter, jeweler, dentist, and cobbler, and he taught me all
these trades. Moreover, I had jobs as a waiter in a mah-jongg place, as a cook in a restaurant, and as an accountant
in a shop. I spent most of my time in Batavia, Java, and there I also taught in a primary school for a short time.
But what I loved to do was drawing. I found a friend in a bookshop who taught me to draw and paint in foreign
style. After that I sold my paintings in the bookshop for ten to twenty dollars apiece, working meanwhile at odd
jobs to earn my living. At the same time, I studied music and singing which I liked very much, helped by friends I
had made. I learned to play the banjo and the mandolin. I also studied the violin for six months, but my fingers
were too short so I gave it up. I learned most of this from music books which I bought, taking lessons only in the
beginning.
*
I dreamed of going to Shanghai to study, and I saved my money. In 1930, at twenty-three, I entered Shanghai
Art College to study music and art. Here many students and teachers were Communists and some were
Trotskyists. I was sympathetic with the cause of working-class people like myself but I did not join the
Communists because I did not understand Marxism. The poet and teacher Wang Tu-ching was a Trotskyist;
another Trotskyist was Yü Mo-t’ao. The other teachers were Yü Ta-fu; Kuan Liang, a painting teacher who had
studied in Japan; T’an Fa-mo, an artist; and Miss P’an Yü-liang, an artist who had studied in France and is now in
Central University. T’an Fa-mo influenced me most. He is now in Canton.
I had scarcely any way to earn money. My life was lived down to the bare boards, though I was somehow able
to borrow from friends all the time. A girl schoolmate introduced me to the Mei Hua dancing group and I studied
part-time with them until the Mukden Incident. The members of this group were highly romantic, and at that time
I fell into their ways. We liked foreign music and art and dancing—not the old Chinese styles, and we had no
political ideas, wanting only to be expert professionals in the arts.
*
After the Mukden Incident I wanted to join the volunteers who were leaving Shanghai that October to fight the
Japanese in the north, but I had no money to buy a uniform, which would have cost fifteen dollars. A group of my
friends then raised money to buy me a ticket to Kwangtung, and when I arrived there a friend introduced me, so I
was able to get a job as teacher in a country school. This school was miserably poor and conditions were bad, but
I taught music, drawing, and drama, as well as the regular lessons. I had learned about the drama chiefly from
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reading books and seeing plays. Nearly everything I know I have had to pick up on my own, but I have a quick
mind for new ideas.
My next job was in Hong Kong, teaching drawing and music in a middle school. Here I picked up a knowledge
of oil painting but I had no money to buy oils—my monthly salary was only thirty-five dollars—and I had to give
up oil painting and learn woodcut technique instead. Woodcuts cost little to make—that is why most Chinese
artists work with woodcuts rather than oils. I became rather good at woodcuts, and when the National Woodcut
Exhibition was held in Peking in 1935 many of my woodcuts were accepted. The famous woodcut artist in
Peking, Chin Tsao-yeh, wrote to me praising my work. I also wrote often to Lu Hsün asking about artistic
problems.
In the winter of 1935 I went to Shanghai to help edit the new magazine of woodcuts called T’ieh Ma.\fn{Iron
Horse} The revolutionary tide was rising high, and I joined the Anti-Imperialist Alliance. My life was extremely
hard, for I could earn only about ten dollars a month by selling woodcuts and writing essays on art, but I now did
my best work, which gave me some notice—a volume called Chiao Hsing;\fn{Awake} however, only a hundred
copies were printed. Chiao Hsing tells a connected story in woodcuts. It is about a girl whose parents are poor and
ill. When they die, a landlord takes her as a maidservant and treats her cruelly. She grows up to be beautiful, and
the landlord intends to force her to be his concubine but his wife angrily sells the girl. When the war breaks out in
Chahar, the girl runs away with other working women to be a nurse to the soldiers fighting Japan and is killed by
the Japanese.
*
I always had much sympathy for the Communist movement but I am not now a Communist Party member. I
came here in the winter of 1936 to do what I can. Originally I wanted to start groups to do propaganda art.
There is no way for the cultural renaissance of China to develop under the Kuomintang, and it is being held
back artificially by suppression and poverty. Even an artist cannot express himself. During the Southwest Incident
I wrote articles against Chiang Kai-shek. In October 1936 ten of my friends in Shanghai were arrested; they are
still in prison. The police had a long list of writers and artists of the Left. My name was on the list and I had to
escape. In 1934 a group of woodcut artists in Hangchow organized the Mo Lin\fn{Foolish} Woodcut Society, but a
Fascist named Yeh Ling-feng betrayed them to the government; about ten of tlese artists were arrested, and three
were executed at Hangchow. Li Chün, an artist, did a well-known woodcut to describe this, called Three of Us
Sacrificed.
Lu Hsün was the person I greatly admired. His writing had more influence on me than anything else in my life.
I met him in 1935 in Szechuan Road in Shanghai. We talked for a while, and later he sent me letters analyzing the
problems of art in China. 1 also admire Mao Tun, Miss Ting Ling, and Chang T'ien-yi. T’ien Chiin’s writing
technique is not good, but his content is.
My favorite foreign writers are Gorky, Barbusse,\fn{ Henri Barbusse (1873- , French author and editor } Romain
Rolland, and Tolstoy. I am interested in Shakespeare and Ibsen, but have not made a study of them. My favorite
music is Beethoven and other German works, though I have little knowledge of them except by ear. The painter I
most admire is Millet, who expresses the working people. Technically, however, I like the work of the French
Impressionists, especially Manet and Van Gogh.
195.173 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ta’ao Ping-san (1907- )} Yuchih County, Shansi Province, China
(M) 2
My father was a small merchant but very poor. I was born in Yuchin hsien in Shansi Province in 1907. I went
to the First Primary School in Taiyun, the provincial capital. In 1927 I graduated from the Oberlin Higher Middle
School in T’aiku near Taiyuan, attached to the Oberlin-in-Shansi, the college founded by Dr. H.H. K’ung. This
was a Christian school of four hundred students, with many foreigners, and I felt an atmosphere of colonialism
about it. The foreign teachers were all Americans, however, not English.
The May Thirtieth Movement in 1925 stimulated me greatly and I was leader of the student movement of all
the schools in T’aiku. We started a dramatic society and collected money to help the strikers in Shanghai. About
two thousand students and townspeople participated in a demonstration and all the schools temporarily stopped
teaching. The students ousted a Chinese teacher because he opposed the demonstration.
In 1926 I joined the Kuomintang, thinking it was revolutionary, then when it turned sour I joined the
Communist Party in September 1927 after the split with the Kuomintang. The Shansi government ordered my
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arrest, and I had to leave Taiyuan. At this time Governor Yen Hsi-shan was very oppressive. He arrested at least a
hundred students, one of them my friend Wang Yin, who was executed.
Kuomintang members were not arrested unless they were leftists, and I was the leftist student leader. The
charge against me was that I had led a group of seventy leftist students to beat up a teacher named Kao Shao-kao,
who was a reactionary Kuomintang renegade and had tried to stop the student movement and destroy our
organization in 1927.
On leaving Taiyuan, I went to Wuchang. When the split occurred, I was ordered to join some bandits and
organize them for revolutionary work. This was in T'ienmen, Chingshan, in northern Hupeh, about 1928. I stayed
with the bandits for four months but had no success in influencing them. On the contrary, they decided to kill me
and I had to make an escape. They knew I was a Communist.
There were sixty of these bandits under a chief named Teng Min-li. I got into the band through the guaranty of
an acquaintance who knew the chief. Teng’s purpose, however, was only to build up a band to be incorporated
into the regular army so that he could get a post as officer. Later the band was absorbed into the government
armies, as such bands often are. I could not influence them to our side because the government and army officers
bribed them with money and they had no revolutionary tendencies at all.
I joined General Yao Wei-chen’s army in the Hupeh-Anhwei district, first doing political work and then
becoming a staff secretary. I did much fundamental work among the soldiers and helped to plan the uprising in
Tayeh—the iron-mining town of Hupeh—which we carried out on December 14, 1929. The leader of this was
Cheng Tzu-hua, my good friend and a Shansi native of Hai hsien, whom I had met in Honan in 1928. He was a
squad commander and also a political worker, and is now Hsü Hai-tung’s political commissar.
We were in the 1st Division. Six hundred men joined the uprising, there being many Communists then in the
Kuomintang army. General Yao had one brigade of three thousand men, but in Tayeh there was only one battalion
of three hundred soldiers, and in Yanghsin near by there were three hundred more. All the soldiers of these two
forces joined the uprising. The commanding officer was arrested but was set free later. The other officers ran
away, except four who were killed by the soldiers spontaneously. The organizers of the uprising did not order
anyone killed and there was no firing at all. It was very simple and easy. We sent representatives to P’eng Te-huai
and joined him in southeast Hupeh in 1930. P’eng went from P’ingkiang to Yochow and on to Chang-sha. We
joined him at P’ingkiang.
P’eng led the first uprising of Kuomintang troops at P’ingkiang in 1928. The second uprising was that at Tayeh
in 1929, and the one at Ningtu was the third and biggest.
*
At first I worked in the political department doing poster propaganda, art design, and dramatics. Then I became
one of P’eng Te-huai’s five staff secretaries. I had all along in the past earned most of my money by doing finger
painting and selling it to people.
I was with P’eng in the capture of Chang-sha, but in 1931 I left P’eng and went to the rear, where I became
chairman of the Social Association of the Red University. I also worked for the Workers and Peasants Dramatic
Society, of which I was one of the founders in 1932. Among the seven founders were Miss Li Po-cnao, Miss Wei
Kung-ch’i, Ts’ai Ch’ien, Chang Ai-p’ing—now teaching at the Red Academy—Hua Ch'ing—I don’t know where
he is, and Ts’ao Hsin—who seems to be lost and I suppose was killed.
This dramatics society in Juikin, Kiangsi, had two sections, each composed of forty young people. We picked
the brightest and prettiest. One was the dramatics society proper; the other was its “Gorky School.” The society
took its plays to the front and to the villages with spectacular success. Many of the members joined the Red Army
later and a few went on the Long March.
*
I stayed in Kiangsi as leader of the dramatics society after the army had left on the Long March. We divided
into three mobile sections: the “Red Bell Players” (the name meaning “to awaken the people by ringing”), the
“Fire Star Players” (meaning “the sign of the revolution”), and the “Trumpet Players” (meaning “the call to
arms”). We were ordered by the Party to do this work to keep up popular morale. Dramatics had an important
influence in Kiangsi.
We marched with the Red troops that remained in Kiangsi. There were only a few of these, and in 1935 the
army I was with was defeated by the Kuomintang: I was captured on March 8, 1935, at Hsinfeng, south Kiangsi.
When the soldiers asked who I was and what I was doing, they were told that I was only an actor and civilian, so I
was released three days later. Three other members of the society were arrested and two were released, but one
beautiful actress was taken by an officer and forced to become his concubine. We were comparatively lucky, for
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the Kuomintang killed the families of all Red soldiers and the landlords came back and took revenge on the
peasants.
The Kuomintang now occupied the district. I lived with a friend in the office of a newspaper, the Hsinfeng
News, whose editors treated us very well. Nobody knew that we were Communists, and we attended the Catholic
Church. I sold my paintings and my friend sold essays; in this way we were able to earn enough to live. I did a
painting of Jesus for the Catholic Church for five dollars, which was given to me by two foreign missionaries who
had returned. Within twenty days I had collected twenty dollars altogether, so we went away to Kanchow,
Kiangsi. The missionaries gave me a letter of introduction and we stayed at the Catholic Church in Kanchow, and
I earned five dollars more by my painting. Then we went to Kian, where Lo Ping-hui had held his uprising, to
Kiukiang in Kiangsi, and on to Shanghai by boat.
In Shanghai nobody would buy my paintings or my friend’s essays. We had no way to live. I had no possible
way to find a Party connection. At night we had nowhere to sleep. We went to the Social Bureau of the Shanghai
municipality and asked for charity but they refused to give us anything but two steamers tickets to Tientsin.
When we arrived in Tientsin my friend was sick with a fever. We had no way to survive, so I wrote a letter
home and my relatives sent sixteen dollars. They may have suspected, but never knew, what kind of work I was
doing or where I was. I gave the money to my friend and returned to my home. There I found my family in
terrible poverty. They had sent me all the money they could borrow, and I could not stay long. My family hid me
in a panel in the wall while I was there. This was in July 1935. I was sick and weak after my long trip and my
difficult experiences without enough to eat. My health has never recovered from those hard days.
In January 1936 I left home for Sianfu, my purpose being to join the local Red Army in Shensi led by Liu Tzutan. I did not know that Mao Tse-tung was in Shensi. I should have waited at home in Shansi, for the Red Army
came to Shansi in February, one month after I left.
l found a job as servant in the Automobile Association in Sian. Then the Sian Incident occurred: the arrest of
Chiang Kai-shek. One day I was absolutely astounded to meet two old friends in the street, Yeh Chien-ying and
Wu Shou-chien. I had no possible way to get in touch with any Communist Party connection in Sian until after the
incident of December 12, 1936.
When the incident occurred, I was temporarily in Hsienyang working for the Automobile Association, but on
the sixteenth l hurried to Sian and joined the National Salvation Society, organizing thirty of the automobile
workers to join the society. These workers were sympathetic to the incident but uninformed. It was a great time
for me and I was very happy. I immediately wrote to my friend, who had gone back to Shanghai, and he came to
Sian.
On February 4,1937, I came on to Yenan. About four hundred students came from Sian with me and several
dramatics troupes.
I started my work in dramatics again and was made leader of the People’s Anti-Japanese Dramatics Society. In
the headquarters we have only eleven teachers, but there are many branch societies. The Red Academy has one, as
does each army and each district.
We accept plays written by anyone and pay from one to twenty dollars for a good one. Ah Q was dramatized
by Hsü Hsin-tzü in Shanghai. I have been in dramatics since middle.school days, and my best roles are those of
old men or soldiers.
188.96 A Brief Autobiography\fn{by Peng Hui aka Lianqing (1907-1968)} Anqing, Anhui Province, China (F) 6
I am a native of Changsha, Hunan, but I was born in Anqing, Anhui, as Father held an official position there. It
wasn’t until I was four and Father fell gravely ill that my family returned to Changsha. Father passed away before
long and left behind Mother, my three sisters, and me. That happened in the early Republican years. At the time,
my elder sister was eight, I six, and my two younger sisters four and one. My sad and solitary childhood started
then.
The source of Mother’s eternal regret was that she did not have a son. It was also the reason why the old
society bullied and mistreated her in her widowhood.
Paternal Grandfather once won the fifth place in an imperial examination at the provincial level, but he lived in
poverty and left nothing for Father and Uncle. When Father died, we had accumulated a few mu of land and some
real estate. These all accumulated from Father’s hard work as biao tong\fn{A military title, meaning to command a
regiment} in late Qing and Mother’s careful management. As it was, we were under no obligation to share what we
had with the rest of the family.
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Mother, however, was a woman of traditional virtue and put too much weight on kinship. She realized that
along with our core family, Uncle was also Father’s loved one. Therefore, she invited Uncle over and gave him
money to get married, in spite of the fact that Uncle was a middle-aged good-for-nothing. On top of that, she
supported him and his wife, hoping that they would bear a male heir to continue the family line. It was as though
such an act would compensate for Father’s unfilialness of not having a son.
Out of everyone’s expectation, getting married and living on our money did not satisfy Uncle. He wanted a
concubine on top of all his debt. He bribed some of his relatives to break into our house to eat all our food. They
threatened to divide up the family property between Mother and Uncle. As Father had held official posts far away
from our home town and died soon after we returned to Hunan, we always associated more closely with our
relatives on Mother’s side.
According to the customs of the old society, however, maternal relatives did not have any say in the situation
that we were confronted with. Consequently, our family members arbitrarily drafted a contract and divided our
property between Mother and Uncle. Before they did that, they withdrew one third to pay for the education and
dowries of my sisters and me. The contract said that Mother’s share was to eventually go to Uncle’s son whenever
he got one. Otherwise they would adopt a son for Mother from our relatives and let him inherit her share. My
sisters and I had no right to our parents’ property.
I cannot describe how upset Mother was over this issue. As for my sisters and me, we were not old enough to
resent the loss of property, but as children, we were deeply hurt by Uncle’s ungrateful acts toward Mother.
Mother was never in good health. After Father’s death, especially after Uncle’s severance, sadness and fatigue
further affected her health, so that she became ill almost all year round.
In elementary school, we clearly felt the sharp contrast between the liveliness at school and the desolation at
home. It smelt strongly of medication in Mother’s room, where she lay in bed, curtains let down. We had to talk,
walk and put down our satchels gingerly and slowly. In winter and on overcast days, the room looked very dim
for the lack of light. As 'Mother was the only person in this world who loved us, we spent most of our time in her
room no matter how dreary it felt there.
Maternal Grandmother and Third Aunt lived right next door. Sometimes we wandered into their rooms and saw
our cousins, all about our age, ask their father questions in their studies and act very spoiled with their mother. It
was quite painful for us. I remember murmuring to myself our aunts and uncles’ loving words to their children on
my way home in childlike envy and sadness.
In such a lonesome and monotonous life, our utmost source of happiness was Mother telling us stories about
the past and the present when her physical condition permitted her to do so. Mother was an excellent storyteller.
No matter how old and trite a story was, it would become extremely entertaining when adapted and told by her.
Whenever she felt well enough, she did needlework during the day and sometimes visited Grandmother. At night
she would sit under the light and tell us stories, which delighted not only us but also our aunt and her maids.
Everyone respected Mother as a person who had seen the world because she was literate and traveled to many
provinces with Father.
Mother;’s stories were indeed very touching. A shining example is her version of “The Legend of the White
Serpent.”\fn{A tale originating in the Tang Dynasty} When she got to the point where the monk Fa Hai imprisons
the White Serpent under Lei Feng Tower, she described in a detailed manner the scenery around Lei Feng Tower
by West Lake that she had visited with Father. She would vividly depict how the tower stood tall and soaring, and
how the White Serpent stuck her head out of a small window on the bottom layer to rendezvous with her son. In
this way, the audience not only enjoyed the plot but also felt as though they visited the historical sites vicariously
through her.
When telling the love story of Liang Shanbo and Zhu Yingtai,\fn{ Another tale originating in the Tang } she repeated
the fascinating dialog between the protagonists verbatim, according to the original version. She even made a good
story out of a theft at our home, reenacting how the thief slipped Father’s long saber from underneath the door and
how he pulled a saddle clanking down to the ground. We felt as though it was an exciting anecdote, not something
bad that happened to us.
Father witnessed the revolutionary Mr. Xu Xilin\fn{ An anti-Manchu revolutionary (1873-1907)} gun down
Enming.\fn{The Manchu governor of Anhui Province} I heard that it was through Father’s recommendation that Mr. Xu
got a position with Enming. Mother knew Mr. Xu in person and was well acquainted with his history. As a result,
I began to admire this revolutionary hero through Mother’s story before I studied history. When my history
teacher glossed over Mr. Xu in class, I felt that this martyr was deeply wronged. I wished I had the courage to
stand up to tell the class of Mr. Xu’s glorious deeds.
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Sometimes we borrowed fairy tales from school for Mother to read so she could tell the stories to us. Even
though we knew them quite well, it was much more fun hearing them from her. I remember one adaptation of
“Heir Apparent Exchanged for a Leopard Cat.”\fn{ A tale concerning Emperor Zhenzong (998-1022) of the Song Dynasty }
When my elder sister and I first read it, we did not quite understand it. Mother rendered it a completely different
story. In her version Renzong’s mother was exiled from the Song court, but Renzong’s filial piety was such that he
continued to lick at his mother’s blinded eyes until she could see again. When Mother got to this point of the
story, I shed tears of sympathy and joy.
Prepared by Mother's fascinating tales, we later learned to read fairy tales and other forms of fiction on our
own. Even today,\fn{This autobiography was written in 1943} my most delightful memory of the past is still the four of
us sitting around Mother under the light at night listening to her tales.
*
We were unfortunate, fatherless girls. It was our life’s sole pleasure to enjoy Mother’s storytelling under the
dim light, but Mother was in extremely poor health, and we were soon to be deprived of this pleasure.
When I was eleven going on twelve, Mother’s condition deteriorated every day. In the dead of winter, she
passed away, leaving behind my three sisters and me. At that time, my youngest sister was but six years old.
Orphaned and unloved, we began to experience all the cold realities of life.
As planned, Mother’s property was claimed by Uncle’s adopted son, who turned out to be older than us.
Luckily, my sisters and I could live off our dowries. On her deathbed, Mother entrusted us to the care of her eldest
brother. Therefore, we moved to Maternal Grandmother’s house after her passing, bringing with us our old female
servant.
Since then, Maternal Grandmother collected our share of the land rent to pay for our food and accommodation
at her house. Our education, clothing, and other expenses came from the house rent paid to our names. Thanks to
Father’s property, we were fed and clothed in the world, even though we did not enjoy parental care. Bereaved of
motherly love, we learned to depend on each other. Indeed, our mutual attachment was stronger than that between
ordinary siblings. In high school and at college, people commented that we were more like the best of friends than
sisters.
My elder sister was very mature for her age. She nursed Mother and did all the household chores when Mother
was sick in bed. She became our surrogate mother after Mother died. In reality she was only a girl of thirteen. The
trivial details of family responsibility burdened her and denied her a carefree childhood. Even today the thought
of it makes me hurt for her.
I was a sickly child. Mother had worried a lot about me. After she died, it fell on Elder Sister to take care of me
whenever I was ill. One winter, my old asthma relapsed. I doubled over in coughing fits during the day and was
kept awake at night. Traditional herbal medicine did not work, and the Western medical doctor’s prescription was
no good, either. Eventually we got a folk prescription, which prescribed a kind of insect shell that could be
purchased from the medicine shop. It was said that seven such shells individually roasted in the fire made one cup
of tea. They should be roasted again and again after each cup. I have to drink seven cups to be cured, so dictated
the prescription.
Our old servant had no patience for such a chore, so my eldest sister made the tea for me personally.
Fortunately, it was winter, school was out, and we had a fire pan in our room. My eldest sister sat right next to it
and, without a murmur, she roasted the insect shells seven times and made seven cups of tea. I still remember her
benign look as she roasted the insect shells and her kindly face when inquiring how I felt after each cup. The love
on her face made me shed tears behind her back. If I coughed without stopping, she would look at me with
extreme worry and concern. If I did not cough for a while, she would say before I had noticed it myself:
“Look, I think you’re getting better. You haven’t coughed for quite some time now.”
I often bit my lip to hold back coughs. I did not want to wake her up in the middle of the night and frequently
coughed underneath my quilt. Her loving care inspired my love for her and for my two younger sisters. This love
grew deeper day by day, and it extended to all the helpless and the needy in the world.
*
Thus, with no one loving us in this world, we only had each other. I became rather anti-social, shunning all
formalities with my relatives and elders. Even when Mother was alive, I was not a great favorite with everyone
because of my strong personality. On top of it all, Maternal Grandfather’s family was extremely discriminating
against women. Maternal Grandmother expected all the children in the house to talk to her with affection and
respect. Girls could only curry favor with her by regularly sitting next to her doing needlework or doing chores in
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the kitchen. These requirements, however, did not agree with me. So, I was often nervous with her. How I wished
she had forgotten my name.
During winter and summer vacations, I walked out of my room only for three daily meals. For the rest of the
time, I felt quite contented reading novels in my room to the point of complete absorption. This was also true of
the older one of my two younger sisters. She and I had been reading companions since childhood. My littlest
sister was still too young to read, and she enjoyed other children’s company. As for my elder sister, perhaps she
thought she represented us in Maternal Grandmother’s house and felt compelled to please Maternal Grandmother.
Luckily she was more easy-going than the rest of us. Maternal Grandmother liked her all right. She served as the
only connection between Maternal Grandmother and us. I often congratulated myself that I was the second
daughter. If I had been the eldest, I probably would have made our situation much worse.
Since about the fifth or sixth grade in primary school, I loved reading novels. Just as most other female
beginners did, we started with tanci scripts,\fn{A storytelling form composed of singingaccompanied by instrumental music; it
first appeared in commercial cities of southern China during the Ming Dynasty, and by the early Qing had become extremely popular with
women, many of whom composed and sang their own tanci materials, many of which consequently concenterated on romantic love or
female education} such as Heaven Rains Flowers (Tian yu hua),\fn{It was attributed to a woman named Tao Zhenhuai (1640?1655?)} Twice Destined in Marriage (Zai sheng yuan),\fn{Composed by the female poet Chen Duansheng (1751-1797) }

Green Peony (Lü mudan), and read all the scripts we could lay our hands on. We knew nothing about the artistic
quality of the texts, simply wanting to enjoy the stories and escape from the reality.
In this way we found our highest form of pleasure. Stories like Flowers Born of the Pen (Bi sheng hua)\fn{By
the female tanzi writer Qui Zinru (1805-1873)} and Twice Destined in Marriage that portray women seeking adventures in
male disguise particularly fascinated me. I could not wait to dress as a man myself and go out to perform some
dauntless deeds in the world. I often vaguely felt in my dreams that I was no longer a girl but a boy, that I was
studying to take the exams to become a xiu cai or ju ren,\fn{During the Ming and Qing Dyansties, xiu cai were those who had
passed the elementary civil service examination and qualified to take the examination at the provincial level held ever three years. Ju ren
were scholars who had passed the latter examination } or that I was about to secure an official post. I sometimes even

dreamt of Mother proudly patting me on the head and commending me as her only son.
Once when my youngest sister was ill, I woke up from one of such pleasurable dreams. In the total darkness of
the night, I heard from the next bed (my elder sister and youngest sister shared one bed, and my other sister and I
shared the other) my youngest sister’s uneven breathing and Elder Sister checking the little one’s forehead to see
if her fever had come down. All of a sudden, I came back to reality. The dream contrasted with the desolateness of
our life. I could not hold back my tears. When I woke up in the morning, my pillow, pajamas, and a part of my
quilt were still wet.
When I read A Dream of the Red Chamber later, I shed a lot of sympathetic tears for the sentimental and sickly
Lin Daiyu. At the point where Lin Daiyu burns her poems as a symbolic gesture to end her deep love for Baoyu,
tears streamed down my cheeks, and I was choked by sobs. The older one of my two younger sisters and I were
both fans of the novel for quite a while. We frequently competed to recite the poems and even prose portions of
the novel.
Our little sister and younger cousins often asked me to tell them stories or lend them books. Our room virtually
became the cultural center for the children in this big family.
As we had many cousins, Maternal Grandmother's house always bustled with noise and excitement during
festivals and the New Year period. Relatives and neighbors came in droves to extend their holiday wishes. Our
cousins competed with each other in their gambling games and in lighting firecrackers. Although we had loved to
do these things once upon a time, we now sat in our room reading novels with total indifference to their activities.
Sometimes my elder sister urged us to go and wish the elders a happy new year for etiquette’s sake. We then had
no choice but to mix among our cousins and mindlessly kowtow to the elders. Awarded with our share of the
sweets and other treats, we still had nothing to say. We could think of nothing but the characters in the stories that
we had been relishing a little while before.
Maternal Grandfather was an honest, reserved old scholar. My male cousins had to read poetry and Confucian
classics in front of our grandfather every day after school. He adamantly objected to girls going to school. As for
my sisters and I, we went to school for three reasons. One, we continued a tradition established by Mother. Two,
we had independent financial resources and could afford our own tuition. Three, to Maternal Grandfather who
strongly discriminated against women, we simply did not exist. Therefore, he seldom bothered about us (although
he opposed to my elder sister’s going to school shortly after Mother’s death).
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One summer, however, he somehow found out that the older of my younger sisters and I had been reading A
Dream of the Red Chamber. He flew into a rage and scolded us for three days, as though we had disgraced him.
Fortunately, he was a gentleman and did not use violence, but he took away the novel we never tired of reading. I
still remember the distress we felt then.
I still disliked needlework. I searched for books from Father’s bookcases. I came upon a collection of song
lyrics by Bai Xiangshan\fn{Bai Juyi (772-846); he was styled “Xiangshan” } and another collection entitled Song Lyrics
Composed at Shuyu (Shuyu Ci).\fn{By Li Qingzhao (1081-1141)} After that, I developed an interest in song lyrics, but
I did not love them half as much as I did the lifelike characters in A Dream of the Red Chamber. I was
inconsolable. I longed for another good book to make up for my loss. As soon as summer ended and school
started again, I rushed to the school library to try my luck.
At that time, all but my youngest sister were attending Changsha First Women’s Normal School. We failed to
find a good book in the library. Once I checked out a copy of A Collection of Writings from the Ice~Drinking
Studio (Yin bing shi wen ji).\fn{By Liang Qichao (1873-1929); the title derives from the name he gave his study } When I went
home the following Saturday, our uncle, the husband of Mother’s sister, came to our room to talk to us. He knew
that we were fond of books and asked about our readings. I showed him the book I had just borrowed. I thought
he would be impressed with my choice, but he shook his head and said:
“This is outdated. It would be best to read New Youth.\fn{It was a magazine (1915-1926) originated to propagate Western
culture, particularly in science and democracy, while attacking all aspects of traditional Chinese culture } I did what he told me, and I
am grateful to him to this day. In Maternal Grandfather’s living room, the bookcases were lined up in perfect
order along the walls. One of them, doorless and topless, contained some neglected books, among which was a
bound volume of New Youth.\fn{1919-1920} For this I had Second Uncle, Mother’s brother Mr. Yang Yufu, to
thank. Those were his books. He was then teaching in Peking.
Maternal Grandfather looked down upon New Youth and neglected it. I had seen the volume a long time ago
without knowing its significance. At my uncle’s words, I grabbed it and devoured it. It was then about 1923, and
New Youth was no longer new, but for me, an unguided reader of fourteen, reading it was entering an entirely new
wotld. In the same way that we had been absorbed with A Dream of the Red Chamber, the older one of my
younger sisters and I read and reread the volume of New Youth that we owned. It felt as though we had caught a
ray of hope for the future society. Our joy and exhilaration were beyond words. Later, we also located journals
such as New Tide (Xin chao)\fn{1919-1922) and New China (Xin Zhongguo).\fn{1919-1920}
We worshipped Hu Shi and other intellectuals who promoted the Literary Revolution\fn{ Launched by Hu Shi in
1917, it established the vernacular form of Chinese as the official means of writing } as if they were idols. Their bold articles
against traditional Confucian ethics deeply impressed us. In our composition class, I began to write stories in the
vernacular and published them in the journal run by the Student Autonomous Society. My classmates jokingly
called me the “novelist.” We often discussed various new thoughts. Our Chinese professor had always thought
highly of me, but because he was too old-fashioned a scholar to appreciate our new thoughts, we persuaded him to
quit his job.
The female school we attended was notoriously conservative in Changsha. In a sequestered environment like
an old well, our radical act put us in the spotlight in school. Two classmates, respectively named Li and Peng, and
I were honored as “the three heroines.” Such was the magical power of New Youth. Since then, I have loved to
read all mind-opening literature, not just fiction. Like all youths, I yearned enthusiastically for a better society.
The following year, Mr Sun Zhongshan’s effort to unify China, his passing, and the May 30 Tragedy\fn{ On that
day, soldiers under British command shot several striking workers in some foreign coton mills in Shanghai, an event that led to the May 30
anti-imperialist mass movement} enraged all patriotic youths. We were no exception. The patriotic fervor of Li, Peng,

and me reached the apex. We organized propaganda and fund-raising teams to work outside campus. In the
meantime, we put together all the money we had and launched a small journal. Though still teenage girls, we did
all the work ourselves: writing, editing, printing, publishing, and marketing with a bookstore. The contents of the
journal were all inclusive, for example: patriotism, liberation of colonized countries, women’s issues, and new
literature. I drafted the introduction for the issue. After the journal’s publication, a few progressive professors
praised our work and especially commended my introduction. When I returned home, the uncle who introduced
me to New Youth also spoke highly of me. After only three issues, however, we left Changsha for Peking to go to
school.
The reason is as follows: Running the journals, our desire for knowledge grew increasingly strong. I became
more and more dissatisfied with our school. We did not want to wait even though it was only one year before we
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graduated. Therefore, Li, Peng, and I came to Peking together during the summer and subsequently started our
college career.
*
When I attended school in Peking and abroad, I did not major in literature, so I do not have much to say here
about this period. My effort in literature began in the year of the September 18 Tragedy.\fn{ The day the Japanese
launched all-out aggression on north-eastern China } At that time, I was teaching in Shanghai. For the first time I lived
away from the older of my younger sisters, my reading companion since childhood. I missed her very much and
wrote poems to send to her. At the same time, a few friends died. Then, my youngest sister fell in love and got
married though she was too young. These events put me under the sway of strong emotions. I often wrote to give
outlet to my sadness.
It was at this chaotic time in my life that I seriously took up literature, something that I had a passion for since
childhood. Therefore, when I had spare time from teaching, I began to write fiction. My past experiences were
great material for fiction, but I could not organize them well on paper. Whenever I finished a piece, I hid it at the
bottom of my suitcase, too embarrassed to read it again. My first story was published in The Big Dipper (Beidou)\fn{The monthly organ (1931-1932) of the Chinese League of Left-Wing Writers } after the January 28 Incident.\fn{ When
Japanese forces invaded Shanghai the first time} In the following year I married Mutian.
Housework and childbearing are indeed thorns on a woman’s career path. During pregnancy and nursing, I did
not write anything at all, nor did I read much. After my child was weaned, Mutian and I made a study plan. He
began to translate Balzac, while I read classical Russian literature. Nekrasov’s\fn{ Nikolai Alekseevich Nekrasov (18211877)} poetry and Chekhov’s\fn{ Anton Pavlovich Chekhov (1860-1904)} fiction were among my favorites. Whenever I
discovered a good piece, I translated it into Chinese. Some of my translations were published in literary journals.
This was the beginning of my work in translation. During this period, my husband and I quit all work, focusing on
reading and translating. Although some people had reservations that we were out of step with society, we believed
that it was necessary for us at that time to give ourselves more training in literature. Further, such experience laid
a solid foundation for our translation later.
My translation of Chekhov’s Grassland (Cao yuan), published in 1942, was among the work I did during this
period. A novella of about one hundred thousand words, it took me as long as ten months to complete. Such a
prolonged process was because the child was often sick, Mutian had a serious illness, and I had a miscarriage.
Now, when I see my translation of Grassland, I often remember the fetus that I lost while working on it. As soon
as I finished translating Grassland, the cannons fired against the Japanese invasion of Shanghai on August 13.
The tide of resistance against Japanese aggression excited us, so we could no longer continue to read and
translate in our little private world. We planned to go to the interior of the country to take up cultural propagation
work. Therefore, we decided to give up the life in our comfortable home in Shanghai with our now two children (I
still mourned over the loss of my other child). We moved to Wuhan, where Mutian and his fellow poets published
a poetry journal and organized poetry recitations. Zi Gang, Song Yuan, and I, along with several others, started a
women’s journal. As my colleagues all liked to write essays in belle lettre style, they elected me to write
theoretical articles.
Meanwhile, I was invited by a bookstore to edit a collection of essays on women’s issues. Then I returned to
my home town and taught for a few months at a cadre school. During this year I did not write much, but I
composed some poems that I still like today, because I wrote these poems with the excitement and enthusiasm of
the early stage of the War of Resistance against Japan. The one in memory of the children snatched away by a
Japanese boat was written in Wuhan.
The occasion of the poem is as follows: In an international women’s press conference on anti-aggression held
in Hankou, Mr. Shao Lizi\fn{1882-1967} exposed the fact that a Japanese boat in Shanghai had captured some
Chinese children to send to Tokyo. Mr. Shao’s voice trembled with excitement. Listening to his report, I was
reduced to tears in public because of the motherly love I felt for those children. I was so upset that I had to walk
out of the meeting. On my way back from Hankou to Wuchang by boat, I drafted the poem in my mind with tears
in my eyes. When I got home, my child was already asleep. Her peaceful breathing made me think of the children
taken away by the Japanese. The thought of them kept me awake for the entire night. I committed the poem to
paper.
Wuhan fell. Our family moved to Kunming. I wrote most of the stories in my collection Returning Home
(Huanjia) there. Then Mutian and I both got teaching positions at Zhongshan University. The bad weather in the
north of Guangdong took a toll on our health. During those two years, we took a lot of medication besides
inhaling chalk dust. In the summer of 1942, we decided to quit our jobs at Zhongshan University and resume
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translation in Guilin. Within less than a year, I translated stories by Leo Tolstoy and Chekhov, a total of three
hundred thousand words. I will edit and send them to the press soon. During that year, as I did not have help at
home, I did not achieve my goal of thirty thousand words per month. I always regret it.
Right now, I teach at Guilin National Normal College. Although Mutian and I always consider teaching as a
secondary profession, I take my classes seriously. Whenever I have excellent students, I feel very gratified. Their
progress urges me to work harder. I plan to put together some reading notes while teaching.
From now on, I want to serve my country and my people through writing. At the midpoint of my life, I have
not accomplished as much as I have hoped. I feel guilty at the thought. Fortunately, being an optimist, I often
encourage myself with the motto “Work hard at middle age.” When I grow old, I will motivate myself with the
motto “Keep up in old age.”
For the sake of my country’s prospects, my mother’s suffering, my children’s future, and for myself, how can I
possibly slacken my efforts at work?
19.57 Careers\fn{by Chen Ying (1907-1986)} Shandong Province, China (F) 9
9th January. Today I moved out of school into Yu’s home. What they call their home is in fact just a shared
house. The two of them live in the front and I have occupied the back. Moving out of a women’s dormitory which
has been called the “palace” into this cramped dark room at the back feels as strange as entering another world.
Maybe not strange, more like the kind of excitement and pleasure of returning from a journey away to a place
with which I was intimately familiar. I have spent a whole term at school and now I am rather dazed, as if I have
awoken from a dream.
I could have stayed in the dormitory over the winter holiday but when I saw the others moving out one by one
I did not want to hang around looking as though I had no home to go to. I could of course have gone home but
there was something far more attractive which compelled me to stay on and made me reluctant to leave. Besides,
Yu had already said to me:
“If you don’t go home during the holidays, you can come and stay with me.”
In fact her place is much nicer than home. It is far easier with her than with my mother to pour out everything
on my mind and enjoy real understanding and comfort. I think it is remarkably fortunate to have a friend ever
since middle school and still be able to come and stay with her today. It is clear that Yu is particularly happy to
have me here. While she helped me to arrange the room she was enthusiastically making plans for the holidays as
if she sets great store on making it a good time.
There is, however, something sad about her excitement which makes me think of how lonely most of her days
must be. Everything is fine except that I feel uneasy whenever I see that hoodlum Xun.
I do not know how Yu can live with him as his lover. Occasionally I catch a glimpse of some inexplicable
sorrow—I just cannot understand this melancholy of hers.
At dusk Yu went out to buy food and when she got back she talked cheerfully of what we would eat for dinner.
Xun was lounging in the chair by the window reading the morning paper. All of a sudden he looked up at Yu and
asked:
“Did you buy any cigarettes?”
She laughed apologetically.
“Oh dear, I forgot—I’ll go back and buy some for you in a moment.”
Xun went back to reading his paper without a word. Sometime before dinner Yu actually did go out and buy
cigarettes and put them on the table.
Xun went out after dinner and almost with a sense of release Yu and I sat beneath the lamp and rambled on
about this and that. Later Yu brought out a story she had written and she talked about the plot of another one she
plans to write. She seemed at that moment completely happy, forgetful of all else. Every time I see the strength
and sincerity of her aspirations I too feel motivated. Regardless of the environment she always manages to retain
an unflagging zeal which makes me aware of my own inability to get excited about anything, to the point where
even convictions disappear. A shameful state to be in.
After I went to bed last night all my thoughts were on how best to make this holiday a success. It was a long
time before I fell asleep.
*
10th January. Because it was cold and because there was nothing much to do, I got up late. As I helped Yu
prepare lunch life here seemed good.
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As usual, Xun went out after the meal to fritter away the rest of the day leaving Yu and I alone in the house.
The front room was peaceful and filled with sunlight. We tidied up and then sat at the table relaxing over a fresh
pot of tea. Carefree smiles lit up on both our faces.
“Don’t you usually feel rather low around this time when you’re left alone in the house?” I had not meant to
say what was on my mind but the words just slipped out.
“Not a bit. It’s at this time of the day that I feel best. I can think about whatever I want; sometimes I think
about the past and sometimes I daydream. I completely forget the tedium of the present. If I write, it’s at this time
that I do so. When else can I write? Sometimes I write a little in the evenings if he is coming in late, but I never
want him to see what I have written. He would only laugh at it.”
“I've noticed that he laughs at anyone and anything. His ideology should be so correct—it’s certainly not petty
bourgeois—but sometimes I think he has no ideology at all. Instead he comes on in this cocky fashion.”
I do not know why I have this prejudice against Xun but I want to criticize him at any opportunity.
Yu smiled coldly, as if disdaining even to talk about him. There was a pause and then suddenly thinking of
another matter, she smiled across at me and said:
“Let me ask you something; if I talk about ‘faith’ and ‘belief’ I feel that I am deceiving people, but if I confess
to having no convictions at all then I’m being dishonest, aren’t I? In the old days, when I was working I often
thought that I would only ever get a sense of injustice if I were caught and arrested.”
When I heard her bring up this subject I felt suddenly confused and searched in vain for an opinion. I wanted
to wrestle with the question and so relate it to myself. I was still thinking it through when I spoke.
“You and I are not alike, in that I really believed in the work I was doing at that time. There was a feeling of
excitement which has gone now. Weariness has taken its place. The ‘belief’ is still there but I can no longer ‘act.’
At times I look back on the risks I took and I can’t believe that it was really me doing those things. It is almost as
if I am afraid of believing it really happened. These days when I think of something, I keep it to myself. I study
about it first and only then will I talk about it. There are times though when I wonder whether this way is any
nearer the truth. I haven’t made any real effort for six months. In fact I lack completely your intensity of will.”
Yu changed the subject again.
“I’ve been thinking, if I hadn’t broken off my engagement to Zhang he’d still be providing for my studies.
Maybe that would not have been such a mistake.”
“Oh, I suppose so, yet …” At the moment I don’t seem to have any definite opinions, I see right and wrong in
everything and I end up holding my tongue.
Yu did not continue with this either but brought up something else. I got the impression she envied my being
able to go on studying. After a while Yu asked:
“So you’re not going home at all this holiday? I don’t have a home to return to, but for some reason, I often
want to go back there. My elder sister doesn’t even write to me any more. She must have found out by now that
I’ve broken off with Zhang, but I’m not afraid of them knowing. Their curses fall on deaf ears. Doesn’t your
family mind if you don’t go home for New Year?”
“Of course they mind. As for myself, I want to go back, and yet I don’t.”I felt suddenly homesick as I said that.
“Will Dai Nan definitely be coming back over the holidays?” she laughed cheekily as she asked.
“He said he might be.” I smiled. It could have been from happiness or embarrassment.
“Well then, you must be here to wait for him.”
“And that’s why I want to go home and yet don’t want to.” I replied mischievously. Inside I was elated. The
conversation turned to a lighter vein, but I sensed a hint of bitterness in her gaiety. As we nattered on we were
unaware that the sunlight had gone from the room. It was the chilliness of the air that reminded us to start
preparing dinner. Xun came back bringing with him some pickled white fish he had bought at the Cantonese store
on Dama Road.
He did not go out after dinner and because I had no wish to talk I went to my room. I thought of reading but
when I picked up a book I started thinking about what Yu and I had been discussing during the day: belief, study,
home, and Dai Nan’s imminent arrival. All these problems surged through my mind leaving me totally confused.
Peace eluded me, reading did not interest me. It was too cold to sit. There was nothing for it but to get into bed. I
had the book by my pillow but I did not pick it up. I thought and thought but could find no answers. Then sleep
came.
*
11th January. I finished knitting my scarf today, and the final stitch was sewn on Yu’s fur gown, so we set out
for Dama Road to do some shopping. We hadn’t walked far beyond the lane when Yu suddenly realised that she
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didn’t have her pocketbook with her. We walked back the way we had come but didn’t find it. There was ten
yuan’s worth of banknotes in it, all the money they own.
We went on to Lihua and picked up the shoes from the cobblers and then moved on to Sima Road where we
bought writing paper, envelopes and a few magazines before coming back here. Yu’s losing her pocketbook has
made the day an unpleasant one for all of us. Fortunately I still have some money which will keep the wolf from
the door for the meantime.
*
12th January. Last night someone was letting off firecrackers and it evoked such thoughts of home!
At times I realize how lucky I am to have a happy home, and at other times I detest it, even my own loving
parents. Without them I could perhaps be more self sufficient and not have these present contradictions. Then
again, these thoughts are quite ridiculous. It is like saying: “Why was I born into the petit-bourgeoisie? Might I
not have made a real proletarian?” What equally absurd statements to make, and why do I so often try to defend
myself?
Last night I wrote to my family telling them I did not think I would make the return journey over such a long
distance since the holidays are very short and the weather too cold. I wrote that I would wait and come home in
the summer vacation to be with them a few days longer. After I finished the letter I felt a pang of guilt at
deceiving my parents and hesitated over sending it.
I also wrote to Mr. Mu, another student, requesting that should he go into college to enquire if there had been
any post or anyone looking for me. What would happen if Dai Nan came to Shanghai and went to find me in the
college and the porters did not tell him my address? I was afraid that they would not want to tell him because I
had not slipped them any money. At the time they had not asked for any, nor had I ever seen anyone else pay
them. Perhaps some people did tip them and I simply had not noticed. Such worries were constantly on my mind.
Time and again today I thought of Dai Nan’s arrival; at any moment he might knock on the door asking for me,
or perhaps a letter might arrive. What state of excitement would I be in then? At the same time I was reluctant to
engage in these happy fantasies, for I am scared too of disappointment.
This evening it began to snow, tomorrow will certainly be cold. Surely he will not return in a blizzard.
*
13th January. The snow stopped today. It is extremely mild. This morning I went out to post the two letters I
wrote yesterday. I do not know why but I feel terribly homesick and irritable. This is the first time I have not been
home over the winter holidays. This time last year I was already at home.
I thought of reading and of writing but in the end did not do either. A whole day has gone by.
*
14th January. The weather is cold again and I did not want to emerge from the warm nest of my quilt. By the
time I got up it was half past ten. I had something hot to eat straight away. Xun went out after the meal. Yu lay
down on the bed to read the second volume of Hu Shi’s collected works which someone had sent her. I was
reading in my own room. Suddenly she called out to me through the wall:
“I’ve just been thinking of the past—how good everything was then, how much better than now. And yet in
those days all our thoughts were on the ‘future.’”
Her words gave rise to many thoughts of my own, but I found them difficult to express.
“All of us had one definite hope then, which we saw as very real and very great, so our lives were active. Now
everything has been negated, everything feels insubstantial, even the enthusiasm is dissipated.”
“The present seems like some sort of hibernating insect.”
Perhaps her words were in reply to me or maybe they were spoken to herself. She was murmuring as though
lost in thought.
I did not go on with the conversation, nor did I go back to reading my book. Yesterday I started on a short story
which I titled Happiness. At the time I had no real desire to write but listening to Yu’s words of disillusionment
today has put me in the writing mood again.
Xun came back. He has bought two narcissus plants. At dusk that fellow Tong who was once a believer in
Christianity and later sympathized with … ism\fn{ So the text.} came over. He brought a dried fish with him. He
tells us it is produce from his home village. This gentleman somehow carries with him a heavy odour of
Christianity, even the tone of voice he uses is foreign. He is very warm-hearted with people but it is a kind of
Christian warm heartedness. He seems to show particular affection for Yu but she holds the same opinion about
him as I do—that we shall never get on with him. He self-consciously sat with us for a while and then just as selfconsciously took his leave.
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Yu went out to buy food before dinner and when she returned said she had witnessed a burglary at the local
tobacco shop. Fortunately the police did not arrive before the thieves had escaped, otherwise she might have
caught a stray bullet. The incident led Xun to recollect:
“Somebody was telling me yesterday that one afternoon all the people at the ‘Organization’ on XX Road were
out. Somebody turned up carrying a large wooden crate. He told the maid that the boss there had called him over.
to measure the floor boards for a carpet. The maid was in the middle of cooking a meal so she told him to find his
own way upstairs. After a short time the fellow came downstairs again carrying the crate. He said he had made the
necessary measurements and left.
“That evening when the residents returned and heard what the maid had to say they were all baffled and went
upstairs to look around. Two sets of clothing were missing as well as a rattan basket. The man had put these into
the crate he bought with him and taken them away. However the rattan basket did not contain clothing at all, but
was full of propaganda leaflets about to be circulated. Chaos reigned there that evening and they hastily moved to
other premises.”
Yu and I chuckled over this story.
“It’s just like a scene from a comedy,” I said. “That thief must have been delighted to find such a heavy basket.
Little did he know just how valuable the contents really were.”
“That type of loot is hard to get rid of though,” added Yu, laughing.
Now whenever I think of that thief opening the basket and seeing what was inside, I find it so amusing I want
to roar with laughter. It would make good material for a story, but I doubt I would be able to find a central theme.
This evening Xun went out to buy a paper. Yu had a battle with him—she wanted to read it with him but he
insisted on reading it alone and then letting her. Yu was furious.
“I wouldn’t read it even if you gave it to me!”
Xun made no reply but when he had finished he tore the paper into shreds. Bad humour weighed heavy on us
all and nobody spoke. After a while Xun walked out without uttering a sound. I felt there was nothing I could say
to Yu and so I went back to my room.
There is the sound of firecrackers again tonight.
*
15th January. It was about six in the morning when I was woken by the sound of Yu’s voice talking to me through
the wall. She seemed wide awake.
“Xun didn’t come back all last night,” she informed me, as if it were of great import.
“Why would that be?” I had to struggle through my drowsiness to reply.
“He’ll have been at Yu Chao’s place playing cards.”
After a while I heard Yu get up and go out, and later there was the sound of voices. The two of them had
returned. Yu must have met Xun on his way home. Why she should have gone out to look for him, I really do not
understand at all.
Xun went to sleep as soon as he got in. We were cooking lunch when Wan Yi turned up.
I have not seen him for six months and he seems very pleased with himself. Apparently he has been teaching in
Hangzhou as well as doing work for the student movement. He arrived back with his lover the day before
yesterday. He told us they have a child. In fact it is not his own child since his lover fled from a previous
marriage. She had escaped twenty days after the wedding only to discover she was already pregnant and had
almost died from giving birth. He had brought the child with him to Shanghai and told us that although it was not
his own he still wanted to take responsibility for it.
Yu and he talked on and on about money matters and future plans. For some reason everyone seems to be very
intimate with Yu, and treats her like an aunt. I am not like that; I find it difficult to get close to people. Perhaps it
is because I do not like talking. As I listened to their conversation, I was thinking:
“This really is a married man.”
He told us to come around to their place after lunch, which meant he wanted us to meet his lover. Yu cheerfully
agreed but realizing Xun would not want to get up, said: “We’ll come around tomorrow.”
Wang poked fun at her for that so she finally agreed to this afternoon.
For lunch we ate the fish that Tong brought with him yesterday. The meal over, Yu said to me with a wry grin:
“Just wait, as soon as Xun finds we haven’t left any fish for him he’ll be mad.”
Not long after, Yu went out and bought a few eggs. When she came back she leant over the bed and told Xun:
“I bought you some eggs. You can get up in a minute and cook them for your lunch.” Then she said something
to him in low, warm tones I could not catch. I think Yu really does love him.
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We went to Wang Vi’s place. I do not know how best to describe the impression I got of his lover. All I can say
is that she is like a student who has given up her studies after graduating from lower middle school. On meeting
us, she was reluctant to talk and wore the expression of someone smitten with love. When we got there she was
writing a letter.
“Can I have a look at it?” Wang Yi said. With a smile he picked up the letter and waved it high in the air.
“No.”
She ran over to him and plucked petulantly at the letter held aloft in his hand. She leant against him and
whispered while Wang Yi laughed, forgetful of our presence. He looked down into her face and said:
“Why can’t I look at it? Can’t I add a few words of my own?”
“I don’t want you to read it.”
She snatched the letter away from him and returned to her seat where she tittered charmingly and bowed her
head. Wang Yi suddenly seemed to remember that we were there too and proposed a visit to the French Park.
Once at the park the two of them were forever leaning close to one another and whispering about the letter. Yu
and I thought it very amusing and spent our time exchanging grins.
We went our separate ways after leaving the park. Yu and Xun went to bed early tonight. I think Yu got no
sleep last night either.
Today is the festival for sending the kitchen gods off up to heaven.\fn{ A note reads: Ci Zao or Song Zao Festival falls
on the 23rd or 24th of the 12th lunar month, when the Kitchen god is sent off to heaven to give his report on the household’s conduct during
the year and is well feted before his departure on the 24 th of the twelfth moon.} The landlady downstairs has been cooking all

day and I could still hear the spitting sound of frying oil at nine o’clock. Outside the sound of firecrackers is
louder and incessant.
This evening I have been thinking about husband and wife relationships and have decided that they are enough
to give anyone a headache.
*
16th January. The weather is as mild as spring but for some reason my head hurts.
This evening we went to Yu Chao’s place. His wife’s belly is frighteningly large yet she carries on as usual.
The child will probably not be born this year. Whenever the conversation turned to childbearing she seemed really
happy and would chat away with much more vigour than everyone else.
There are now fewer occasions when Yu and I talk with ease. It is almost as if we are running out of things we
can talk about. Besides, everything and everybody around seems so depressing. I am growing weary of this way
of life. Now all I wish is that Dai Nan will come soon. How else can I continue with this tiresome existence?
Perhaps it is only my selfishness and the tedious way of life that makes me think his arrival will bring me some
happiness and excitement. He would make a change.
This morning I went out shopping with Yu for food. When we returned, no sooner were we in the door than
Xun called out with a laugh:
“Let’s have a party! I’ve got some good news for you.”
I knew straight away that the news was of Dai Nan’s arrival in Shanghai but I did not dare be completely
confident. I feigned an indifferent expression and asked:
“What news is that?”
Xun handed me the slip of paper he was holding and said:
“Dai Nan’s arrived. He went round to Wu Ziheng’s place to see if you were staying there. He didn’t find you so
he left a note. Wu Ziheng has just this minute brought the note round. Quick, go and find him! I bet you can’t
wait.”
Yu was listening to Xun’s raillery and smiling at me. It was unbearable and all I could do was stare at the note
and grin incessantly. I read it over and over again as if I still did not understand what it said.
We ate a very rapid lunch and then I went with Yu to the address written on the note. As we rode on the trolley
bus, my heart would not stop pounding. I was so afraid we would not find him. When we reached the place and
began mounting the stairs my heart beat even more furiously. The staircase seemed interminably long. I knocked
lightly on the door and a reply came from inside:
“Who’s there?”
It was a familiar voice but one I had not heard for a long time. We did not answer but pushed open the door
and went in. He was writing at the table and stood up the moment he saw us, exclaiming, “Oh!” An expression of
supreme surprise and delight instantly appeared on his face. Then suddenly he seemed too flustered to do anything
but smile. I felt exactly the same and so it was Yu who spoke first:
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“When did you arrive?”
“The day before yesterday, in the evening. Did you find out I was living here from Wu Ziheng? I didn’t think
you would come. I was about to go out again and try to find your address.”
“Did you go to the college?” It was the first thing I could think of saying.
“I went there yesterday morning. The porters told me you had moved out but they didn’t know where. I
thought you might have gone home.”
“I was originally intending to …” I stopped mid-sentence, unable to continue.
Yu looked across at me. A moment later she seemed to have decided that this scene was far from relaxed, and
suggested:
“Let’s all go back to my place. Come on.”
“Okay,” we both agreed and the three of us set off back the way we had come. In barely the space of an hour I
felt like the most fortunate person alive.
When Xun met Dai Nan he persisted in his teasing. There was a derisive tone to his remarks as if he were
saying, “Your little games of petit-bourgeois love are really very ridiculous.” This attitude made me inexplicably
angry.
When we went to my room, Dai Nan embraced me, saying, “Did you miss me?”
“Of course I missed you.”
But after I had said it I suddenly felt that of course I had not missed him that much. Looking closely at his face
I saw that his skin had lost its fairness and had become wan and sallow.
Things must have been hard for him before our reunion. He poured out his woes as he pressed his face against
my shoulder. I gazed up at the ceiling, lost for words and when I heard him say “the last six months” I felt a tug at
my heart. Terrified that he would begin to talk about the events of those six months I quickly changed the topic:
“Do you have to go away again?”
“I was given a month’s leave to come here.”
A feeling of unease weighed on my mind but there was nothing I could say. He assumed that my silence
stemmed from the hurt of his having to go away again. He raised his head abruptly and, gazing at me, said:
“I’ve got someone to help me look around for a job here, and if we can find something I won’t go away. Tell
me, would you like that?”
“Of course it will be good if you’re here. Don’t go away. Anyway, I won’t let you go.”As soon as I had said
this I realized it was entirely a polite response.
“I’ve no idea when we’ll be able to lead a settled life together.”
To settle down with me; that was his one hope. There was no need for him to say so. I already knew. But his
mentioning it irritated me and I wanted to say to him: “Why do you harbour such dreams? Don’t you know it is
just a fantasy?”
I could not say it. After all, what is wrong with having dreams? Why should I want him to be like me, a person
without any dream? In order to feel compassion for him and to comfort him I pretended to have exactly the same
hope. I said:
“It will be good if you can find work here.”
Once the words had crossed my lips I knew that my affection for him was merely perfunctory. I am being
terribly cruel. I tried with all my might not to think of the future, nor to talk of “later.” We spoke sweet,
intoxicating words of love to one another and, passed the afternoon wrapped in a cloak of happiness. He left at
about ten o’clock this evening and only then did clarity and awareness return. I thought of him on his way home
through the bitter cold. It hurt so much I could cry. This love of ours is so wretched. My depression was
intensified when I remembered one of Xun’s scornful remarks, “petit-bourgeois love—what a game.”
Generally speaking Dai Nan is a man of principles, one who keeps to the correct line, but when it comes to
love he seems to discard everything; all that remains is the prospect of temporary ease and the making of futile
plans. It was I alone who turned him into this kind of man, I cannot deny it. However, watching him change
makes me pity him, and it is pity without compassion. I feel a stab of conscience but I certainly have no desire to
repent.
I do not remember in which book I read the line, “When in love, be aware of death.” I have thought about it a
lot and perhaps it would be best to keep death in mind where our love is concerned. Is it really that kind of love? I
cannot but doubt it.
*
No sooner had I awoken than I asked myself, “Will he be coming soon?” And I realized that my mood was no
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longer marked by the ennui of the previous day. Happy expectation had come bright and early this morning.
He did not make me wait but dropped in promptly, bringing with him breakfast cakes and candies. I felt as
happy as a child as I opened all the wrappers and put them on the table to look at more closely. They were all my
favorites. He always remembers the things I like most but I do not seem to have ever been aware of his own likes.
It is as if they were the same as mine even before I knew him.
Seeing me so happy, his face immediately lit up with joy and as he ate he said:
“If I find work here and you’re back at college we can both be very industrious during the week. We don’t need
to see each other often. Every Sunday morning I’ll buy things you need and things you like to eat and visit you at
college. We can while away the day and enjoy ourselves till late. When spring comes we’ll go on picnics in the
countryside or go traveling somewhere. How does that sound?”
For a while I too was carried away by these pretty dreams of love. All other thoughts were gone, leaving only a
feeling of great happiness.
After lunch Yu Chao and a few friends came round to see Xun and Yu. When they met Dai Nan someone
started off the jokes:
“Six months apart, eh! I bet you’re as pleased as punch now.”
“Going to set up home together soon, are you?” added another.
“Best of all just live together. Get all this agonizing, time-wasting love business out of the way. That’s what
always happens in the end.”
“This love of theirs is no commonplace love you know! What would you understand of it?”
They prattled on and on, tittering with amusement. Such humiliation in public was too much to bear. Dai Nan
was smiling bashfully like a girl but I could see his face growing red with anger. I would like to have found a few
choice words to rebuke them with but could think of nothing to say. Instead all I did was to passively withdraw
and return to my room furious. Yet it is little wonder that one has nothing to say in rep\y to other’s mockery if,
instead of ideals or social awareness, one is merely absorbed with the desire for a comfortable life and with
dreams of supreme love. Has Dai Nan become that sort of person?
Such thoughts turned my anger into hurt and I ended up in tears. When Dai Nan found me crying he became
terribly anxious,
“There’s no need to get so angry,” he tried his best to console. “When they say things like that you should just
pretend not to hear. Take no notice of them.”
He seemed to think that one should put up with a little mockery for the sake of love. Love would somehow
compensate for all he had to endure. His words of comfort made me think about his state of mind, and this upset
me even more. What possible compensation could this patience of his bring? What fruits would these hopes of his
bear? And were my hopes and expectations really the same as his? How can I believe we can escape the normal,
senseless husband and wife relationship and so create some kind of new way of life? To deceive him was to be
guilty of cruelty, yet how could I tell him everything that was on my mind? I gave up trying to understand and
instead abandoned myself to tears of distress.
My head hurt from weeping and went on hurting all evening. I remained in an ugly mood and urged him to go
home early, but when I went to bed I stayed awake for a long long time before I fell asleep.
*
23rd January. The excitement Dai Nabrought with him has gone. The last few days have been even more
tedious than the time before he arrived. I am too lazy to write my diary and anyway, is it worth recording the
dialogue between two bored people?
Today is New Year’s Eve. Yu has bought plenty of food at the market to cook for dinner. She also brought back
two bunches of red plum blossom which she arranged in a vase and put in my room. Now it really does have the
air of New Year.
This evening as the fireworks stuttered noisily I imagined what my family would be doing. Of course they
would be enjoying themselves. Or perhaps mother would be feeling inwardly sad that I was not there. Why didn’t
I go home for the holidays? I regret it now. Regardless of what it is like at home at the moment it would have to
be better than this monotonous existence.
Tomorrow I turn twenty. I shall be an adult, and yet I feel it has been an age since I lost all innocence and
pleasure.
*
10th February. I went to Sima Road with Dainan after lunch to buy books. In the bookshop I ran into that
classmate of mine, Mr. Mu. When I heard someone call out “Miss Fang!” I turned around and saw him, and all of
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a sudden I felt very uncomfortable. My face began to turn red. Surely as soon as he saw me with Dai Nan he
would remember my request that he enquire about anyone looking for me and link it with Dai Nan.
I had not imagined that I would be acutely embarrassed if one of my fellow students saw me with a lover but I
was. However, Mr. Mu greeted me quite calmly and walked out of the shop, a package of books under his arm.
This evening Xun and Yu had an argument. Yu wants to go to the fine arts college.
“Do you think the money my family has sent will even cover food expense? On top of that you want to go to
college?” Xun said impatiently.
Yu was indignant and contradicted him.
“I don’t need much money at all for college. If you cut down on your card games and your visits to the theater
we’ll be able to save enough.”
“There’s no point in you going to college. Far too boring,” Xun taunted.
Eventually Yu wept from vexation. Dai Nan and I were both unhappy for her but what could we say to comfort
her?
The first day of term is fast approaching so tonight I wrote a letter home urging them to send money for school
fees. Before Dai Nan came back to Shanghai I lived for his arrival. Now all I look forward to is the beginning of
term. If there was nothing worth waiting for I really do not know how I could survive. Yet this tendency to wait
for minor changes in my surroundings is a clear symptom of a tedious life.
*
th
12 February. I am not sure when the rain last night turned to snow, but it is cold again today. What is most
disagreeable is the low cloud, which seems to press down on my mind and produce a stifling melancholy. I did
nothing at all during the day until dinner. I opened a book but read very little. I thought about writing and got as
far as a title: Dilemma. I had not even finished writing one page when inspiration left me. Of course I will never
finish it; “unfinished” seems to be my fate. My life is controlled by it. If I recall any period in my past I seem to
have always been depressed, never able to sustain interest in anything. Why should the future be any better? I
simply cannot think of a future I might look forward to.
Today Dai Nan suddenly tugged at my hand and said in a voice so sad it almost cracked:
“I don’t think you love me. You only pity me.”
What could I say to this? In the end I burst into tears.
“Yes, I pity you—and I also pity myself. We’re both very pitiable people! Why must you think I don’t love
you?”
When the sadness had passed there was a brief moment of pleasure as we fervently exchanged words of love.
His happiness had been restored as soon as he had convinced himself that I loved him.
This evening that fellow Tong came over. He says he has become engaged to his cousin and the marriage has
been set for one month hence. He wore an expression of happiness rarely seen on his face before. I wonder why it
is that whenever I see happy people I think of the negative side and feel sad for them.
*
14th February. I really must get away from this life soon. If I wait any longer I think I shall die from frustration.
Term will be starting very shortly and I can move back now if I wish, but my family has still not sent me my
school fees and I am beginning to worry .
A whole winter vacation has gone by but what have I done? Merely endured these frighteningly boring days.
My mind is only spurred on by the thought that I will make life better once I am back at college.
This morning I thought there was no hope of the money arriving from home but it came unexpectedly this
afternoon. I nearly went mad with excitement when I received the express letter.
Tomorrow I am moving back to school. Tomorrow I can start a new life. Tomorrow! My heart leaps up
whenever I think of tomorrow!
*
15th March. I have been busy with so many things since getting back to college that my diary went unwritten
for some time. I resolve to continue with it from today.
The room I am living in this year is just right. It looks out over the lawn, has a good atmosphere and a window
facing south. On a fine day the sun shines in from dawn till dusk and warms me right to the heart. My roommate,
Miss Liu, is also in my class. She is a very friendly straightforward person and although our thoughts do not
completely coincide, we can chat quite freely together as friends.
Dai Nan has already come to see me three times since I got back, and every few days he sends me a long letter.
A shadow of unease drifts over me whenever I see him or read his letters, as if the day had become dull and
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cloudy. Occasionally I think of how dejected he must be and it moves me to tears. I think of writing him a letter
but when I pick up my pen I find no words to write. If I force myself to put something down on paper it seems
overwhelmingly pointless when I read it over and I never find the energy to post it. I put the sealed envelopes into
my drawer and there they stay. He has found himself a position as an English teacher at a middle school and will
remain in Shanghai for the year. Yet it feels as if this has nothing whatsoever to do with me and I am unable to
work up any of his enthusiasm about it.
I am living a mechanical life, controlled by the sound of a bell, but because of the winter vacation away, it still
seems new and unoppressive.
There is nothing much to record today besides going to and from classes. This evening I started a story
Separation and I have decided to submit it as my composition for this month’s examination.
*
16th March. The weather is delightful today. Sunlight is everywhere—on the walls and floor. I got up and when
I had finished tidying my room I flung open the windows to let in the warm breeze. There is not the slightest chill
in the air. I stood at the window for a while as if I had nothing pressing to do or to think about—almost carefree.
I caught sight of Mu Zihua in class today. Now when I see him I think of the winter holidays when Dai Nan
and I ran into him in the bookstore. I still feel uneasy about that, so I walked to the back row of seats and sat down
there so he would not see me. After class I waited until he had left before slipping out, but when I got outside,
there he was. He had the look of someone waiting around for a purpose. He walked over to me and said hello. He
says that they are organizing a weekly magazine club and he would like me to join. I had no intention of agreeing
but at the same time I could not think of how best to decline his invitation so I just told him that I was prepared to
be a contributor but would not actually join. He insisted on trying to make me change my mind. Because the wind
was strong on the sports ground it was impossible to stand still so we walked as we talked. By the time we had
reached the doors of the dormitory our conversation was still not over.
“Well, we’ll talk about it some other time,” I said. And at last he took his leave. He really has got the gift of the
gab but he is an honest fellow and not disagreeable at all.
This evening there was a meeting of the women students—apparently they want to arrange an evening of
entertainment, which sounds a total drag. I pretended to have a headache and did not go to the meeting. I was
afraid they might come looking for me so I lay down on the bed feigning illness. Before I knew it I had fallen
asleep and when I awoke, since the lights had already been put out I went straight back to sleep.
*
17th March. I awoke before daybreak this morning because I had gone to sleep so early, but when the time
came to get out of bed I was overcome by drowsiness. As I hoisted myself up my head was spinning as if I had
not had enough rest. I was strangely weary.
This afternoon at two I had a lesson on etymology. Afterwards, when I went back to the dormitory the maid
told me someone had come to see me. He had waited for quite a while and had gone away leaving behind a paper
package. I asked her to hand it over quickly and when I saw the writing on the front I knew it was Dai Nan who
had come. He wrote that he was waiting for me at the coffee shop outside the college gates. I asked the maid to
take the package to my room and then dashed towards the gates. Just as I reached them I caught sight of him
coming towards the college. I decided to take him to the reception room but when we got there it was already
occupied, so we walked out of the college grounds and took a stroll along the street. We walked along with
shoulders touching, as lovers do. I was silent while he spoke sorrowfully of how I merely pitied him, how I was
indifferent towards him. In his face there was such misery I could hardly bear to look at him. I was so distressed I
could have wept and still I did not know how best to tell him. Any words I forced out would certainly be proof of
that very indifference—they were thoughts I was unwilling to express. It felt as if a lump of lead were pressing on
my heart to the point of suffocation. He seemed to have so many worries to get off his mind, and his inability to
express himself was part of his depression.
“Let’s break off this unhappy relationship,” I wanted to tell him. One look at his pallid face however, robbed
me of the courage even to think such things.
The sun had gone down and it was already chilly by the time we turned back to the college. My mind felt
frozen. He saw me to the gate and walked away. A sense of release rushed through me but as I hurried back to the
dormitory my heart felt both heavy and hollow. The parcel he had brought was sitting alone on the table. I opened
it to find a box full of very delicious chocolates. I stared at the box for a long time but had no appetite to taste one.
This evening I pondered labouriously over our relationship. Sometimes I think that I am loved but do not love,
and at other times I think I must have loved him once, but it was like a bubble which has long since burst. The
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confusion in my mind makes any action except sleep impossible.
*
18th March. I received a letter from my father today and although it was only a few sentences long I read it
over and over again with a feeling of great affection. It filled me with motivation but at the same time I know that
it acted on me like a debilitating drug—would I not be a much stronger person if there was not this narrow love
which is so hard to throw off?
When I got back to my room after class I found Liu and Wang looking in my drawer. They had taken out the
box of chocolates which Dainan had brought yesterday. They both began to giggle when I entered.
“Who sent you these?” asked Wang, deliberately pulling a face. “Can we try one?”
I was embarrassed but opened the box for them.
“I wonder why they taste so especially sweet?” They continued to joke.
“Can I take the one that’s shaped like a heart?”
I could think of nothing to say so I merely smiled as they teased. Inside I did not feel a bit like smiling. If
others think I am a fortunate person then maybe it is best to just let them go on thinking so.
In the evening I continued to write Separation and only went to bed after lights out.
*
22nd March. I have not written my diary for some days because I have been writing Separation. In fact there
has not been anything worth recording.
Mu Zihua’s weekly magazine has come out and I received a copy today. The note enclosed requesting a
contribution bore the name of the magazine.
The Women Student’s Association has arranged an entertainment for next Saturday and so for the last few days
they have been bustling around excitedly, practicing dances and rehearsing plays. Seeing this display of
enthusiasm just makes me feel weary. When I think about it, it is probably jealousy I am feeling too—their lives
always seem to be so full of zeal. Even if life is tedious perhaps it is best simply to be unaware of it. Besides, what
right do I have to use the word “tedium” to criticize other people?
I went out for a stroll with Liu after dinner. We watched the sun set over the countryside and the beautiful rosy
clouds of evening. The darkness descended like a curtain of smoke and only when it had engulfed everything
around us did we return to the college.
As I looked over to the dormitories from the cold, dark road and saw the bright lights burning I felt
inexplicably happy. A person’s existence is just like that, I thought—but exactly what the light ahead of me is, I do
not know.
*
23rd March. It is Saturday today. After lunch many of the women students prettied themselves up and excitedly
boarded the bus for Shanghai. I had originally planned to go in tomorrow, but watching everyone else I felt
envious and wanted to get out today too. I debated it for a while and in the end decided to stick to my first plan.
Left behind in the empty lonely dormitory, I could not settle down to work but listlessly leaned\fn{ The text has:
leant.} against the window gazing out over the sportsground and the trees which stretched into the distance. They
already show a hint of green; glorious spring is on its way.
This afternoon I received a letter from Yu. She says that these days she feels as witless as a vegetable. She is
just existing and that is all. It made sad reading. I have decided that I really must go and see her tomorrow. It is
mainly that I do not like Xun that I have not been to visit for so long.
The sunny weather has suddenly become dark and cloudy. It worries me that it will stay overcast for a long
time.
Having nothing better to do this evening I finished Separation. It was a real thrill and I suddenly got the idea to
publish it. I decided to submit it to Mu Zihua’s magazine under a false name. The idea was so amusing that I
immediately put it into practice, but once I had sent off the manuscript I regretted it. It was not very well written.
If they should guess that I was the author and ask me about it, what would I say? I feel very embarrassed about it
now.
Before I went to sleep I looked outside to check on the weather. The moon had risen and I could sleep
peacefully.
*
24th March. I awoke early and in a state of half sleep and heard the sound of raindrops. It shook me out of the
temptation to sleep in. As I listened the noise grew louder; it was raining heavily. It stopped for a while after I had
risen, but the gray clouds hung low threatening more rain in the near future. An oppressive dampness clung to
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everything and I lost any interest in going out. I realized however that in this weather I would feel even more
depressed if I stayed in the dormitory, and I wanted to visit Yu very much, so finally I decided to go.
Every time I go into Shanghai I get upset about the problem of transport—should I take a bus or a rickshaw? I
had this on my mind as I walked out of the college. Finally I settled on taking a bus, all the time hoping it had
already gone so I could be rid of indecision and take a rickshaw. When I got to the gate the rickshaw pullers came
swarming around me, pathetic and terrifying looks on their faces. They were shouting at me, “Take my rickshaw!
Take my rickshaw!”, each of them urgently proclaiming the lowest fare. It was more like a tragic entreaty than
fierce competition, but noticing that the bus had not yet gone I said curtly: “I don’t want one.”
They quickly and silently withdrew. I could not look. directly at their faces and walked briskly to the bus.
Inside I felt remorse as if I had just done something cruel and as I waited for the bus to go I was unable to
reconcile myself to the scene had just participated in. I thought what a shallow humanitarian I am and I really
despise myself.
When I reached Shanghai I went first of all to Dai Nan’s place. We seemed very pleased to see one another but
after a while monotony set in as always. We took the trolley bus to Yu’s place as the drizzle started again. The
trolley car was full of damp bodies and the floor covered in muddy footprints. Because all the windows were shut
tight, the sound of people carelessly spitting on the floor\fn{ An ancient Chinese oriental habit, shared by early Nineteenth
Century Americans, as the invention of the spitoon prooves .} made it feel as if the spittle was hitting me. It nauseated me
and yet I rather envied the calm nonchalance of the faces around me.
Yu continues to live a lonely dull life but she still wholeheartedly wants to study and write. As soon as the
conversation turns to this area she livens up and forgets everything else. I used to think her way of life was one to
be pitied but now I do not see it as any less happy than my own.
I ate dinner at Yu’s and then took the bus back to college. On the bus I met Mu Zihua. He had already read the
manuscript I sent him yesterday and did indeed guess that I was the author. When he started to quiz me about it I
was so embarrassed I could only smile and silently admit to its authorship. After a pause I ventured to ask,
“How did you guess that it was I who wrote it?”
He seemed to think this very strange and said with a laugh:
“I recognize your style.”
How could he possibly recognize my style? This perplexed me a great deal but I did not press the matter
further.
Every time I return from Shanghai I realize how much I love college life. Really this place is the “land of the
peach blossom spring” only how can I be oblivious to the events in the outside world?\fn{ A note reads: An allusion to
the famous story of the peach blossom spring by the 4th century writer Tao Qian. A fisherman chances upon an idyllic land, cut off from
civilization since the Qin Dynasty six centuries before. The inhabitants know nothing of what has happened in the world, nor of the
dynasties that have passed, like the Wei and the Jin.}

*
25th March. It was overcast again today and it rained this afternoon. Unable to go out for a walk after dinner, a
few of us with nothing to do gathered to chat. As usual the conversation turned to the question of love. Suddenly I
heard myself say,
Love is nothing more than the lure of nature. If it weren’t for that, who would bother with marriage?”
They all looked at me and their smiles seemed to say: “It won’t be long before you are married.”
*
26th March. This evening I decided to write another story. I worked out a full outline and felt very pleased with
myself. However, I had barely written a thousand words when I lost all interest in it. I felt terribly weary and
without any desire to go on with it.
My roommate Liu, when she is not talking or laughing, spends all her time huddled over books preparing for
class. I watch her enviously and all the time my own introspection increases my agitation.
There are those who cherish boundless hopes for themselves and there are those who are content not to think
about anything, but all of them continue calmly with the daily business of living. I alone am unable to do anything
but spend my days in miserable and fruitless contemplation. I have no hope, no future, but am unable to stop this
thinking. How I despise myself.
*
29th March. There was a letter from Dai Nan today. The clouds which have been mounting up in his heart have
finally produced rain. He says that he now fully realizes how bad things are between us. Without any mutual
interest or ideals our love died after the first initial excitement. It is a natural progression, it is noone’s fault.
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I read his letter several times. It is a long time since anything like this has happened to me. I immediately got
the urge to write an answer to him but when I picked up my pen I was unable to express my feelings. Finally I put
away pen and paper and lay down on the bed.
It was a surprise when, just after the letter arrived he came himself. At first I thought he had finally understood
but after being with him for a moment I realized that it had merely been another one of his outbursts. As usual he
was hoping for a reply to the contrary. But I was no longer willing to say anything I did not truly feel in order to
comfort him. At last he left, appearing to have made up his mind, but his face was still shockingly pale.
*
10th April. Lately I have not even felt like writing my diary. I must however record today’s events.
After Dai Nan left last time I thought he would be sure to write me a letter. Three days passed and I received
no word. This made me strangely uneasy and I hurried into Shanghai to see him. He was not at home but when I
enquired after him at a friend’s house I heard he was well. This put my mind at rest.
I did not expect the letter that came today. All he wrote was:
I do not know how, along the way, I closed my eyes and got lost in a dream. I realize how absurd and pathetic
that dream was. I am awake again now and I have returned to the path I must continue to follow. Do not worry. I
hope one day we will meet again.
Reading the letter was the first time I had wept such tears of anguish. It was not for him that I wept, but for
myself.
I feel as though I have fallen into a boundless ocean. Some of those who have fallen with me have swum
courageously to shore. Others have grasped onto pieces of driftwood seeking momentary rest. I alone cannot
swim nor grasp at a single read. I alone am drifting along. I want to go on living, but how?
181.74 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Kwong King You (1907-1991)} Siu How Village, Guangdong Province,
China (F) 2
My sum,\fn{Aunt} who was related to both sides of the family, inroduced us. She got a matchmaker to speak to
my future father-in-law, saying that I was a good woman, and he agreed to the proposal. Ah Fook came to Sin
How Chung\fn{Village} hoping to see me, but I ws at school so he didn’t get to see me.\fn{ Kwong King You came from
a wealthy family. Her father sent remittances from Cuba, where he had a produce store, to support her education } He chose to believe
my sum, and that was how ithappened. I can't remember the date, but I was twenty years old.
Yes, I was considered lucky to be married to a gam saan haak.\fn{Ah Fook left for the United States with his great-aunt
when he was six years old. He returned to Nam shan village in 1927 for schooling and to get married } He was home for twentyseven months. Then he returned to America. I had one more year of schooling left. He wrote and told me to go to
Chow Yung’s\fn{Midwife} school for the admittance exams. He said that if I had a medical degree I could get into
the United States faster. At that time, it was fashionable for married women to go to school, so I followed the girls
to school. After I graduated, I went out to practice.
At the beginning, he sent money home for my education. But after he became a seaman on the President
Coolidge line he had to have an operation and the doctor told him to rest for three months. He asked someone to
write me that he was unemployed and could not send any more money. I almost had to quit school in Canton. But
my classmates were good to me. They noticed I wasn’t as playful as usual.
“Sister Kwong, you look like you have problems. You’re not too talkative. Are you all right?” they asked. So I
said,
“I can’t continue with school. I have to leave.”
I showed the letter to them. They didn’t believe I was married until they read the letter. One schoolmate, who
was the class president, said,
“Don’t be discouraged. There’s three hundred of us students. If we each give you one dollar, you’ll have three
hundred dollars.” She asked if I had any relatives in Canton. I said,
“Yes, there’s Dr. Chan.” So I went to discuss the matter with sister Chow Yung. She told me,
“Don’t be afraid. Go ask Fourth Granduncle, because even if he doesn’t have the money, his gam saan jong
does. And if he can’t lend you the money, I will.” I had already finished one year of school, so I was reluctant to
descend from the mountain\fn{To give up my training to become a doctor}
Finally, Fourth Granduncle personally brought me three hundred dollars so that I could continue until I
graduated. At the end of the year, Ah Fook wanted to come visit, but I told him not to return because it would
disturb my studies. I was close to finishing and I couldn’t leave Canton to be with him in the village. At that time,
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that was how we felt about our studies. If you’re going to study, then you have to keep at it until you’re finished.
So although he wanted to return, I told him not to.
He didn’t come again until March of the next year. He continued working as a seaman, and over the next five
years, while I was in Hong Kong, he would dock there every forty-two days. If the shipment was large, he would
stay two nights; if not, one night. Then he would go out to sea another forty-two days before coming back.
However, after Hong Kong was bombed by the Japanese\fn{ In 1942} he couldn’t return because his ship couldn’t
dock.
I was afraid to stay in Hong Kong and took our two adopted children, a son and a daughter, back to Nam Shan
on the last refugee boat. He wrote and told me not to worry, and that the next time his ship docked in Hong Kong
he would notify me so that I could meet him there. But he quit working on the ships and did not return after that.
Then he stopped writing and sending money home because communications were broken off.
After we came back from Hong Kong, life was hard after that. If I didn’t have some skill, we three would have
died. I worked as a midwife to support my children. Even so, I had to sell our clothes, even my undershirts, to put
food on the table. And not even rice, just jook.\fn{Rice gruel}
How I suffered, selling my comforters and blankets to buy eight pigs to raise. Three died and I sold the other
five. With the money I was able to buy medicine and set up my practice. People in the village were good to me;
otherwise, I would have left for Hong Kong. Every day my table was full of rice and beans.\fn{ Payment from
patients} I was making money then, and I used it all on my children’s education. Gee Duk went to Jom Gong for
school and Gee Geen went to Fat Shan for school. That cost plenty. So whenever I cooked rice, I always threw a
handful back. That’s how frugal I was until I realized my goals.
Fortunately my children were good to me. They were very respectful. Even when we had no rice, just jook,
they wanted me to eat first. My father-in-law was good to us. He swore to heaven that as long as he lived, he
would support me. He sent us money twice a year, and whatever my sister-in-law got, I got.
I heard people say Ah Fook had died. Others said that after the war started he remarried in America and had
children. Even Second Granduncle said so when he came back from America with two hundred dollars and some
medicine from Ah Fook. I said to my father-in-law,
“I heard people say that Ah Fook’s ship was bombed and he died. Is it true?” My mo,\fn{Sister-in-law} who was
trying to aggravate me, said,
“Second sister-in-Iaw, you don’t have anyone anymore. The ship was bombed and he’s dead.”
I knew she wanted me to leave so that she could take our share of the land. I had to struggle on no matter what.
(My father-in-law never got along with her. Called her the Empress Dowager.) She shouldn’t have said that to me,
to wish ill of my family. She was that jealous of me. I stood my ground and smilingly said to her,
“First, you are born. Second, you die. That’s life. As a doctor I can support my children.” I was young then and
knew how to stand up for myself. As they say,
“Time will reveal a person’s true heart.”
Ah Fook never told me he remarried in America. You Heung told Ah Go and Ah Go told me,
“Second sister-in-law, second brother didn’t die. I heard people say he remarried.” So I came back and asked
my father-in-law if it was true. He said,
“That’s what kinsmen have been saying, that Ah Fook has remarried. People saw him with children in the
streets.” Ah Go was trying to comfort me, that he was still alive. I said,
“It’s better that he’s remarried rather than dead.”
Today, we talk about monogamy. Before, it was “Three wives and four concubines; if your head has enough
hair, you can put up with a lot of fleas.”\fn{ Common sayings, referring to the practice of polygamy among the wealthy class of
Chinese} There are so few people in this family anyway. It won’t bother me if he had eight or ten wives. He has his
life and I have mine.
Now that he had remarried, all my colleagues were telling me to remarry. They wanted to introduce me to
some doctor. But because of what my mo had said to aggravate me, “He’s dead,” I was willing to sacrifice my
entire future and stick it out in Nam Shan. You have to stand up for yourself. You can’t let people drive you away
by looking down at you.
So I wrote Ah Fook. He should have sent for me by then. He was probably afraid I would cause trouble. He
used to be afraid of me, always consulted me before he did anything. But because I had written and asked him if
he had remarried, he was afraid to write me back. And as long as he didn’t write back, I wasn’t going to waste
money going to Hong Kong to wait for him. I had to make a living at home.
Ah Fook continued to send money through Second Granduncle. Sometimes more, sometimes less, but he
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always sent something. He was a good person, but maybe because he had remarried and had children he had less
money to spend. (People said that he had three sons and that my son, Gee Duk, was older than his son by one
year.)
It\fn{The money} was like rain from heaven. No letter, no return address. Maybe he didn’t want his other wife to
know. People said it was because he was breaking the law. If he put down his address and I wrote him, people
would know he had another wife and he would be breaking the law. Second Granduncle told me he couldn’t go
both ways.\fn{Be with two wives. Do you blame him any more; are you angry with him, she was then asked }
When he first left, I was very upset and wanted revenge, at least until I reached the age of forty-five.\fn{ The age
when a woman enters menopause and is no longer considered marriageable } My colleagues kept telling me not to be stupid. If
he remarried, I should remarry. I used to cry tears from my eyes down to my toes. I’'s been such a hard life. It was
because of my mo’s words that I struggled on. She crossed me for a few mou of land, and that made me
determined to stick it out in the Chan family. I kept saying,
“Alive, I belong to the Chan family. When I die, my ghost will belong to the Chan family.”
Although ours was an arranged marriage, we got along well. I don’t regret marrying him. Every personal
possession I had—rouge, powder, perfume, even sanitary napkins—he bought for me. So he was good to me. He
bought all the soap and household items as well. I’m just bitter that I haven’t seen him for so long. For the sake of
the children, I didn’t remarry.
There’s always hope that he might change his mind and come home. That’s happened before to many others
who remarried. My hope is that he will someday return. I will always welcome him back. My mind would be put
to rest if I could just see him one more time.
I know he’s still in America. Because some kinsmen scolded him, he moved away from San Francisco to the
countryside. He still sends money, but he won’t write me. Before, he would send it through one of our relatives.
Now he writes to my daughter, Gee Geen. I just received one hundred Hong Kong dollars from him. Gee Duk, my
hard-headed son, said to return the money to him.
“It wouldn’t cost him anything more to enclose a letter,” he said. Gee Geen said,
“Let’s write him.” He refused, but Gee Geen went ahead.
I retired seven years ago, although I’m not the retiring type. I enjoyed working. Everyone at the hospital was
good to me. Nobody wanted me to retire but my children. Gee Duk used to scold me and say,
“You want to work until you die?”
Before, time passed quickly and I didn’t even have to cook. There’s no fun staying home and doing
housework. It’s boring at home. I sit until my butt hurts. So Gee Geen knitted this cushion for me.
I know time is running out. I just go day by day. If there's something good to eat, I’ll enjoy myself. I’m
spending my money as fast as I can. My pension is $44.20 a month. That’s enough for an old lady like me.
Besides, my children always buy me food whenever they visit. They buy me ginseng twice a month [because]
when my appetite isn’t good or I’m not sleeping well it helps to take ginseng.
Actually, everyone tells me that as long as my voice is strong and loud, I wouldn’t die yet. I only take ginseng
to extend my life so I can look after this house my son had built for me two years ago. The old house is up
there.\fn{Points in the direction behind her}My son said it was too inconvenient, so he had this house built. I have my
own well. It’s considered a good house in this village.
My son is a doctor in Macao and my daughter is a doctor at the People’s Hospital in Jian On, where my
grandson attends school. I usually have two girls stay with me. If I live to be one hundred years old, I know the
government will take care of me. I’m not an extravagant person. I live a pretty simple life.
183.132 Excerpt from Wanderings\fn{by Lu Ching-Ch’ing (1907-1993)} Yunnan Province, China (F) 3
It is New Year’s Eve, already late at night.\fn{ A note at the end of this fragment reads: On board a steamer to Poyang, New
As I imagine firecrackers bursting in Peking, my thoughts turn to you there all alone, and to our
many joyful and joyless friends! As for me, I am presently drifting along a river; the gloomy yellow light in my
small cabin on board a boat to Poyang projects my shadow against the white wall; it keeps me company as I travel
on this strange voyage.
This is the fifth New Year’s since I left home. Who would have thought that this year I would be spending it by
myself on an unfamiliar waterway? But you would have been amazed at how tranquil my mood was today. I
stayed in this cozy little cabin the whole day alone, reading, sleeping, and gazing out the porthole at the yellow
river water and the villages along the shore. And my mood, it was like the river waters, not the turbulent waves of
Year’s Day, 1928}
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the sea.
Po-wei,\fn{The affectionate name Lu and other friends had for Shih P’ing mei } these days I am able to swallow my
sorrows as easily as drinking down a glass of water, and not even the trace of a frown crosses my brow.
I left Shanghai last night, after I parted ways with Pi and the others and we boarded our separate boats beneath
the starlit sky. We all put on cheerful faces as we shook hands and said goodbye at the port, though the bitter
feelings in each of our hearts were the same; there was no fooling each other about this.
Speaking of last night, I want to tell you about something memorable that happened to us on this trip. This is
the most poverty-stricken we have been in our whole lives and you may feel sad for me when you hear of our
ordeal. The four of us were nearly stranded in the year-end bustle of Shanghai last night because of money
problems.
We had each estimated a generous budget for our trip, but none of us anticipated the price of boat tickets going
up or that we would incur unexpected expenses, so by yesterday we found ourselves in the middle of a financial
crisis. We were only a few hours from departure. Where could we go in the unfamiliar city of Shanghai to raise
additional funds? What’s more, with the New Year’s holidays at hand, who would have any spare cash to lend us
anyway? I have plenty of relatives in Shanghai, but I did not want to show up on their doorstep begging for
money.
Later, after discussing the matter, C and I finally went to Carter Road in search of a few old classmates to try
our luck with them, though we felt certain it would do no good. And can you guess what happened? We could not
locate a single soul. On the way back, as I stared out the window of the tram at all of the hustle and bustle of
people doing their New Year’s shopping, I fell silent, remembering the past. C asked me,
“Feeling a bit depressed?” I asked her back,
“How about you?” In the lamplit dusk, we looked at each other and smiled bitterly.
After failing to find any of our friends, we had another discussion and decided to just take our chances and
split our remaining money in half. Pi and the other two girls took six yuan for their trip south, while I took the
other six myself, since my journey was longer than theirs. Our problem solved, Su proposed that we ban all
complaints about being poor, since we were all dressed in fur coats and were each travelling with two heavy
trunks apiece; not only would no one believe us if we whined about our poverty—they would laugh at us. We
agreed without a murmur.
Last night we ate bread for dinner, which was my idea. C and I went to Kwansheng Park and bought over a
yuan’s worth of bread and pastries, and when we brought the food back to the hotel we all sat together, eating and
laughing, and thinking how funny it was. There was still bread left over after we had eaten our fill, and Pi warned
us once more that we were not to show our sorrow.
After that, Su and I let ourselves go and joked around to entertain the others! We played every amusing game
imaginable. Later, we acted out some plays, but when Su recited lines from One Night in the Coffee Shop,\fn{A
short play written by the prominent May Fourth era playwright, T'ien Han, in 1924 } old wounds were suddenly reopened and I
felt upset. As you know, I am proud of my performance in this play and I performed it so many times. What else is
there to say? Life goes on.
It was after nine o’clock when we checked out of the Kiangnan Hotel. First I accompanied Pi and the others to
their boat to Shantung, then they took me to my steamer to Poyang. As we said our goodbyes, they made such a
fuss about being careful and looking after my health and so forth that I ended up feeling quite sad and had to fight
back the tears. Once they left, I shut my door, ate a tangerine and went to sleep.
*
Will you think about me tonight? Perhaps you are .sitting under the window with the green gauze curtains at
this very moment writing me a letter. I suspect your room is very quiet and that your only company is the
commemorative photo of T'ien-hsin\fn{ Kao Chün-yu} in its silver frame on your desk. Speaking of T’ien-hsin, I am
reminded of T’ao Jan Pavilion; I am really sorry that I left Peking in such a rush that I didn’t have a chance to say
goodbye to him!
Po-wei, you are not the only one to whom T’ao Jan Pavilion means a great deal. I will never forget it either.
Think, how many times have we shed passionate tears there? Last year on New Year’s Day, when you and I went
to pay our respects to ‘'ien-hsin, we both felt miserable and wept so much that our tears froze into icicles on top of
the white gravestone. And last year, on the first anniversary of his death, a few of us got drunk at his grave. But
now these people have all scattered to the wind, and only you remain to tend his grave, and only I, drifting on the
waterways, think of him. I only hope that it won’t be long before I return to the Dusty City and go with you again
to T’ao Jan Pavilion where T’ien-hsin lies in his eternal sleep!
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It is really lively on board the boat right now. Some of the passengers on deck are eating and drinking to their
heart’s content, others are singing, while still others are gambling. The stewards have set up a long table in the
middle of the deck, where they have lit candles and sandlewood incense as offerings to the gods. The scent of the
incense has wafted all the way to my cabin.
Powei, I am imagining my “greenroom,”\fn{Lu Ching-ch’ing’s nickname for the small room that she moved into after the
graduate program in which she was enrolled was cancelled in 1926 as a result of student unrest at Peking women’s Normal College } and,
if I hadn’t left Peking, what a grand occasion it would have been there tonight; it would have been an occasion to
remember.
But I don’t want to think about it; I don’t dare to think about it. I wonder whether the greenroom has been
locked up now or whether there are new occupants? I wonder if the new resident of the greenroom is a graceful
young lady or a soldier-like gentleman? You probably have not gone back there since I left. Of course you
haven’t.
I have not opened my mouth to speak once since bidding farewell to Pi and the others last night. Think about
it, to whom could I speak in this situation, and what would I say?
The year is over and I can only hope that my luck won’t be as terrible next year as it has been this one. You’re
probably praying for the same thing on my behalf, aren’t you? My mother used to say that if you comb your hair
on New Year’s Eve night you can brush away all the misfortune of the past year and wish for a smooth year
ahead, so I didn’t comb my hair this morning when I got up. I waited until tonight, just before bed, to comb it. Powei, even though you haven’t suffered as many setbacks in life as I, why don’t you do the same!
I expect that tonight you will dream of me drifting along the river and of T’ien-hsin buried next to T’ao Jan
Pavilion. Po-wei, on this final evening of the year, I wish you happiness!
*
I was just having a sweet dream about returning home when the loud chorus of “Happy New Years” from the
stewards jolted me awake. Po-wei, at that moment I could restrain my tears no longer!
Wrapped in the quilt and propped up against my pillow, I reflected on past New Years; who would have
thought this New Year’s Day would find me here in the middle of this expansive golden river? But when I
considered how interesting it is to be drifting aimlessly this New Year, I felt happy once again. I pushed back the
quilt and jumped out of bed to wash and dress, and as I faced the mirror my heart swelled with new hope and
happiness! It was as though I had broken through the stockades of suffering and aggravation and reached the road
to light and happiness. Therefore, I applied my makeup cheerfully, brushed my hair carefully, and changed into
that new purple outfit that all of you think is so pretty.
As I was brushing my hair, an old steward pushed open the door carrying a wooden platter with a dish of
watermelon seeds and peanuts and a dish of tangerines and Chinese olives, along with a sweet drink. This was
their present to me, which I accepted with a smile. Today the passengers are getting special treatment, so dinner
will also be better than usual.
How childish I am. I made my own New Year’s celebration all by myself in this little room: I spread the snacks
out on my bed, took out my harmonica and played it, and flipped through my picture cards. While I was
rummaging through my trunk, I found an old letter of yours in a book, from last year before I left to tour the south
during summer break and P’ing\fn{ Lu’s boyfriend at this time; nothing more is known of him } was about to return there too
—it was an invitation to the going-away party you threw for us. Your tears and ardent wishes for us are hidden
between the lines. You wrote:
With this cup of wine I toast to your brilliant futures, success in all your endeavours, and your sweet love. I hope
that in all those things in the world that I have found imperfect and incomplete, in the boldness of your soul, you have
the resolve to achieve perfection and completion.
Please don’t look down on my wine or be indifferent to my feelings. Even if most people think that this is just a
frivolous gathering, a social occasion, my most loyal feelings are behind it. I hope that Ch’ing,\fn{Lu Ching-ch’ing, an
affectionate name that Shih P’ing-mei uses to address her} as P’ing’s lover, will encourage, help and console him. And
I hope that P’ing will be a hero who loves and protects Ch’ing in her lonely life! P’ing! Be loyal to your writing, and
loyal to your love.
On that night I won’t dare raise my wine glass to speak, because if I do I might start crying! After seeing you both
yesterday, I suddenly felt that having the two of you leave me will be sadder than losing anything else. This is not an
exaggeration, as Ch’ing of course knows. As I laugh and bless you, I will feel like crying and mourning for myself. But
I am afraid that if I cry over my wine glass, my sad image will leave too deep an impression in your hearts. So instead I
am writing to you the words I want to say on that day.
P’ing! In case this is our last occasion to be together, I would remind you that when you met Ch’ing, you also met
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me, and I appreciate all your help and kindness. I have nothing to give you in return, except that I will pray to God to
watch over and protect you both. I believe in God and I have asked God to act as a bright star to guide you in your life
and in your love.
I hope that one day P’ing and I will meet again, and Ch’ing and I too. If the two of you ever return to Peking then
perhaps I really will go to Emerald Lake; though I’m afraid that in the end this may be something I only think about
doing. So remember, you have an unfortunate and unhappy friend in your lives who will always be here praying for
you. For my sake, the two of you should never have any misunderstandings; if you ever do, remember how I wished
you well.
I know it is wrong to say such sad things to one’s guests. But you must know that, like that time I invited you to
T’ao Jan Pavilion, this wine is bitter, not sweet. However, the wine you drink will increase your own sweetness. The
more I write the harder it becomes to make sense of what it is I am saying, so I’ll leave it at this. P’ing and Ch’ing, the
day that we drink the wine I have prepared, please remember what I have said here when I raise my glass to you.

Starting yesterday I sank into another deep depression. Po-wei, these are events of only five or six months ago,
so how can I bear to bring it up again! It’s not only my own life that makes me sad, I rue your kindness and warmheartedness even more. But, my friend, I will always remember the kindness you have shown me, and at the very
least, I will remain a loyal companion to you on your lonely life journey, no matter what fate has in store for me.
Po-wei, in your life of solitary walking, sitting, and drinking, how did you spend this New Year’s? Right now,
are you forcing a smile as you play with your little brothers and sisters? Or, are you sitting alone by the window
deep in thought, quietly wiping away your tears? Perhaps you are wearing that lovely outfit and bright hat, as you
skate at the ice-rink in the red glow of evening clouds? Perhaps, amid the happy sounds all around, you have left
behind your worries for a while, as you flit back and forth among young lovers like a small injured butterfly. Or
maybe your wounds have become inflamed these past few days and you are now lying in bed weeping. The
distance between us is so great, it is difficult to imagine.
My mood is less serene today than yesterday. I get so upset thinking about my family and my little brother! Powei, pity my brother who must be sad when he wonders about me. I received a letter from him the night before I
left Nanking urging me over and over to hurry back home for the New Year. Oh, if he only knew! But how could
he possibly know that today his poor sister is drifting along this cold river?
The thought of my family makes me feel like an unpardoned criminal! I have abandoned my widowed
mother\fn{A refrerence to her step-mother; her real mother died some years earlier } and my frail brother to wander about as I
please; I have failed to live up to their hopes for me; and I have let down my dead father and my own conscience.
But Po-wei, have I wanted this? Only Heaven knows, only you know, the great injustice I have suffered.
Today the weather is really gloomy, and though the boat has travelled a long way we haven’t seen a ray of
sunlight. It’s as overcast and as gloomy as my heart. You know that I love cloudy days. I would normally close the
door of my room on days like this and read or write all alone. But today I was so depressed, even a bit terrified; I
felt dizzy, I couldn;t sleep, and my heart would not stop pounding.
At the moment the boat is anchored at some place the name of which I don’t know. Outside, the people getting
on and off the boat are making such a racket. I put down my pen and gaze out the window at all the boats picking
up passengers and cargo, and notice among them one small battered boat weighed down with suffering and
sadness.
There are only three people on board: a twelve- or thirteen-year-old girl standing at the stern clutching the oar;
a woman of forty-odd years standing at the bow with a cloth bundle secured to a bamboo pole, begging for money
from the steamer I am on; and, under the tattered straw awning in the centre of the boat, a four- or five-year-old
boy, kneeling down with his hands clasped and head raised, looking beseechingly toward the passengers on the
steamer. Their faces convey hunger, cold, and suffering; they’re dressed in mourning clothes. As I stare at them,
warm tears stream down my cheeks!
Po-wei, I feel sorry, not only for them but for myself. Although they’ve had the misfortune to become beggars,
at least the mother and children are together; while I drift here all alone.
Another dusk. The time passes a day at a time, and I wonder when my life of wandering will end. Since I said
goodbye to you, I haven’t drunk a sip of wine. When I passed through Shanghai, I could not find Lu Yin, so the
tearful drunken revelry that you and I once fantasized about remains an ideal.
The stewards have brought in dinner. Looking at those four little plates and the bowl of cold soup, I can’t help
thinking about the many sumptuous feasts we’ve had in the past.
Po-wei, goodnight and sweet dreams! …
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192.176 Excerpt from Chinese Revolutionary: Memoirs 1919-1949\fn{by Wang Fan-hsi (1907-2002)} Hsia-shih,
between Shanghai and Hangchow, Chekiang Province, China (M) 15
1
The town in which I was born was a strange mixture of backwardness and enlightenment. Hsia-shih lay on the
railway line between Shanghai and Hangchow, and it was one of the main rice markets in Western Chekiang
[Province]. Silk produced by the peasants from quite a wide area around it was bought by local merchants to be
resold in Shanghai. Commercial capital had therefore long been dominant in the area, and all the most powerful
figures in the community were merchants. For centuries local scholars had been looked down on unless they also
owned a pawnshop, bank, or large amounts of land. The stench of money prevailed over the fragrance of the book,
and there was no cultural life to speak of.
In a town of 30,000 inhabitants there were only two higher primary schools. Mine was regarded as the highest
educational institution in the town since its headmaster was both rich and learned—he had passed the second
grade in the Imperial examinations and most of the teaching staff were respected members of the local gentry. But
the headmaster’s methods were very old-fashioned. In the school hall there was a tablet in honour of Confucius
inscribed with the words “Divine Sage of the Greatest Perfection”, and we children had to bow down in front of it
when we arrived in the morning and before we went home in the afternoon. Although the curriculum included
natural science, music, and English for the older pupils, pride of place still belonged to Chinese literature, and in
particular to the Analects of Confucius and Mencius. I only studied the Analects, which were taught by an old
hsiu-ts'ai (a holder of the lowest degree in the Imperial examinations), who was versed in the Confucian classics
and in traditional Chinese medicine. He was a very conscientious and fastidious teacher, and made us learn Chu
His’s textual commentary by heart.
In 1919, when the May Fourth Movement\fn{On 4 May 1919 Peking students went on strike, demonstrating against the
decision reached on China at the Versailles Peace Conference and against the Chinese Government’s acceptance of Japanese demands. May
Fourth represented a turning-point in Chinese history, and signalled the awakening of many Chinese intellectuals to the need for change }

broke out, I was twelve years old. News from the Shanghai market could cause a commotion within a matter of
hours in the local tea-shops, but trouble-making by Peking students attracted little attention. Shut up as we were
inside the four walls of the school, it is not surprising that the ideological ferment of the outside world took some
time to seep through to us. But there was no way of holding up the inevitable, and a year or two later the new
ideas took the school by storm.
It so happened that at the time the county’s Education Inspector was eager to seize control of our primary
school. With the support of a member of the local gentry he managed to oust the old headmaster from his post.
But he was unable to gain the sympathy of the rest of the townspeople, and when he came to take over as headmaster the teachers resigned en masse, and local scholars declined his offers of appointments. As he was therefore
forced to seek his teaching staff elsewhere, he recruited a batch of recent graduates of the Hangchow First Normal
School to teach us.
Hangchow First Normal School, a training college for secondary school teachers, was the Peking University of
Chekiang province. With Ch’angsha First Normal School, where Mao Tse-tung studied, it was one of the two
most powerful provincial outposts of the new ideological movement which centred on Peking University. The
Principal of Hangchow First Normal School, Ching Heng-yi, was rather similar in character to the President of
Peking University, Ts’ai Yuan-p’ei. He harboured no prejudices, and was prepared to tolerate all outstanding
individuals, whatever their views. His own thinking was enlightened and democratic. One of his best-known
students, Shih Ts’un-t’ung, became famous for an anti-Confucian article he wrote, “Against Filial Piety”. This
was published in the school magazine and gained the First Normal School quite a reputation among radical
intellectuals of the period.
But the military, civil, and police authorities in Chekiang Province, who had long considered the Hangchow
First Normal School a thorn in their flesh, seized this chance to start up a campaign of harassment. To protect his
teachers and students Ching Heng-yi threatened to resign, and eventually did so. The students, who wanted him to
stay on, boycotted lectures and demonstrated. After they had assembled on the school playing-fields, they were
surrounded by soldiers and police. This confrontation, which became famous throughout China, went on for
several days.
One of the graduates from the Hangchow First Normal School that our new headmaster appointed was a leader
of that struggle, and he became my teacher in the graduation class. The others were also followers of the new
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movement. On the first day of term we noticed that the tablet to Confucius had been removed, and that the
Confucian classics had been taken off the curriculum. The four or five new teachers were only about ten years
older than we were. Standing there in their long linen gowns, they did not seem at all forbidding. The solemn
atmosphere of the school under the old headmaster was clearly a thing of the past, and those of us who were now
under the “new dynasty” could not help feeling rather upset by what we saw.
Students whose families could afford private tuition stayed away from school out of loyalty to the old
headmaster. Most of us who remained were poor, and at first we received these representatives of the May Fourth
Movement with a mixture of disappointment and apprehension. This feeling did not last for long, however, and
after a couple of months we began to hero-worship them.
We no longer feared our teachers, as we had in the old days. On the contrary, they were like friends to us. We
found it easy to grasp the things they taught us, unlike the classical texts which we had studied previously. We
greedily devoured Ch’en Tu-hsiu’s and Hu Shih’s articles on the literary revolution, Chou Tso-jen’s essays, and
the poems in modern Chinese by Liu Pan-nung and others. (I should add that the teachers never once told us about
Lu Hsün’s writings, and we did not even hear his name mentioned; I myself only heard of Lu Hsün and began to
read him after 1925.) We were especially fond of hearing them talk about their lives as students and the struggle in
Hangchow.
It was not long before we began to experi- ment with new activities inside our own school: we set up a school
council, ran our first library, subscribed to newspapers and magazines from Shanghai and Hangchow, wrote out
our own school newspaper by hand and pasted it up on the school wall. We even opened a school shop (dubbed
the “business management training department” by our English teacher) where we sold exercise books, pencils,
and sweets.
*
I left primary school at the age of fourteen, and like many others of my generation clashed with my father
about my future career. He was something of a scholar, and had gained the degree of hsiu-ts’ai during the last
Imperial examinations ever held. He had many friends among the educated local gentry, but because he was not
from a wealthy background they never really accepted him as an equal, even when he was drinking and swapping
poems with them, and he resented this. Hence the two sides to his character: he looked down upon his friends as
merchants pretending to be scholars, but he was also determined to compete with them in amassing a fortune.
When he got drunk he often used to remark cynically to us children:
“There’s not much percentage in being a scholar, they’ll only respect you if you’ve got money.”
When I had finished my primary school studies (generally considered as the equivalent of a hsiu-ts’ai degree
under the old Ch’ing dynasty), he insisted that I should study business and refused to let me go on to middle
school. Another reason for his decision was the state of our family finances: my father simply did not have
enough money to pay for me to study at Hangchow, the provincial capital. He therefore arranged for me to receive
training in an import and export business in Shanghai.
In my outlook and my aspirations I was very unlike my father. I think I must have been born an idealist. As a
child, I had loved novels of heroism, and adored a great-uncle who had been in the army and who had told me
about his father’s adventures fighting for the Taipings.\fn{ The great peasant rebellion (1850-1864) against Manchu rule, led by
Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, who believed that he was second in power only to Jesus Christ } Now a year or so of education in the spirit of
the May Fourth Movement had turned me into a high-flying idealist, “infected with the sickness of the epoch”.
Given my mental state, it was inevitable that I would refuse to accept the future which my father had mapped out
for me. When he told me that he had found me an apprenticeship in Shanghai where I could study English and
learn about the import-export trade I found the courage to blurt out:
“I don’t want to go into business, I want to go to Hangchow to study!”
Relations between us became tense and remained so for months. Finally we arrived at a compromise: he would
let me go on to middle school as long as I agreed to study commerce. I therefore entered Hangchow Commercial
Middle School.
*
This school was on the same site as Hangchow First Normal School. Both used the buildings which under the
Ch’ing dynasty had housed the Imperial examination rooms, and were separated by a wall. Physically I was on
the eastern side of the wall, but my heart was on the western side. The curriculum of the commercial school did
not arouse the slightest spark of interest in me. I especially detested book-keeping, abacus work, and the course on
how to recognize counterfeit coins.
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The atmosphere in the school was utterly philistine. There were no student activities, and even less intellectual
life than there had been in my primary school under the old regime. After over a year breathing the fresh air of the
May Fourth Movement I felt suffocated in my new surroundings. I still had no definite idea about what I wanted
to study, and I was not in the least concerned about what profession I should follow. What I really cared about was
scholarship and knowledge in general, especially the “new” variety.
Therefore I read every modern book I could get my hands on, not caring whether it was literature, philosophy,
or science. Since I could not afford to buy books, I would go and browse in the bookshops every Sunday, or
borrow from the West Lake Library. Few of these books were easy to understand, and some of them were very
difficult, often as a result of bad translation; but, whether I could digest them or not, I swallowed them all.
In my two years at the commercial school I did not even learn how to use the book-keeper’s ruler for drawing
lines in the account books. But I already knew the names of a string of famous thinkers, from John Dewey and
Bertrand Russell to Henri Bergson and Rabindranath Tagore, as well as classical thinkers like Socrates and Plato.
I had even read some of their works in Chinese translation. My interests were moving further and further away
from commerce, and to stay on in that school would have been pure torture for me.
Fortunately, that was not to happen. During the second term of my second year, we students went on strike
against the Principal, and I was elected as one of our representatives. We achieved our demands, but at the end of
term our representatives were all expelled. I was originally among those expelled but, because the Chinese
literature teacher, who was a friend of my father, spoke up for me, I was in the end quietly advised to leave. To my
surprise my father was not at all angry, and he willingly allowed me to transfer to a privately-run, ordinary middle
school. After that I had nothing more to do with commerce.
A year later my father died, and the next year, 1925, just before I graduated from middle school, the May
Thirtieth Movement erupted. On 30 May 1925, Shanghai students staged a mass demonstration in support of
workers on strike at a Japanese cotton mill. While marching into the city centre they were fired on by British
police. Several died and still more were wounded. As a result a furious anti-imperialist movement swept first
Shanghai and then the rest of China. This was the prologue to the Second Chinese Revolution.
*
I was then eighteen years old. In the two years leading up to May Thirtieth I had continued to read
indiscriminately whatever came to hand, but like many other young people of my generation I came under the
influence of the newly-formed Creation Society\fn{ A literary group, organized in the summer of 1921 by Kuo Mo-jo, Yü Ta-fu,
and other students returned from Japan and France. At first it espoused “art for art’s sake” and romanticism, but later it moved to the left
and finally advocated “proletarian .literature” } and gradually developed a particular interest in literature. I was very fond

of Yü Ta-Fu's work and whether I was aware of it or not I was profoundly influenced by his romantic and
decadent style. Because of my father’s death and my family’s worsening financial plight, I was all the more ready
to identify with the unhappy hero of Yü Ta-fu’s novel Degradation.
Among my fellow students there were some who liked to write, and there were even one or two adherents of
the new school. Six months before the events of May Thirtieth, three other students and I produced a paper called
Red News. I cannot say for certain why we used the word “red”—our thinking was still far from “red”, and so
were the contents of the paper. I recall that one of the articles was a translation from the English I made of the
introducdon to a history of philosophy published in the Home University Library series. Those of us who
collaborated on the paper had no fixed ideological positions, and our politics could best be described as
nationalist. But the name of the paper created considerable alarm and, as it was banned by the school Principal,
the first issue was also the last.
Red ideas were in fact already circulating in Hangchow at that time. The address of the Communist Party
organ Guide Weekly was given openly as Hangchow Law School. An Ts’un-chen (later renamed An T’i-jen), one
member of the teaching staff (later murdered by Chiang Kai-shek in Shanghai), was a well-known member of the
Communist Party, and several people from my home town were carrying out Communist activities under the guise
of doing Kuomintang work. The Socialist League of Youth was already in existence, and had a small group at
Hangchow First Normal School, run by my childhood friend Hsü Chih-hsing.
I was in constant touch with this group, but I never joined it, since I used to look down upon people who
engaged in political activity. I believed strongly in “study for study’s sake”, and I felt that the pursuit of politics
and the search for knowledge were mutually exclusive. I had chosen the latter, and intended to devote myself
heart and soul to research. One or two of the students in my middle school had become politically active and
joined the Kuomintang: they thought themselves a cut above everyone else, but they were very poor students,
which only strengthened my prejudices.
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These views of mine reflected the differentiation then taking place within the main current of the new
ideological movement, although it was not until some years after May Fourth that I personally came into contact
with the ideas which it represented. By the time that I caught up with and came to accept these ideas, the new
ideology had itself changed and developed further. The New Youth\fn{\fn{The name of a magazine edited by Ch’en Tuhsiu} group had split, and its two leading figures, Ch’en Tu-hsiu and Hu Shih, had parted company and gone their
separate ways. The former advanced towards Marxism, while the latter remained stuck at the bourgeoisdemocratic stage. The former made the leap from thought into action, and from the literary to the political
revolution; the latter wanted to conserve the “purity” of ideology, and was opposed to scholars sullying
themselves with politics. Ch’en Tu-hsiu, Li Ta-chao, and others had set up the Chinese Communist Party (CCP) in
1921, and made an alliance with the revolutionary nationalist Sun Yat-sen and his Kuomintang in the south; Hu
Shih and others had joined Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s “Study Clique”, which based its political hopes with the warlord
government in the north.
I was completely unaware of this process of differentiation and regrouping in the Chinese intellectual world.
Even though Hangchow was a provincial capital where new publications from Peking could quite easily be
obtained, it was still very backward. Insofar as the teachers and students of Hangchow were of the new school,
most of them did not advance beyond accepting the general spirit of May Fourth. In Hangchow the dividing line
between the new and the old was, and remained, between those who were for Science and Democracy, and those
who were against them, between those who attacked Confucius and those who revered him.
It was therefore only natural that the young people ideologically awakened by the May Fourth Movement in
Hangchow tended to drift into Hu Shih’s camp (i.e., Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s camp), rather than Ch’en Tu-hsiu’s. Their
attitude towards the handful of “Kuomintang elements” was hostility and contempt. This was because the latter
were not “faithful to the cause of learning” and instead spent their time “messing about” with politics.
*
Before the spring of 1925 I was also one such unwitting follower of the Hu Shih school. However, the
experience of the May Thirtieth Movement brought a radical and decisive change in me. When the tragic events
of May Thirtieth took place in Shanghai, we were busy taking our end of school examinations. At first we did not
pay much attention to what was happening, but when we heard that the protests were gathering momentum, and
that students, merchants, and workers were staging strikes and creating unprecedented turmoil, we felt we had to
do something, if only not to be outdone by the Shanghai students.
The atmosphere in my school became heated and the students excited. Contacts began to grow between one
school and another, and everyone thirsted for action. Some three or four days after the Shanghai killings, a
delegation from the Shanghai Students’ Union arrived in Hangchow and told us in detail what had happened.
Hangchow students responded immediately by electing two delegates from each school to form the Hangchow
Students’ Union (representing middle school and college students). Since I used to take part in public speaking
competitions, and had once won the all-Hangchow schools public speaking prize, my fellow students considered
that I had the necessary qualifications for being a delegate and duly elected me. The other delegate was one of the
Kuomintang “elements”.
At first I was not too keen on being a delegate, because of the prejudice I mentioned earlier: I was afraid of
appearing vain. And to my surprise, at the inaugural meeting of the Hangchow Students’ Union I was put in
charge of the propaganda department. This both alarmed and embarrassed me: how on earth would I be able to
revise for the school-leaving examinations, let alone prepare for university entrance?
But these feelings were short-lived. As soon as I started work, the struggle between the students and the local
authorities in Hangchow intensified daily, and I threw myself wholeheartedly into my new role, putting the
question of examinations and university to one side for the moment.
My work for the Hangchow Students’ Union lasted for only two months, from the beginning of June until I
left Hangchow at the end of August to sit the entrance examinations for Peking University. But my experiences in
those two months profoundly influenced my life and my thinking. In short, I left the Hu Shih camp for that of
Ch’en Tu-hsiu. During those two months my whole time was taken up with work, and yet the experience taught
me more than ten years’ reading.
The struggles which take place during periods of great historical importance are like huge furnaces which
instantly reduce to ashes all unhealthy or inappropriate thoughts or feelings and enhance one’s better qualities. A
student movement in a provincial capital, especially at that time, was not particularly significant, either in itself or
in terms of its wider repercussions. But because this movement occurred within the context of other epochmaking struggles and was seen to be part of a nation-wide anti-imperialist and anti-warlord upsurge, it took on a
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very different meaning. For someone like myself, who had only just taken the first step into the realm of ideas, it
was of decisive significance.
I very soon realized that the theory of “study for study’s sake” was a false one; true learning should be
integrated into and should serve action. I also realized that people who are politically oppressed cannot possibly
engage in pure scholarship, as what they learn must have as its focal point the struggle to remove that oppression.
I reached this awareness partly through my own experience in the course of the struggle and partly through my
contacts with those people whom I had formerly looked down on as “show-offs”.
I found that most of them were not only more able than I, but were also more learned. The ”true” learning
which had for several years now been my declared aim in life—a hotchpotch of Dewey, Russell, Bergson, and
others—was now revealed as an ill-informed mess of confused ideas. It was during this period that I first came
into contact with Marxism. Two friends from my home town who were working in the Kuomintang lent me some
elementary social science pamphlets which struck me as examples of practical and useful learning, worlds apart
from what I had been studying before.
My short period of student activity in Hangchow taught me something which has stood me in good stead all
my life: that it is impossible to draw any distinguishing line between struggles waged against internal enemies and
those waged against external ones. Victory over the first is an indispensable pre-condition for victory over the
second. I remember that at the first meeting of the Hangchow Students’ Union one important question under
discussion was whether or not to express solidarity with the Shanghai students by boycotting lectures. The
delegates were split two ways on this question. Some argued that, since the struggle was against an external
adversary (British imperialism), we should not use the boycott weapon, which was more suited to dealing with
internal matters such as government corruption or reactionary measures by the school administration. In their
opinion, to go on a lecture strike to oppose the British in the international settlements in Shanghai was the
equivalent of shooting an arrow without a target.
“The British won’t care if you boycott classes,” they said. “You will simply be spiting yourselves. If we really
want to oppose imperialism, we must drop the idea of a lecture strike and study harder in order to arm ourselves.”
Arguments of this sort were very attractive at fust. But those delegates who in one way or another had
connections with outside political organizations were firmly in favour of the boycott. Their argument was quite
simple: if we did not go on strike, then all talk of resisting imperialism was hot air. I was among those in favour of
going on strike, but in my heart of hearts I was more convinced by the other argument; I only favoured a boycott
because I wanted to see some action.
The strike resolution was passed by a narrow majority, and the entire student body was organized into
hundreds of small units, each of which agitated in theatres, tea-shops, parks, and on the streets. The mobilization
was very thorough. It even affected the students of the ultra-conservative girls’ middle schools in Hangchow. At
first we even tried to get the shopkeepers to close down their shops, but without much success. Finally, the
Hangchow students’ movement held its biggest demonstration ever, numbering seven to eight thousand people,
including primary school pupils in their early teens and a number of townspeople.
The Military Governor of Chekiang province was a very shrewd and cunning northern warlord called Sun
Ch’uan-fang. Since the whole country was in a mood of extreme militancy, he did not dare to repress us openly
and even came to us to express his “sympathy”. During the demonstration he sent soldiers with loaded rifles slung
over their shoulders to “protect” us. He also summoned a delegation of students, and told them that he was as
patriotic as the next man, but that we should leave foreign affairs to the responsible authorities and devote our
energies to our studies.
At first it was very difficult, especially for those of us who were teenagers, to see through his treachery; but we
gradually became aware of what he was up to behind the scenes. The delegates of a physical training college,
whose principal was in collusion with the provincial authorities, began to sabotage the Students’ Union by
behaving disruptively. Then a teacher at my school who was an ardent supporter of the students’ movement was
sacked, and I myself received a warning in a roundabout way.
I was told that if I did not forgo my political activities I would be refused a graduation certificate.
By the time I handed over my responsibilities in the Hangchow Students’ Union propaganda department to my
successor and left for Peking, I had already purged myself of the last vestiges of Hu Shih’s and Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s
values, and had gone over completely to the left-wing positions of Ch’en Tu-hsiu, even though I had still not yet
joined the Communist Party.
2
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Graduating from middle school was for me a very different experience from primary school graduation, since
by then there was no one attempting to map out my future. My father had been dead for more than a year, and in
that respect I was completely free to do as I chose, but family finances were much worse than before and this
placed new constraints on me.
My brother, who was only six years older than I, had assumed the heavy burden of supporting the family. A
young man in his early twenties, he was expected to deal with the many financial problems which arose after my
father’s death. In a little town like ours, where money was so important, it was humiliating for him to have to face
our father’s creditors, and he became very aware of the cruelty of human and social relations. He constantly
grumbled about this to me and declared that it was his intention to restore the family fortunes. As a part of his
plan, he approved of my wish to sit the university entrance examination, and promised to do everything he could
to help me.
Five members of the graduation class, myself included, were going to sit the examinations in Peking. Just
before I left, my brother and my mother managed to scrape together fifty silver dollars for me. Since a third-class
ticket to Peking cost nearly twenty dollars, I had no idea how I would manage on only thirty dollars after I arrived
in Peking. The other four students started out from Hangchow, and we met up together on the way. My brother
came along to the station to see me off, and travelled with me for a short stretch before returning home. On the
train neither of us spoke a word, except when he urged the other four to look after me. He got off at Chiahsing and
waited for a while at the train window, not knowing what to say. As the train moved off, he stood there in the
sunset watching me. I leaned out of the window. On his face I could read the expectations he had of me, and this
put me in a solemn frame of mind; it was as if we were comrades-in-arms, and I was off to the front to fight to
restore the fortunes of the family.
However, I completely failed to fulfil those expectations. As time went by our ideas grew further and further
apart, and after many disappointments his brotherly affection towards me cooled considerably.
My long-cherished dream materialized: I passed the entrance examination to Peking University. I was very
happy and exicted, rather like a Christian must feel on entering a great cathedral. Peking University was a very
different place from what it had been at the time of the May Fourth Movement. Ts’ai Yüan-p’ei had already
resigned as president, and Ch’en Tu-hsiu had long since left Peking to devote himself to Communist Party work.
Hu Shih was said to be at odds with those professors who were members of the Kuomintang, and had asked for
extended leave, but there were still many other professors working at the university whom I looked up to.
And then there was the library, which was stacked high with books I had never seen or even heard of before,
and the porter’s lodge, where many different sorts of publications were on sale. I was deeply impressed by the
magnificence of China’s highest educational institution, and as I drank in the air of learning and culture I felt that
I was close to the vital pulse of the nation, the epoch, and the world. I think that this combination of reverence and
exhilaration was felt by many of the young people who came to Peking from all over China in search of
knowledge.
*
The political situation in Peking at that time was rather unstable, and was moving quickly to the left. As a
result of the warlord Feng Yu-hsiang’s change of allegiance, the confused war between the Fengtien and the
Chihli\fn{Now Hopei Province} warlords had come to an end; P’u-i, the last emperor of the Ch’ing dynasty, had been
swept out of the Forbidden City in Peking; the political reverberations of the campaign launched by the Left after
Sun Yat-sen’s death\fn{1925} could still be felt, and political life was in a state of lively ferment.\fn{ On 15 September
1924, Chang Tso-lin (1875-1928), head of the Fengtien warlord clique, declared war on the Chihli warlords headed by Ts’ao K’un (18621938), then President of the Peking Government. This, the second Fengtien-Chihli war, was brought to an end within a month by the
defection to the Chihli forces of one of the three top commanders, Feng Yü-hsiang (1880-1948). Having established secret contact with the
Kuomintang, Feng called for the cessation of the war and moved his forces back to Peking, driving P’u-i (1906-1967), the former emperor
of the Ch’ing dynasty, out of the Forbidden City and inviting the Kuomintang leader, Dr. Sun Yat-sen, to Peking. Tuan Ch’i-jui (18651936), leader of the Anhui clique of northern warlords, came to Peking to be “Provincial Executive Chief of State”. Dr. Sun came to Peking
with the aim of convoking a national congress, but fell ill and died on 12 March 1925 } The May Thirtieth incident in Shanghai,

the world-famous Canton-Hong Kong general strike of 1925-6 and the Shakee shootings in Canton on 23
June\fn{In response to the May Thirtieth Incident in Shanghai, 250,000 Hong Kong workers staged a general strike, beginning on 19
June 1925. They left en masse for Canton. At the same time workers in Shameen, a settlement for foreigners in Canton, also joined the
strike. On 23 June, when the strikers together with peasants, students, and soldiers, were marching along Shakee (opposite Shameen),
British and French marines entrenched behind barricades in Shameen machine-gunned the demonstrators, killing 52 of them, and badly
wounding over 170. The Hong Kong-Canton general strike lasted for over two years and played an important role in the Second Chinese
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Revolution}

stimulated and reinforced political developments among the intellectuals in Peking. The Tuan Ch’i-jui
regimeln Peking was nothing more than an empty shell propped up by a number of mutually hostile military
forces. Powerless to act by itself, it could not intervene in the process of differentiation and regrouping taking
place in the ideological and political spheres.
The various cliques and factions of the northern warlords who at that time controlled the Government in
Peking lacked any conception of ideology. The politicians who were in their pay regularly published articles
attacking the “Red menace”, but they were so absurdly argued that people simply laughed at them. However, the
warlord Government did benefit indirectly from the activities of Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s “Study Clique” and Hu Shih’s
faction. Liang Ch’i-ch’ao’s advocacy of reform, rather than revolution, and Hu Shih’s call for a “government of
good men” won some support among students, and the negative tactics (such as the slogan of “study for study’s
sake” with which they opposed revolutionary activity had even more influence.
On the other hand, the Left in Peking was much stronger, but had not yet clarified its ideas to the same extent
as the Right.
At that time Peking was the publication centre of the whole of China. Nearly every party, group, or tendency
had its own paper or magazine. According to statistics published in the China Year Book, 1925 (compiled by the
English Peking-Tientsin Times), there were over 220 dailies and periodicals published in the city. But the two
ideological persuasions I have just mentioned were mainly represented by the newspapers Ch’en-pao (Morning
Post) and Ching-pao (Peking News), and in particular by the supplements they published. Two popular weeklies,
Hu Shih and Ch’en Hsi-ying’s Hsien-tai p’ing-lun (Contemporary Review) and Lu Hsün and Chou Tso-jen’s Yü
Ssu (Thread of Talk), also more or less represented the two rival tendencies.
These supplements and periodicals were mainly literary in character, and rarely dealt with serious ideological
or political questions. The disputes that broke out between them, such as the denunciations of Lu Hsün in Ch’en
Hsi-ying’s gossip column, and Lu Hsün’s spirited counter-attacks, were often rather trivial and mostly revolved
around personalities, but young people followed them as avidly as if they were affairs of state, and they were as
influential as any weighty political controversy. It was in fact through these literary “cold wars” that people
learned to distinguish between new and old, progressive and reactionary, revolutionary and conservative. Together
with a number of other literary publications like Mang-yüan (Deserted Plain) and Meng-chin (Forward), these
periodicals succeeded in creating a renaissance of sorts in literature and art.
All these publications made a big impression on those of us who had just arrived in the capital. We eagerly
awaited each new issue, and as soon as we got hold of a copy we would read it straight through from cover to
cover, more assiduously than any university textbook. I think this was the highpoint of my love for literature.
From being just an ardent reader of these publications I soon became a contributor to them, at first writing for
Hsien-tai p’ing-lun, and then for Yü Ssu.
*
The Han Gardens and the Horse Spirit Temple area where the university was located could be compared in
some ways to the Montmartre district of Paris. Apart from university students, all sorts of young intellectuals lived
there. Most or-them were very poor, interested in letters and disdainful of all conventions. The people one came
across in the street were usually carrying weighty books under their arms or holding the latest issue of some
periodical. They seldom bothered to comb their hair, and dressed untidily in long blue gowns and worn-out shoes
or sandals. Only a few of them wore Western-style clothes. The hotels and cheap restaurants were full of every
kind of aspiring scholar, artist, and rebel, chatting away in a mixture of dialects. For a long time I had been
attracted by the romanticism of the Creation Society, and I had a weak spot for this sort of Bohemian existence.
The world I now found myself in was in many ways an embodiment of my long-cherished dreams, and I was
naturally very happy. I was eager to approach these young intellectuals, and soon made friends with some of
them.
Among those living in this “Montmartre” of Peking were Feng Hsüeh-feng and P’an Hsün, two of the leading
figures in the West Lake Poetry Society set up at Hangchow First Normal School. I got to know both of these
men, especially P’an Hsün (later Mo Hua), with whom I was on the best terms.
Apart from the West Lake Poetry Society there were many other literary groups in this part of Peking. Some
published journals, and others simply held discussions. I was interested in all these groups to some extent, but I
never joined any of them. In my class I was closest to Wang Shih-wei, and on good terms with Chang Kuang-jen
(later known as Hu Feng). By a strange coincidence, both these men later became victims of CCP literary
policy.\fn{Wang became famous for his article “The Wild Lily” published in Yenan in 1942, for which he was bitterly criticized and later
shot. Chang was arrested by the CCP authorities in the early fifties as the leader of a literary dissident group }
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*
But my craze for literature and art did not last long, and my exhilaration at being a contributor to famous
publications soon passed. Because of my financial plight, I was forced to write for those newspaper supplements
which, unlike Yü Ssu and Contemporary Review, paid fees for the articles they published. I soon discovered that it
was a real chore having to sell articles in this way, and the humiliation of hawking them around quickly dispelled
all the feelings of vanity I had developed on becoming a writer.
An even more important reason why I did not continue as a writer was the fact that shortly after enrolling at
the university I joined the then underground Communist Party. I became more and more involved in working for
the revolution, and found that I no longer had any time left for dabbling in literature. My transformation from a
Bohemian scribbler into a disciplined revolutionary brought about parallel changes in other spheres of my life,
including my leisure-time interests and activities. After the winter vacation of 1926, I wrote hardly anything of a
literary nature and did not even read any literature, despite the fact that I remained enrolled in the Department of
Letters until I left Peking.
*
The tragic events of 18 March 1926,\fn{Peking students staged a huge demonstration to protest against imperialist violation of
Chinese sovereignty. They were beaten and fired on by troops of the “Provisional Executive” Tuan Ch’i-jui, thus ending the more or less
liberal interlude that had existed since the spring of 1925 } which resulted in the death of forty-seven young men and women

and the wounding of a hundred or so more, had a decisive influence on Peking and on me as well. It would not be
an exaggeration to say that March Eighteenth marked the end of an era as far as the intellectual youth of Peking
was concerned.
From the May Fourth Movement right down to the eve of March Eighteenth, the Peking student movement
never appeared to move beyond the limits of a revolution in ideology and literature. Even though the May Fourth
Movement was in one important sense a political struggle, the political activities of the Peking students lagged far
behind Shanghai and Canton over the following five or six years. Their social analysis lacked any real depth, and
they confined their activities to rallies in T'ien-an-men Square and petitions to the Government. Even though the
political atmosphere in the capital livened up after Sun Yat-sen’s visit to Peking and his death there in 1925,
political life remained superficial. There was a festive spirit in the air, and after the temporary reconciliation of the
warring factions, it was as if a national reunion was taking place. Feng Yü-hsiang’s clique (which held military
power), the Anfu clique (which held political power) and the leaders of the Kuomintang, the Study Clique and the
Communist Party seemed to be getting on so well together that it was hard to imagine that there could be any
irreconcilable differences between them. Relations between the various individuals involved were complex and
ideological divisions blurred. A few of the top-level leaders and most of the rank and file believed that it was
possible for the problems of the revolution to be solved through personal contact and literary polemic, and that the
revolution itself could achieve its aim through demonstrations and petitions. This was the honeymoon period of
the revolution, its romantic and literary phase. Periods of this sort are generally brought to a close by bullets and
bloodshed, and the tragic events of March Eighteenth supplied these two missing ingredients.
That day—called by Lu Hsün the “darkest day in the history of the Republic”—the grief and indignation
shown by Peking youth defied description in its intensity, and in the university dormitories the general feeling was
that book-learning was absolutely useless. In the course of those days Lu Hsün wrote many excellent articles in
which he gave voice to our feelings:
“All we have at present are a few poems and essays, a few more topics for conversation.”
“What use is that which is written with the pen?”
“I want no more petitions of this sort.”
“The legacy which those who have died have bequeathed to the future is … to have taught those who continue the
struggle to adopt other means.”
“A debt of blood must be repaid in the same currency.”

Three months later the revolutionary struggle which had started in the South, launched by the Kuomintang
with CCP and Soviet support from Canton, began to spread like a prairie fire. Across the whole of south China the
sky was ablaze. We watched from the darkness of the North, and were all the more deeply impressed by what we
saw. We now had an additional reason to turn our backs on the sterile literary squabbles of the capital. We thirsted
for action, and we desperately searched around for any revolutionary ideology or theory which could be linked to
practice.
It was then that many students wanted to join the Communist Party.
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*
Contrary to what most people believed, there was only a handful of “rebels” at Peking University in the period
1925 to 1926. When I first joined the Party, as a rank-and-file member, I had no means of knowing what the actual
situation was, and it was not until I was brought into the leadership of the university branch that I discovered that
of nearly two thousand students only twenty or thirty were Party members. I was told that there were more
originally, but after the May Thirtieth Movement in Shanghai developments in the South called for more cadres,
so that many comrades were either sent south or went there of their own accord. But at that time there was no
need to worry about a shortage of members, since the tide was moving in our favour and many young people were
very anxious to join. The Party did not open its doors widely, and had a very cautious recruitment policy in order
to prevent an influx of careerists. As a result, there were many memorable figures in the Party’s ranks at that time.
As far as I know, none of the ones I knew in the early days in Peking were fortunate enough to survive and to
find their way into the top echelons of the Party; many of them died a martyr’s death. Among those whose
memories are still dear to me are: P’eng Shu-ch’lin, a brilliant student in the mathematics department, who was
shot with Professor Kao Jen-shan in 1928; Tu Hung-yüan, another student of mathematics, murdered by Chiang
Kai-shek; Chang Ching-ch’en, executed at Kunming in 1931; and Ch’en Ch’i-ch’ang, murdered in the
headquarters of the Japanese gendarmes in Shanghai in 1943.
At first, branch activities were centred on the university, and our main aim was to extend our influence within
the Students’ Union. During that period our only rivals were the Kuomintang rightists who belonged to the
Western Hills Conference faction,\fn{A group of right-wing Kuomintang members with Tsou Lu (1885-1954) and Chang Chi
(1882-1947) as their leaders, who met in the Western Hills outside Peking in May 1925 and for the first time voiced opposition within the
Kuomintang to the policy of co-operation with the CCP } but since they had no mass support, they were no real match for

us. The Students’ Union and the various bodies under it all came under our control. During the period in which I
was politically active in the university, there were no great political storms to arouse the students, so we never had
the chance to use the Students’ Union as a weapon to carry on the struggle.
Our main field of work in the university was education and training. We ran useful evening classes in which
we taught members of the maintenance, cleaning, and service staff of the university, and poor people from the
neighbourhood, to read and write. At the same time we organized and kept close contact with a great number of
drinking-water vendors who worked in the vicinity of the university. During this period our most important task
was to educate ourselves as revolutionaries and to win over the best of our fellow students to the Party. In the long
term, this work was of crucial significance, since for a whole number of reasons Peking University had long since
become one of the two most important sources of top-level cadres for the Communist Party. (Shanghai College,
nominally under Kuomintang control but effectively run by the Communists, was the other.) The North China
Bureau of the CCP, under Li Ta-chao, attached great importance to this work, and meetings for theoretical study
were held frequently, but they were not very satisfactory. The member of the Peking committee responsible for
branch education was Ch’en Wei-jen, who had returned from France after being sent there by the Society for
Frugal Study.\fn{The Society for Frugal Study by Means of Labour was organized in 1915 by some anarcho-nationalists with the aim
of helping poor students to study asd work in France. By 1920 there were 11,200 such students, and a great many of them turned towards
Communism and went to Russia. Ch’en Wei-jen was one of them } We respected him as an individual: he knew how to suffer

hardship, and was without the slightest trace of romanticism; his character was the precise opposite of us Han
Garden Bohemians. He was our first glimpse of a professional revolutionary, and it was from him that we first
heard such expressions as “iron discipline” and “absolute obedience”. We had never come across anyone like him
before, and he made a deep initial impression on us.
But before long it became obvious to us that his general learning and in particular his grasp of revolutionary
theory was weak, and we were all very disappointed. He often used to give us lectures on questions of theory and
on current political topics, but he was clearly only acting as a transmitter of other people’s ideas, Worse still, he
was only capable of reproducing about half of what he had heard elsewhere. Not only was he incapable of
conveying these ideas to us, but he did not even understand them all himself. As a result, when we asked him
about points which we did not grasp, he would answer evasively, or accuse us of asking too many questions.
Liu Po-chuang, another member of the Peking committee, was a lot better than Ch’en Wei-jen, but he rarely
came to speak to us. As for Li Ta-chao, he had long since gone underground as a security precaution, and I never
once met him all the time I was in Peking.
We had taken the first step towards becoming activists, but we did not have even a rudimentary grasp of
theory. This was a source of great worry to us members of the Party who were intellectuals. At that time, it was
impossible to buy new books on social science in Peking. As far as I remember, all we had read by the end of
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1926 was A History of the Development of Society edited by Ts’ai Ho-sen. There had been some Marxist writings
in foreign languages in Peking University library, but because of the advance of the Northern Expedition and the
Peking warlord government’s phobia about the “Red menace” those books had been removed from the shelves
and were no longer available for readers to borrow.
*
Depressed by my lack of theoretical training, bored by the monotony of the student movement in Peking
compared with the heated struggles going on in the south of the country, and on the verge of starvation as a result
of my financial plight, I began to think of leaving Peking.
During my seventeen months or so in the capital, I was often very short of money. My elder brother kept his
promise and did his best to supply me with adequate funds, but his own financial situation was bad, and he was
not in a position to send me money every month; moreover, the money he did send was not always sufficient to
meet my needs. I managed to supplement my income to a certain extent by writing, but the pay was pitifully low
—the publishing houses themselves were extremely hard pressed. Even if a writer did manage to get two or three
dollars for an article, the publisher would often pay part of the fee in postage stamps or in small change. On many
occasions I did not even have the four dollars for a month’s meals in the university refectory.
Life dragged on in this way until the late autumn of 1926. I even had to pawn my winter gown, and did not
have the money to redeem it. Since it was impossible for me to carry on in this way, I decided to give up my
studies and ask the Party for permission to go to Canton.
*
I arrived in Canton by ship. At that time the Northern Expedition had already got as far as the Yangtse Valley.
Wuhan had just fallen, and Chiang Kai-shek’s main forces were massing around Nanch’ang. The Kuomintang
Central Committee and the National Government had not yet moved north from Canton, which was nominally
still the capital of the revolution. But it was already clear that Canton was in the process of losing its former
status, and its main role was now that of rearguard of the revolution and its logistical centre. Politically, real
power in the city had already fallen into the hands of General Li Chi-shen, who was then very close to Chiang
Kai-shek and a member of the right wing of the Kuomintang. The forces of the Left, however, were still very
strong; the Canton-Hong Kong general strike was still on and the strike committee could still insist on equal
standing with the Nationalist Government in Canton.
The Canton I now saw was very different from the revolutionary Mecca I used to dream of when I was in north
China, but it still aroused my enthusiasm and emotions. As soon as I got settled in I went on a tour of the
bookstores. I was like a mole emerging into the sunlight: everywhere I looked there were all kinds of
revolutionary newspapers, and the sight of them made me feel quite dizzy. I came across the communist New
Youth for the first time, and I was pleasantly surprised to see Guide Weekly\fn{The political organ of the CCP, founded in
September 1922 and appearing until July 1927, mentioned above } displayed on the counter like any other magazine.
Wherever one looked there were piles of books with words like “Communism” and “Marx” printed in bold
characters on the covers. Ten days before, we only dared to mention such words in whispers behind closed doors.
Almost without discriminating I bought up a great pile of literature, and came near to spending my last cent.
I was deeply impressed by New Youth, the current issue of which was entirely devoted to world revolution. Up
to then I had never realized that there were so many or such profound theories about the revolution. All I had were
a few general ideas, or rather simple convictions.
I felt that it was impossible for people to go on living in the same old way, that darkness should not be allowed
to hold sway any longer, and that imperialist oppression should no longer be tolerated; we should therefore make
a revolution and as thoroughgoing a one as possible. The main reason we had joined the Communist Party was not
because we had a deep understanding of things, but because it was the most consistent and the most revolutionary
political organization we had ever come across. Some of the Party leaders in the North had even told us that there
was actually no need for understanding, and that all that was necessary were these simple convictions, since
revolution was first and foremost a question of action. Too much study, they told us, could turn people into
“academics”, good only for spouting hot air.
Even then we found this sort of attitude unconvincing. and we were dissatisfied with the “pure activism” of
Ch’en Wei-jen and others like him. We suspected that this was nothing more than a theoretical justification for
their own lack of learning. We afterwards discovered that this was not just the isolated prejudice of one or two
cadres in north China, but an important political tendency in the Party during the years 1925-27.
For me, reading these issues of New Youth was like entering a completely new world. and I came into contact
with many questions which I had never thought about before. For the first time such problems as the character of
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the revolution, the nature of Chinese society, the leadership of the revolution, and the relationships between the
classes within the revolution and between the Chinese and the world revolution, began to invade my brain and
engage my intellect.
These problems have been the main themes of my ideological life ever since.
Many of my old teachers and friends from Hangchow were then in Canton. Some of them had already joined
the Kuomintang and were high- or middle-level cadres in it or in the Government. They lived fairly well, and
during the first few days after my arrival I was warmly received by my friends, so I had no problems in that
respect. Through them I was able to get a clear picture of the internal functioning of the revolutionary institutions.
I discovered that there was a world of difference between the cadres working for the Revolutionary Government
in Canton and those of us who were working underground in north China.
In my rather puritanical eyes, the revolutionaries I met in Canton did not entirely deserve that name. They were
not sufficiently serious or vigilant, and they were not fired by great feelings of anger and sorrow. They appeared
to spend their time enjoying themselves, and they lived a rather care-free life. For me the books and periodicals I
bought in Canton were priceless treasures, but it seemed to me that there were very few people there who studied
them seriously. Whenever young men got together they were much more interested in discussing women than in
discussing politics.
In Canton, Sun Yat-sen’s famous slogan “The revolution has not yet been achieved; comrades must still bend
every effort” had been given a new twist: “Love has not yet been achieved, comrades must still bend every
effort.” No one ever discussed questions of revolutionary theory, and the main after-work activities of
revolutionary cadres were eating out in restaurants or playing mahjong. Even though everyone admired the
austerity of the Communist leader Yün Tai-ying, few followed his example. I found the situation more and more
painful, since it presented such a stark contrast to the unrewarding labors of my comrades in the North.
What distressed me most was the attitnde towards revolutionary work which I found in Canton. It was
considered as a means of entering the bureaucracy, and those people who wished to participate in the revolution
were looked upon as job-seekers. One of the reasons I had gone south in the first place had been my financial
situation, but the main reason had been that I wanted to participate more directly, more whole-heartedly, and more
effectively in the revolution. Now, when I arrived in Canton, everyone thought I had come looking for a job.
My friends told me that they would try to find me a “superior position” in the administration. The more
kindness and sympathy they showed me, the more embarrassed they made me feel. As a matter of fact there were
more people than jobs in Canton at that time, for although the revolutionary centre had moved north, all sorts of
people—sincere revolutionaries and careerists, young and middle-aged alike—were still flooding in from all parts
of China. It was not that there was no work in Canton, but that most people were after a “better type of job” and
these had generally been snatched up by early arrivals and those with good connections.
During my first fortnight in Canton I was absorbed in the books and periodicals I had bought, and, since I had
no immediate worries about food and lodgings, I paid no attention to the problem of getting a position. A little
later, I was offered a choice of three different jobs: one as editor of a paper published by a certain military
organization; another as Kuomintang representative in an army unit; and, finally, the chance to return north and
work underground. At that time many of the Communists who were working externally (i.e. in Kuomintang
military or civilian organs) had been allotted their jobs through friends or contacts, and then had gone to the Party
for confirmation.
Of the three jobs I mentioned above, the first two were suggested to me by friends who were also members of
the Party. I was keen to take the editing job, but since one of my friends also wanted it, and was more experienced
than I was, I decided not to apply. The second job was with Commander Yen Chung’s newly established
Independent Division. One of my old teachers in Hangchow was now Yen Chung’s secretary, and one of my old
friends, Fan Chin-piao, was Kuomintang representative in one of the regiments in the division. These two men
wanted me to take over as Kuomintang representative in another of the division’s three regiments.
I had received no military training, but neither had many of the other comrades in similar jobs. They urged me
not to worry, and to take it anyway. For my part, I was quite attracted to the idea of trying something new, but
after I had discussed the matter with leading members of the Communist Party, I changed my mind. They were
not opposed to my joining the army, but they told me that if I really wanted to do something of value for the
revolution, then I should go back to Peking and work underground behind enemy lines.
I decided without hesitation to take this course.
*
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My trip to Canton was by no means a wasted journey, despite what some of my friends said. I had seen the
revolution with my own eyes, I had broadened my vision, I had increased my awareness, and I had dispelled some
illusions: for all these reasons I was more confident than ever. Before I had gone south, the revolution was not
exactly an abstract concept in my mind, but I was very hazy about its concrete form and its internal structure. I
was completely ignorant about the internal contradictions that existed between the various wings of the
revolutionary movement, and I was even so naïve as to think that no such contradictions existed.
At this time the most important task of the Northern Bureau of the CCP, as I and my comrades in Peking had
discovered from reports sent down from higher levels, had been to win over General Feng Yü-hsiang and oppose
the Western Hills Faction. We had therefore been under the impression that, apart from a handful of old men
around Tsou Lu and Chang Chi, the whole of the Kuomintang was on the side of the Revolution. Before I went
south, I never heard a single word of criticism voiced against Chiang Kai-shek at branch meetings, but as soon as
I arrived in Canton I discovered that reality was very different from what we had imagined.
The forces of the Right were very strong, and real military power lay in their hands. Chiang Kai-shek’s
positions, far from being revolutionary, were similar to those of the Western Hills Faction. Chiang Kai-shek’s
combat organization in the Kuomintang at Canton was the influential Society for the Study of Sun Yat-sen’s
Thought, with the right-wing ideologue Tai Chi-t’ao as its moving spirit.
The so-called left wing of the Kuomintang was made up of Communists working “externally”, who were on
bad terms with Chiang Kai-shek: in fact there was no independent left wing. Those individuals who did hold leftwing positions were a tiny minority, and would never constitute a force to be reckoned with. When I first arrived
in Canton, I often heard my friends expressing fears and anxieties about Chiang Kai-shek’s increasingly obvious
disloyalty, but I never came across anyone who had the slightest idea of how to forestall him or strike a blow
against him. In Party speeches and publications even these fears and anxieties were not expressed. It was as if
everyone was counting on the setting up and consolidation of a revolutionary government in Wuhan, and when
Chiang was “forced to agree” to the removal of the National Government to that city everyone heaved a sigh of
relief, thinking that the right wing had been brought to heel.
The strike committee of the Canton-Hong Kong general strike, whose headquarters were in Canton, and its
constituent bodies (the workers’ tribunals and militia, the huge strikers’ canteens, and so on), particularly
impressed me. I had never seen anything of the sort before. By then the resources at the disposal of the strike
committee had been depleted by the recruitment of workers to the Northern Expeditionary forces, but even so it
was still a very impressive organization.
*
On my second day in Canton I looked across the creek to the British concession on the island of Shameen,
where I saw all the doors and windows of the Western-style houses sealed and shuttered. There was not a sign of
life, and in the open spaces between the houses the grass was growing knee-high. The effects of the strike were to
be seen everywhere. I had no opportunity to take an active part in that movement. All I saw were some of its
external manifestations: I paid a visit to the communal canteen, which was capable of seating several hundred
workers at a time, and I took part in lively mass meetings of the strikers.
I remember vividly to this day the activities of the local strike-committee branches in Canton. In each branch
there was a long table covered with red cloth, and on the walls were the pictures of revolutionary leaders framed
in red. Sometimes there were groups of workers sitting around these tables discussing political issues of the day;
at other times they would arbitrate on the disputes that arose between local workers and employers, and even put
troublemakers (mainly hooligans) on trial. I was amazed to see how knowledgeable and capable the Canton
workers were, but it was only after I got hold of some of the internal discussion documents on that period,
published in Moscow in 1928, that I realized the true significance of what had happened: the strike committee was
in fact rivalling the authority of the National Government in a situation of dual power, and had even taken the law
into its own hands.
This was the first time I understood what the theory of the hegemony of the working class meant in practice.
My stay in Canton also taught me that the Chinese and the Russian revolutions were intimately linked. This
gave me much to think about. Questions such as that of Soviet aid to the revolution—a long-standing source of
contention between the reactionary and the revolutionary parties—had played on my mind for a long time. Even
before I joined the party, I had strongly resented the uproar that the papers of the Study Clique and the Young
China Party\fn{Young China Party. Also known as the “Nationalist of the Awakening Lions”. Organized in Paris in 1923 by Tseng Chi
(1892-1951) and others. Advocating nationalism, it fought not only against the CCP but also against the Kuomintang by aligning itself with
various groups of Peiyang warlords} raised when they called the Communists and even the Kuomintang “rouble
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traitors”. I was angered not only because of my vague admiration for the October Revolution, but also because
those people I knew who openly professed to being Communists, friends from my home town, were in my
opinion entirely incorruptible. They would never have sold their souls for a few roubles.
For that reason, I fervently hoped that all the talk about roubles would be proved untrue, so that there would no
longer be any grounds for criticism on that score. By the time I arrived in Canton, my ideas had obviously
matured a little, but I still could not help feeling uneasy at some of the things I saw; as my ship sailed into the
Pearl River, a Soviet freighter passed the other way; when we anchored, I saw more freighters flying red flags
anchored in mid-stream; after disembarking I frequently came across Westerners wearing Kuomintang military
uniforms; and later, when I walked over to the Tung-shan area where all the foreigners and high officials used to
live, I saw Russian advisers speeding by in motorcars, with pistol-toting Chinese bodyguards on the runningboards. It seemed to me that this was harmful to national honour and to the long-established Chinese concepts of
frugality and integrity.
Fortunately it did not take long for me to shake off these remnants of nationalist thinking. After a few weeks I
realized, through study and discussion, that the Chinese Revolution was part of the world revolution, and that it
could only triumph in the context of the world revolution. From that moment on, I no longer had any doubts about
Soviet aid. Whether or not this aid was used in the right way is, of course, another question, and one which at the
time never occurred to me. It was only in 1928, after I had arrived in the Soviet Union, that I read about this
question in internal CPSU (Communist Party of the Soviet Union) documents.
While I was in Canton I naturally learned Inore about the Russian revolution and the Soviet Union, but,
because of the shortness of my stay and the lack of literature on the subject and of people qualified to talk about it
with authority, what I learned was extremely limited and mostly inaccurate anyway. We got the impression that
Borodin, the Russian political adviser in Canton, was more important than Lenin, and that General Galen (as
Blücher was known when in China as chief Russian military adviser) eclipsed Trotsky as a military strategist. No
one as much as mentioned the internal disputes that were going on within the Soviet Party.
*
In the winter of 1926, after my pilgrimage to the Mecca of the revolution, I returned to Peking University a
more hardened and convinced revolutionary. I wrapped myself up in my lined gown against the bitter winter cold.
The political climate in the ancient capital of China was equally bleak. The Fengtien warlords who controlled
Peking were living on fear, caught unawares by the speed with which the revolutionary forces were advancing in
the south. At first they panicked completely, but their confidence gradually returned when they realized that the
revolutionary forces were not a unified bloc, and that the faction which controlled the army was in reality antiCommunist. After the conclusion of the Kiangsi campaign in November 1926, Chiang Kai-shek prepared to
march on Nanking and Shanghai, while at the same time establishing secret 1inks with Peking; as a result, the
Fengtien clique launched a wave of frantic anti-Communist activity, with the covert support of the Japanese
imperialists.
Japanese imperialism had become the main enemy of the Chinese Revolution after the advance guard of the
Northern Expeditionary armies crossed the Yangtse from the British sphere of influence to the Japanese sphere of
influence. In Peking, Japanese special agents actively co-operated with the local warlord Chang Tso-lin’s police
spies, and devoted all their efforts to dealing with the “Red menace”. Since Peking University was well known as
a Communist Party base, these agents made it their main target. Plain-clothes men lurked in every corner,
especially in the restaurants and hostels of the Han Garden area, and it became more and more difficult for us to
engage in any political activity. After my two months away I noticed that many changes had taken place in
methods of Party work in the capital. In the past we had usually held our meetings in rooms in the university, but
this was no longer possible. Some of the leading comrades of the university branch, who had previously lived like
other students, now no longer dared to attend classes or to sleep in the student dormitories. Formerly we had been
able to leave our mimeograph printing machine in the workers’ night school which we had set up. and our work
was semi-legal. Now we were forced to move it to a special place. Comrades were kidnapped while they were
walking along the street by men who followed them in cars. We became more and more tense. and our
communications more and more secretive. This was my first taste of both the fear and the excitement of real
underground work.
After I had worked for a period in the leadership of the university branch the Party transferred me to the
district committee, probably because of my experience in Canton. The work was nerve-racking and exhausting,
with meetings and contact-work from early in the morning until late at night. As a result my studies came to a halt
and I began my new life as a professional but unpaid revolutionary.
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We had to find our own means of livelihood. As far as I knew, only the members of the Peking city committee
received payment from the Party. It was no longer possible for me to earn my living by writing articles, not only
because I was too busy, but also because the publishing world was subject to more and more repression. One-time
booming literary activities were now in sharp decline. For the first few months of 1927 my food was paid for by
an old fellow student of mine from Hangchow, who was studying on an unofficial basis at the university,
Despite the fact that life was hard and I was overburdened with work, I still felt very happy. Finally purged of
the decadent and romantic ideas of the Creation Society, I was seized by a new sort of optimism and filled with
confidence. The history of China was leaping forward, and the old was being replaced by the new at a dramatic
pace. It seemed to us that we could already look to the day when a rejuvenated China would become free and
liberated from imperialist oppression, and even to the day when China would become Communist. Though we
were still living under the muddle-headed and barbaric rule of the warlords and suffering daily persecution at the
hands of spies and gendarmes, we knew quite clearly that the days of the regime were numbered, so we did not
allow ourselves to be intimidated by such repressive measures, even learning to laugh at them. We joyfully got on
with our underground work, and good-humouredly put up with the hardships of life. The revolution was in its
ascendancy, and the honeymoon was not yet over. We revolutionaries who were working behind enemy lines were
full of illusions—in our view the prospects were excellent.
Despite increasing repression, many young people were eagerly joining the Party. When I had joined it in the
winter of 1925, the university branch only had twenty or thirty members, but by the early spring of 1926
membership had shot up to over two hundred. Most of the “aspiring scholars” of the university quarter left their
ivory towers to engage in the real struggle, and even after the arrest and assassination of our leader Li Ta-chao this
influx of new blood into the Party continued.
*
But there were two things which worried me: the relations between the Communist Party and the Kuomintang,
and the general contempt for theory in the Party.
Among the revolutionaries actively working underground in Peking at that time there was not a single real
member of the Kuomintang, which apart from a handful of right-wing officials did not exist there as a separate
organization. None of the young students had any confidence in the Kuomintang or even respected Sun Yat-sen,
even though there was a flood of propaganda after he died and he was described in the most reverent
terms.\fn{Part of the reason for this, of course, was that his wife was an ardent Communist:H } We found much of what we read
in his lectures on the “Three People’s Principles”—nationalism, democracy, and people’s livelihood—too
laughable for words. Nevertheless we were forced to join the Kuomintang. When we were engaged in certain
types of activity we had to say that we were Kuomintang members and we were even forced to set up phoney
Kuomintang meetings.
I remember that shortly after I joined the Communist Party I was ordered to attend a meeting of this sort. The
first item on the agenda was to bow down in front of a portrait of Sun Yat-sen and listen in respectful silence.
while his political testament was read out. After that we listened to a number of reports on the situation in the
South. I later learned that of the fifteen or twenty people at that meeting, only one was a real Kuomintang
member, and all the rest were Communists.
I could not for the life of me understand the necessity for such a charade, and I found it even more ridiculous
when the real Kuomintang members we had invited failed to turn up, so that everyone at such a meeting was
really a member of the Party. The fact that we still bowed down in front of Sun’s portrait and read out his will
made some of us burst out laughing. When I mentioned my reservations to leading comrades, they explained that
this was necessary on account of the united front.
“But there is no Kuomintang to unite with,” I protested. “The whole thing is a farce.”
“The situation is different in the South, where the Kuomintang is a real force,” they would reply. “We have to
carry out the national line.”
In Peking, or at least in the branches under the district committee for eastern Peking, there were only two
books of a theoretical character in circulation at that time. One was the first part of Bukharin’s ABC of
Communism, and the other was Burkhardt's The Student’s ‘Capital’. The first of these was very popular with
Party members because it was written in a style that was easy to understand, and we mimeographed several copies
of it. But Burkhardt’s book was heavy going, and since we had no time to make a proper study of it we read it
without understanding it.
So from an ideological point of view we were not qualified to be called Communists. We were fighting for
Communism, but none of us really understood what Communism was. We were all very aware of this deficiency,
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and hoped for more books to read and people to teach us; above all we wanted the Party to set up a short training
course. But, because of the increasingly difficult situation and the negligence of higher-level Party members, none
of this was done.
There we were, working away in an almost light-heartedly optimistic frame of mind, under a regime of
intensifying terror, inspired by an ideology which we barely understood. Our goal was clear and simple:
opposition to imperialism and warlordism. Our task was simply to expand the organization. It was only in April
1927, when Li Ta-chao was arrested and killed, that our style of work, and more particularly our state of mind,
changed. Our easy-going mood gave way to a profound sense of tragedy and anger.
*
As a middle-level cadre I did not know whether the Party had taken any precautionary measures in advance of
this incident, but it seemed to me that the organization was aware that the authorities had something planned.
Several weeks before it happened, we were all told to be especially careful in our movements. Two days before
the arrest, T’an Tsu-yao, who a few days later was to be hanged together with Li Ta-chao, told me that he was
going to hide in a safe place, the Legation Quarter, and urged me not to sleep in my lodgings. But we had no way
of knowing that the enemy was to strike precisely in that place which we usually considered safest. According to
the 1901 treaty forced on China after the Boxer Rebellion, the Legation Quarter was not subject to Chinese
sovereignty, but, with Japanese help, the warlord Chang Tso-lin got permission from all the signatories to the
Treaty to send troops and police into the area on 6 April 1927. They openly violated the diplomatic immunity of
the Soviet Embassy and arrested the Communists who were in the Chinese Eastern Bank adjacent to the Embassy
building.
Many accounts have already been written of this incident. Future historians, basing their conclusions on
archive materials and eye-witness reports, will undoubtedly write more detailed a ccounts of the martyrdom of Li
Ta-chao and his nineteen comrades. This is not the place for me to write down my fragmentary recollections. But
there is one point, which was widely talked about in Peking party organizations at the time, which I think should
be raised.
After the arrests there was a storm of protest, both at home and abroad, and considerable pressure from public
opinion. Chang Tso-lin was therefore in a quandary: what was he to do with the Communists he had arrested? It
was said that elements within his clique, in particular his leading adviser Chao Hsin-po, were speaking up for Li
Ta-chao and the others, and urging that they should not be executed. Chang Shih-chao, one of Tuan Ch’i-jui’s exministers, also recommended strongly that the prisoners’ lives be spared. As a result, Chang Tso-lin was said to be
in favour of sending them to Mukden to sit out long prison sentences.
But the “Supreme Commander of the Revolutionary Armies”, Chiang Kai-shek, urged Chang Tso-lin through
secret channels to have them killed, thus helping Chang Tso-lin to reach his final decision. This information came
from very reliable sources close to the Fengtien clique. The execution of Li Ta-chao and the others in Peking on
28 April came within days of Chiang Kai-shek’s massacre of the Shanghai workers on 12 April, and the two
incidents were clearly linked.
It was the start of a bloodbath. It had an enormous effect on the revolutionary camp, in particular on young
revolutionaries like me, proving that revolution was not a game in which youthful romantics could indulge their
imagination or get rid of surplus energy. Those of us with a more utilitarian outlook began to weigh up the
advantages and disadvantages of continuing the fight. The merciless face of the class struggle revealed itself to
everyone, acutely posing the question of whether or not to follow the revolution. We were all forced to make a
decision, influenced by factors such as the background we came from, the depth of our understanding, and our
strength of character. In other words, with the deepening and differentiation of the revolution, a differentiation
also began to take place in the revolutionary ranks.
But, in Peking, the arrest of Li Ta-chao and the others did not immediately result in the collapse of the local
party organization. Our work carried on as usual, and in the short term at least the bloody repression did not cause
any wavering in our ranks. On the contrary, we became much more serious, and not a single comrade was driven
out of the organization by fear. The warlord system was in its death agony, and was totally incapable of evoking
panic.
What shook Communists in the North more, arid created uneasiness and confusion in our ranks, was the news
of the savage purges that were taking place in the South as the leaders of the Kuomintang turned on all popular
organizations. We were not prepared for this either ideologically or emotionally, and found it hard to believe that
the leader of the revolutionary army could massacre the workers. The younger comrades were particularly
embittered by the anti-Communist articles of the former radical Wu Chih-hui which were published in the Peking
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press, since we had always looked up to him as a progressive and admired his personality and lively literary style.
We ran around commiserating with each other about the shocking news, and found it impossible to explain the
sudden transformation in our former idol.
Naturally enough, none of the people I was in contact with was in sympathy with Chiang Kai-shek or Wu
Chih-hui: there was a widespread sense of regret and even betrayal, and a feeling that their actions could only
benefit the enemy. We wanted an explanation for what had happened and instructions on what our attitude
towards Chiang should be in the future. But the only explanation I could get from the Peking committee was that
Chiang had capitulated to imperialism and the rightists and betrayed the revolution. I conveyed these remarks to
the comrades in the branches. Shortly, however, we received the following consolation from the same source:
Chiang’s defection is not important; the Kuomintang still has a left wing, there is still Wang Ching-wei. They are our
trusted allies. The centre of the revolution is now Wuhan.

This seemed to clear up our confusion. We resumed our work, and turned our eyes towards Wuhan. There was
an immense amount of work to be done there, and not enough people to do it, so the Party asked the Peking
committee to send some comrades south, It was decided to send those, myself included, most likely to be marked
out for surveillance by the Peking police. There were ten of us in all, including P’eng Lien-ch’ing, the famous
student leader of the Peking Women’s Normal University, and Chang Ching-ch’en, chairman of the Peking
University Students’ Union.
Early one morning in July 1927 we quietly slipped out of Peking.
Thus ended my life as a university student. …
1908

19.72 Aboard The S.S. Darien Maru\fn{by Tien Chün aka Hsiao Chün aka Liu Chün (1908- )} Liaoning Province, China
(M) 2
Our friend W accompanied us to the Dairen Maru,\fn{A Japanese vessel. A note reads: This story is a factually correct
description of the close scrutiny now maintained over Chinese traveling between China and Japan's "Manchuko.” Manchuko was the
Japanese name of the territory formally known as Manchuria (now containing the Chinese provinces of Heilungkiang, Kirin, and Liaoning)
which Japan seized control of between October 1932 and February 1933, and ruled until the end of World War II. } but left without
permitting us to say good-bye.
Before we had even become accustomed to the odour of the air in the cabin we found ourselves surrounded.
My wife and I were preparing to spread out our bedding.
“Where are you going?” a fat, short fellow asked me.
Behind him stood four men, two in police uniform with pistols, two in plain clothes.
“To Tsingtao.”
My heart jumped a beat, even though we had expected this. I only hoped that the search would not be too
severe. Once flnished, I would soon stand on our beloved native soil on the other side of the sea, where everything
would come to my rescue.
With their hands and eyes they examined my body, and went over my baggage like dogs.
My wife was pale. She had just recovered from illness, and her unusually hollow eyes now showed anxiety.
We were gambling for life in the mouth of a monster.
“Where do you come from?”
“From—.” I did all I could to control my pulsing blood.
“What was your profession there?”
“An office worker at the headquarters of—.” I knew one of my friends worked there. I took his profession for
mine. I had long been—well, let us say an: unemployed beggar.
“Tell me the name of your Commander, his headquarters, his family name, official name, private name, and his
age.”
My blood raced faster and faster, as if determined to burst its vessels.
“His family name is —; official name —; private name —. Now … he is … about fifty years of age.”
“What? About fifty?”
His narrow eyes widened and the relaxed muscles of his face tightened. The men behind him stared, openeyed. 1 saw that the two armed men had rested their hands on their pistols. The batons of the other two swung
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back and forth.
My wife's eyes were wide with anxiety.
“My Commander was fifty years old last year. This year he would be fifty-one,” I explained.
“Well, you even forget the age of your superior! Why do you now go to Tsingtao? Who is this woman?” he
asked.
“She is my wife. We are going home,” I explained.
“Why, then you are a Shantung man? You speak—“ he began.
“I am a Manchukuo man.” I became calm again.
“Then why is your home in Shantung?” he asked.
“My father is there.”
“What does your father do there?”
“He is a business man.”
“What kind of business?”
“Money exchanger.”
“Name of his shop?”
“ …”
“On what road?”
“ …”
“Why are you going home?” Another series of questions seemed to begin.
“We married recently and wish to go home to see our parents.”
“Married recently?” His eyes traveled back and forth from my face to my wife’s, then back again. I did not
really know if we looked like a newly married couple on a honeymoon trip.
“Did you resign your position or ask for leave of absence?”
“I resigned.”
“Give me your name card and your certificate of resignation.” He held out his hand. It was a fat, thick hand, on
which one could read cruelty.
“I do not have …”
Silence, silence throughout the cabin. The sound of the sea lapping against the side of the steamer came to me.
A sunbeam of late spring fell upon the mat on the floor before me, and with ita gentle breeze came through the
porthole.
“I did not think these were necessary. I am not in official uniform, and do not require such certificates to
identify myself,” I answered.
“No—you do not look like a good man.” The fat man’s eyes covered my body from head to foot, then returned
to stare into mine.
“Judging by your eyes alone, you are not a good man. … A good man would not have such eyes as yours. …
Come along with me!” he ordered.
So it was my eyes that offended him!
In the other place the questioning went on for about an hour. Finally he said he would have to take me ashore
for further examination. I remember now that a feeling of absolute despair came over me. If he took me to the
maritime police-station I would be subjected to all kinds of torture—I would be whipped, have kerosene or pepper
and water forced through my nostrils. Everything would be fmished for me.
One is always calm when in despair. One may even be more brave. So I now walked with determined steps
before this man. Before we reached the door he halted me.
“No! Come this way!”
I turned in the direction his hand indicated. I thought he might want to take my wife also. So much the better,
for then we could die or be imprisoned together.
I found my wife’s examiners had left her. She stood, leaning against the porthole, gazing out at the sea. I saw
how thin her back had become from illness. A pain darted through my heart.
“Bring your things here. I want to examine them,” the man was ordering me.
I moved everything I had brought with me—a middle-sized canvas suitcase and a willow basket. Men with
pistols and batons came back again.
The fat, stout man examined every shirt and every pair of socks. He was as thorough as a second-hand dealer
or a pawnshop owner. The only thing lacking was the bargaining. He also examined a pile of white letter-paper,
holding it up to the light, one piece at a time. He was as faithful as a dog, I thought. Everything was examined.
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When he found that I was eating an apple he remarked:
“You enjoy yourself very much!”
When leaving the cabin he repeatedly turned to look back at me as if to say, “It seems to me he is not a good
man.”
The sound from the turning capstan was heard. I knew the sailors were lifting the anchor.
The waves beat beautifully and free, but my heart and my body were cramped as if fettered. My wife and I
gazed at each other in silence. We then turned to the sea—the unconquerable sea—thinking of that other shore.
*
When the night was deep and no one but we two were on deck my wife’s low, vibrant voice asked, “When will
the steamer enter the harbour?”
“Not until ten or twelve tomorrow morning,” I replied.
Her hand lightly brushed over mine as I grasped the deck railing. "If … " We both turned to look, but still there
was no other person on deck but us. “If … if they come to worry me again I would rather leap into the sea. I
would rather feed the fish with my body.”
My wife’s face turned still more pale.
“You … must not say that!”
I felt anxiety overtake her again. The sound of the rough waves churning ceaselessly under the steamer came to
us. The wind was no longer gentle.
We returned to the cabin, and my wife fell asleep. I lay, listening to the cry of the sea. An old, witchlike woman
was smoking opium on the next mat, unconcerned with it all. On the second morning the green mountains of
Tsingtao fringed the horizon. A little warmth crept into my frozen heart.
“Oh, my own country!” we both cried, as if possessed.
42.86 Excerpt from Three-Family Lane\fn{by Ou-yang Shan aka Ou-yang Yang-i (1908- )} Ying-yu, Hupeh Province,
China 10
Main Characters:
Chou T’ieh ………….. the father of Chou Ping, blacksmith and head of household on Three-Family Lane
Chou Ping …………… youngest son in the Chou family
Chou Yung ………….. second son in the Chou family
Chou Chou-an ………. sole daughter in the family
Ch’en Wan-li ………... comprador-capitalist, head of the second household on Three-Family Lane
Ch’en Wen-hsiung …... only son of Ch’en Wan-li
Ch’en Wen-ti ………… second daughter of Ch’en Wan-li
Ch’en Wen-chieh ……. third daughter of Ch’en Wan-li
Ch’en Wen-T’ing ……. fourth daughter of Ch’en Wan-li
Ho Ying-Yüan ……….. landlord and high-ranking KMT\fn{ Koumintang; Nationalist Chinese.} official, head of third
household on Three-Family Lane; also called “Fifth Master”
Ho Shou-jen …………. eldest son of Ho Ying-yüan
Ho Pu-Chou …………. bookkeeper and manager of the Ho estate in Chen-nan Village; also called “Unencompassable Ho;” also called “Second Grand-uncle.”
Hu Yuan ……………... a tenant farmer for Ho Ying-yüan
Chang Tzu-hao ………. son of a landlord, husband of the eldest daughter in the Ch’en family, Ch’en Wen-ying
Li Min-K’uei ………… son of a landlord
Ou T’ao ……………… younger daughter of a cobbler, and the sweetheart and cousin of Chou Ping\fn{ A note
reads: In the language typical of the pai-hua fiction of the 1920s—particularly its dated mode of dialogues, which sounds rather quaint
now—Three-Family Lane begins with the tale of how Chou Ping, youngest son of a blacksmith married to the sister of the wife of the Ch’en
household, is taken under the wings of the Ch’en family, only to be booted out when he exposes Mr. Ch’en’s attempt to seduce a
maidservant. Victimized again and again by his impulsiveness and incorruptible nature, in this episode Chou Ping shows for the first time a
concern for human needs, at the risk of self-incrimination under the rules of an oppressive society .}

*
… Although the second daughter of the Ch’en family, Ch’en Wen-ti, was a schoolmate of the boy-next-door,
Young Master Ho Shou-jen, they very rarely spoke to one another at school. Shou-jen had a delicate build, so the
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girls all snubbed him. Even though he had money and dressed himself handsomely, if she went over and addressed just a few remarks to him, the rest of the girls would certainly make her the laughingstock of the school.
Shou-jen would typically spend an hour or two in her company at the library, on the playground, or just in the
schoolyard, and never find the occasion to say so much as a single word. Yet now and then the opportunity did
present itself.
On that day, they bumped into each other once again in the schoolyard. Wen-ti glanced in all directions to
make sure no one was about, then turned toward him and said:
“In your opinion, Master Ho, are the body and soul of a human being identical, or are they opposites? For instance, let’s consider the case of Chou Ping, that little imp who lives on our Three-Family Lane. Everyone agrees
upon his physical attractiveness, but opinions vary when it comes to his soul. If the body and soul are identical
then he must be a good person, but if they are opposites then he must be a bad person. Won’t you give me your
advice on this matter, Master Ho?”
While speaking she flashed him an affectionate smile. Her hair was brown, the color of palm-tree fibers, her
eyes were palm-brown, and her face was palm-brown too. In fact, her entire body seemed ablaze with the color of
palm. While Ho Shou-jen gazed at her, he felt as though she had melted him on the spot—he could find the
strength neither to move nor to answer her back. Seeing that he was so distressed, Wen-ti gave forth a selfsatisfied giggle, and just walked away laughing.
Shou-jen was plunged into a state of complete remorse. Most of the time he could think of many things to talk
about. But why was it that when it came time to use them, not even a simple sentence emerged? He was so
ashamed that he tore at his hair.
After a while he thought back over every word Wen-ti had uttered.
“Are the body and soul of a human being identical? Yes, what she said is correct, they must be identical. And
what about that little imp Chou Ping? Why did she call that jerk a ‘little imp?’ I've got it—this means that she
feels affection for him. Otherwise, why would she have said that everyone agrees upon his physical attractiveness? I’ve got it—feeling affection for someone and noting that someone is physically attractiv are also identical!”
He finally deduced several things from her questions. He concluded that Wen-ti regarded Chou Ping as a good
person. He concluded that Wen-ti was in fact enlisting his aid toward Chou Ping. He concluded that her questions
were a kind of expression of her feelings for him. Because of this, he too began to regard Chou Ping as a good
person. Moreover, he gradually developed a friendly feeling toward him, because he believed that such behavior
would enable him to identify with Wen-ti.
Within a few days, he proposed to his father, Ho Ying-yüan, that Chou Ping tend water buffaloes for their
family in their native village of Chen-nan. His father said”
“Doesn’t he steal the belongings of others?” Ho Shou-jen set the record straight:
“Of course not. How could that be true! I have objectively concluded that he is a good person!”
After hearing his son defend Chou Ping, Ho Ying-yüan nodded his head and promised that it would be taken
care of. Chou T’ieh and his wife had no recourse but to sigh and try to make the best of the situation. They waited
for the bookkeeper to come from the country on one of his business trips, and when he arrived, he took Chou Ping
back with him to Chen-nan Village.
That bookkeeper was named Unencompassable Ho, and was as plump as a fat pig. He was forty years old, the
same age as Ho Ying-yüan, but because he was elder in terms of clan seniority, everyone called him Second
Granduncle.
Chen-nan Village is situated about twenty-five miles from the provincial capital, and one could get there by
walking or by taking a train part way and walking the remainder of the distance. Walking, however, was the
furthest thing from the mind of Second Granduncle, so he and Chou Ping journeyed by boat.
When they got aboard, he gave no instructions to Chou Ping, indeed said nothing to him at all, but instead fell
fast asleep and began snoring loudly. It seemed as though he had entirely forgotten about Chou Ping. Ping for his
part was glad not to be bothered. He took up the oars and helped the boatman with his rowing.
Along the way they passed by farmsteads and waterways, an unbroken landscape of trees and flowers, palms
and mulberry—it was all very enjoy able.
Eventually they arrived at a secluded landing, where tree branches hung low upon the water. The boatman gave
the oar a twist and guided the boat to rest against a miniature enclosed dock. They had reached Chen-nan Village.
The village consisted of a sand bar that floated upon a river. Although winter had arrived, the trees were still lush
with color and the chirping of birds was incessant. The full 2500 acres of land could not be taken in with a single
glance, and now that the late-ripening crop of rice had been harvested, flocks of small birds were busy gleaning in
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the fields. Half of this land belonged to the Ho family. In addition to the part leased to tenant farmers for
cultivation, the Hos worked on over thirty acres of the best water paddies, with the help of some ten-odd hired
farmhands.
Every day Chou Ping set out early and returned late, tending water buffaloes for the Ho family. Among those
hundred-odd families of tenant farmers, Chou Ping liked the family of Hu Yüan the best. This year Hu Yüan
turned fifty, and his wife reached forty-three. They had two daughters and two sons. The eldest daughter, Willow,
was twelve, the eldest son, Tree, was ten. The younger son, Pine, was eight years old, and the younger daughter,
Apricot, was six just this year.
Hu Yüan was a distant cousin of the wife of Ho Ying-yüan, and at first he managed to eke out an existence
upon a small plot of poor land he inherited. Then he took a wife and started raising children, and through a series
of natural and other disasters his estate collapsed. Because of the Hus’ relation to Mrs.Ho, Unencompassable Ho
secured Ho Ying-yüan’s special permission to lease some land to Hu to till without the usual security deposit.
The Hu children were all still young. The whole family depended on Hu Yüan and his wife's working in the
fields all year round. Hu Yüan was an honest and big-hearted fellow, and so took to looking after Chou Ping constantly. He saw to it that his clothes were washed and mended, and when there was soup or tea invited him to
come and take a sip. The children, face-to-face with a city dweller of countless adventures and broad background,
often surrounded him and asked about this and that. No matter whether it was an account of the sibling fights in
the household of Ho Ying-yüan on Three-Family Lane, or gossip about the family of Ch’en Wan-li, or the incident
involving that good-for-nothing junior proprietor of the Blue Cloud Shoestore, Lin K’ai-t’ai, whom Chou Ping
once clobbered with a hammer for bothering the lovely Ou T’ao, or the episode in which Chou Ping was blamed
by that deceitful clerk Kuo Piao for pilfering from the cash box in the Universal Deliverance Pharmacy, they were
all held spellbound by his tales. As for the unearthly beauty of Ou T’ao, they all adored her and wished they too
might see such a beauty. As for the illustrious past of Chou Ping, they envied his experiences no end and felt that
their lives would be complete if they were to live through anyone of those adventures. In a short time Chou Ping
became a familiar guest in their home and soon came to be treated just like one of their own.
When winter came around there was no more work to do, so Unencompassable Ho instructed Chou Ping to go
and clean out the granary. In his spare time, Chou Ping would go and amuse himself at the Hu household, where
he learned all about planting and harvesting and the effects of wind and rain upon the crops, as well as chipping in
with carrying water and fertilizer and planting vegetables.
One day the sky darkened and rain began to pour, and as the cold set in the family of Hu Yüan had not a grain
of rice to put in the pot, so young and old alike became sullen and depressed. After spending the entire day
pounding rice, Chou Ping was completely worn out, so he threw on a raincape and set off for the Hu household.
By this time it was already mid-afternoon, but as the daylight is short in winter, in every household he passed the
stove had been lit and dinner was being prepared. Chou Ping pushed open the gate to the Hu household and, while
removing his cape, yelled ou:
“Willow … Willow!”
The entire household was gathered in the main room, but not one of them answered him. Hu Yüan was.
stretched out upon a plank-bed opposite the stove. It was hard to tell whether he was sleeping or awake. His wife
sat on the edge of the bed, her head bent over the tatters she was mending with concentration. Willow was sitting
upon a bamboo chair in front of the ancestral figures. She felt too lethargic to move, as if every ounce of strength
had been drained from her body. The only sign of animation whatsoever came, from Tree, Pine, and Apricot, who
were sitting on the floor playing a game of bean-toss.
At first Chou Ping felt at a loss as to what to do. Then he strolled over to the stove and felt it with his hand—it
was cold, so he asked:
“How come, Uncle Hu, you haven’t started the rice yet?”
“Not hungry!” was the grudging reply of Hu Yüan, accompanied with a long sigh.
As Chou Ping observed that Hu Yüan was in a bad mood, and that none of the others felt like talking either, he,
not knowing what had gone wrong, just slipped quietly onto a small stool and made no further remarks. After the
amount of time it takes to smoke about half a pipeful of tobacco Hu Yüan began to speak again:
“Ping, what kind of work did you do today?” Chou Ping very cautiously replied:
“Nothing much; I just pounded rice all day.”
“For whom? For Second Granduncle?”
“No. It was for Fifth Master Ho Ying-yüan himself. New Year’s is just around the corner, and he has been
asking us to hurry up with the rice.”

475

“Is there no rice sold in the city?” Hu Yüan said. “How is it that store-bought rice isn’t good enough for him;
instead he insists upon rice from his own paddies?”
“Uncle,” Chou Ping answered, “you have no idea. Rice from neither Annam, Siam, nor Shanghai suits Fifth
Master. The only rice he enjoys eating comes from his own village.” This stirred the interest of Hu Yüan, who
turned over and sat up nimbly and said with enthusiasm and pride:
“It’s so true. No matter what people say, rice from Annam, Siam, or Shanghai cannot compare in taste with rice
from our village. But really, taking the rice to a mill to hull it is all he need do, what use is it wasting your time
pounding it yourself?”
“That won’t do at all!” Chou Ping said. “Neither adults nor children in the household of Fifth Master will eat
machined rice at all. They say that it’s got the smell of gasoline! They will only eat rice hulled at home.”
While Hu Yüan was still mulling over the appetite of the family of Fifth Master Ho, his wife, listening by his
side, completely lost her patience, and interrupted her husband.
“You just stick to your own business. What has the kind of rice they like to eat got to do with you? First go out
and bring back a little something to eat so I can fill up the bellies of our children, then let’s talk about the rest!”
Hu Yüan opened wide both palms in despair and said:
“And just how am I supposed to do that? We don’t have any rice. We can’t borrow any either. Perhaps we can
eat another meal of boiled turnips like this morning!” When she heard him mention boiled turnips again, Mrs. Hu
had nothing further to say. But Tree, Pine, and Apricot cried out in unison:
“Mom! Dad! No more boiled turnips! Please, no more. We want sweet potatoes, we want to eat sweet
potatoes.”
Willow, who was slightly older than the others, and a little more understanding, knew that they hadn’t any
sweet potatoes either, and just cried, off to one side. Outside, a cold wind lashed and harsh rain poured down, and
the spattering sound went on and on. Mrs. Hu thought and thought, then finally she too began to cry, and said:
“How many days has it been since the last harvest? How long will we have to wait for the new year? for the
next crop? Everyone else is busy celebrating the New Year, eating chicken, duck, fish, and pork; will turnips be all
we have to eat? Even that won’t help us to last through the middle of January. How can you expect us to go on
like this! One would be better off dead! Yes, death itself would make the whole thing simpler! At least you
wouldn’t have to spend each month wondering whether you will live to see it end, or each year whether you will
live to see the next!”
Chou Ping realized that they had nothing at all to eat. Without saying a word, he threw on his raincape and
dashed out. He ran over to the kitchen, and seeing that the chief cook was oblivious to all else except preparing
dinner, snatched a bowl and scooped out four bowlsful from the rice crock. He stashed two bowlsful in each
pocket, which altogether weighed no less than five pounds. No one at all observed him. Having secured the rice,
he again threw on his raincape and, in a single breath, ran back to the household of Hu Yüan. Upon arrival, he
removed his shirt and emptied the contents of both pockets into a basket for washing rice, panting so hard that he
could barely catch his breath. The children leapt up with joy and surrounded him to take a look. They cried out:
“There’s rice, there’s rice … we have food to eat, food to eat,” without a pause. Even Mrs. Hu set down her
tattered clothes, jumped off the bed, and lifted the rice basket to pour it into the pot. But the arm of Hu Yüan shot
out and stopped her.
“Hold on a minute!” he said, then turning to Chou Ping.
“My good child, where on earth did you get this rice of yours?”
“It spilled out while I was pounding the rice.” Chou Ping invented a story.
“I’ve never heard of such a thing!” Hu Yüan did not believe him. “How can rice be spilled when you are
pounding it?" Mrs. Hu became angry. She shoved away her husband’s arm, saying:
“Who cares whether it spilled out while he was pounding the rice or if it pounded out while he was spilling the
rice! Let’s eat first and discuss later.” She emptied the basket with a whoosh into the pot. She added water and
also cut up a few large turnips to throw in. The children scrambled over to light a crackling fire, and in a short
while they could smell the aroma of cooked rice. Everyone invited Chou Ping to eat with them. He refused, but he
tasted the good rice in his mouth just the same when everyone else was eating it with great relish.
The next day the sky had cleared, and it was even colder. When Chou Ping went to pound rice for the day, the
first thing he did was to hide a small amount of it. After he had finished his hulling and his other chores, he took
out the rice and stuffed it into a pocket on the inside of his shirt and then, pulling his old padded jacket over it, set
off in the direction of the Hu family.
Hu Yüan was unwilling to accept it and would not say a word. Chou Ping scooped out one handful after
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another and put it in the rice basket, while Hu Yüan seized each handful as it came and tried to stuff it back into
Chou Ping’s pocket.
“We cannot accept it,” Hu said, “we cannot accept it, we simply cannot …”
Meanwhile, a good quantity of rice had spilled out upon the ground, and groups of chickens in twos and threes
flew in from next door and began pecking it up. Chou Ping was at the end of his wits and called out to young
Apricot who had just turned six:
“Come on, let’s go outside and play.” Once outdoors, he stuffed the rice into Apricot’s pockets.
From that time on, Chou Ping used this method. Whenever he had spare time, he would come and ask the
children to play. Then, he would stuff that snow-white grade-A rice into the pocket of one child or another.
This situation produced fear in Hu Yüan as much as it elicited his gratitude. As a result, he began to find fault
with his wife at the slightest provocation. One day, after a particularly violent spat, Hu Yüan sat off in a corner
and muttered to himself:
“It’s all right to take what is yours to take, but don’t you go taking what is not. When you do accept something,
first you should try to find out who it belongs to. You think it’s fun to take something! You think that family ever
throws away anything? When you see something good to eat, you just gulp it down. You don’t ever worry what’s
going to happen later, do you?”
Sometimes, when the rice was prepared and set out at the table piping hot, Hu Yüan would sit off to one side
and mumble to himself, unable to bring himself to eat. His wife would say:
“Go ahead and eat! Eat in peace what you have worked hard to earn. Do you mean to tell me it contains
poison? Why sit there staring?”
“How I wish it were only poison,” said Hu. “It’s something much worse! I’m not concerned about myself;
what worries me is the children.”
Mrs. Hu began to cry again. She picked up a damp handkerchief and, covering her face with it, said:
“Then you tell me how to go on living like this. May God help us all! If one is going to die, what difference
does it make whether he eats poison or not? Let’s eat well first, then let’s all drop dead. It’d be much better than
dragging on like this. Don’t you tell me about worrying over the children, you heartless creature! Just look at how
they’ve been starving—and you’re still unwilling to let them eat!”
Hu Yüan gazed at the children, who gazed back, each pair of eyes wide open, not daring to take a bite. Hu
Yüan had no recourse but to let out a long sigh, lift up his chopsticks, and begin eating.
When Chou Ping heard the children’s version of the events, he felt troubled.
“Why do they feel I have done something wrong?” He thought and thought again but could not figure it out.
On one occasion, he overheard Hu Yüan talking to the children:
“Just you go ahead and eat. One day someone will find out about it, and when it comes to a tribunal in the
ancestral shrine, won’t we be looking pretty!”
It was the original intention of Chou Ping to help the Hu family, but he had only succeeded in making them
more miserable. He really hadn’t the slightest idea why this matter would be brought up in the ancestral shrine,
nor what the judgment would be—he could only keep the worry to himself.
Although the Hu household was not without its troubles, and each day seemed harder to pass than a whole
year, time kept slipping by unnoticed, so that the year was out in the blink of an eye, and spring of 1921 had
arrived.\fn{It was the ninth year of the Republic of China; the Manchu Empire formally abdicated February 12, 1912 .} When it came
time for spring plowing, Chou Ping tagged along with Hu Yüan and learned all about plowing, harrowing, and
preparing the land for planting. Since the Hu family did not own any draft animal, young and old held on to ropes
and pulled the plow themselves. Although Chou Ping was in charge of the Ho family’s water buffaloes, he was
not at liberty to lend them out, so he pastured the animals on a nearby embankment and joined the Hus in the
plowing.
The time had come for soaking the rice seeds for sprouting, but the Hu family had no seeds. Again it was Chou
Ping who thought of a way of obtaining some from the granary of Fifth Master Ho. A pocketful at a time, he did
his best to accumulate enough for them. Hu Yüan stopped declining but simply said:
“I swear before god that we will pay Fifth Master back in the future. Not a single grain less! If I can’t pay it all
up this life, I will do it the next life, even if it means coming back as a horse or a buffalo!”
After all the seeds were planted, Chou Ping continued to sneak rice to the Hus from time to time for their food.
Hu made no further refusals, but every time he accepted it he would make avow, saying to all future generations
they would simply have to pay back their debt.
Willow, Tree, Pine, and Apricot grew accustomed to playing with Chou Ping. They were all so close that if
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they missed being together for as much as a single day, everyone would feel terribly out of sorts. Willow once
heard her parents lamenting the fact that they had no boys the age of Chou Ping, for such a lad would surely be a
great help. She subsequently brought up the subject to Chou Ping, saying that she wished he’d become their
brother. Apricot, who was standing by his side, brushed her fingers on her cheek to shame her elder sister, but
after a while, she too began to call him elder brother. Hu Yüan and his wife, seeing how much their children
adored Chou Ping, also wanted to have him as their adopted son but never found the occasion to tell him so.
The weather had turned warm. One day Chou Ping stuffed two pocketsful of rice inside his shirt, threw on his
jacket, and walked out of the granary. On such a nice day as this, it would surely be uncomfortable to wear a
padded jacket, but he had to keep it on to hide the rice. Who could have foreseen that, having walked only a few
steps, he would suddenly run smack into that fatso Unencompassable Ho? When that Second Granduncle saw
Chou Ping looking suspicious, wrapped in his winter jacket in such warm weather, he shouted out:
“Where do you think you’re off to?” He caught up with Chou and gave his jacket a yank. Chou Ping jerked
away, freeing himself from the hand of Second Granduncle, but he could not prevent the rice from spilling out in
a stream.
The situation turned sour. As expected, Unencompassable Ho beat him and coaxed him, but Chou Ping would
not divulge the true circumstances. Finally, he said that he had lost in gambling and had no other recourse but to
steal some rice to repay the debt. When questioned regarding his debt, he was again unwilling to talk. Unencompassable Ho became so enraged that his entire bulk of fat began to quiver. Chou was kicked out of the house
immediately without supper.
He tied all his belongings in a bundle on his back, went out to the main entrance of the Ho house, and sat down
alongside the highway that ran through the village. He thought to himself:
“Shall I go by the house of Old Master Hu to bid him farewell, and say a few parting words to Willow, Tree,
Pine, and little Apricot? Mrs. Hu was so kind to me, will it do not to stop by?”
But then he wondered how he could face them after getting himself into such a predicament over something so
minor, and he decided not to go. He reflected for about an hour, then tied the bundle upon his back again, brushed
the dirt off his clothes, and followed the highway listlessly back toward Canton. It was well past the second watch
when he arrived home.\fn{A note reads: Four years pass, during which Chou Ping watches the youngsters on Three-Family Lane
pledge their service to their country in her struggle to create a political identity strong enough to overcome warlord rule over the countryside and foreign control of the urban centers. The interaction between the rise and repeated setbacks of the Communist Party, founded in
1923, and the struggle against foreign domination sets the scene for the rest of the novel. In the following episode, we are brought into the
cynical, compromising world of the privileged Chinese. Ch’en Wan-li, comprador neighbor of the rich, landholding Ho family, enumerates
the recent events, which terrify his businessman’s heart, to the fascinated but undisturbed Ho Ying-yüan. Rallies protesting the brutality
against Chinese workers, culminating in the violence of the May Thirtieth Massacre in Shanghai and the Shakee-Shameen incident that
follows, result in massive work stoppages and embargoes of foreign goods. Shanghai, the stronghold of European colonization, is crippled
by strikes. On June 23, 1925, students and workers band together for a mass demonstration, in conjunction with a general walkout of
Chinese seamen from British shipping companies. As the marchers approach Shameen, an island housing the firms and merchants involved
in the foreign trade imposed upon Canton for well over a century, panic breaks out and fifty-two of their number are killed .}

The fluffy clouds upon White Cloud Mountain gathered together and drifted apart in succession, so that in the
twinkling of an eye several months had passed, and it was now the last third of the month of June.
On the afternoon of the twenty-third day of the month, the sun broke through for a while, then the sky became
cloudy and rain began to pour, creating an oppressive, humid heat. After Ch’en Wan-li finished lunch, he tried to
take a brief nap but couldn’t fall asleep, so he crawled out of bed and went to pay a visit on Ho Ying-yüan.
He strolled into the living room, but instead of Fifth Master Ho, he came upon the eldest son, Ho Shou-jen,
seated along with Li Min-kuei and Chang Tzu-hao, the husband of his own eldest daughter. The room was
extremely spacious. The north and south walls were lined with a set of rosewood formal chairs; marble-topped
tables and stools were placed in the middle. Set against the center of the east wall was a glass hutch, in which
assorted curios and jewels such as jade, agate, coral, and decorative rocks were displayed. Bookcases flanked the
hutch, containing volumes of essays, fiction, and classical poetry and prose. Set against the west wall, underneath
a window, was a large rosewood chaise lounge, complete with a matching tray and inlaid on three sides with
marble. The window was framed in mahogany carved in the shape of sunflowers, holding panes of red, yellow,
blue, and green glass. When viewed through the glass, the bamboo outside of the living room acquired an
exquisite blue and green coloration.
Being a friend of the family, Ch’en Wan-li just sprawled out upon a rosewood couch to one side of a bookcase
and struck up a conversation with the young people.
“Today they’re holding another demonstration march,” he said. “Why aren’t you young people getting into the
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act instead of hiding yourselves here?”
Chang Tzu-hao and Ho Shou-jen just giggled and didn’t speak a word, while Li Min-k’uei poked fun at him:
“Now tell me, my fine man, why you yourself don’t go and join in the festivities?” Ch’en Wan-li feigned an air
of indignation and replied:
“I was thinking of going, but I’m afraid you young people would knock me down. Aren’t you the ones who
spend the whole day talking about overthrowing the comprador class?” Li Min-k’uei picked up his line of
reasoning and chimed in:
“That’s exactly why we decided not to go out and join the march. We do not find it fulfilling to lend our
support to the Communist Party.” Ch’en Wan-li reflected upon this for a moment, then slowly stated:
“According to that theory, the workers who came back from Hong Kong to participate in the strike are all
Communists!” When Ho Shou-jen saw that no one attempted a rejoinder, he said:
“Granted, you can’t go around making irresponsible statements like that. Nonetheless, it cannot be denied that
this particular strike was instigated by the Communist Party.”
Ch’en Wan-li made a faint snort of acknowledgment, and said nothing more. Later on he turned and addressed
his son-in-law:
“Tzu-hao, I never really asked you about it before, but I’m curious about that warlord Ch’en Chiung-ming,
whose influence extends across the eastern half of our province. If the Eastern Campaign of your Canton
Revolutionary Army was so successful, why did you withdraw your troops?”
“Father,” Chang Tzu-hao said, “you saw it yourself, didn’t you? It’s just that we want to overthrow the
warlords Liu and Yang.”
“The Yunnan and Kwangsi armies trafficked in opium and ran gambling joints; they are indeed warlords and
should be overthrown. But have you overthrown that Ch’en Chiung-ming?” Ch’en Wan-li said.
“He’s been taken care of,” Chang Tzu-hao said, chuckling; then he quickly added, “Well, almost …”
“Just as I said, a lot of work for nothing,” said Ch’en Wan-li with a laugh. “If you can’t even topple a single
warlord, how can you talk about overthrowing something as vast as Imperialism? What do you know of
Imperialism anyway? I personally would make a quick withdrawal of forces. The foreign airplanes, cannons,
tanks, and warships are not coming here just to fool around with you!”
At this point in the conversation, the group of young men had nothing further to say to him, and withdrew from
the living room into the library.
Ch’en Wan-li lay down for a spell, alone in the room until Ho Ying-yüan made a dignified entrance, dressed in
a diaphanous silk shirt and bead-sewn, straw-bottomed slippers. In his hand he held a fan made from goose
feathers. When Ch’en Wan-li saw him, he sat upon the couch.
“Fifth Master,” Ch’en said, “it has only been a few days since I saw you last, how is it that you have grown
thinner by the day?”
“Ah, to be like you instead,” Ho Ying-yüan said, “who no matter what problems arise in this world of ours,
never really takes them to heart. I saw you just a few days ago, and it seems you are getting plumper by the day!”
The two men engaged in such pleasantries for a while before turning to more pressing matters.
“Fifth Master,” Ch’en Wanl-li said, ‘what will come of the dispute over the post of counsellor in the provincial
government?”
“I appreciate your concern,”Ho Ying-yüan replied, “but what we’re dealing with here is a movement that
sparks up one day and dies down the next, never really coming to anything. For the moment, at least, the post will
be kept. It’s not that I crave the job or lust after the salary, it’s simply that we cannot allow the Red elements to
seize power and do with it as they please, not granting so much as a voice to the rest of the provincial assembly.
Even if I permitted it, do you think that Sun Yat-sen’s acting commander-in-chief, Hu Han-min, would stand for
it?”
“That’s right, of course you’re right.” Ch’en Wan-li clapped his hands in approval. “We businessmen cannot
fathom the tricks of you politicians, but to tell the truth, I’ve spent the greater part of this year in fear and
trembling, and rarely ever get a good night’s sleep. It’s been one crazy event after another. How can a man not be
driven utterly mad? Just you count the incidents: in February of this year it was the Eastern Campaign, in March
and April, memorial services for “Big Gun” Sun Yat-sen. When May came around we were sitting even prettier
with the formation of both the Labor Congress and the Peasant Representative Assembly. A hundred thousand
people took to the streets shoutmg and cursing, and it was none other than you and me that they were cursing!
Next came the May Thirtieth Massacre, when those radical Chinese demonstrators, protesting against the abuses
of the “Imperialists,” were gunned down by the British in the International Settlement of Shanghai. Then the

479

campaign against Liu and Yang, and now the Hong Kong worker’s strike! What are we to make of all this?
Haven’t you seen how the young men in the household of that brother-in-law of mine, Chou Chin, Chou Yung,
and Chou Ping, have developed a glazed look in their eyes, which soon turned red? If this isn’t madness, then
what is? Who allowed them to participate in such insanity? Has our police force locked itself away in an outhouse
somewhere?”
Ho Ying-yüan remained unruffied. He just smiled.
“What do businessmen know besides business?” he said. “A disturbance is not wholly undesirable, and may
even contain certain advantages. It’s only when things get out of hand that we have to worry. You’ll see—there
will come a day when they will tumble and fall very hard. There is every caliber of man in their very midst,
including that Chiang K’ai-shek, who’s got something in him. At the moment, he still seems to be a leftist. But
don’t you forget, between him and Hu Han-min lies a bit of the “one mountain ain’t big enough for two tigers”
problem—he’s just too audacious. But if Hu Han-min can keep him in check, he too may be of some use.”
Ch’en Wan-li did not particularly enjoy listening to the ins and outs of what he considered one big game of
“hide-and-seek,” so he changed the subject.
“Fifth Master,” he asked, “that group of bastards is planning to put on another ritual procession today, and I
heard that they are going to march as far as the foreign compound at Shameen. Have you caught any wind of it
yourself?”
“How could I avoid knowing?” Ho Ying-yüan said, with an impenetrable smile. “Isn’t this just one more
instance of those Commies stirring up trouble again? Well, the authorities over at Shameen are prepared for them.
The moment they arrive, we’re going to witness one hell of a ‘roadside funeral service.’ How those scores of souls
wronged in the May Thirtieth Massacre will flock down upon Canton in search of fresh bodies! There’s simply no
way to escape what has been preordained!”
Ch’en Wan-li scratched his gray-haired scalp and thought it over, then said, as if he had come to a sudden
realization:
“If I understand you correctly, the British are still going to play tough.”
Ho Ying-yüan looked smug, and, slashing the air with his goose-feather fan, he said:
“Of course! Are you insinuating that they aren’t permitted to act tough? Do you mean to tell me that they fear
the likes of them? No, my friend, all we need do is watch the show, and what a pretty sight it will be!”
“Is your source reliable?” asked Ch’en Wan-li in a whisper. Fifth Master pretended to be angry, and said:
“Reliable, unreliable, who the hell knows? You realize, of course, that my line is close to the foreign quarters!”
Ch’en Wan-li said no more.
Upon returning home, he found his son, Wen-hsiung.
“Hsiung, my boy,” he said, “don’t go back to the office this afternoon ln Shameen. You needn’t even go there
to excuse yourself; a phone call will suffice.”
Ch’en Wen-hsiung had just put on an open-collar shirt and carried a Western-style jacket on his arm. He put
down the jacket and asked:
“Why? What have you heard?”
“They’re prepared for action!” Ch’en Wan-li said in a low voice. “Haven’t you had enough after that massacre
on Nanking Road in Shanghai? Kissing one’s life goodbye is no solution to any problem.”
Wen-hsiung’s face flushed and his heart began to palpitate. Finally, he managed to contain himself and said:
“If that’s how it is, I simply won’t go back to work.”
He returned to his room and flopped down on the bed; he didn’t stir for a long time. Then he got up and
climbed up to the third floor, intending to break the news to his sisters Wen-ti, Wen-chieh, and Wen-t’ing. But
they were out. He dashed over to the Chou household to discuss the matter with his cousins, but he only found
Chou Ch’üan. Hearing the awful news, she became upset.
“Little Ch’üan,” Ch’en Wen-hsiung said to her, “have no fear. In principle, we Chinese are in the right. All we
need fear is that those Imperialists have no regard for principles. Do you know whether all the young people in
both our families are going to participate in the march today?”
Chou Ch’üan shook her head.
“I have no idea, but we can be sure that our mischievous Ping is going.”
She then placed a hand over her heart and said, “May God protect him.”
By this time, upwards of a hundred thousand high-spirited demonstrators: had already set forth from East Drill
Ground. The leading contingent of marchers was composed of workers returned from the Hong Kong strike and
resident Canton workers. They traversed the length of Yung-han street, then walked along the esplanade of Pearl

480

River, heading toward the intersection of Hsi-hao-k’ou and Shakee boulevards. The rest of the column was
composed of farmers, students, and patriotic residents who followed at their heels. Au T’ao, Chou Ping, Ch’en
Wen-chieh and Ch’enWen-t’ing were all present in the ranks. But none had seen each other except for Au T’ao
and Chou Ping, who had exchanged a nod and smile at the very outset.
The demonstration was like a great river whose tumultuous waves whipped up to the heavens in anger. There
was no sound in the air but a roar of anger, no desire save that of vengeance. Like a peal of thunder echoing in the
skies above Canton, its rumble and quaking sent tremors through White Cloud Mountain, rocking London,
Washington, Tokyo, and Paris alike.
Au T’ao was marching and shouting along with the workers’ contingent. She could not make out the sound of
her own voice but instead heard a different kind of sound. Brute and majestic, it reverberated above her head with
the force of a tempest, a hurricane. When she heard the sound, all at once she felt a surge of strength in her hands
and feet, and no longer sensed that she was an individual marcher but rather a marcher one hundred thousand
strong. What a powerful person she became! When she recognized such power, her courage increased a hundredfold. How she wished she had already arrived at Shakee Street. Au T’ao believed with all her conviction that if the
awesome force of these hundred thousand marchers were to weigh upon Shameen, the Imperialists would have no
recourse but to submit to the Chinese people.
Chou Ping felt the same way. He was marching in the student contingent about half a mile behind Au T’ao. He
too was shouting while marching along with the crowd. He too heard a brute and majestic sound reverberating
above his head with the force of a tempest or hurricane. He too felt a surge of strength in his hands and feet, and
no longer felt he was a single marcher but rather a marcher one hundred thousand strong. He felt as though he
could discern, somewhere in that deafening roar of a hundred-thousand marchers, the passionate, resonant voice
of Au T’ao. Chou Ping imagined that it was Au T’ao herself conducting the voice of a hundred thousand demonstrators shouting out slogans. He tried with all his might to make his own voice audible, by thrusting forward his
head and giving it his full throat, but it was never loud enough. To his great chagrin, the moment the words left his
mouth they were engulfed by the voices of myriad others.
Before long they arrived at Sea Pearl Park, rapidly approaching Shameen. Chou Ping was overcome with a
new sense of strength, a power more determined and fearless, which surged through the contingent from front to
rear. His eyes were set open even wider, and his fists clenched even more tightly. He was no longer hearing any
voices, but instead the sound of a raging storm exploding in his ears. Years later the sensation he felt at that
moment would remain with him. He felt as though the contingent was no longer formed of even columns four
abreast, bur rather that everyone was marching arm in arm, Au T’ao’s arm in his own, creating one long,
horizontal line advancing upon the enemy, advancing mercilessly to crush the enemy …
Sure enough, a gust from the raging storm of anger was advancing mercilessly upon Shameen. The colonial
settlement was terror-stricken from top to bottom. A certain low-ranking military officer who was standing upon
the East Bridge of Shameen behind an iron fence and a row of sandbags was more frightened than most. He had
already received orders stating:
“If the situation so dictates you may open fire upon the Chinese pigs.”
By this point he was pulling out his handkerchief and wiping the sweat off his brow repeatedly. He saw with
his own eyes that those heroic, valiant workers had already crossed the East Bridge and were heading straight
toward the West Bridge.
As he sensed the awesome force of the raging storm, his legs turned to jelly and he felt as though he were
about to faint. He sensed that Shameen was on the verge of siege, that the houses on Shameen were all tilting and
about to topple over. He recalled that his son had just boarded a ship in his homeland bound for the Far East, to
fill a post as assistant manager in a Western firm. He thought of the boots he had used to discipline a Cantonese
rickshaw puller just the other night. Then he thought about the Chinese women he had fondled whenever he felt
like exercising his right to fondle them any time he pleased. He called to mind all the opium, gold, and other
smuggled goods amassed in his bedroom …
All this would perish before his very eyes. His heart beat so fiercely that his face turned pale in fear. He felt
just like a mangy dog who had been driven into a blind alley, where there was no one to take pity on him, and
where he would certainly be beaten to death. His corpse would be cast into the ocean, and floated back to his
native land upon the lashing waves.
When his imagination got this far, he felt like crying, like screaming. Finally, he yelled out:
“For the glory of our fatherland, for the glory of our fatherland, Forward March, boys!”
The foreign soldiers all understood the foreign words he uttered, but cast a bewildered glance in his direction,
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wondering what on earth would prompt a man like him to say such a thing. What is more, they saw no way to
carry out his orders. In front of them was an iron fence tightly chained up, while sandbags barricaded the areas
both behind the fence and on the side of the bridge. How were they to charge through?
The foreign military officer saw that no one had made the slightest motion, so he pulled out a pistol and fired it
off in the direction of the crowd. The rest of the men followed suit. It was in this manner that the vile, shameless,
bloody massacre began.
The first to suffer casualties were marchers in the contingent of Cantonese workers with their glorious revolutionary tradition. Au T’ao was marching in the center ranks of the group, and as it pressed closer to Shameen, she
could feel her anger rise. She had a clear view of the foreign soldiers along East Bridge, whose guns were aimed
in her direction. With all the strength she could muster, she shouted out:
“Down with Imperialism!”
For her this was no longer a slogan, but rather, it spelled out the message written upon her heart. Suddenly,
there was a loud explosion some ten or fifteen yards away. This was followed by a rapid succession of gunfire. At
once she understood what was happening. She looked on as one of her fellow workers fell to the ground at her
side. She started screaming without thinking about anything else:
“Let’s go! Grab their guns! Kill them! Long live the workers! Long live China!”
She continued to shout while marching forward.
The gunshots grew thicker, and their smoke obstructed the range of her vision. She suddenly realized that
Chou Ping was not at her side. If only he were there, he would be able to jump up and snatch the guns from the
enemy! But now it was up to her to do it.
Then, in the space of time it takes to blink an eye, she felt everything thrown into confusion. It seemed as
though a heavy rock had struck her chest. Her eyes could no longer see, her ears could no longer hear. She wanted
to scream, but no sound came out. She felt so odd, so very odd, where was she? Nothing remained but the summer
sun, which she made out as a huge blur: that sun was always so bright, so very bright …
At first, the demonstrators were thrown into chaos. Some continued to march forward, some wandered off to
the sides, and some turned back in retreat. The entire group of a hundred thousand marchers halted for a moment,
long enough for the meaning of the gunfire to sink in, then several seconds later the full wrath and fury of the
crowd was unleashed as they broke away from their formation and pushed, shoved, or burrowed their way
forward. Some marchers burst out with new extemporaneous-slogans:
“Raze Shameen!”
“Annihilate the Imperialists!” and
“Long Live the Workers of Canton!”
Chou Ping just followed the crowd forward as if he had lost all consciousness. He saw nothing and heard
nothing, he only concentrated on locating the contingent of Cantonese workers. When he reached Hsi-hao-k’ou,
he saw that the road ahead had already been sealed off by the police. The bulk of the crowd was just turning the
corner to head north on Peace Road. Some of the demonstrators had already scattered, while others just stood
around here and there in small groups, occasionally shouting out their slogans.
The atmosphere created by all the shooting kept igniting the crowd. Chou Ping looked everywhere, but the
Cantonese worker’s contingent was nowhere to be found, so he returned to the area that had been sealed off,
pulled out a first-aid badge and fastened it to his sleeve in order to gain admittance into the prohibited area.
Just at that moment, a white red-cross ambulance zipped by and stopped right in front of him. In the vehicle, a
man dressed in worker’s garments motioned to him yelling out something. Chou Ping climbed aboard the ambulance and stood upon the running board at the side of the driver. The ambulance flew toward the scene of the
incident at East Bridge as if it had sprouted wings. When they reached the end of the street, they all jumped down
from the ambulance, sprinted over to Shakee Boulevard, and proceeded with their job quickly, solemnly, without
speaking a word. The shops were all closed and locked up; Shakee Boulevard was still from one end to the other.
The only spectacle was the presence of men in gray and white coming and going. A passing shower had left
small puddles of water gleaming upon the stone-paved street. Faint cries issued from the lips of the wounded.
Their bright red blood trickled over the ground of their fatherland, spreading a brilliant color, and filtering at the
same time down through the cracks between the stones deep into the soil below. The street appeared to be inlaid
with rubies.
A foreboding sensation weighed upon the heart of Chou Ping. He suddenly caught a glimpse of a figure in
white that had fallen face down into a pool of blood. He believed that it was a woman. He seemed to recognize
her and walked over to her. She was lying upon the ground, her two arms extended in front of her, as if she were
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preparing to leap up and continue to charge forward. Her jaw was perched upon a rock, her mouth contorted in
anger, and her eyes staring wide open, as if keeping a watch upon the enemy.
Chou Ping bent over, and as he tried to help her stand up, he called:
“Ah-T’ao, Ah-T’ao …”
She made no response, but turned limp and buried herself, motionless, in his arms.
He raised his fist toward the murderers in Shameen and shook it a few times in anger, then carried her up with
both his arms. But somehow, at his very first step, the two of them toppled to the ground in a rush of darkness.
…\fn{A note reads: In the aftermath of what came to be known as the Shakee-Shameen Massacre, Chou Ping falls ill, while the city is
paralyzed by a retaliatory strike. Following the heinous murder of his beautiful Cunegonde, we find our young Candide rudely awakened
to the realities of the most corrupt of all possible worlds. After a long convalescence he emerges with the resolution to avenge Au T’ao and
her heroic companions and embarks upon the long road toward the revolution. Yet revolutionary ideals are turned into revolutionary
illusion, as one by one his generation of noble souls become collaborators with the counter-rvolutionary government. The end of the first
volume of the saga finds Chou PIng aboard a ship to Shanghai in search of the Communist Party .}

19.74 Fragment From A Lost Diary\fn{by Shih Ming aka Yang Ping (1908- )} Hupeh Province, China (F) 6
May 24, Windy
The heaviness of this long May day nearly suffocated me. Endless hunger, endless nausea, endless doubt and
anxiety. I move from my side to my back and then to my side again. The wooden planks of the bed are harder than
stone. Hard, hard. It is impossible to get any rest! It is impossible for one moment to relieve the constant
throbbing pain in my body, however I turn and toss. I cannot read. Only writing—since there is no one to talk
with—seems to take my mind out of itself, as small idle occupations do.
Ching’s forehead has become noticeably more lined since he learned the reason of my illness. Often he stares
at me with wide eyes, saying nothing. When I ask why it is he looks at me like that he answers vaguely, “Nothing,
nothing. Rest and get well quickly, that’s all.”
Meaningless words! I know well enough how inconvenient a thing I am. What small regard the female womb
has for the “historic necessities!” It is its own history and its own necessity! It is the dialectic reduced to its
simplest statement. What generosity of nature to make me this gift of the “illness of the rich” at just such a time!
I can’t even enjoy being heroic in bearing my personal discomfort. With the tyranny of helplessness I must
drag the whole of our close-knit organization into this trouble. When conditions are critical, and the situation
everywhere is hostile, the individual burden unavoidably becomes the group burden. It isn’t that my own small
rôle remains unfulfilled. It’s that my incapacity causes interruptions and irregularities for every one.
Most of all for Ching. He has become the slave at a sick-bed. He is amah, nurse, cook, errand-boy—and
beggar. His work is neglected, badly done, and he goes about his duties with an absent-mindedness born of
fatigue. This in turn means confusion in the organization, and all because of my demands. It is so terribly
important that all our plans at this time should be unfailingly sure, so much more important than this struggling
life inside of me. Ching never complains of this added worry and responsibility, but I know how greatly it weighs
upon him.
Now that the 30th of May is approaching he drags himself out every morning at six and cannot return until late
at night. Out of this precious day he must steal time for me—begging a few coppers from friend to friend to buy
the small indispensable things for me, the invalid. I know this, and I know too how it troubles him to be away
from me. Yet, under this unendurable sickness, I forget and quarrel with him again and again for his negligence!
Our house is like all the rest of the kung-yu\fn{A note reads: A kung-yu is a lodging-house. Many are used as dormitories for
men and women students in Peiping .} along Sha Tan. Our room is the middle one of three facing south. There is no
window in it. The only opening is the door. When that is closed no air or sunshine can stir within. The room itself
is very narrow, with space only for a bed and table and a small bench. I can reach over to the table from my bed.
That at least is a convenience.
The boy hasn’t cleaned our room for several days. Probably this is because we haven’t paid the rent (four
dollars a month!) since March. The wall-paper is cracked, and a corner of it hangs from the ceiling. Dust and
cobwebs drop from it. Rats run back and forth in the bamboo rafters. Sometimes one of them, in a fight, tumbles
down to the earthen floor. It has to lie there till Ching returns. I myself cannot get up, however nauseating the
sight and smell of the creature may be.
Everything in the room is covered with dust, blown in through the open door-open to anyone who wants to
gape in from the courtyard. Spiders work back and forth. I look at them, entranced, as they crawl even up to my
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bed, and spin their silvery threads in the sunlight. They are at least alive. They are the only companions I have.
They help me to forget the oppressive loneliness and agony of this dreary May day.
Our neighbor on the left is evidently a student at Pei Ta.\fn{ A note reads: Peking National University.} He seems to be
in some way related to the landlord, and for that reason hasn’t paid his rent for months. The landlord has now
begun to seize his mail, however, even registered letters containing money. The student doesn’t complain about it.
What is money to him? His fat red face radiates peace and serenity. When he needs money he tries to beg it from
the landlord. If successful he goes out with a handful of coppers, and soon returns with a bottle of pai-kan and a
piece of roast chicken. Locking himself up inside, he proceeds to drink for the rest of the day, clucking aqd
imitating the opera stars in an impossible falsetto. When the last drop is gone he gives a loud slap on his thigh,
rolls over, and is soon thunderously snoring in deep contentment. Sometimes he cannot squeeze a single cash out
of his relative, but receives instead a large piece of harsh criticism or advice. On these occasions he returns to his
room very depressed.
“Ah! … Sh! … Ha! …”
Is he actually planning to commit suicide? Nobody worries about it, least of all the landlord.
On the other side there is a dramatist, also a student of Pei Ta. He is often away for a whole day, for which I
offer thanks. When he stays at home he practices his chosen profession, and this is very tiresome indeed. He sings
like a Great Painted Face of the theatre, in a froglike voice. Sometimes he attempts the lines of the Bearded Face,
with his voice ranging in all dimensions. But the most unbearable of all is the sound resulting when he lifts his
throat to a shrill soprano and shrieks in imitation of the female lead. One can picture him twisting his waist and
swinging his hips in rhythm with the singing. He frequently asks the landlord in for a chat and “refreshments.” At
such times he joins the villain in cursing the other lodgers.
“Ai-ya,” he exclaims, “it’s time even for me to pay the rent. Only this morning I reminded myself to go to the
bank, but my wasteful memory has again failed me. Look, here’s the account book in my pocket. You see I really
intended to go there!”
This fellow looks after the house servant too. Bribing him with a handful of peanuts he collects all the gossip
he can. How much money has the rickshaw-man’s wife—she in the comer on the western wing—squeezed behind
her husband’s back? With whom has the actress been copulating? What dress did she wear? And so on. Between
them a most provoking conversation ensues, evidently to the interest and high satisfaction of both. It never occurs
to him to give me any consideration. Yet when I am retching with anguish he heaves audible sighs.
“How unendurable! How much better off dead!”
Not content with exaggerated groans to himself, he sometimes ventures to tap the thin wall and whisper
through the chinks in a soft, sympathetic voice:
“Madam, sister, would you bring peace to my heart by permitting me to assist you? Ah, it is bitterly painful to
me, painful!”
However great my contempt of him I am helpless. I say nothing. My very silence provokes him to actual
savage scolding and cursing. I am a pestilence to him! We paste up the chinks in the wall, but he slits them open
again with a knife. Sweet are one’s neighbors, unto whom one should do as unto oneself.
The whole courtyard is crowded with quarrelsome voices. Women curse and scold and beat. There is a droning
voice somewhere for ever mechanically reading the old Four Books and classical poetry. Eight different families,
living in a twelve-chien house, and each rivalling the other to produce the loudest noise and create the greatest
possible friction! The whole day long this courtyard boils and seethes, and only my damp, suffocating little room
contributes nothing. Perfect Confucian harmony: Ii, Yi, Lien, Ch’ih.\fn{A note reads: Propriety, righteousness, honesty,
humility, the "pillars of Confucian culture," which Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek’s “New Life” Movement attempted to revive in 1934 .}
I am seized alternately with chills and fever. All the time I am half-famished. The hungrier I am the more I
want to vomit. But not a crumb to feed that twin torment, either the hunger or the physical need for expelling
food. And all this suffering utterly without significance! That I can have actually endured it for over two months!
That I should think, even now, of wanting to continue to exist only as the vessel of a chemical experiment
heartlessly, inexorably formulating itself within me! And against my will!
Am I insane to think of that way out? But it is obviously the solution. Still, I won’t consider it again to-day.
May 25
Ching returned last night looking like a mask of himself. He fell on the bed almost as soon as he entered the
door. He was very gaunt, terribly thin, and his dark eyes opened to show frightening depths, cavernous like wells
and full of foreboding.
He looked vacantly at me, while I asked him what he had eaten. He admitted having had nothing since noon,
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when he had bought six dry cakes from a street vendor.
At last he pulled himself from the bed and turned to cook the little tubes of wheat-rolls he had brought home
with him. He lighted the tiny flame under the oil-lamp on the table. When the water boiled over it he put the rolls
into the pan. He did not speak until then. Going to the thin panels of the wall he pressed his ear close, listening on
both sides to make certain our neighbours were asleep.
“I’m afraid we’ll have to leave here soon,” he whispered to me. “It’s unthinkable while you’re so ill; and yet
…”
He looked questioningly at me, but I simply signalled that I wanted to hear the inner truth of it.
“It’s the landlord. The rent. He kicked up another storm about it. Threatened to call in the police if we don’t
pay or get out.”
I did not say anything. There was nothing to be said. I knew quite well that Ching had not told me the whole
story. The rent problem can’t have reached a crisis; it has already been at that stage for weeks. This alone
wouldn’t alarm him. He wouldn’t at any rate speak so seriously about it were this not merely a screen hiding the
real facts. I didn’t question him further. No doubt he knows what is best for me to hear.
And yet to move! How? First of all money is needed, and after that my health has to be mentioned.
“Can’t we stay a few days longer?” I finally asked him.
“Certainly—a few days. Only we must be out before May 30th. Don’t worry about it, anyway. I simply told you
so that you won’t be surprised when the time comes. It isn’t a serious matter. I will have money very soon.” He
smiled a little wan smile with his mouth, but his eyes did not change at all. The effect was somehow terrifying. “It
will do you good to get a change of atmosphere.”
He blew out the flame and drew forth some of the boiled rolls. Sitting on the bed he helped me eat. Before we
had finished half the food my stomach rebelled, and up it all came. Not only the miserable food! It seemed to me
that a violent internal explosion was taking place, forcing up my very soul! My eyes felt like gates being
hammered at by battering-rams inside. My whole head burned as if afire. I couldn’t control myself at all. Even
while my body was bathed in sweat it also felt cold, and I shook all over.
Ching wasn’t suffering much less. He jumped about excitedly, in a rage because he was so helpless to ease my
pain. He tried to hold me up. He rinsed my mouth and nose, and bathed my eyes. He soaked towels in the hot
water and put them on my forehead. He got his four limbs mixed up trying to do everything at once.
I didn’t sleep all night. I could not even keep my eyes closed. After this performance I kept thinking of that
hope, and it seemed to me the only way to freedom. I must have been very delirious. I remember pinching and
pressing and even sharply striking my womb. How I wanted the little creature to die! And yet at the same time my
heart seemed to be protesting with all the vigor left in me, responding with a blow at me for every one I struck at
it! With the conflicting instincts—the one selfish, for the preservation of my child, the other unselfish, for the
preservation of my usefulness—I felt for a while that only through a double death could any solution be cleanly
achieved. Traitorous thought!
And yet I love this little life! With all the pain of it, I long for the wonderful thing to happen, for a tiny human
creature to spring from between my limbs bravely out into the world. I need it, just as a true poet needs to create a
great undying work. No, more than that; for my little one shall be the instrument of Mother Nature to change
nature. Of that I am certain, just as I am certain even now that it is already shaping into a—man! That little fellow,
at first so helpless, so full of a need of me, curious with the curiosity of little eyes slowly opening, that little man
will later on stand up and assert, with his great beauty and his great power, such fme true things about men and
nature that all the authorities, all the rulers of heaven and earth, cannot but bow down to his will!
Ever since my lunar pause, ever since the first quivering in my womb, my heart has been unspeakably shaken
with the wonder of this knowledge. My throat has ached to proclaim it to the whole world. Despite his purity and
his splendour, it would actually be upon me whom this young man would bestow his first smile! It would be me
whom he would call mother! Ah, yes, all that I’ve thought about, and of all that known the joy and the power and
the longing!
Where is the woman strong enough alone not to dream such dreams? No, there is not one, and certainly not I.
Not one—and yet perhaps many, thousands, millions of us together! Cannot the essential spirit of motherhood,
strengthened in the unity of many women, reject its selfish little individual rights? Can’t we become for once
conscious in travail, dedicate that priceless fertility to the nourishment of a vast physiological act of Mother
Nature herself, greatening her womb in our own time with a new kind of man?
I believe we can. Yet turning an abstract philosophy into a poisoned needle to thrust into my own womb, that is
a different thing! I am full of the distress of mental and physical torment as these emotions battle ceaselessly. Still,
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I am determined. I am awake at last, after years of bovine slumber. I am more fully awake than when I first made
up my mind to join the Revolution. Only when the beat of life is lifted to this pitch, this fury, and this danger, only
when destiny (here in my case it is but a wayward sperm carrying its implacable microscopic chromosomes, but
nevertheless it is a form of destiny!) poses the choice between irreconcilable desires at a given moment, only
when a human being feels the necessity of ignoring personal feeling in the decision taken—only then can one talk
of a revolutionary awakening!
Well, all that is to say that for the pauperized millions to bear children in society as at present disorganized is
simply to increase the number of those living in hopeless misery. Every child thrust from the womb of a sick,
underfed, unattended mother just so much further degrades the disinherited. For the child of poverty there lies
ahead nothing but hunger, insults, ignorance, abuse, bitterness, and no hint of the spiritual exaltation that divides
men from beasts of the jungle. For us the problem of new life is the problem of life as we know it now, ourselves,
and this we cannot unconscionably impose upon the unborn.
And yet I still fondly amuse myself with maternal fancies! I still now and then dream of freeing my own life
by projecting another one into the world!
Ching will meet a Korean friend today. With the help of this fellow I may bring my plan to a practical
conclusion. I told Ching to seek out this man. It never occurred to me that he would be shocked, and his curious
stare and his silence dismayed me. He just stood still for a while, with his hands thrust deep in his pockets. Then
he turned his head, and ground out, in a decisive tone:
“Abortion! It isn’t to be thought of! It’s impossible.”
“Abortion, on the contrary, is the only way. It is settled!”
He turned and looked at me with a strange look, as if he had been struck. He sat down on the bed and took my
hands in his. His expressive eyes spoke half of compassion, half of remonstrance. I began to explain to him how I
had reached the decision.
“We cannot,” he broke in, and covered my mouth with his hands. Lowering his lips to my ear he whispered: “I
understand, dear. I know everything you feel, but later on you will regret it. And it is dangerous, by such means
…” He shook his head and for a while said nothing. I felt suddenly sick and lay back, silent too.
After a long while he whispered again: “However great the pain—two kinds of pain, I understand—it isn’t so
serious as this step. You do not know how dangerous it is—dangerous first for Li, and then it is an attack on your
very life. Besides we haven’t time. We must move …”
He choked and did not finish. We both sat staring at each other, profoundly miserable.
Just then we heard a scratching sound on one of the walls. Ching looked significantly at the slit cut open
between the paneling, and then got up, gently stroking my arm.
May 26
Can Ching actually not have returned once during the entire night? Do I deserve to be forsaken? What have I
done that I must lie here in torn anguish, helpless, uncomforted, hungry, with nothing to break the horrible
monotony of these surroundings—that old broken washstand, the stained wrappings of food, stale spinach, and
the ceiling webbed with the spider’s spinnings, somehow making the room seem like a place where only
discarded things should be?
Laid away like this, a dead one, is it possible for me to feel the same sense of value, to believe in my own
significance as a social being, as I do when living with the working masses?
Ordinarily, even when busiest, Ching never fails to get back some time during the night. What can have
happened?
I waited last night, as usual, for the sound of his footsteps. I kept my eyes on the door steadily after the
landlord’s clock struck eleven. I heard every sound it made after that: half-past eleven, twelve, half-past twelve,
and then just as regularly one, half-past, two, half-past, three, and so on till after dawn. Every boom of the clock
deepened my own anxiety; and, as sometimes happens to one, I became intensely aware of the irredeemable loss
of each of those hours, aware of time actively destroying me.
It was quite unnecessary for me to torture my mind worrying about ordinary accidents, such as Ching being
struck by a motor-car, or falling dead from exhaustion, or being bitten by a mad dog. And yet I did so. I even
hoped that it was something like that. I invented several highly improbable situations to account for his absence. I
refused to think about that most dreadful—and yet most likely—possibility.
Just now I would welcome even the arrival of some spies or gendarmes. I cannot stand the suspense any
longer. Even to know that he is in police hands is better than this hovering dread, this awful uncertainty! It seems
to me that I cannot breathe for another hour! What the devil is going to happen to me? It is perhaps preferable
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even to be in gaol than to be an abandoned lump lying lifelessly here …
Later
Lao Li\fn{A note reads: Here “Lao” is not part of the name, but an honorific. Literally, “Old,” though Li is still young .} has been
here and has brought news of Ching! It is, of course, as I feared. His thick brows were locked under his broad
forehead, and I knew before he spoke what had happened. He came in, nodded his head in greeting, and simply
said, “En!”
“What is it?”
“Ching has been arrested.”
May 27
I won’t die! I thought of it last night, the easiest way being simply to languish in the kung-yu, where nobody
would lift a rice-bowl to save my life. But I won’t die. Lao Li gave me some encouragement. He advised me to
move to his house, where his wife, a doctor, can help me. This good news, now that Ching has already lost his
freedom, is perhaps the only thing that made me want to live.
Li helped me to move. I am lying now in a bed placed in one of their two small rooms, which they rent from a
Korean landlord. He is a sympathetic fellow, and lives in the other part of the house himself.
Lao Li’s Korean wife seems to me rather quaint in appearance, with a grey-tinted yellow face, greyish-brown
eyes (very narrow), and thick lips. She is quite fat, a distinct contrast to the sharp, straight architecture of her
husband’s body. She has not been long in China, and has to dig for words to express herself, and often, failing to
find them, she fills in the blanks with an embarrassed smile.
She was very moved when I told her what I wanted. At first she was speechless, and only shook her head
violently. Then from her little eyes tears began to sprinkle her piteous face, and she jumped up impetuously and
came to my bed. She held me close to her fat breasts while she shook with convulsive sobs. Almost hysterically
she cried, “No, no, no! You shall not!” Her obviously deep emotion rather surprised me.
Lao Li pulled her up gently and spoke to her in Korean. I couldn’t understand. She kept sobbing, as
pathetically as if she were a small orphan girl. Gradually she grew quiet, under her husband’s persuasion, and at
last came to say that she would help me.
There is only one bed in the rooms, and last night Li and his wife had to sleep on stools set before me. During
the evening Li tai-tai told me something of her life.
She is now thirty-nine years of age, but she has no children. She has, however, constantly longed for a son, but
each time this desire seemed about to be fulfilled she was frustrated.
Li tai-tai’s family were Christians and furious when she married her revolutionary husband. They disowned
her. What annoyed them particularly was that, after they had spent so much money educating her and getting her
medical degree, she had turned it to the service of such a worthless cause. They refused to extend to her even a
copper of help.
Lao Li, extremely busy in revolutionary work, rarely had any money. Often he was compelled to go into hiding
for weeks or even months, leaving his wife alone. Each time she was with child it happened that Lao Li was in
danger, and she had to suffer the shock, worry, and nervous tension of this knowledge as well as being left with
inadequate funds for either proper care or nourishment. Seven times she lost her unborn child!
Seven! Is it possible for a woman to go through this horror seven times? Women and revolution! What tragic,
unsung epics of courage lie silent in the world’s history!
At the time of his wife’s eighth pregnancy Lao Li, in desperation, arranged to get leave for a while, borrowed
some money, and took her to the seashore. He provided her with such material comforts as he could and bent
every effort towards protecting her against disturbance. The result was that at last her son was born. It grew into a
beautiful, healthy child, and by the time it was seven months old delighted its parents by the long and fascinating
conversations carried on by the changing expressions of its face and by its adorable infant chucklings and
babblings. Needless to say, the parents were enchanted with their precious possession.
At this time both Lao Li and his wife were suddenly arrested and thrown into prison, their baby with them. Ten
days of that is sufficient to kill any child. Theirs died.
As the unfortunate woman talked on she wept freely. Her husband, sitting beside her, patted her gently and
spoke to her in the most compassionate way. He was evidently glad that she had taken this chance to give
expression to the repressed misery burning within her. Hardly less moved himself, he even reminded her of details
she had forgotten, and helped provide her inadequate Chinese with words and phrases whenever she paused.
This morning I took an enormous capsule, administered by Dr. Li. She promises that one of these is sufficient
to abort a foetus one month old, and three are enough to expel one gone three months. Three days after taking this
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medicine one can hope for the best.
Afternoon
The stormy May wind, carrying down tons of Gobi dust, seems to set fire to your eyes and nose and throat. It
is enough in itself to make most people a little ill. Now, as it howls outside, and the fine yellow silt drifts in and
covers everything, I take a savage delight in describing my own feelings! Perhaps it will be instructive to read
later on …
Well, then, I feel exactly as if there were dozens of repulsive hairy worms crawling back and forth in all my
joints! It seems to me that if these worms managed to get out they would take with them the basic tincture of my
life-blood! Ugh!
Later I just saw Ching being tortured! An old man with red, blinking eyes bent over him, holding a huge kettle
with a tiny spout, out of which he poured “pepper water” into Ching’s nose.
“Among means for the regeneration of mankind,” old red-eyes quoted Confucius, “those made with great
demonstrations are of least importance.”
Ching struggled to free himself, and let out blood-drying groans. He tried to turn his face, but that tore his lips
on the rope binding him across the mouth to the floor. The water poured from his nose, his mouth, and his eyes.
Several times he fainted. The torturers revived him by turning him over and emptying him of water. More than
forty kettles had been poured into him! Now and then the torture would cease while Ching was cross-questioned.
All the time I stood by, helplessly watching his agony. It seemed that already I had been shoved in front of him,
and whipped on my bare back. They had demanded that I ask him to talk, to tell his address. It seemed also that
my lips had already been burned by incense because I had refused to speak.
Apparently Ching did not recognize me. It may be that he could not see. His face was mottled with red, blue,
purple, and greenish bruises. Blood clung to his hair. He looked dumbly at me without any comprehension in his
eyes at all.
Since they already had me in custody, what was the object of torturing Ching for this information? Had he
another address that they wanted? Having changed him into a different creature, why did they continue with this
bestial abuse? Did they hope to break his spirit by making him confess to the fact that he was under arrest? I did
not understand it. I wanted to scream. They came towards me, tore off my jacket, and prepared to whip my back
and breasts in front of him. Then I did scream.
Opening my eyes I looked into the face of Li tai-tai, who had her arms around me. She held her narrow eyes
close to mine, and they were as wide open as she could get them, full of fright and astonishment.
“What is it?” she demanded. “What?”
The tortures of which I had dreamed were exactly like those used on Y and P. But the significance of Ching’s
refusal to divulge his address? What was it? Obviously it betrayed my anxiety that Ching, thinking me still
helpless in the kung-yu, was sublnitting to some ghastly inquisition rather than give the KMT\fn{ The abbreviation for
the Kuomintang, the name given to the (Republican) movement that overthrew the last (Manchu) dynasty in 1911, and which (much later)
was driven from the Chinese mainland to the island of Taiwan, where it there became the Government. The name means “Nationalist
Party.”} his address.

May 28, Windy
Windy indeed!
As the wind rises my fever rises, and as it dies I am shaken with chills. All the paper panes in the windows
have been burst open by the storm. The wind screams like a woman, like a woman in torture and travail. It shows
its torn face through the window—but am I still delirious?
Because of my fever Dr. Li refused to give me another capsule today. I pleaded with her. I insisted. Now that
this is begun I want it fmished quickly. I am impatient to get into the world again, to carry on Ching’s work and
my own. Then, too, I cannot waste any more of the Li’s energy or money than is absolutely necessary, on this
useless, pointless enterprise.
I swallowed two of those great cylindrical pills at once!
Midnight
Shao Feng just ran in breathlessly. His face lengthened when he saw me here. He had come to warn the Li’s to
move immediately. At the same time he wanted his wounds dressed by Dr. Li.
The day before yesterday Shao Feng was carrying some things on a bicycle. As he was going along Pei Ho Yen
another bicycle suddenly dashed against him. A spy jumped out, grabbed him, and yelled as loudly as possible for
the police. Shao Feng succeeded in tripping the man over the rickshaw, and escaped by running down small lanes,
jumping some walls, and crossing several low roofs. He tore his left arm, and it was swollen with neglect and
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covered with ugly dark blood. Dr. Li dressed his wound, and he left immediately, giving an anxious glance at me.
“Move at once!” What mockery to me lying here, a helpless burden, endangering the lives of my friends!
Tomorrow is May the 30th,\fn{A note reads: May 30, 1925, was the day on which foreign police in Shanghai killed many students
and workers in a demonstration, an incident which inflamed the whole nation to anger .} day of awakening for China, day on
which the masses everywhere rise up to show their growing strength and unity. Tomorrow over the whole nation
resolute young men and women will march forth, defiantly, and some of them will be killed—and from their
deaths new strength will arise. But I—weighed down by a stone! Women and revolution—strange pair!
Today they will spare no search to get our people imprisoned before the demonstration. The Lis are talking
together in Korean. I want to tell them that they must go, that I don’t want them here with me, that they must
leave me! But on my lips there is only a silent scream which will tell them that suddenly my womb feels as
though pierced with ten thousand hot needles. I want to keep on writing this, to hide that scream that will betray
me. My whole flesh itches and stings and bums. My entire body pulses as if with anchored lightning. Everything
around me is poisonous, sickening. There is that hot stone ready to burst from within me at any moment—and
another ready to burst from my head. I\fn{A note reads: Here the diary ends.}
98.124 A Country Boy Withdraws From School\fn{by Lao Hsiang aka Wang Hsiang-ch’en (1908- )} “in the country,”
China (M) 3
A boy in the country gets to be at least half as useful as a grown-up by the time he is eight or nine years old.
He can weed in the spring or tie up harvest bundles in summer; he is able to pass bricks when a house is built or
open and shut the furrows to the irrigation ditches. That being the case, who’d want to send him to school? But an
official proclamation has been issued in the city to the effect that unless a boy over six years of age is sent to
school, some adult in the family will have to go to jail. This was how it happened that the Country Boy of our
story went to school.
On his first day at school the Boy came back with eight books. His grandparents and his father and mother all
gathered around him and marveled at the pictures in the books. Said Grandfather:
“The Four Books and the Five Classics never had any pictures like these.”
“The people in the pictures are not Chinese!” Father suddenly exclaimed. “Look carefully and you’ll see that
none of them wear the kind of clothes we do. See, these are leather shoes, this is a foreign costume, this is what is
called a dog stick: they remind me of the old missionary that preaches at the cross street in the city.”
“This woman, at the spinning wheel is also a foreigner,” Grandmother said. “We use the right hand to spin but
she uses her left.”
“If that makes her a foreigner, then this driver is not Chinese either. Look, have you ever seen a Chinese driver
standing on this side of the cart?” commented Grandfather.
“The teacher says that the books cost a dollar and twenty cents,” the Boy suddenly said, taking courage in their
absorption in the books. The statement stunned everyone like a sudden clap of thunder. Grandmother was the first
to speak:
“They certainly have nerve to make us pay for the books after we give up the boy for them! He’s gone to
school hardly a day and it’s cost us over a dollar already. Who can afford such schools? We can’t save that much
money if we go without light for half a year, and we’ll have to sell at least eight bushels of corn to raise that much
money.”
“I should think one book ought to be enough to start with. They can get another after they have finished that,”
Grandfather said.
“Moreover, why should it cost so much when there are only three or four characters on a page?” Grandmother
continued. “The almanac has both large and small characters and is closely printed and it cost only five coppers.
How could these be worth more than a dollar?”
The books which they had marveled at a few minutes ago had suddenly become a cause for depression. The
family discussed the matter at supper and all through the rest of the evening and finally decided that they would
accept this calamity and pay the amount required since it was the first time. In order to make up the sum, the
Boy’s mother had to contribute the proceeds from two pairs of earrings that she had recently sold. His father gave
him a solemn lecture, saying,
“You are now nine, no longer so young. We’re sparing you from work and sending you to school, though we
can’t afford it in our circumstances. You’ll be very ungrateful if you don’t study hard and learn something.”
The Boy took his father’s instruction to heart and set out for school the next day at dawn. When he got there,
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however, the porter said to him in a low voice:
“Classes don’t start till nine. It’s now only five-thirty. You are too early. The teacher is asleep and the class
room isn’t unlocked. You had better go home now.”
The Boy looked around the yard and found that he was indeed the only student there; he listened outside the
teacher’s window and heard him snoring; he walked around the lecture room and found no open door. There was
nothing for him to do but run back home. Grandfather was sweeping the yard when he suddenly caught sight of
the Boy. He threw down his broom and said,
“What is the use of trying to make a scholar of a boy whom Heaven has intended for the hoe? Look at him, it’s
only the second day and he is playing truant already!”
The Boy was just about to explain when his mother gave him two resounding slaps and made him tend the fire
for breakfast. Needless to say, the price of the books that they had to buy had a great deal to do with their tempers.
When the Boy went to school again after breakfast, the teacher was already on the platform and was holding
forth on the subject of being late to school. To illustrate his point he told a story about a little fairy that waited by
the wayside with a bag of gold to reward the earliest boy. Our Boy was enchanted with the story and the words
“fairy” and “gold” but he could not figure out just what was meant by “earliest.”
In the afternoon our young hero came back from school at three-thirty, just as his father was going back to
work after his midday nap. Luckily his father happened to see the other boys also coming home from school and
the teacher taking a stroll with his “dog stick” and concluded that his son was not playing, truant. He kept
wondering, however, about the strange ways of these foreign schools. The first six days of school was taken up
with the first lesson in the Reader, with the text “This is mama.” It couldn’t be said that the Boy was not diligent.
He reviewed his lesson every day after school, reading over and over again “This is mama” until dusk. With his
left hand holding the book open and his right following the characters he read on faithfully and conscientiously, as
if afraid that the characters would fly away if he did not fix his entire attention on them.
But every time he read “This is mama” his mother’s heart would jump. On the sixth day of school, she could
stand it no longer. She snatched the book from him and said,
“Let me see who your mama is!”
Thinking that his mother was really eager to learn, the Boy pointed to the accompanying picture and said,
“This is mama, the lady with leather shoes, bobbed hair, and long dress.”
One glance at the picture and Mother burst out crying. Grandfather, Grandmother, and Father were frightened,
thinking that she might have become possessed by some evil spirits. At first she only cried and would not say
anything when they asked her what the matter was, but when they persisted, she said,
“Where did the boy get that vampire-like mama?”
When they found the cause of her distress, Father said,
“We'll have the boy ask his teacher whose mama this really is. Maybe it is the teacher’s mama.”
The next morning before dawn Mother woke up her son and made him go to school and ask the teacher for a
solution of the problem that had bothered her all night. Arriving at school the Boy found that it was Sunday and
that there would be no school. Moreover, the teacher had drunk more wine than was good for him the night before
and was still sound asleep. The Boy told Mother the circumstances, which made her curse the institution of
Sunday.
At general assembly on Monday the teacher said gently to his charges:
“One who wants to learn must not be afraid to ask questions. Anyone who has any question should raise it at
once, to his teacher at school or to his parents at home.” Thereupon our hero stood up and asked:
“The Reader says ‘This is mama.’ Whose mama is she really?”
The teacher answered even more gently than before.
“It is the mama of anyone who happens to read the book. Do you understand now?”
“No,” the Boy said.
This embarrassed the teacher a little but he said patiently:
“Why don’t you understand?”
“Baldy is also reading this, but his mama is not like this lady,” the Boy said.
“Baldy’s mother is lame in one arm and has only one eye,” Hsiao Lin said.
“And you have no mama at all. She died a long time ago,” Baldy said in self-defense.
“Don’t talk among yourselves!” the teacher said, knocking on the blackboard with his ferrule. “We are going to
have the second lesson today: ‘This is papa.’ Look, everyone. This is papa, the man with spectacles and parted
hair.”
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After school Mother was still worried about who the picture woman was but when she heard her son reiterating
‘This is papa,’ she did not dare to pursue the question, being afraid that her husband might want to know when
she’d found a new papa for their son. She was puzzled more than ever and wondered why the book insisted on
presenting people with papas and mamas when they had them already.
A few days later the Boy learned two .new sentences:
“The ox tends the fire; the horse eats noodles.”
He read the text over thousands of times but he could not get over the feeling that there was something queer
about the assertions. They had an ox and a horse and he had himself taken them out to graze in the hills but he had
never once seen a horse eat noodles and he was sure that their ox could not tend the fire. But could the book be
wrong? Since he could not answer these questions, he obeyed his teacher’s injunction of the week before and
asked his father about it. Father said:
“I once went to a foreign circus in the city and saw a horse that could ring a bell and fire a gun. Perhaps the
book is talking about such horses and oxen.”
Grandmother, however, did not agree with Father’s explanation. She said:
“The ox must be the Ox-Head Devil King and the horse must also be a demon. Don’t you see that they all wear
human clothing? They haven’t changed their heads for human heads yet, but that alone will take five hundred
years.”
The old lady then went on to tell stories about demons that could command the wind and summon rain; the
result was that the Boy dreamed that night of being seized by a winged wolf demon and woke up crying.
The following day the Boy asked his teacher:
“Is this ox that can tend the fire a foreign ox?”
The teacher laughed and said:
“You are too literal! The book has only made those things up. It is not true that oxen can really tend the fire or
that horses really eat noodles.”
The explanation cleared up at one stroke many things in the book that had puzzled the Boy. He had read about
such things as “bread,” “milk,” “park,” “ball,” and the like which he had never seen and which had made him
wonder. It dawned upon him that the book dealt only with make-believe things.
One day the Boy and his schoolmates decided that they would play “tea party” as they had read about it in
their Reader. They agreed that each would contribute twenty cents so that they could send to the city for oranges,
apples, chocolate, and things. Our Boy knew, of course, that he would be only inviting a beating to ask money for
buying sweetmeats. Grandmother always mumbled that school would bankrupt them yet whenever he had to buy
a sheet of writing paper. But he could not resist the glowing picture that his book gave of the “tea party” and
decided to help himself to the money that his mother had just got from selling more of her jewels and which she
had set aside for buying cabbage seedlings.
Grandfather had been suffering for a long time from a chronic cough, and someone had told him that orange
peels would give him relief. He kept on asking what orange peels were like and where they could be gotten.
Thinking that this was a chance for him to ingratiate himself into his grandfather’s favors, the Boy said,
“We are getting some oranges.”
“You are getting some oranges?” Grandfather asked. “What are you getting oranges for?”
“We want to hold a tea party,” the Boy said.
“What is a tea party?”
“It means to get together and eat things and drink tea,” the Boy said. “It is in the book.”
“What kind of book is this that is either making animals talk or teaching people to eat and play? No wonder the
boys have become lazy and choosy about their food since they went to school!” Grandmother said.
“And it is always about foreign food. There doesn’t seem to be any corn wowotou\fn{The staple article of food in
northern China, made in the form of a hollow cone from a mixture of soy and millet (either the yellow or red variety, the latter being known
as kaoliang) flours or sometimes of corn meal. It is unseasoned and unleavened and, like Chinese bread, is steamed and not baked .} or

bean curd with onions in it,” Grandfather said.
“Remember, son, to bring back some orange peels for your grandfather’s cough,” said Mother.
“Where did you get the money to buy oranges?” asked Father.
“The teacher—”
But before the Boy had finished making up his story, Baldy, who lived to the east, suddenly began to cry. Then
they heard his father shout:
“We can’t even afford salt, and yet you want to buy candy …”
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This was followed by the voice of Hsiao Lin’s uncle, who lived to their west:
“I let you buy books with my hard-earned money because it is for your good, but I haven’t any money for you
to buy sweetmeats. You can ask whoever wants you to hold tea parties for it.”
The truth came out. The Boy’s father aimed a kick at him, but fortunately the table intervened. He only upset
the table and broke a few rice bowls. Grandfather was of the opinion that it might be better to take the Boy out of
school, but Grandmother did not want her son to go to jail. After long arguments it was decided that they would
let the Boy try school for a few more days.
After this humiliation, our young scholar vowed to study harder and to recover his lost prestige in the family.
Everyday after school he read without stopping until it was dark. He did not realize that the source of his troubles
lay in the textbook itself.
For Grandmother had been feeling that her son was no longer as close to her as before his marriage and that
her position in the family had been gradually slipping. Now as she listened to the Boy reading aloud his latest
lessons she heard him say, “In my family I have a papa, a mama, a didi\fn{Younger brother.} and a meimei,”\fn
{Younger sister.} but nothing about Grandfather and Grandmother; she became very indignant and shouted:
“So this house is now all yours and I have no longer a share in it!”
She was mad with fury. She picked up a brick and broke their iron pot into pieces.
“Don’t be angry any more!” the Boy’s father said. “We won’t let him read this kind of book any longer. I
would rather go to jail.”
And so the next day Father discharged a day laborer and the teacher marked the Boy’s absence in the record
book at school.
195.135 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ts’ai Shu-fan (1908- )} Hanyang County, Hupeh Province, China
(M) 4
I come from the Chinese working class. My family were Hupeh miners. My father and an uncle worked in the
Hanyang, Anyang, and Tayeh mines and also in mines and arsenals in other places. My grandfather had been a
poor peasant.
I was born in Hanyang hsien, Hupeh, in 1908, and three days afterward the family moved to Anyuan, a district
in P’inghsiang hsien, where my father and my uncle worked in the Anyang mines. I studied in school only two
years, then entered the mine at fifteen to begin three years’ apprenticeship. Until that time I had done no special
work, my father being able to support his family well enough, though it consisted of eight persons, including my
mother and my two younger brothers and three younger sisters.
I earned three dollars a month as a laborer, working from six in the morning until six at night. This was in the
Hanyehp’ing mines, where I did manual work on the motors, pumps, and trams. Most of the workmen were
young—the majority from fourteen or fifteen to twenty-three years of age. Some had a very hard life and could
not even earn three dollars. If the men made mistakes their wage was forfeited. The average wage was six or
seven dollars a month.
At that time Hanyehp’ing was owned partly by private capital, Sun Hsien-huai being the biggest stockholder,
and partly by the Government. It was later owned by the Japanese. It is the largest iron mine in China.
There were thirteen thousand workers in the Anyang section alone. In the entire Hanyeh-p’ing mines, of which
the Anyang mine was part, there were over one hundred thousand miners—the others being the mine at Hanyang
and the mine and iron foundry at Tayeh.
*
In 1921 Mao Tse-tung came to Hanyeh-p’ing and organized a workers club. This was the beginning of labor
organization in the mine. He stayed a very short time and only talked about the general political idea of struggle.
In 1922 Li Li-san, who was then known as Li Lung-tzü, came and began to organize a “Supplementary School for
Workmen.”
At first the school had only about ten persons. Later, about ninety joined. I entered the school as soon as it
opened in 1922. We had no books—only mimeographed sheets. These told of the workers’ struggle against the
owners in order to gain increased wages. Through these mimeographed sheets the miners learned to read and
write. There were only two teachers—Li Li-san and Ts’ai Ch’en-chün. Both were Communists though Ts’ai later
betrayed. The school soon expanded and from it developed a large “Anyang Workers Club” which demanded
wage increases from the owners. In the beginning the club had only a few hundred members but after our first
strike was victorious every worker joined.
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Our strike in 1922 was the first in the history of the mine. The workers had no idea of such a method before
this time, and were surprised and happy to discover the use of the strike. Only the young boys joined in strike, the
old men being more conservative. All the young men were radical and stood as pickets to keep the old men away
from the mine. In the very beginning only a few hundred joined the strike; later, more and more were mobilized.
We made up a propaganda team which went to the workers in their dormitories and talked with them, asking each
one to join with us. Luckily, we persuaded the men in charge of pulling the whistle to go on strike, and as no siren
ordered the men to work, nobody went! We also sent delegates to the management and said:
“If you don’t receive our demands, we will strike for a long time and destroy the mine. You know that if the
pumps are stopped for even one day, the mine will be flooded.”
They granted all our demands and the strike lasted only three days. Li Li-san led this strike, together with Ts’ai
Ch’en-chün. There were several other worker leaders, all Communists. These included Chu Hsiao-lien, who was
arrested after the Great Revolution and betrayed, but was executed anyway; Chu Chin-t’ang, who is still working
in the Party—I saw him in Shanghai in 1930; and Li Te-pin—I don’t know what happened to him. I myself helped
organize the propaganda team for the strike.
After the strike, wages were increased and Sunday rest was instituted. We also got some funds for accidents
and sickness. In the mines at this time were six or seven German inspectors who were in the habit of beating the
workmen with sticks and dismissing us for the slightest offense. After the strike they never dared beat a workman.
Before the first World War\fn{World War I} there had been forty Germans in the mine, and the workers hated them
very much because of their privileged position. Of course, we hated the Chinese engineers as well.
This strike in 1922 was not the first strike for Chinese labor. But it was a very important beginning of the
Chinese labor movement because it was victorious. All the miners were jubilant after the strike and began to
organize many night schools, supplementary schools, and reading centers. We also began to build a workmen’s
union headquarters. Anyang was then called the “Moscow of China.”
Our original workmen’s club was called the “Anyang Mine Workers Club” until about 1924. During the
Pinhan railway strike in February 1923, in which many railway workers were killed, we at Hanyehp’ing went on a
general strike in sympathy. All the one hundred thousand. miners joined, and we changed the club to a union and
founded the headquarters of the Hanyehp’ing Workers Union, representing the three mines of Tayeh, Anyang, and
Hanyang.
After this there were many civil wars in Hunan and the financing of the mine became difficult. The workers
could not get regular wages, so they always sabotaged and made many demands on the owners. Then the son of
Sun Hsien-huai brought two regiments—about two thousand soldiers—to the mine and began discussions with
the workers. The head of our union was Lo Ch’en, a Communist. He was a student, not a miner, but he
represented the workers, and the management treated him well. He had much faith in the capitalists, even though
he was a Communist, but finally the discussions failed and none of our demands were granted. The whole labor
movement of Anyang soon failed.
The soldiers took up a position near the mine, the union was closed down, and the schools were closed. The
leaders of the movement ran away, and none of the active workers could stay, either. About ten were arrested and
fifty ran away to Changsha. I had to escape, too—I had joined the Socialist Youth in 1923. At that time we were
accused as “radicals,” not as “Communists” like the workers at present. The soldiers did not beat us because we
all ran away before they could catch us.
Before the troops had been called out, we had had police in the mine. These three hundred police were useless,
however, as there were too few of them in spite of the fact that they were armed. Moreover, the police
sympathized with the strikers because we were able to get wage increases, though they did not join our first strike
and, in fact, never went on strike. The soldiers had no sympathy for the moyement; they were mercenaries and
merely took orders.
Li Li-san stayed at Hanyehp’ing about three years, leaving for Shanghai about 1924. He had a great influence
among the workers. He was a student but a good labor leader and an unusually convincing agitator, influencing
nearly everyone who heard him speak.
Labor in China was never conservative. Right from the beginning it took to radical leadership. In my district,
the Socialist Youth became the Communist Youth about the end of 1923. We had no Communist Party there at all
until the end of 1923. The Communist Youth then had only four hundred members—all young laborers from
sixteen to twenty-three years of age. At the end of 1923 some Communist Youths, together with older men,
organized the Kungchangtang, which then had only a hundred members in all. At its highest period at the mine, in
1925, the Kungchantang had about three hundred members, and the Communist Youth about five hundred.
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We had no real “Yellow”\fn{The term applied to those unions which either had been organized by company owners or were not
opposed to co-operation with the owners. Snow does not say so, but the term probably was fastened on such unions not as a sign of
inherent cowardice, but rather as a reminder of the hated and recently-overthrown Manchu dynasty, for whom the color yellow was widely
understood as a sacred color—indeed, by decree a color forbidden to be work by Chinese:H } trade-unions at all. The owners did
not know any method of opposing the union except by violence. At one time, the management, staff, and
engineers organized a club to oppose our workmen’s club, but the two clubs co-operated instead of fighting each
other. Their group once had a strike; we supported them and so had good relations with them. They could get only
six hundred members, and these were engineers and staff people; they had no workmen. The purpose of this group
was to bargain for salary increases, but the owners were not afraid of them because the mines could go on
producing without the staff, provided that the workmen carried on. The group had to appeal to us to support them
in their strike, and we did so, but even then they did not get the salary increases.
The mine then was very prosperous and produced monthly about half a million tons of many different kinds of
ore. The Germans got one thousand to two thousand dollars a month as salaries, and this angered the workers. The
Germans all left in 1923—why, I don’t know; they were not driven away by the workers.
*
After I arrived in Changsha the Party wanted me to return to Anyang, so I went back and re-established the union
for a while. Of the ten persons arrested, only one was executed, but we planned a demonstration against this.
However, the situation looked too serious for action then and the other nine were released. When the authorities
ordered the arrest of my family, I had to escape again, together with some other workers. My father was a poor
worker, but he was old and conservative. He tried to prevent me from joining the Communist Youth but later
became sympathetic and joined the union himself.
This was the last time I saw him. For ten years I have heard nothing from my family nor have I written any
letters to them. I never went back to Anyang but I later heard that in 1925 the labor movement there failed
completely, the mine was closed down, and the workers all driven away. All three mines of Hanyehp'ing were
closed.
I suppose this was because of want of capital, for later the mines were sold to the Japanese. They were never
opened after 1925 except for a small part employing only a few hundred miners. Of the one hundred thousand
miners of Hanyehp’ing who were thrown out of work, many joined the Red Army when P’eng Te-huai occupied
Changsha in 1930, passing Anyang on the way. Before that, a number had joined the Great Revolution in 1925
and were killed. At one time nearly all the soldiers in Yeh T'ing’s division of the Kuomintang Fourth Army were
Hanyehp’ing miners, and a great many were killed in the attack on Wuchang, It was the Hanyehp’ing miners
under Yeh T’ing who led the Nanchang Uprising in 1927. If the mine had not been closed down, there would not
have been this free proletariat for revolutionary action and perhaps no Red Army movement then.
Most of these workers have been killed but there are at present\fn{ 1937} in Lin Piao’s First Army Corps many
who were originally under Yeh T’ing. These workers are concentrated in the famous 1 st Division led by Cheng
Ken, which has never been defeated by the enemy armies. But, because of many changes, I am afraid that of the
original Hanyehp’ing workers not many are left now.
*
I went to Changsha again and then to Nanchang, where I was to do Communist Youth work at the arsenal. In
1926 I was imprisoned by the provincial army of Huang Pin-jen but released after a few days because they had no
proof against me. Soon the Kuomintang army arrived in Nanchang and many workers joined. However, I stayed
behind to work for the Party. I changed from the Communist Youth to the Kungch’antang in 1927, being then
nineteen years old.
After this I went to Wuhan, where I continued to do party work in the industrial district of Ch’aok’ou. When I
heard the news of the 1927 split with the Kuomintang, I carried our guns away, and buried them in the ground. I
was arrested in June by T’ang Sheng-chih, together with three women and five other men, but the guns were
never discovered. There they are in the ground now, I suppose, after ten years—ten rifles and six pistols. We were
soon set free, however, as no evidence was produced against us. At Ch’aok’ou there were only six factories, one
silk, two cotton, two flour, and a chemical factory owned by the Japanese. We had only ten rifles for all the
members of our workers union!
Chiang Kai-shek had begun killing the workers in April\fn{ 1927} in Shanghai. When the Wuhan workers heard
of this killing of their fellow workers in Shanghai, they immediately called a strike. I was present at the big
meeting of over a hundred thousand, which lasted from six in the morning to five in the afternoon. Our slogan
was:
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“Strike Down Chiang Kai-shek!”
In the beginning only four or five worker-leaders were killed in Hankow. The Communists who had done open
work all fled to Nanchang or Moscow. Before April, many of the factory workers in China were well armed.
Afterward they were disarmed by the Kuomintang. In Wuhan, for instance, the workers had over one thousand
rifles, but Ch’en Tu-hsiu (head of the Kung-ch’antang) himself ordered them to give these up to the Kuomintang.
Not one of the workers wanted to surrender his gun, and all were perplexed and angry. Many were arrested as
soon as they gave up their arms.
About May or June the killing began. It was not until after the workers gave up their arms that the executions
started. The killing of workers and Communists began about the same time in all four places—Wuchang,
Hankow, Hanyang, and the small P’inghan station of Changan. Every day there were ten or twenty or thirty
executions. Hundreds were killed. Some of our comrades were taken out and shot after meetings. The workers
planned a great strike against this, but failed. They wanted to resist the Kuomintang counterrevolution but
couldn’t do anything. These killings were done by T’ang Sheng-chih’s army, of which Ho Ch’ien was an officer.
Many women were killed at this time. In the cotton factories most of the workers were women and girlchildren. These women and girls were active and brave. It was fifteen li from Ch’aok’ou to Hankow, but they
walked to meetings with their bound feet, anyway. I found that always in the struggle and strike movements the
women were more positive than the men, especially in organizing propaganda teams and in gathering for
meetings. The women always take leadership of this special work. They are often as strong as men and, because
they get lower wages and are more oppressed, they become very revolutionary. Their active leadership in the
revolution has been very important.
After the split\fn{In the Koumintang, between the Left-leaning and the Right-leaning members } capitalists in Wuhan
recruited women and children instead of strong men for their factories, because they could pay them lower wages
and prevent revolutionary action more easily. These capitalists at the same time dismissed all the active women
and took new girls, fresh and ignorant from the villages.
You ask what broke the labor movement in China? At that time the labor movement was dominated by Ch’en
Tu-hsiu, who made the error of Right opportunism. He didn’t believe in the power of the workers’ unions. We
then had many guns but Ch’en wanted to give them up to the Kuomintang and did so. This was a great mistake.
He also opposed the struggle for economic gains, because he said that wage increases would give the workers a
good life and their revolutionary emotion would be decreased! So it was decided that the slogans were “too high.”
The Kung-ch’antang was afraid of breaking the United Front with the Kuomintang.
In general, the workers did not understand the nature of the revolution. They knew that it meant to strike down
the Northern militarists and imperialism, to realize the eight-hour day and higher wages and a more progressive
life, to win the right to organize and the right to print our own magazines and newspapers, and to get civil
liberties.
But for them it was mainly an economic struggle. Even I did not then understand the nature of the revolution
clearly. When Chiang Kai-shek began killing the workers, we all thought he had simply “betrayed.”
We didn’t know why, or who supported him—whether it was the imperialists or the banks. Some workers
thought he had joined with foreign imperialism and that the British concession in Hankow was given back as
payment for betrayal.
Though Chiang Kai-shek accused the workers of organizing the Kung-ch’antang to seize the power for labor,
this was a lie and an excuse only. When the revolutionary work had developed up to the 1927 period, the workers
demanded better wages and the peasants demanded land, so the national bourgeoisie became frightened and
betrayed the revolution.
But, in fact, the workers economic demands and the peasants demand for land and for the overthrow of
feudalism and imperialism are part of the bourgeois-democratic revolution.
However, the workers realized the extent of their great power and knew that they were feared by the
bourgeoisie. They thought the real cause of the betrayal was the capitalists’ fear of the workers, so they didn’t
want to give up their guns, but the Kung-ch’antang headquarters gave the order to surrender them and they had to
do so without objecting. When Hsia Tou-yin’s army came, in July, the workers planned to fight him but they did
not realize this plan.
At that time the workmen were fully conscious that they were the important power of the Kuomintang
revolution and that the proletariat was its leadership. The Wuhan workers had great confidence in their strength
and thought they could fight Hsia’s army, and so didn’t want to surrender their guns. These workers had had
considerable military trainipg at Nanfu under Han Ying. About two thousand had trained there for three months.
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Han Ying was the leader of the workers wanting to fight Hsia, but at the meeting the Ch’en Tu-hsiu Line prevailed
and the fight did not take place. The workers had already begun to march but when they got the order to stop, they
returned. Han Ying was a Hupeh man; he later joined the Red Army and stayed in Kiangsi after the long march.
The workers were not afraid but glad to join the Kung-ch’antang at that time. There were several hundred
Party members in Ch’aok’ou, but I don’t know how many in the whole district.
*
I left for Moscow in August. When I arrived I entered Eastern University and studied Chinese and natural
sciences. I had finished one six-month term when I joined the Sixth Congress of the Comintern in 1928. Then I
transferred to the Labor University of Chinese Communism, which originally had been called Sun Yat-sen
University. Here I studied six months also. Hsü Meng-ch’iu was there at the same time. After that I studied at
Lenin College for nine months. During this period at Lenin College the Chinese Eastern Railway Incident
occurred. Many of Chang Hsüeh-liang’s soldiers had been captured by the Soviets, and I was ordered to work
with them. After that I returned to Lenin College and completed my course.
I was one of twenty Chinese delegates to the Fifth International Labor Congress at Moscow, after which I left
for China in 1930. I had no trouble on my way back.
In Shanghai I worked in the headquarters of the All-China Labor Federation for two months and then applied
to go to Kiangsi. I went to Hong Kong, then to Swatow, and then began walking to the soviet districts. This was
difficult for me because the road was mountainous and I had never in my life traveled on foot. I had always
worked in close quarters in factories. Sometimes we passed bandit districts, but the bandits were good to us and
gave us food and guards for escort. It was one month from the time I had left Hong Kong when I arrived in the
Fukien soviet area. When we arrived on the border, Lo Ping-hui came to welcome us. We stayed in the Fukien
soviet two months, then were sent to the Kiangsi central soviet with a guard.
*
In the Kiangsi soviet district I had a post in the General Labor Union at first. Then I joined Lo Ping-hui’s
Twelfth Army as political director. After several battles this army was reorganized under the 1 st Division of the
First Army Corps but was still commanded by Lo Ping-hui. I participated in defeating the “Second Surrounding
Campaign” of the Kuomintang, during which I was wounded by a bomb.
The first time I was. wounded was in May 1931, at Kwangch’ang. The army of Chu Te and Mao Tse-tung had
retreated and I was in the rear when the planes came to bomb, but I had to continue my work and could not hide. I
received nine shrapnel wounds but walked for one li afterward in a daze, not knowing what had happened. The
nurses treated my wounds with iodine, but I did not recover until the Third Campaign began. There was no
hospital, and I was carried on a stretcher by the nurses most of the time. However, I was able to participate in the
Third Campaign and to attend the First Soviet Congress on February 7, 1931.
I was wounded again, in July 1933, in the fighting against Ts’ai T’ing-chieh at Lien-ch’eng and P’engk’ou in
Fukien, while I was political director of the Seventh Army Corps. I was then with the 19 th Division under Chou
Chien-p’ing. Ts’ai's forces were at Pengk’ou and we were at Lien-ch’eng. Our troops could not advance, so Chou
and I together led some of the troops to Pengk’ou for an attack. I had been looking through a telescope held in
both hands. Just as I was about to put it down and had moved my left hand a little, a rifle bullet zipped through
my left arm. It was not a bad wound, but the hospital and medical staff were not good. Perhaps it was not
necessary for me to have lost my arm, but there was urgent need for me to hurry and get busy with my work, so
Han Ying, who was then chairman of the Military Council, advised me to have it cut off. This was at the time of
the organization of the new Ninth Army Corps under Lo Ping-hui, and I was needed as political director.
*
The Long March began in October 1934. In Kweichow I changed my work to become political director of the
Military Council. When we arrived in north Shensi I was made Commissioner of the Interior and of Judicial
Affairs.
The Long March was not difficult for me. It was about the same as other army life except that we never got
any rest. I had no particular adventures except one at the beginning of the march, when the headquarters of our
corps was attacked suddenly and Lo Ping-hui and I had to get away quickly on horses. When our men began
resisting, we turned back.
Last year when the Red Army crossed the Yellow River, the Military Committee ordered me to collect
partisans into an army. I organized the Thirtieth Army under Yen Hung-yen. Later I went back to Paoan and had to
rest several months, as I was sick. Then I came to Yenan.
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195.168 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Nieh Ho-t’ing (1908- )} Fuyuan, Anhwei Province, China (M) 1
I was born in Fuyuan, Anhwei, in 1908. My family were small landlords during my grandfather’s time, but
when I was born my father was a middle peasant having forty mu of land and owed debts of seven hundred to
eight hundred dollars.
I entered primary school at the age of seven. At forteen I studied at a missionary school, the Han Mei middle
school of Fuyuan. A year later I entered the Anching normal school and graduated in two years. I was student
representative and a member of the student government. There were already some Communists in the school, and
I was influenced by them. I read the A.B.C. of Communism and the Leader, a left-wing magazine.
While I was in the student government we organized a movement against Tsao K’un, who was bribing the
representatives in parliament. Anching students surrounded the headquarters of the tuchun’ and the guards killed
two students. An order was issued for my arrest.
I fled to Nanchang, where I entered the military academy of Fang Wen-pen, tuchun’ of Kiangsi. A leftist
schoolmate wrote a letter introducing me to the Communist circles in Shanghai and I went there, working with
Kao I-han, a Party leader.
After the May Thirtieth Movement in 1925, I was sent to Anching to organize students, and there became
teacher in a private middle school, where I worked a year and a half. During this time I visited once in Shanghai
and there joined the Communist Party.
This was in 1925 or 1926. There were about ten Kuomintang members and three Communists in Anching, and
we co-operated .in organizing the students.
When I returned to Shanghai; the Northern Expedition had already begun. I was sent to Hofei, Anhwei, by the
Party. The encirclement of Wuhan had begun and Nanchang was already taken. Our Anhwei troops reinforced the
front; the rear was empty. In Hofei I made a connction in the Sixth Middle School, together with another comrade
from Shanghai. We were introduced by the middle school to the min t’uan in the west of Anhwei. There were
about one hundred seventy or one hundred eighty of them and they had one hundred ten rifles. A landlord’s son in
this district was a leftist, a returned student from Japan. Through him we made a connection with the hsien guards
in Hofei. We won over about one hundred men to our side by propaganda.
In August we began an uprising and raised the Kuomintang banner, occupying a town. But because we lacked
experience, the soldiers had not been reorganized or educated and discipline was very bad. After seizing the town
in Hofei hsien we simply raised the banner and nothing else happened. On the third day a battalion from Hofei
attacked us and we were defeated. The hsien guards compromised, the min t’uan fled, the local comrades hid, and
only my Shanghai comrade and I were left.
We two went together farther west in Hofei. We had only twelve coppers as our combined resources. After a
day’s travel we learned from the peasants that Kiukiang in Kiangsi had been captured and that the Anhwei troops
were retreating. Disguising ourselves as defeated Anhwei personnel, we walked along the road back to Hofei. We
first went to take a bath in a public bath and there found the guard commander who had co-operated in the
uprising.
Next day we hastily went on to Shanghai and made a connection with the Communist Party.
Wuhan was still being surrounded by southern troops, and the party helped us to join the Northern army. En
route to Wuhan, we returned to Anching and collected fourteen other students. Fearing inspection on the steamers,
we disguised ourselves. When we reached Wuchang, we found it had already been captured. Kao I-han had
preceded us.
We now entered the Party school, but two weeks later I was called to work in the army as platoon commander
in Yeh T’ing’s Independent Regiment, where Party organization was excellent.
When the Hsü K’e-hsiang affair\fn{The massacre of Communists, Liberals and labor leaders which occurred on May 21, 1927,
at Changsha, capital of Hunan Province} occurred in 1927, we returned to defend Hankow. Yeh T’ing, with one division
and one regiment, defeated Hsia Tou-yin, who had threatened Wuhan.
Since Chiang Kai-shek was now openly against us and in Wuhan the Kuomintang Leftists had begun their
opposition to the Communists, Yeh T'ing decided to attack Nanchang. Yeh T’ing had been commander in chief of
all the revolutionary forces fighting Hsia Tou-yin, who had been responsible for the Hsü K’e-hsiang mutiny in
Changsha.
As our troops moved on the road to Kwangchow, we held a meeting outside of Nanchang and disarmed part of
the troops, who, however, joined us. We now staged the Nanchang Uprising, the 24 th and 25th Kuomintang
divisions joining in. I was platoon commander, and later, after I was wounded, company commander.
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After Hailufeng we went to south Kiangsi, where Lin Piao became commander of our reorganized 1 st
Detachment. I was his political director. Chu Te was commander in chief and Yeh T’ing his vice-commander.
Discipline was a problem. Chiang Kai-shek tried to induce Kuomintang men to return to Shanghai. The Party sent
me to Shanghai and then to Canton, where I joined the chao tao tuan\fn{Training regiment} cadets of Chang
Fak’uei’s army in staging the Canton Commune. I was divisional staff officer in the reorganization of the Red
Army following the defeat in Canton.
After a short time, I returned to Shanghai and worked there nearly three years. About 1930 I was sent to the
soviet districts, where I became a regimental commander. There I was wounded in the Second Campaign and was
transferred to the post of chief of staff of the 11 th Division, later holding the same post in the Twelfth Army.
During the fighting at Kanchow, I was an instructor in a new mobile military school which moved with the
troops. After the Ningtu uprising, the East Route Army was organized, with the First and Fifth Army Corps as the
basis. I participated in the attack on Changchow.
During the Fifth Campaign, I was divisional chief of staff. After the Red Army entered Kansu I was appointed
vice-commander of Front Army headquarters.
After the Eastern Expedition I became chief of staff to the First Front Army headquarters.
19.68 & 41.244 Two excerpts from Great Changes In A Mountain Village\fn{by Chou Li-po [Zhou Libo] (19081979)} I-yang, Hunan Province, China (M) 13
1
… Treading on the shadows of the trees cast on the slope by the moon, we were on our way to a wedding on
the other side of the mountain.
Why should we go to a wedding? If anyone should ask, this is our answer: sometimes people like to go to
weddings to watch the happiness of others and to increase one’s own joy.
A group of girls were walking in front of us. Once girls gather in groups, they laugh all the time. These now
laughed ceaselessly. One of them even had to halt by the roadside to rub her aching sides. She scolded the one
who provoked such laughter while she kept on giggling. Why were they laughing? I had no idea. Generally, I do
not understand much about girls. But I have consulted an expert who has a profound understanding of girls. What
he said was “they laugh because they want to laugh” … I thought that was very clever. But someone else told me
that “although you can’t tell exactly what makes them laugh, generally speaking, youth, health, the carefree life in
the co-op, the fertile green fields where they labor, being paid on the same basis as the men, the misty moonlight,
the light fragrance of flowers, a vague or real feeling of love—all these are sources of their joy.”I thought there
was a lot of sense in what he said too.
When we had climbed over the mountain we could see the home of the bridegroom—two little rooms in a big
brick house. A little ancient red lantern was hung at the door. The girls rushed inside like a swann of bees.
According to local tradition, they have this privilege when families celebrate this happy event. In the past,
unmarried girls used to eavesdrop the first night of a friend’s marriage under the window or outside the bridal
chamber. When they heard such questions as “Uh … are you sleepy?” they would run away and laugh heartily.
They would laugh again and again the next day too. But there were times when they could hear nothing. Experienced eavesdroppers would keep entirely silent on their own first night of bliss and make the girls outside the
window walk away in disappointment.
The group of girls ahead of us had crowded into the door. Had they come to eavesdrop too?
I had picked several camelias to present to the bride and groom. When I reached the door I saw it was flanked
with a pair of couplets written on red paper. By the light of a red lantern one could make out the squarely written
words:

Songs wing through the streets … Joy fills the room
As we entered, a young man who was all smiles walked up to welcome us. He was the bridegroom, Zou
Maiqiu, the storekeeper of the co-op. He was short and sturdy with nice features. Some said he was a simple,
honest man but others insisted he wasn’t so simple, because he found himself a beautiful bride. It is said that
beautiful girls do not love simple men. Who knows? Let’s take a look at the bride first.
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After presenting the camelias to the bridegroom, we walked towards the bridal chamber. The wooden lattice of
the window was pasted with fresh paper and decorated in the centre with the character “happiness” cut out of red
paper. In the four corners were charming paper-cuts of carps, orchids and two beautiful vases with two fat pigs at
the side.
We walked into the room. The girls were there already, tittering softly and whispering. When we were seated
they left the room in a flock. Laughter rang outside the door.
Then we scrutinized the room. Many people were seated there. The bride and her matron, who was her sisterin-law, sat on the edge of the bed. The sister-in-law had brought her three-year-old boy along and was teaching
him to sing:
In his red baby shoes a child of three,
Toddles off to school just like his big brother
Don't spank me, teacher, right back I shall be
After going home for a swig of milk from mother.

I stole a glance at the bride, Pu Cuilian. She was not strikingly beautiful, but she wasn’t bad looking either. Her
features and figure were quite all right. So we reached the conclusion that the bridegroom was a simple and yet
not too simple man. Though everyone in the room had his eyes on the bride, she remained composed and was not
a bit shy. She took her nephew over from her sister-in-law, tickled him to make him laugh and then took him out
to play for a while in the courtyard. As she walked past, she trailed behind a light fragrance.
A kerosene lamp was lit. Its yellowish flame lit up the things in the room. The bed was an old one, the
mosquito-net was not new either and its embroidered red brocade fringes were only half new. The only new things
were the two pillows.
On the red lacquer desk by the window were two pewter candle-stands and two small rectangular mirrors.
Then there were china bowls and a teapot decorated with “happiness” cut out of red paper. Most outstanding of all
the bric-a-brac presents were two half-naked porcelain monks, with enormous pot bellies, laughing heartily. Why
did they laugh? Since they were monks they should have considered such merry-making as frivolous and empty.
Why had they come to the wedding then? And they looked so happy too. They must have learned to take a more
enlightened view of life, I suppose.
Among the people chatting and laughing were the township head, the chairman of the co-op, the veterinarian
and his wife. The township head was a serious man. He never laughed at the jokes others cracked. Even when he
joked himself, he kept a straight face. He was a busy man, he hadn’t intended to come to the wedding. But since
Zou was on the co-op’s administrative staff and also his neighbour, he had to show up. As soon as he stepped into
the door, the bridegroom’s mother came up to him and said:
“You have come just at the right moment. We need a responsible person to see to things.” She meant that she
wanted him to officiate.
So he had to stay. He smoked and chatted, waiting for the ceremony to begin.
The head of the co-op was a busy person too. He usually had serious talks. He also had to work in the fields
and was often scolded by his wife for coming home too late at night. He worked hard and never complained.
Indeed he was a busy man, but he had to come to congratulate the union of these two young people however busy
he was. Zou Maiqiu was one of his best assistants. He had come to express his goodwill and to offer his help.
Of all the guests, the veterinarian talked the most. Talking on all subjects, he finally came to the marriage
system.
“There are some merits to arranged marriages too. You don’t have to take all the trouble of looking for a wife
yourself,” said he, for he had obtained his beautiful wife through an old-fashioned arbitrarily arranged marriage,
and he was extremely satisfied. With his drink-mottled pock-marked face, he would never have been able to get
such a beautiful wife by himself.
“I advocate free choice in marriage,” said the chairman. His wife, who married him also in the old-fashioned
way, often scolded him, and this made him detest the arbitrary marriage system.
“I agree with you.” The township head sided with the co-op chainnan. “There is a folk song about the sorrows
caused by the old marriage system:”
My old marriage system promises no freedom.
The woman cries and the man grieves.
She cries till the Yangtse River overflows,
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And he grieves till the green mountain is crested white.

“Is it as bad as that?” laughed the co-op chairman.
“We neither cry nor grieve,” said the veterinarian proudly, looking at his wife.
“You are just a blind dog who happened on a good meal by accident,” said the township head. “Talking about
crying reminds me of the custom in Jinshi.” He paused to light his pipe.
“What kind of custom?” asked the chairman.
“The family who is marrying off a daughter must hire many people to cry. Rich families sometimes hire
several dozen.”
“What if the people they hire don’t know how to cry?” asked the veterinarian.
“The purpose is to hire those who do. There are people in Jinshi who are professional criers and specialists in
this trade. Their crying is as rhythmic as singing, very pleasing to the ear.”
Peals of laughter burst forth outside the window. The girls, who had been away for some time, evidently were
practicing eavesdropping already. All the people in the bridal chamber, including the bride, laughed with them.
The only people who did not laugh were the township head and the veterinarian’s beautiful wife who knitted her
brows.
“Anything wrong with you?” the veterinarian asked softly.
“I feel a little dizzy and there’s a sick feeling in my stomach.”
“Perhaps you're pregnant?” suggested the township head.
“Have you seen a doctor?” the bride’s sister-in-law asked.
“She’s in bed with a doctor every night! She doesn’t have to look for one,” laughed the chairman.
“How can you say such things at your age!” said the veterinarian’s beautiful wife. “And you a chairman of the
co-op!”
“Everything is ready!” someone called. “Come to the hall please.”
All crowded into the hall. With her little boy in her arms, the bride’s sister-in-law followed behind the bride.
The girls also came in. They leaned against the wall, shoulder to shoulder and holding hands. They looked at the
bride, whispered into each other’s ears and giggled again.
On one side of the hall were barrows, baskets and bamboo mats which belonged to the co-op. On the table in
the centre, two red candles were lit, shining on two vases of camelias.
The ceremony began. The township head took his place. He read the marriage lines, talked a little and
withdrew to sit beside the co-op chairman. The girl who acted as the conductor of ceremonies announced that the
next speaker was to be one of the guests. Whoever arranged the programme had put the most interesting item, the
bride’s turn to speak, at the very end. So everyone waited eagerly for the guests to finish their chatter.
The first one called upon was the co-op chairman. But he said: “Let the bride speak. I have been married for
more than twenty years and have quite forgotten what it is like to be a newly-wed. What can I say?”
All laughed and clapped. However the person who walked up to speak was not the bride but the veterinarian
with his drink-mottled pock-marked face. He spoke slowly, like an actor. Starting from the situation in our
country before and after Liberation and using a lot of special terms, he went on to the international situation.
“I have an appointment. I must leave early,” said the township head softly to the co-op chairman. “You stay to
officiate.”
“I should be leaving too.”
“No, you can’t. We shouldn’t both leave,” said the township head. He nodded to the bridegroom’s mother
apologetically and left.
The co-op chairman had to stay. Bored by the talk, he said to the person sitting beside him, “What on earth is
the relation between the wedding and the situation at home and abroad?”
“This is his usual routine. He has only touched on two points, so far. There are still a lot yet.”
“We should invent some kind of device that makes empty talkers itch all over so that they have to scratch and
cannot go on speakingh,” said the chairman.
After half an hour or so, the guests clapped hands again. The veterinarian had ended his speech at last. This
time the bride took the floor. Her plaits tied up with red wool, she was blushing crimson in spite of her poise. She
said:
“Comrades and fellow villagers, I am very happy this evening. very, very happy.”
The girls giggled. But the bride who was saying that she was very, very happy didn’t even smile. On the
contrary, she was very nervous. She continued:
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“We were married a year go.”
The guests were shocked, and then they laughed. After a while they realized that she had said married instead
of engaged because she was so nervous.
“We are being married today. I’m very happy: She paused and glanced at the guests before continuing. “Please
don’t misunderstand me when I say I’m happy. That doesn’t mean I shall enjoy my happiness by sitting idly at
home. I do not intend to be merely dependent on my husband. I shall do my share of work. I’ll do my work well
in the co-op and compete with him.”
“Hurrah! And beat Zhou down too.” A young man applauded.
“That’s all I have to say.” The bride, blushing scarlet, escaped from the floor.
“Is that all?” Someone wanted to hear more.
“She has spoken too little.” Another was not satisfied.
“The bride’s relative’s turn now,” said the girl conductor of ceremony.
Holding her boy of three the bride’s sister-in-law stood up.
“I have not studied and I don’t know how to talk.” She sat down blushing scarlet too.
“Let the bridegroom say whether he accepts the bride’s challenge,” someone suggested.
“Where is the bridegroom?”
“He’s not here,” someone discovered.
“He’s run away!” another decided.
“Run away? Why?”
“Where has he run to?”
“This is terrible. What kind of a bridegroom is he?”
“He must be frightened by the bride’s challenge to compete.”
“Look for him immediately. It’s unbelieveable! The bride’s relative is still here,” said the co-op chainnan.
With torches and flashlights people hurried out. They looked for him in the mountains, by the brooks and pools
and everywhere. The co-op chainnan and several men, about to join in the hunt, noticed a light in the sweet potato
cellar.
“So you are here. You are the limit, you …” A young man felt like cursing him.
“Why have you run away? Are you afraid of the challenge?” asked the chairman.
Zhou Maiqiu climbed out of the cellar with a lantern. Brushing the dust from his clothes he raised his
eyebrows and said calmly in a low voice:
“Rather than sit there listening to the veterinarian’s empty talk, I thought I might as well come to see whether
our sweet potatoes are in good condition.”
“You are a good storekeeper, but certainly a poor bridegroom. Aren’t you afraid your bride’ll be offended?”
said the chairman half reproachfully and half encouragingly.
And escorting the bridegroom back, we took our leave. Again treading on the tree shadows cast by the
moonlight, which by now was slanting to the west, we went home. The group of girls who had come with us
remained behind.
In the early winter night the breeze, fragrant with the scent of came lias, brought to our ears the peals of happy
open laughter from the girls. They must have begun their eavesdropping. Had they heard something interesting
already? …
2
… At first, when he heard that the Cooperative was getting ready to clean the mud out of pond bottoms to
spread over the low-yield fields to enrich the soil, Gold-biter was green with envy, but then he decided to do the
very same thing himself. The two parcels of dry land he owned near the hills, where the soil was so thin that if
you plowed it deep water would run right through it to the rocks underneath, were ideal for this project. So Goldbiter put down what he was doing, picked up his tools and, leading his wife and daughter, went off to the pond
near his upper parcel. A good number of people were already gathered there. Members of the Co-op were at that
very moment carrying out to the fields, basket by basket, the rich, damp mud from the bottom of the drained
pond.\fn{A note reads: Volume one is constructed around a young woman cadre assigned to help the village after the first attempt to
establish an agricultural cooperative failed. Several crises overcome, she leaves at the end of volume one and does not reappear. Volume
two begins with the village now struggling on its own to make a success of the cooperative against the resistance of the non-joiners. The
episode translated below (from volume two) is part of the long struggle to win over the holdouts .}
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“So you’ve come too,” Liu Yü-sheng called out in greeting as he packed out a load of mud. “Well, that’s fine.
This stuff is even better than manure, you know. Get a whiff of it. It’s pretty strong.”
“It is,” said Gold-biter, nodding to him. “This pond hasn’t been cleaned out for a good long time now.”
But as he moved forward to go down inside to start digging, he ran into Ch’en Meng-ch’un, who blocked his
way.
“What do you mean, standing in my way like that?”
“You’re not going to dig here,” answered the weather-burnt Meng-ch’un, displaying all the brashness of his
older brother, whom he had not yet quite overtaken in height.
“And just why is that? Maybe you don’t know that I also own a share in this pond?”
“That doesn’t mean anything to me. You didn’t help drain the pond, so you’re not going to dig.”
“I don’t have to deal with you anyway. Let’s go see your Party branch secretary.”
“Go get the secretary. You’re just wasting your time.”
Just when the two of them had locked horns and the exchange was heating up, Liu Yü-sheng rushed up to pull
Meng-ch’un away.
“Let him dig. You think a whole pond full of muck like this doesn’t have enough for him too?”
“I just can’t see why a miser like him can get off so cheap at other people’s expense,” grumbled Meng-ch’un as
he walked away.
Liu Yü-sheng, seeing Gold-biter still standing his ground, not budging an inch and his eyes bulging in anger,
went over to smooth things out.
“Go right ahead with your digging and don’t mind him.”
With this, Gold-biter muttered an oath or two, and then, not wanting to lose any more time, turned immediately
to start digging in the muck.
Deep down inside, Gold-biter wanted to compete with the Cooperative, for he always felt that if he could get
the better of them there would somehow be something in it for him, and as a loner who refused to join the Cooperative, at the least, at the very least, it would help him to hold out on his own just that much longer. On the first
day of digging, his own efforts exactly followed the pattern set by the Cooperative. When the others dug and
carried, he dug and carried; when the others took a break, he took a break.
But on the following day he went his separate way. At two in the morning, when the moon went down and
there was only the weak starlight shining dimly over the outline of the pond, Gold-biter, leading his wife and
daughter, groped his way down into the drained pond bottom and had his daughter start digging while he and his
wife did the hauling. By dawn, when the Co-op members came to work, the Gold- biters had each already carried
away some twenty or so loads of muck.
“From the looks of things, they’re going to beat us,” Liu Yü-sheng pointed out to the members during a break
while they all sat around together on a threshing ground under a camphor tree.
“Not necessarily. There are more of us,” Meng-ch’un pointed out, full of confidence.
“Sure, but he’s not competing with us in numbers; he’s trying to outdo us in performance and in per-acre yield.
He’s put a lot of fertilizer on his other land, and now here he is fixing up this parcel that’s so porous and bony it’s
like a fish without flesh. Our parcels are uneven in quality—an awful lot of it is full of hollow spots—and look
how much is just bone-dry land that you can’t improve no matter what you do.”
This, from Liu Yü-sheng, caused Meng-ch’un to lapse into silence.
“When it comes to farming, he’s always been first-rate,” Li Yung-ho put in.
“Well now, you can’t say we don’t have first-rate farmers on our side too. There's Meng-ch’un's father, Hsienchin, there’s Sheng Yu-t’ing, and there’s Old Hsieh. They’re at least as good as Gold-biter. It’s just that none of us,
young or old alike, puts as much into it as he does.”
“That’s right,” Meng-ch’un agreed, discomfited by the thought. “Each and everyone of us just isn’t putting out
as much as he is.”
“I talked it over with the Party branch secretary,” Liu Yü-sheng went on, “and it seems the best thing to do is
form a Youth Task Force.”
“Count me in,” Meng-ch’un put in without hesitation.
“Put my name down,” added Shu-chiin.
“Put mine down, too,” Ch’en Hsüeh-ch’un chimed in, imitating the older girl to the last detail.
“Hey, all the activists are from the same family,” Li Yung-ho observed, laughing at his allusion to Shu-chün’s
wedding plans that would make the two girls sisters-in-law. “Before you know it the whole Task Force will be a
family enterprise.”
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“Now don’t go changing the subject,” cautioned Liu Yü-sheng. “Li, old fellow, you’ve already finished your
stint as bookkeeper, so now you’re ready for another assignment. How about getting the Task Force organized?
Take old Gold-biter as your target and then surpass him. Can you handle that?”
“Of course we can,” shouted all the young people at once, with Meng-ch’un’s husky voice heard above all the
rest as he added, “We’ll be damned if we don’t beat him!”
Liu Yü-sheng’s heart swelled with pleasure as he stood up and said, “Well, I see the beginning here of a real
effort.” Even when he was extremely pleased, there would only be the slightest trace of a smile creeping into his
expression. “But then, of course, so far this is all nothing more than talk, isn’t it?”
“Now there’s a dig from our Co-op leader.”
Ch’en Meng-ch’un always liked to roll his sleeves up to get down to work, but now his sleeves were already
rolled up. “I suppose you think all we’re good for is just hot air and nothing else, huh?”
Liu Yü-sheng turned to Li Yung-ho to ask:
“Well, what do you think? When can the Task Force get organized? By tomorrow?”
“What’s this about tomorrow? After all, it isn’t a wedding we’re planning so that it would need to have a
specially picked day and all that,” retorted Ch’en Meng-ch’un agitatedly.
“You’re thinking about a wedding?” cracked one of the younger members.
“Hey, no joking around,” Meng-ch’un said with a new seriousness in his voice.
“When we quit work tonight, after supper, we’ll get together, all right?” Li Yung-ho said to Liu after some
thought.
“What’s the point of waiting until tonight?” Meng-ch’un persisted. “If we’re going to do it, let’s do it now.
Why put if off till after supper?”
“Meng-ch’un here is right,” Liu Yü-sheng agreed. “If you begin now, the young people can get together in that
shed over there.” Then, turning to the older people, he added: “You folks are invited too, to give them some
direction.”
“You flatter us, Mr. Liu, but we won’t take you up on that,” one answered, puffing on his pipe.
Meanwhile, Gold-biter continued to carry his mud, but his attention was drawn to what the young people were
up to. As he watched Liu Yü-sheng lead them along the path to the shed, he thought to himself:
“This must have something to do with the competition.”
Wave after wave of applause and shouts of enthusiasm jssued from the thatch shed, together with gales of
laughter and merriment. Half an hour later, one by one, the group streamed out. As they walked toward the pond,
Liu Yü-sheng said to Shu-chün:
“Only a very few of the Women’s Association showed up today. Run over and get them all together. Explain it
to them and see if we can’t get a better turnout.”
“I’ll do that right away,” agreed Shu-chün, who took off at once. But before she got far, she turned back toward
the Co-op leader and, cupping her hands over her mouth, shouted:
“Can you come too and give us a pep talk?”
“I’m tied up. Can’t make it,” he called back. “Get the Women’s Association head to do it.”
After she left, he turned to Li Yung-ho.
“This Women’s Association head we have isn’t as good a manager as she ought to be. All she does is stay
home and look after her children.”
“I hear she’s got another one on the way, too,” Li Yung-ho agreed. “It seems to me somebody ought to replace
her. Somebody like Sheng Chia-hsiu.”
Li’s suggestion of the woman Liu Yü-sheng would soon be marrying could not help but be calculated to put Li
on the best of terms with the Co-op leader.
“Her political awareness is too low. And there’s that pig of hers she’s raising. If we get her to do it, it’s still just
one shoe of a pair, getting things only half-done.”
“Then how about Sheng Shu-chün?”
“Come to think of it, she would do just fine, but that’s something that has to be taken up with the Party branch
secretary. And then he’s got to clear it with the Party leadership above him.”
At this point a messenger came up from the District Office reminding Liu to call a meeting.
“This would be a good time for you to take it up with Secretary Li,” Li Yung-ho suggested.
“All right. I’ll do that,” Liu replied, as he started off.
After the Task Force meeting and the Women’s Association meeting, the work force turnout was much greater
than before, so that even Chang Kuei-chen and Sheng Shu-chün’s mother, who normally almost never joined in,
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also turned up. On this day everybody put in a good, full day’s work.
That night, Li Yung-ho borrowed a three-barreled fowling piece from the security chief, Sheng Ch’ing-ming,
and loaded powder into all three barrels, set the fuses in place and laid it beside his bed. The next morning, at the
first rooster crow, probably around two o’clock, Li rolled over, pulled himself out of bed, and, before dressing, put
the gun over his shoulder, fumbled around for a box of matches, and went out to the threshing ground in front of
the house, where he fired off each barrel, one after the other, into the night sky only faintly lit by starlight.
Concussion from the huge roar rattled the paper windows of the house and startled into flight the birds that had
been roosting on the tree behind the house. But even before the echoes had settled, as he straightened up after the
firing he was astonished to see a lantern hanging from a willow by the side of the pond, telling him that someone
was already at work.
“Which of them can that be?” he asked himself as he hurried off to have a look.
But the person he discovered hard at work was no Co-op member; it was the Gold-biters, man, wife, and
daughter.
“You’re really early today. Been up long?”
“Not long. Just got up.”
This was how Gold-biter replied, but in fact, as Li Yung-ho’s later investigation would reveal, he had gotten up
at midnight. Now, fearing that the Co-op would follow his lead, he intentionally misled them.
It was early spring when frosts were liable to return at any time, and although there was none this morning, nor
any breeze either, still, there was no sun at all. When the three-barreled fowling piece had gone off, everybody
was startled awake. Even though they started work well after the Gold-biters, nevertheless everyone’s spirits were
up for the occasion so that they put in another solid day’s work.
On the third day, Li Yung-ho pulled himself out of bed at midnight and raced outside, where at once he could
see that there was no lantern. Gold-biter wasn’t up yet! Delighted, he fired off three quick charges in succession.
Now on this particular night the weather had changed sharply, and with the rise of a north wind, it was biting
cold.
“Is a cold front hitting us again?” wondered Li to himself.
When he had the gas lantern started and hung from the willow tree, he could see all around him, wherever the
light shone—the weeds on the bottom of the empty pond, the bamboo fencing around the vegetable patch—it was
all white with frost! The shallow water in the puddles down in the empty pond had frozen into sheets of ice. The
young men and women of the Task Force filed up to the pond carrying their wicker baskets and tools. One of the
youths who wasn’t wearing a quilted jacket was so cold he shivered. He hastily gathered up some straw from
around the edge of the pond and with some dry kindling got a fire going, which the others quickly gathered
around. Some of the mischievous ones, seeing this, went over to the thatch shed to take it easy. In no time at all no
one was left to go down to the pond bottom.
“What do you think of this! They get us up early just to light the lantern and stand by the fire!” one of them
complained.
Li Yung-ho, without a word, slipped out of his shoes, picked up his rake, and like the first horse in the water,
took the lead as he stepped down into the cold mud on the pond bottom, where he used both feet to crack the thin
sheet of ice over the puddles. His teeth chattered as the ice crackled under his feet. He shouted to the others:
“Ta-ask For-ce mem-bers! Forget the fire! Be like the PLA!\fn{ People’s Liberation Army.} Remember the heroes
of Shangkanling. They weren’t afraid of dying. Are we afraid of the cold? Hurry up! Let’s get going!”
He began digging at the muck with his rake while shouting at his comrades. Ch’en Meng-ch’un, who was
toasting himself beside the fire, leaped up at once, grabbed his rake, and ran to the pond.
“Hurry up. It’s not cold. Not cold at all!”
“Who cares even if it is cold?” said Sheng Shu-chün, who rolled up her pant legs and went down into the pond.
Right behind her were Sheng Chia-hsiu and Ch’en Hsüeh-ch’un. The latter, a short, stocky young girl not yet fully
developed, rolled up her pant legs and pushed back her sleeves, looking for all the world like a little bundle of
energy.
Seeing the women get started prompted the other young people still loitering by the fire so that they too all
came over to the pond. Soon the carriers were carrying, the diggers digging, and some of them were even singing
folk ditties.
No more than two loads had been taken out when the three Gold-biters appeared. Gold-biter himself carried
their lantern, but when he saw that the Co-op’s lantern lighted the whole area he blew out his own.
“Hey, don’t go borrowing our light there, old buddy,” Ch’en Meng-ch’un shouted over to Gold-biter, partly
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meaning it, but partly only as the kind of smart crack young people are always making.
“What light of yours are we borrowing?” the daughter replied testily.
“The lantern light. What’s the matter, no eyes?”
“Who told you to go light your old lantern, my father I suppose?” she fired back sharply.
The two of them, you say one thing, I say something back, soon were in full swing. At the outset, the conflict
was limited to just the two of them: on the one hand, a youth of 18 or 19, always known for his brashness, and on
the other hand, a little know-nothing slip of a girl, maybe 12 or 13 years old. Their insults, though fierce, were not
of any grave import. Twice Li Yung-ho cautioned Meng-ch’un to stop quarreling, and Gold-biter, for his part
worried about losing time from work, time and again scolded his daughter:
“Can’t you learn to shut up!”
However, when it came to this annoying Gold-biter family, the hot-tempered Meng-ch’un not only was unable
to give up the fight, he actually felt dissatisfied at trading insults only with the daughter and dearly hoped the
flames of battle would spread to Gold-biter himself. But seeing Gold-biter, so far from entering the fray himself,
actually scolding his daughter for her part in it, Meng-ch’un felt annoyed and let slip a phrase that was more
serious than he realized:
“The seed makes the plant, that’s for sure. No seed, no growth. That’s what we always say, and it’s as right as
right can be.”
Gold-biter’s wife caught fire at this and, throwing down her carrying pole, stormed over to the young man
shouting:
“Damn you, Meng-ch’un! Just what does that mean?”
“Whatever you think it does,” Meng-ch’un fired back.
His baskets hanging empty from his pole, Meng-ch’un took a step closer to her, all the while thinking that
while it wasn’t Gold-biter himself, it was better, at least, than just the girl.
“Clean up your mouth a little and don’t make other people have to come over here to teach you manners. I’m
telling you, you hear?” warned the wife.
“I never asked you to come over here to teach any manners,” sneered Meng-ch’un. “I never went to your
house, and I never went to your fields. I’m just standing here by the pond that’s our own Co-op property, that’s all.
Now just what pigs in the night are they who come running over to our place, taking up our lantern light, getting
something for nothing. They’re the lord and masters, I suppose?”
“So this pond is your Co-op’s, is it?” Gold-biter's wife took yet another step forward.
“Of course.”
“Well let me tell you, I’ve got water shares in this pond,” injected Gold-biter himself. When a quarrel got
around to the subject of his own property he found it impossible to remain silent.
“That tiny share of yours, compared with our Co-op, is like holding a sesame seed up to a watermelon.” Ch’en
Meng-ch’un turned to face Gold-biter squarely. “And it’s even less when you consider how you didn’t drain any
of the water and you don’t even light your own lantern. All you know is how to get off cheap by sponging off
other people.”
Ch’en Meng-ch’un exchanged a significant glance with the others. Some had stopped working and had come
over to see the excitement, while others kept at their job of digging or hauling. Ch’en Meng-ch’un then went on:
“We’re just going by the Party branch secretary’s and the Co-op director’s say-so and being generous to you,
letting you dig here, but if it were up to me I wouldn’t let you.”
“And just who do you think you are, to let me dig?”
Gold-biter was now fully into it, his eyes bulging in fury.
“Me, that’s who.”
Meng-ch’un threw down his baskets and held up his flat carrying pole in one hand and put the other defiantly
on his hip.
“You? Who the hell do you think you are?”
“Member, Evergreen Cooperative, that’s who. You can’t see that, I suppose. Some dog got your eyes, has he?”
“So. Member, Evergreen Cooperative! Well, that’s really something, isn’t it?”
Gold-biter looked him over disdainfully as he said this.
“Well I’m telling you something, you sprout. This is Wang Chü-sheng here, and I’m one fish who’s been to the
ocean, you hear? I’ve seen a thing or two in my time. No sesame seed of a Co-op member is going to push me
around. Bring on your brigade leader, your Co-op leader, your district chief, your county head. Bring them all on,
and what’s that to me?”
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“Old Wang, my friend. Your argument is with him. Why do you have to drag the cadres into it?”
This was Li Yung-ho rushing over to break things up as soon as he saw the turn things had taken.
“Listen to him talk, would you. Let’s smash those straw baskets of his!”
Li Yung-ho’s remarks had only encouraged Meng-ch’un to go even further. Flinging down his carrying pole,
he reached out to grab the ropes on the baskets hanging from Gold-biter’s carrying pole.
“You dare, do you? You and who else?”
“Say that to me, will you?”
Meng-ch’un released the ropes and bent down to retrieve his pole.
“You’re damned right I do.”
Gold-biter likewise threw down his baskets and took a good hold on his own carrying pole.
“Curse me and you’re going to take a licking.”
“Come on, come on.”
Gold-biter by now had his own stick in the air and was about to rush him when his wife grabbed one of his
hands and held on with all her might.
Under the bright glare of the lantern their two poles locked together with a loud “crack!”
Everyone rushed over, surrounding the combatants. Gold-biter’s wife, thrown to the ground, quickly jumped
back up. The daughter cried in fright. A militiaman jammed his own carrying pole between the two of them,
forcing their poles up into the air. Hsüeh-ch’un rushed over to hold back her brother, Meng-ch’un, by the hand.
Some of the young people who despised Gold-biter shouted encouragement to Meng-ch’un. Sheng Shu-chün ran
off to the village at top speed.
The two plow masters, Ch’en Hsien-chin and Flour-paste T’ing, hearing sounds of the fracas from far off,
abandoned their plows and oxen and rushed over with their whips. As soon as the bearded Hsien-chin saw that it
was his son Meng-ch’un who was causing the ruckus, he rushed into the fray and bellowed:
“Meng-ch’un! You addleheaded no-good. Is this any way to behave? I’ll teach you a lesson.”
He raised his whip.
“So. You still don’t drop your pole?”
He stepped forward and wrestled the pole away. Now, on the one hand, this old fellow had always had an air of
authority, and on the other hand, he was stouter than this second son of his, so once he got his hands on the pole
he was able to wrestle it away without meeting much resistance.
Gold-biter, seeing both of Meng-ch’un’s hands empty and, being at the height of his rage, bore down all the
more on Meng-ch’un, brandishing his flat pole to show his intention to give the boy a good clout, all of which
served only to further outrage the young man. Ignoring his father’s wrath, Meng-ch’un lunged forward, pinning
Gold-biter’s pole so that the two of them were pressed together.
Gold-biter’s daughter was now shrieking and Hsüeh-ch’un’s face had gone pale. His sharp rebuke having no
effect, the father now threw down his whip and leaped in to try to pull the two of them apart. Just when they had
reached this impasse, Party Branch Secretary Li Yüeh-hui and Liu Yü-sheng arrived on the scene, followed by
Sheng Shu-chün. There were now more and more people urging the pair to break off the dispute, and finally
several strong militiamen managed to wrest the pole away and pull the combatants apart.
Li Yüeh-hui said a few words to the group and then with Liu took Li Yung-ho aside to the thatch shed, where
he remained until he found out exactly what had happened. They re-emerged only to find the two men still cursing
each other.
Li Yüeh-hui went straight over to Gold-biter and said:
“Old Wang, go right ahead with your digging. There’s more than enough mud here for everybody. Don’t pay
any attention to the boy. He’s just a youngster and hasn’t any sense to him yet.”
Then, walking over to where Meng-ch’un stood, he led the boy off to the shed and patted him on the shoulder,
smiled, and said:
“My boy, how can it be that you’re so much like your older brother?”
Meng-ch’un sat on the doorsill, head bowed, silent.
Li Yüeh-hui, seating himself on a bamboo chair, went on:
“In our society everybody is undergoing change. I can tell from your older brother’s letters that he’s changed a
lot. Now, do you still want to be just like he used to be?”
Meng-ch’un, head still lowered, said nothing.
“Why do you want to stir up trouble with him? The loam in the pond isn’t something so precious that we had
to spend money to get it, so why not let him have some?”
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“I just got so mad I couldn’t stand it.” Meng-ch'un’s head was still lowered.
“And to think that you want to be admitted to the Party, and with a temper like that!” Li Yüeh-hui was using
the opportunity to give the boy some direction.
“Once you’re in the Party you become a member of the vanguard of the leadership. Do you think it’s easy to be
part of the vanguard? There behind you will be hundreds and thousands of the masses, and you must always be
inseparably one with them. You can’t go too fast or too slow. Lose your temper, give in to yourself, and it only
makes things worse.”
“He’s just a go-it-aloner, so how does that make him any member of your masses?”
“Just like you and me, he’s a mud-hauler, and there he is, even now, still hauling the muck. You pack it out
with a pole over your shoulder and he does exactly the same. What gives you the right to say he isn’t one of the
masses? If he isn’t, then what is he?”
When it was clear Meng-ch’un had nothing to say to this, Li Yüeh-hui went on:
“All right. Go on with your work.”
The two of them went out together, but Li Yüeh-hui went directly over to where Gold-biter was shoveling
muck into the carrying baskets. He addressed Gold-biter in a light, friendly tone:
“Wang, old fellow, keep up the good work. The Evergreen Co-op still wants to keep up the competition with
you.”
“You give me too much credit,” Gold-biter replied, showing unmistakably that he still had a lot of anger
bottled up inside. “There are more of you, so you’re stronger, but you still can’t get the better of me, so you use
your raw authority to come right out and beat on me.”
“You know the old saying, ‘You only know each other when you fight each other.’ There’s been a little
squabble, so now we know each other better and can be better friends for it.”
“I don’t dare compete with all of you. And I admit it—I’m afraid of you.”
Although in his expression it was clear just how angry he was, still, Gold-biter was sounding the drums for a
cease-fire.
“Don’t bear us a grudge. We’re all in the same village here, so that won’t do. Hey, Meng-ch’un! Come over
here.”
Li Yüeh-hui wanted to be a conciliator. His pleasant round face and his ready smile made him ideally cut out
for this role. Pulling Meng-ch’un forward with one hand and Gold-biter with the other, he calmly said:
“Once when I was in the city for a meeting I saw a ball game where both sides were about to begin the
competition and the referee blew the whistle. One team got together in a huddle and then with a big shout rushed
over to the other team. The other team ran out to meet them halfway and it really scared me. I thought they were
going to start brawling with each other before the game had even begun. How could I know they were just going
to shake hands and that it was part of the pregame ceremony. Somebody there explained it all to me saying ‘It’s
called friendly competition.’ So now let’s have friendship here, too, and then we can have competition, all right?”
Without giving either of them a chance to protest, he pushed Ch’en Meng-ch’un’s right hand into Goldbiter’s
right hand. Carefully avoiding each other’s eyes, they forced themselves to shake hands and then separated. By
now the early dawn had given way to the brightness of a new day. Just then someone could be heard at some
distance shouting.
“Hey, hey! Hey, hey! You son-of-a-gun. Run away from me, will you!”
Li Yüeh-hui saw that the one shouting was Flour-paste T’ing. The slightly stooped old man was cursing his ox
and shaking his whip as he ran down one of the narrow dikes separating the paddy fields. You could tell from the
way he scolded the ox that he thought of it as an errant child and scolded it accordingly. Everybody looked across
the fields at him and could see that the ox he had been plowing with took advantage of his absence and had joined
Ch’en Hsien-chin’s ox for a romp. Dragging their plows, they had drifted over to the edge of the paddy, where it
was pretty clear their goal was to graze on the green grass growing there. By the time the two men reached the
animals, they had already achieved their goal and were bent on increasing the scope of their appropriations.
Relieved to see that the plows were undamaged, the two men were now bringing the oxen back to the abandoned
furrows to resume the plowing.
Those who had been squabbling and their spectators all gradually dispersed. Some were already at their
digging or hauling, still discussing the issue. Li Yüeh-hui extinguished the gas lantern, and turning to the few who
had not yet gone back to work, remarked:
“Next time you light up the lantern for a fight I won’t stop you, but I’ll send someone down to take up a
collection for lamp fuel.”
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Just then the chief of security came up. Glancing up at him, Li Yüeh-hui teased him:
“Well, now, you got here right on time, didn’t you?”
“I missed all the excitement. Too bad. I really love a good fight. Next time you have someone notify me a little
earlier and I’ll get my licks in.”
“Which side will you be on?” someone asked.
“Oh, any side will do. I’ll put in something for both sides.”
Saying this, he took the arm of Li Yüeh-hui and spoke to him as they walked off.
“As soon as I heard there was trouble I went right over to keep an eye on Kung’s place.\fn{ A note reads: A
counterrevolutionary element. Security Chief Sheng has been told by upper echelon authorities that Kung and others are plotting
something.} When I saw he was sound asleep I took it easy, so I’m a little late getting here.”

The sun now had completely dispelled the morning chill and melted the ice crust. People were digging vigorously and carrying their loads of mud out in quick order. It was hard work, and out in the warm sun their faces
became bathed in sweat. Under their padded cotton jackets, which they peeled off, their undershirts were soaked
through, and in this respect, the Gold-biters and the Co-op members were indistinguishable. This was one thing
they all shared in common that could have served as a basis for their all getting back on good terms with each
other again. But Gold-biter, although he had in word indicated retreat from his indignation, still, in fact, down
deep inside remained furious and intended to go as far as he could in his competition with the Cooperative. And
what’s more, in terms of work output and per-acre yield, he was bound and determined in his secret desire to put
the Co-op to rout in the competition.
To get out of the pond bottom where they were digging the mud, it was necessary to climb up the slippery
bank. For those carrying the loads of muck, it was hard work, slow going, and if you weren’t careful then you
would stumble. The women were taking somewhat more falls than the men. In her debut performance with the
Task Force the petite Chang Kuei-chen was carrying half-full baskets of the mud when she slipped as she climbed
up the steep bank and fell flat over on her back, with baskets, pole, and her four limbs all sprawled out in the thick
mire. Someone laughed, saying:
“Didn’t break your can, did you? If you had, your hubby would raise hell with us when he gets back.”
“It’s not right. Somebody takes a spill, gets muddy as an old ox, and you think it’s all right to laugh at them,”
Sheng Shu-chün scolded. She put down her carrying pole and ran over to help Chang Kuei-chen to her feet,
meanwhile thinking to herself, “This won’t do at all. Something should be done about this.”
Immediately afterward she and Sheng Chia-hsiu put their heads together, and then had two of the stronger of
the young women go with them to the yard of one of the nearby houses. Before long, the four Mu Kueiyings\fn{A note reads: Mu Kuei-ying: A woman warrior of the tenth century who created a legend with her military feats .} singing in
unison, “Hey-ho, hey-ho,” muscled a long, thick plank over to the pond where they put it down so that one end
was on the pond bottom and the other on the bank. Because it was too steep, they raised the lower end a little by
putting some rocks under it, and they lowered the upper end somewhat. They then placed rocks at the low end to
form steps up to the plank. This way, men and women alike could step onto the stones, then up the plankway to
the level ground around the pond, all the while walking on a path that was steady and easygoing. Someone praised
Sheng Shu-chün for this, but she didn’t linger to listen. Shouldering her pole, she disappeared again almost immediately. This time, when she returned she was carrying two baskets full of husk sweepings from the threshing
ground.
“What’s that for?” queried Sheng Chia-hsiu.
“Wait a second and you’ll see.”
One by one as they all crossed over the plank the slime from their feet had made the board slippery. Sheng
Shu-chün used both hands to spread the husk dust over the plank so that it became much better.
“Hey, Sheng Shu-chün,” one of them shouted to her, “you deserve a medal for this.” Another joined in
laughing:
“We’ll have to report this good news to Ta-ch’un. This is something your young man ought to know about.”
“What do you mean, ‘a medal’? Nonsense,” she retorted, without pause as she spread the material over the
plank.
“It’s just a little trick, but not everybody would think of doing it,” yet another pointed out.
They all went about their work, chatting and laughing in a merry atmosphere, completely oblivious to how
tired they were, and they kept at their work for long periods between breaks. In contrast to the Co-op members’
lively scene, the three Gold-biters, toiling on in isolation, could not help but appear grim and cheerless. Goldbiter, leading his two women, avoided the plank to head off derision from anybody who might lay new charges
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against him for taking a free ride, and also to avoid tangling with Ch’en Meng-ch’un again. The Gold-biters were
still struggling up and down the steep, slippery bank.
“Old Wang! Go right ahead and use our plank,” shouted Li Yung-ho.
Taking a leaf from the Party branch secretary's book, he made the invitation in a friendly and concerned tone of
voice.
Addressing herself to Gold-biter’s daughter, Sheng Shu-chün shouted:
“Hey, come on over and use our plank.”
She was thinking of what the Party branch secretary had said:
“Even with those who resist collectivization and try to go it alone, in competition one is always to maintain
good will.”
“Come on over. Don’t hold back. We’re not going to charge you for it!” one of the militiamen called to her.
The face of the exhausted girl broke into a smile, but the smile disappeared the minute she looked over and
saw her father returning.
“Come on over. Let’s work together. We can have a labor exchange with you if you want. It’s awfully grim
over there, just the three of you. What’s the fun of that?” Sheng Shu-chün’s enticements were, in fact, loaded with
political implications.
Gold-biter’s daughter gave them a warm, friendly smile, but when she shot a glance toward her father, who
had just turned his back, she again shook her head. Judging from her smile and from the way she shook her head,
it was clear that the girl’s heart was already half won over to the Cooperative, while the other half was held
sternly in check by her father so that she just didn’t dare come over.
“Don’t be so mean; you shouldn’t undermine a man like that,” chided Li Yung-ho when the Gold-biters had
moved off some distance. “The general there has only got two soldiers in his command. One woman soldier and
one girl scout. That’s pitiful enough, don’t you think?”
Ch’en Meng-ch’un remained aloof from this merriment. He was still unwilling to get on with Gold-biter. Our
die-hard go-it-aloner also said nothing, just keeping his head bent to the hard work at hand, carrying out load after
load, his stout chestnut carrying pole bent like an archer’s bow under the two-hundred-some catties of his loaded
baskets.
“Poor old fellow. Look at him, slaving like an old plow ox,” Li Yung-ho could not help but marvel.
When the Co-op members took a break, Gold-biter also put down his carrying pole and baskets, but he didn’t
rest, nor did he have a smoke, though certainly he liked a smoke as well as the next person. Instead, he raced
home. Moments later he reappeared shouldering a board, which he placed against the bank to form a plank walk
of his own.
When Sheng Shu-chün saw what he had done she again got her girls together and brought over yet another
plank. This one, placed next to their earlier plank, broadened the platform so traffic could go up and down at the
same time. The Task Force members now were shouting their “Hey-ho, hey-ho,” as they broke into a trot under
their heavy loads.
Gold-biter likewise broke into a trot, but when he saw his wife and daughter falter, he lashed out at them:
“You dying pigs. Hurry it up. You going to stay there till New Year’s?”
“Father. Honestly, I just can’t move,” the daughter begged.
“Just good for stuffing your belly, that’s all you ever think of, isn’t it?”
“I’ve got a blister on my heel,” the daughter explained, limping along, tears welling up in her eyes. This time,
her appeal was directed toward her mother.
“Then go on back home. No sense staying out here letting others see how miserable you look.” Gold-biter’s
wife said this to protect her daughter. There was also a blister on her own heel, and she was feeling a little dizzy,
too.
“You night-swilling pigs. You'll be the death of me yet. You expect everything to be done for you, right?”
cursed Gold-biter as he saw his daughter turn back for home and his wife limp like a wounded soldier as she tried
to keep up with him.
“Hey, Gold-biter. Now you’re down to one pawn and the king.”
“Let’s work together. Or, if you want, we can do a labor exchange. We’ll give you a hand with the hauling and
later you can do something for us.”
“For us it’s as easy as a hunchback making a bow—it’s easy as can be to get up a work force.”
“This is where a cooperative has all the advantages. Lots of people and lots of strength. Like we always say,
plenty of wood makes the fire hot, right?”
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Hearing everybody chime in this way so incensed Gold-biter that he turned gray with anger, but he said
nothing and continued to carry his baskets just the same. When the Co-op members rested, he skipped the break
and went right on with his hauling.
It was during one of their breaks that Sheng Shu-chün and Ch’en Hsüeh-ch’un sat talking beside a haystack,
where they together composed a new song, so that when work resumed the two girls sang it. The words went
something like this:
Co-op comrades sure do well,
With baskets and poles they trot pell-mell.
Happy-as-can-be, and lively you can tell,
But somebody else is mad-as-hell!

The last line, “Somebody else is mad-as-hell,” was Hsüeh-ch’un’s, but she originally had it, “And this makes
Gold-biter mad-as-hell,” until Sheng Shu-chün talked her out of it, saying it went too far. It was first changed to
“This makes the lone-goers mad-as-hell,” but that also was thought to be too obvious. But no matter how it was
modified, the last line was clearly aimed at Gold-biter, and it got under his skin.
Gold-biter was very disquieted. Li Yung-ho saw this and made it a point to fall in behind him and engage him
in conversation.
“I see your daughter is already worn out, and it looks like your wife is about done for, too. Why punish
yourselves so much? You don’t have much help, and yet … aren’t you being unreasonable?”
Although he realized Li Yung-ho's counsel sprang from well-intentioned impulses, still, Gold-biter kept his silence.
Li went on, trying to reason it out for him:
“Here you are, run ragged like this just to improve the soil. Think how it’s going to be when we start the
double-cropping and you’ll have twice as much to do at the same time. Do you really think you can keep up with
it?”
“Well, I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it.” Gold-biter hazarded this one-sentence reply.
“It’s predictable even now. When that time comes there will be the harvesting of the first crop, then the
replowing, and then transplating the sprouts for the second crop. Old fellow, even if you grow three heads and six
arms it still won’t be enough. The way I see it you’d do better joining the Co-op now. Don’t wait until it’s too late
when you’ll have to carry on alone something that’s just hopeless.”
“I’ve made up my mind not to join,” replied Gold-biter, determinedly.
“And in the future?”
“Then too.”
“All right. We’ll wait and see what happens.”
Li Yung-ho let his pace slacken so Gold-biter could go on ahead. Then, shaking his head to a Co-op member
who had just come up, he said:
“That’s the way people are. They won’t see something obvious until they’re staring it in the face.”
Noting that it was late and that he was worn out, Li Yung-ho realized the others must be, too, so he blew his
whistle to signal that they could call it a day.
Gold-biter’s wife kept on with her digging and hauling, staying with it until nightfall, not shuffling back home
to get up some supper until it was pitch-dark.
After supper, when Gold-biter stood on the stone slab in front of his door and looked out toward the pond he
discovered the gas lantern was lighted; the Co-op people were at it again! He rushed back to the kitchen and told
his wife:
“Let’s go. They’ve all started work again.”
“Let it go for today. Our daughter’s so tired she can’t even eat, and I’m not much better off myself,” she
replied, washing the supper dishes.
“If they can do it, why can’t we?”
“But look how many more of them there are. The few are never any match for the many—what do you think
you can do about that? The way I see it, let it go and don’t let them get you all worked up over it.”
“You going or not?”
Gold-biter never was one to stand around for much talk.
“Well, if we go, we go.”
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His wife was seasoned to obedience. Her back was hurting her and she felt a little dizzy, but she still couldn’t
bring herself to come right out and say “no.”
The two of them, man and wife, went all the way over to the pond before they realized that except for Li Yungho and Sheng Shu-chün, all the others were fresh troops. They had simply changed shifts! Gold-biter’s wife
wanted to go back home, but when she saw her husband already starting to work down in the pond bottom, she
had no choice but to start rolling up her pant legs.
They went over as far away as they could from the gas lantern for fear of a second encounter with someone as
impudent as Ch’en Meng-ch’un. After about an hour of toil, just when Gold-biter’s wife had shouldered a load of
the black muck, it suddenly appeared to her as though the lantern off in the distance was somehow floating
around, and right after that everything went black; the carrying pole slipped away, and down she went, baskets
and all, into the mire. Gold-biter hurriedly dropped the rake he was gripping and rushed over to her, while a
number of young Co-op members, Sheng Shu-chün among them, also threw down their tools and ran to her. …
41.130 Excerpt from On Yumeng Marsh—Memories Of The Cultural Revolution: “Oracle Bones”: Memories
Of A Cadre School {by Chen Baichen (1908-1994)} Jiangsu Province, China (M) 6
1: The Conspiracy
… I’ve put quotation marks around the hallowed words oracle bones in the title because that was the nickname
I gave to a very special member of the revolutionary masses. It was a name known only to myself; for obvious
reasons I never dared use it in the man’s presence, nor even when referring to him behind his back—to do so
would have been tantamount to blasphemy. I prefer to use it now in place of his real name, more out of a desire to
remain faithful to my memory of its owner, than from any lingering wish to mock him.
Oracle Bones had just been posted to the Writers’ Association when I arrived back in Peking under escort in
1966. I didn’t know his real name, and promptly forgot it every time I enquired about it. He was said to have
studied the ancient oracle bone script. It struck me from the first as rather bizarre that an antiquarian should have
been assigned to work in an institution concerned solely with contemporary literature, and as a result I had little
trouble remembering him as the oracle bone man. His unprepossessing appearance—he was short, stocky and
hunched over—and the fact that he was given to martial posturing in his leather jacket, added to the comic aspect
of the fellow. He had no status to speak of in the revolutionary hierarchy; he was just one of those lowly “all
purpose men,” ready to wield a writing brush or a bludgeon as the occasion demanded—the type people like me
had learned to detest.
The name I gave him was initially meant as a term of derision. Later when it became evident that he played no
major role in the drama of the times, and that he was not guilty of any real wrong-doing, I didn’t feel so offended
by him any more. But the name stuck, for no greater reason I suppose than that it added a touch of fun to the
proceedings.
Then later, in the spring of 1970, when we were all in the cadre school together, to my great surprise Oracle
Bones rose from obscurity to join the ranks of the infamous. His sudden ascent to “stardom” could be traced back
to late 1966 and early 1967, when a super-revolutionary organization started plastering big-character posters up
all over the city.\fn{A note reads: The underground group referred to throughout this chapter is the “May 16 Organization,” which
was named after the Chinese Communist Party’s Sixteen Point Resolution on the Cultural Revolution made on May 16, 1966. The size and
supposed threat of this bogus group reached mythical proportions and the campaigns aimed at destroying it were actually used to purge the
radical advocates and theoreticians of the Cultural Revolution. Naturally, countless innocents were also sacrificed to this end .} The

posters appeared under suspicious circumstances, especially as they concentrated their attacks on the old cadres.
Nothing seemed to come of the campaign and we were all left wondering whether the organization claiming
responsibility existed in the first place. It was also very curious that the renowned hack Yao Wen-yuan inveighed
against this new faction, which he labelled a counter-revolutionary group in a footnote to one of his articles.
Though this went by unnoticed at fust, some months later that same footnote set off another political storm that
was to sweep the country. The faction, though small, was then declared to be particularly evil and a thorough
investigation was ordered immediately. The investigation, it was emphasized, should not get “out of hand.”
In our part of the world Oracle Bones was the first one to be questioned regarding his involvement in the
organization. I must admit that at the time I found this most satisfying, and I can recall saying to people that I
could tell the man was up to no good just by the look of him, the net of divine justice never failed to catch wrongdoers, and so on.
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One reason I gloated over the man’s misfortunes was that we were not the target of the attacks; for once we
could stand on the sidelines and watch the unfolding debacle without having to fear for our own safety. During
this new campaign we were ignored and thus free, quite content to observe the “revolutionary masses” taking it
out on their own kind. So I was more than ready to believe that Oracle Bones was a member of this dastardly new
organization. That someone like Oracle Bones, a man regarded by everyone as a nobody, was actually a ringleader of the group was proof of how cunning the deception had been.
Oracle Bones testified that he'd become involved with the organization at someone else’s behest. In fact,
everyone detained in connection with the group pointed the finger at the same man. The accused, however, stood
his ground and firmly denied any connection with or knowledge of the conspiracy. What did it all mean?
Then there were the struggle sessions. Up till then these had always been public events. This time there were
no meetings at all. Individuals were simply called upon to account for their involvement with the organization in
front of everyone else. These “confessions” were regularly accompanied by much tearful breast-beating. Why this
new format, I asked myself? Prior to each round of public self-flagellation the person concerned would suddenly
disappear without even their brigade leader being informed of what was going on. This was the only indication of
the impending event. Anything up to a week later the person would reappear “having laid down his butcher’s
knife and become a Buddha.”\fn{A note reads: A saying based on a story recorded by the Song dynasty monk Pu Li, about Guang
E, a scoundrel who suddenly laid down his butcher’s knife one day and became a Buddha on the spot. The expression is popularly used to
describe a person who has seen the error of his ways .} Then an announcement would follow from the leadership to the

effect that “no legal action would be taken against so-and-so, who would continue work as before.” In some cases
the person involved was given an even better position than before. I was mystified as to what it all meant.
There was this one chap, probably one of Dongfang Shuo’s ilk,\fn{ A note reads: Dongfang Shuo (154-93 B.C.), a
minister at the timi of Emperor Wu of the Han dynasty, was renowned for his quick wit and off-hand manner .} or maybe he came
from a line of stand-up comics, whose public mea culpa was a classic.
“In the past I was quite certain that I was not a member of the counter-revolutionary organization. But now,
thanks to a period of ideological re-education by the leadership, I am quite certain that I have been a member of
the organization all along.”
His statement brought a question from the floor:
“Just what do you mean by that?”
He repeated his brilliantly formulated line for our benefit and all attempts at further questioning were greeted
with exactly the same frustrating response.
The original plan had been for him to perform before each brigade, but as a result of this exchange the idea
was hastily dropped. Nor was he immediately sent back to his original job as had become the practice. Curiouser
and curiouser.
2: The Giant
For me the most baffling case in this parade of the damned was that of a retired soldier known simply as the
Giant. He was a stout northerner and just about as tough as they come. One day he appeared before us at a general
meeting that was being held in the mess hall. The convener of the meeting announced that the Giant had also been
enlisted into the organization and was before us now to make a full confession. But instead, to our great
mystification, he did nothing but sob from start to finish in a display I’m sure was quite genuine. He was
eventually led away without having said a word.
The Giant and I went back a long way. He was one of the two guards who escorted me to Peking on September
11, 1966. I always refer to this as my arrest although the authorities tried to avoid the issue by making out that I
was being “invited” to the capital. The first news I had of my removal was when the people in Nanjing notified
me that my presence had been requested at a denunciation of Zhang Tianyi by my former employer, the Chinese
Writers’ Association. Ostensibly I had been invited to attend, but when I applied for a few days leave, to recover
from a debilitating attack of lumbago, I was curtly refused. They told me the date of the struggle meeting had
already been fixed, and I had to be there. This smacked of coercion. When I tried to stall them further by saying
that my illness made travel difficult, I was told the Writers’ Association had sent two people all the way to
Nanjing, to escort me to Peking. So it was neither an invitation nor an arrest; it was more like a “command
performance.”
The Giant was one of the two escorts who turned up at my house. I got them to have a meal with me before
setting off for the station. They were there, after all, to invite me to Peking so it was the least I could do in return.
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They didn’t refuse me, much to the relief of my family, and this way it looked less like an arrest. They spoiled the
masquerade as we were leaving, though, by sitting on either side of me in the back of the car, in an obvious
attempt to prevent my escape.
This was at the height of the Red Guard movement when young people were roaming all over the country, so
the trains were jampacked. Under normal circumstances my senior status would have assured me a berth, but
there weren’t any to be had. In consideration of the long trip it was decided that we’d cross the Yangtze River and
spend half a night at Pukou (this was before the Yangtze Bridge was built), boarding another train at three in the
morning after a few hours of sleep. I saw no reason to object. Our room at the hotel had only two beds, one single
and one double. I was certain I’d be given the single, but the Giant made me sleep in the double instead. Aware
that compliance was the better part of valor I moved over to the double bed, and as I was undressing I noticed one
of those ubiquitous quotations on the wall at the head of the bed. It was that passage quoting Sima Qian: some
deaths are heavier than Mount Tai, while others are lighter than a feather. I couldn’t help chuckling to myself—the
Giant took every opportunity to educate me.\fn{A note reads: The author is, of course, talking about a quotation from Chairman
Mao. In a speech made at a memorial service for a revolutionary martyr in 1944, Mao quoted the Han dynasty historian Sima Qian:
“Death is the lot of all men; but a person’s death can be heavier than Mount Tai, or lighter than a feather.” } I fell into a sound sleep

the moment my head touched the pillow, and dozed until they woke me some time before three. It seemed that
neither of them had slept a wink.
Things at the station were a bit more orderly this time as they had put an extra carriage on the train. My two
escorts managed to get me into the station ahead of everyone else and they pushed their way to the head of a
queue on the platform much to the annoyance of the people behind us. I heard some of the comments coming
from the people in the queue. One said:
“So who’s the big-shot then? Look, he even has two attendants.”
Both of my “attendants” were dressed in PLA\fn{ People’s Liberation Army.} uniforms and the fact that neither of
them was wearing the all but obligatory Red Guard armbands made them really stand out. How could anyone be
expected to guess the truth? I was being treated with such deference by my guards that to a casual observer it
would have been impossible to guess that they were both playing the part of Chong Gong-dao, the kindly escort in
the Peking opera The Lady is Taken to Court.
The considerate treatment I received during that trip to Peking left me with a favorable impression of the
Giant.
Then, during the summer of 1968, we were packed off to the No.1 Nanyuan Commune to help with the
harvest. I was primarily sent along for re-education. One of the greatest thinkers in the leadership decided to hold
a joint struggle session after work one day to allow everyone a chance to criticize the urban blackguards along
with the Five Evil Elements in the commune.\fn{ A note reads: That is: landlords, rich peasants, counter-revolutionaries, bad
elements and rightists.} And what a motley crowd we were—adherents of the “black line in the arts” lumped together
with a former rich peasant charged with incest. We heard that many revolutionaries were against this type of
circus, and I presume the Giant was one of them.
On the day they laid on quite a spectacle and the assembly was out for blood. Those of us on display at the
front were obliged to bend over at a ninety degree angle as a way of expressing our contrition and the “jet plane”
was the order of the day.\fn{A note reads: A painful position often demanded of people being “struggled:” the legs were to be kept
straight, the torso was bent forward at a right angle, while the arms were raised up behind the body in the air. Such a pose was said to
resemble a jet airplane.} Any sloppiness of posture was rewarded with a rain of punches and kicks from the stewards

standing behind us. It was at the height of summer and boiling hot outside in the sun. Pools of sweat dripped from
our faces and formed wet patches at our feet as the village cadres were getting into the full swing of things.
Bing Xin,\fn{A note reads: Bing Xin (b. 1900), a novelist and children’s writer who involved herself in “friendship work” with
foreign countries after 1949.} who was standing next to me, sweated away in silence, but I could hear poor old Tianyi\fn{A note reads: Zhang Tian-yi (1906-1985), a major children’s writer and critic .} behind me panting heavily. Yan Wenjing,\fn{A note reads: Yan Wen-jing (b. 1915), novelist, children’s writer and critic. Yan was the head of the People’s Publishing House
until 1966.} who was over on the side, had already caved in and his plea to be allowed to kneel had been granted.
My lumbago was killing me and just as I was about to follow Wen-jing’s example someone tapped me roughly on
the back and blared:
“Just take a look at yourself. You’re a disgrace. Get out of here.”
I didn’t know what to make of this but I did my best bent over as I was at the waist to walk, or rather, hobble
“out of there.” After walking a short distance the same voice ordered me to straighten up. It suddenly occurred to
me that I’d been let off the hook. Turning around I discovered that my savior was none other than the Giant, and
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that Zhang Guang-nian along with another old man had been included in his clemency. Pointing to a tree in the
distance he told us to go and rest under it. The Giant must have realized that the old man with us couldn’t take
such punishment and that Guang-nian was ill. He knew about my lumbago from when he was my escort. What an
exquisite pleasure it was to be able to sit down in the shade and light up a cigarette.
How could the Giant be a member of this counter-revolutionary organization? I just couldn’t believe it. His
pitiful crying seemed to attest to his innocence.
Eventually, when something like 30% of the entire company had confessed to being involved with the organization, a struggle meeting was ordered by the brigade to deal with the man who had been fingered as the
ringleader. Many of the self-confessed conspirators from the other companies had named this man and it seemed
obvious that he had been playing a vital role in the whole organization. For this reason the struggle was being
carried out on a particularly grand scale and the leadership hoped to use it as an opportunity to “storm the enemy
defences.”
Instead it turned out to be a disaster. To repeat the hackneyed style of expression favoured by the chairman of
the struggle meeting, despite the fact that there was an “iron-clad” case against the accused, he still “put up a last
ditch battle” and “stuck doggedly to his counter-revolutionary position,” “brazenly refusing to surrender.” In other
words he shot holes through the flimsy evidence of the various witnesses.
A typical example was when a witness declared that he had met with the accused on a certain day; the latter
immediately discounted the possibility of this by saying that he had been working somewhere else at the time, and
since there was only one of him it would have been quite impossible for such a meeting to have taken place.
Or another witness would claim they had had a rendezvous on such-and-such a day. The accused would
ridicule this by claiming to have been away on official business. A number of times he even went so far as to point
at one of his accusers and roar, “You’re playing factional politics, and you know as well as I do that this is all a
pack of lies,” or something to that effect.
Naturally everyone thought him to be “swollen with arrogance.” The funny thing was that the witnesses for the
prosecution were powerless to protect themselves against his remorseless “testimony.” Out of sheer desperation
the chairman gave a sign to the fellow in charge of slogan chanting to lead a chorus of “Death is the only way out
if he doesn’t submit!” and “If he doesn’t confess he will die 10,000 deaths!”
This provided a very clamorous interlude, though the chanting was unenthusiastic and a little spottier than
usual. The meeting came to an abrupt end after the slogans.
The spirited display put on by the accused increased my estimation of him considerably. I only regret that the
Giant and some of the others were absent; if they had been able to witness this farce they might have staged a
revolt.
After that there was a short lull, although rumors spread like wildfire. Deprived of the right to join in the
gossip-making, I was still able to piece things together from snatched comments and chance clues.
It turned out that the man responsible for the whole witch-hunt was none other than Oracle Bones. In some
way or another he had managed to put the finger on a good third of the people in our Company. But my sources
failed me when it came to explaining why he had acted in such a cruel and vindictive manner. Not surprisingly he
resurfaced a much changed man. From then on he kept very much to hImself, and limited his conversation to
monosyllables. This new Oracle Bones was quite different from the blustering demagogue we had known in the
past.
As the summer harvest approached it was decided to put up temporary quarters out in the fields where we’d be
working. We dubbed these new barracks where we’d be eating and sleeping for the summer the Imperial Villa or
our Summer Residence. As part of the mad rush to get the harvest in I was also assigned to live in the villa, and of
all things I was given a bunk opposite Oracle Bones. Now that we were living together I did my best to be
neighborly, but all of my attempts at conversation were greeted with dumb stares. I took the hint and gave up any
thought of socializing with him. Nonetheless, whenever he was in the shed I never took my eyes off him. On the
surface he was just like everyone else, going out to work and coming back with the rest of us. But after a day in
the fields, while everyone would be having a wash or soaking their feet, or perhaps using that time to catch up on
a bit of washing, he’d sit down on his bed, lean back on his pillow wearily, cross his legs and jiggle one foot while
puffing away at a cigarette. I can’t recall seeing him ever take a wash; though he might have sneaked it in before
going out to work. Nor did I ever catch him washing his clothes. After a day of work we’d all be fIlthy, but he’d
just take off his shirt, throw it under his bed, and exchange it for another dirty shirt the next morning. And then the
following day he’d be back under the bed to fish out the original soiled shirt, which he put on, and so forth in
endless rotation. I thought this was definitely a bit off.
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I happened to tell all this to one of my few confidants over at company headquarters. He groaned in disbelief
and said:
“Don’t tell me he’s still shaking that damned leg of his!”
He then proceeded to tell me all.
It seems that in the beginning the company leadership didn’t have a clue as to how they should go about
uncovering that so-called counter-revolutionary organization. Reliable sources had it that salvation eventually
came in the form of an outside official who was an expert political strategist. He advocated carrying out a preliminary reconnaisance by hauling in a number of suspects for “informal chats.” Though the exact contents of these
exchanges remained secret, I’m sure they concentrated on making oblique references to “the organization” as well
as using a few shock tactics, to test the suspect’s reactions.
In this procedure, one leader would usually ask all the questions while the others sat facing the man under
interrogation in stony silence waiting for a slip up or some spontaneous reaction to the questioning.
The first round of interrogations produced no results, though Oracle Bones had acted suspiciously. It seems he
shook his leg through the entire session. The board of investigators concluded that this was a nervous reaction due
to guilt. Oracle Bones was seized on as the weak link in the chain and they went to work on him. His interrogators, adhering to the principle that “it’s fine for the good guys to beat up scum,” finally extracted a confession of
sorts from Oracle Bones, who hoped thereby to save his skin.
But they weren’t satisfied—they wanted him to name his superiors. By this point he was in so deep there was
no escaping, so he sacrificed a fellow cadre and appointed him ring-leader. In going on to name his fellow
conspirators Oracle Bones cast his net wide, proving that there was no lack of candidates for subterfuge. That he
was also willing to pinpoint a leader, however, was a major victory and the interrogators congratulated themselves
on their ingenuity. Provided at last with a scapegoat, they did their utmost to exaggerate his importance and the
heinous nature of his actions, believing that this would invite greater rewards from on high.
That’s when things started getting out of hand. Eventually, as we have seen above, the whole business
backfired, as these things are wont to do. The wild exaggerations turned out to be of little use, since the accused
proved far less malleable than Oracle Bones, and the case against him came apart at the seams. Fortunately, our
leaders were able to exhibit a high degree of political maturity when it came to dealing with ignominious failure,
and they weathered the resultant storm with great skill. In the end it turned out that Oracle Bones was the only one
who suffered pangs of conscience, and this was his undoing. And that blessed leg of his, the source of all his woes
and the cause of the whole fiasco, was still shaking.
Having been told this story I couldn’t help feeling a little sorry for Oracle Bones, so I kept an eye on him. That
is when I discovered his secret. I happened to wake up in the middle of the night, and saw a point of light dancing
wildly in the air. It shocked the blazes out of me, I can tell you. When I calmed down a bit I was able to work out
that it was Oracle Bones propped up in bed smoking. He was holding the cigarette in his hand like a pen, and was
writing furiously in the air. I know he wasn’t practicing oracle bone script, as the strokes flowed together, but I
couldn’t tell whether it was normal or cursive handwriting. Whatever it was, the words were undecipherable. It
made me dizzy to watch him so I gave up and went back to sleep, waking again just before dawn to find he was
still going strong. The floor at the head of his bed was covered with cigarette butts.
I felt compelled to report these strange goings-on to the brigade and unit leaders, and so on up to the top. I
suggested that they look out for him. Oracle Bones repeated his performance two nights in a row. He never
seemed to sleep. On the third night his bunk was empty. I felt sorry about what had happened. Where had they
taken him?
A month later I learnt he had been placed in an asylum. Word had it that he was doing quite well, and some
months later he was rumored to have recovered. Fearful of the consequences of sending him back into the
environment that had caused him such torment, the authorities decided to assign him work in his home town.
There was no way of checking the reliability of these rurnours. We saw no more of him. After that I often thought
of the radical transformation his personality had undergone.
3: The Revolutionary Physiognomist
After the Spring Festival of 1972 I found myself at the receiving end of some revolutionary largesse for the
first time. I was given twelve days leave to see my family in Nanjing. At home for something to do at night, and
more importantly as a way of avoiding talking about my life in the cadre school, I did my best to entertain my
wife and children with tales of some of the absurdities of the Cultural Revolution. One night I told them all about
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Oracle Bones, thinking his story was sure to amuse them.
My children, however, proved to be very unreceptive. I told them about the desperate interrogations the
company leadership had been forced to carry out in order to get some leads, but they dismissed such antics as
being “typically bookish” and not a patch on a local bureau chief whose method of “revolutionary physiognomy”
had had such devastating results. They thought our poor Oracle Bones nothing more than a pedantic dupe. Why,
they argued, in Nanjing someone like him could have manipulated the situation to considerable personal
advantage. My fellow had got himself locked up in the nut- house for his trouble. Though somewhat taken aback,
I begged to hear more.
It appeared that a certain government bureau in Nanjing had been given a citation for its outstanding results in
the hunt for the same conspiracy. This achievement was due entirely to the miraculous talents of the bureau chief.
When the campaign began he claimed he was an adept in a school of Song dynasty physiognomy which enabled
him to tell a counter-revolutionary at a glance. This special talent meant he could dispense with the usual lengthy
and exhaustive investigations.
On a day appointed by him the bureau offices were closed to the public and all employees were ordered to stop
work. None of the cadres were permitted to return home. The chief then seated himself at the entrance to the
canteen and studied everyone as they lined up at mealtimes. His method was simple but ruthlessly effective. A
person in line with head lowered in silent thought was, according to his diagnosis, obviously troubled by a guilty
conscience. If someone was singing a passage from a revolutionary model opera he was doubtlessly trying to
disguise his fear and therefore equally suspect. On the other hand, anyone spotted reading a paper was flaunting
his political orthodoxy; while someone wearing his cap askew had a headful of improper thoughts. Anyone
giggling and laughing in line was attempting to conceal his fear and guilt; and a person with his nose in the air
was a conspirator in a future counter-revolutionary insurrection. Similarly, the chief could tell that an employee’s
unkempt dress was a silent protest; while the fastidious dresser was more likely than not a malcontent lying in
wait for a change of leadership.
It took the director only three days, or nine meals, to detain seventy percent of his employees for questioning.
Following several intense interrogation sessions and spurred on by attendant threats and physical persuasion,
every one of the suspects confessed. The investigators were able to report an unprecedented seventy-three percent
success rate! The three percent over the quota consisted of cadres from other units who had come to the bureau on
official business or simply to see friends—and had been arrested the moment the bureau chief caught sight of their
“counter- revolutionary” faces.
My children also initiated me into some of the other ways cadres went about turning such campaigns to their
own ends. One leading cadre in the city, although quite unconnected with any group, was denounced by someone
as being a member of the counter-revolutionary organization. As we all know, “mud sticks,” and on seeing no way
out for himself he volunteered the information that he was in fact a key figure in the plot, promising to hand over
a list of all his contacts in return for an unconditional release.
The authorities were elated with this windfall and lavished rich rewards upon him.
For his part of the bargain, he went home and wrote up his list that very night. It consisted of the names of
everyone he knew, nearly two hundred people in all; though he did see fit to leave out his blood relations.
This startling development shook Nanjing. As the cadre was well-connected, very few of the major government bodies and leading organizations in the city escaped. The people thus condemned were expected to confess
and betray others in turn. In no time at all the list had over one thousand names on it. And the man who had
started the ball rolling was not only spared all punishment but rewarded with a promotion of two grades.
My reaction to these stories was utter disbelief. I told my children I was sure someone had made them all up
and I warned them not to be so easily taken in by such hearsay. Though they swore they were telling the truth, I
remained unconvinced.
“You can’t expect me to believe that the fellow got a promotion by betraying his friends?”
“No, it wasn’t quite that simple,” they explained. “He told his friends afterwards that he had no choice, and it
was the only way he could think of to protect them all. His reasoning was that if everyone was put down as a
member of the counter-revolutionary organization, then it was like saying there was no organization at all.”
“And he’s still a powerful bureaucrat, even now that the whole business has been discredited?”
“You really are thick, dad. Who do you think would speak out against him? After all, there’s been no official
disclaimer of the campaign, has there? And plenty of people think he did the right thing, fulfilling his duty to the
Party by denouncing himself and others while protecting fellow cadres.”
“What utter nonsense,” I spluttered angrily.
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That is all that was said on the subject and I returned to the cadre school still unconvinced. I told the whole
story to my friends back at the school. It’s not as if I believed it; I did it rather as a way of proving that what had
been happening in the school was not all that extraordinary. I also used it to show that compared to what was
going on outside, our school was something of a utopia. At least we were spared the ministrations of experts in
revolutionary physiognomy; besides, they hadn’t given Oracle Bones a two-grade promotion for shaking his leg.
But something still bothered me. Although all the members of the counter-revolutionary organization were
eventually permitted to take up their revolutionary work once more, that one uncompromising man—the hero
who steadfastly refused to be implicated—remained under a cloud. A friend said that this had been done in an
effort to protect the prestige of the leadership.
The case was finally resolved in 1973. I don’t know the exact method they used to announce his absolution, if
indeed they ever did. My feelings about Oracle Bones are very much influenced by what my children had said
about him. He really was a pedant. How had he managed to land himself in a nut house instead of getting
promoted? But such things are relative: at least he survived the general insanity. What about the hapless multitude
whom fear of guilt drove to suicide?
Seen in this light our cadre school didn’t seem all that bad. …
81.17 Green Bamboo Hermitage\fn{by Wu Zuxiang (1908-1994)} Jingxian County, Anhui Province, China (M) 4
Ayun and I arrived home on the tenth day of the fifth month of the Chinese lunar calendar. It was the trying
damp season in our province, scorching sun alternating with relentless rain, an ordeal unimaginable for those who
have never gone through it. Mother told us that Second Aunt had inquired about our return and sent a verbal
message saying, “I am so ill-fated that even my nephew and his bride neglect me.” This meant she would like us
to visit her and stay for some time.
I had been to Second Aunt’s home only once in my childhood. That was more than ten years ago before I left
home to live in another world of electric lamps, cinemas, books in stiff foreign-style covers and asphalt roads. My
old home had seemed a legendary place in my recollection and my impression of Second Aunt’s home was even
more hazy, like a wisp of cloud or a streak of pale smoke. Her large, somber house with three courtyards, the
study littered with moth-eaten, mildewed old books and the pond, bamboos and plants in the garden were all as
unsubstantial as a dream in my memory.
The tale of Second Aunt’s past seemed to have been taken out of a story-teller’s script. Of course I never saw
her in the prime of her beauty. But what I saw of her later in her life—the way she carried herself, her tall slender
figure, the pallor of her comely face, her narrow sorrowful eyes and reticent melancholy—all fitted in perfectly
with the sad story of her past.
We need not go into the details of her story now. As a matter of fact, my knowledge was fairly limited, for all
my elders had always avoided the subject. The little I did know was gleaned from hints they let fall in casual
conversation through long months and years.
It seemed many years ago, there was a clever young boy studying under my great-uncle.\fn{ The text has: granduncle, here and elsewhere; but it is great-uncle and grand-nephew; I was a grand-nephew once to my Great-Uncle Leslie Housel, my
grandmother’s brother on my mother’s side.} He was the sole heir of a man who was an only child himself. Because he

noticed the many attractive butterflies embroidered on the canopy, the brush sheath and the large square of
brocade in my great-uncle’s room his heart warmed towards the girl who had embroidered them. And his
admiration was reciprocated by the girl who often heard him mentioned with approval by my great-uncle. I did
not know how the hero and heroine came to meet each other, and few of the older generation knew this either.
From the scraps of material I had gathered, I learned the climax of the sad story: one balmy spring day at noon my
grandmother who had gone into the deserted back garden to admire the peonies in bloom caught, by accident, a
pair of naughty children fumbling in confusion with their belts in the artificial rock cave.
When this comedy of beauty and talent became known, the girl so much admired for the butterflies she
embroidered was suddenly scorned even by serving maids. My broad-minded great-uncle tried his best to make a
match of it but did not succeed. Several years later, the young man, on his way to take the imperial examination in
Nanjing, was drowned in the Yangzi River, when his boat capsized in the storm rising with the autumnal tide. The
girl who embroidered butterflies was nineteen at that time. When the news reached her she tried to hang herself
from a cassia tree but was rescued by the gardener. The young man’s family thought there was some praiseworthy
quality in the girl after all. They got the consent of her family and amid wedding music took the girl home to
receive the young man’s coffin. She went through the wedding rituals in mourning dress and red bridal shoes, and
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holding a wooden tablet inscribed with the name of the deceased young man, paid homage to ancestors in the
family temple.
This story would not have been so interesting had it not concerned Second Aunt, nor would we have been so
eager to visit her had she not been the heroine of this story.
Mother urged us to go, of course, saying that we were newly-weds and we seldom returned home. We should
not grudge Second Aunt, lonely all her life, what little enjoyment she hoped to get out of our visit. But Ayuan was
more than a little afraid of the old ladies in my home. My uncle’s wife was a good example of these old ladies, she
loved to pull Ayuan down to sit on her knee, to call her pet names, kiss her cheeks, pretend to bite her and ca-ress
her arms. She even wanted me to show her how I kissed Ayuan. Whenever she had time, she would come to sit in
our room, a water-pipe in her hands, to stare at us with a beaming face and to utter all sorts of embarrassing
compliments. I personally didn’t mind it so much. But Ayuan was often so embarrassed that she didn’t know
where to look. Hence her reluctance to visit Second Aunt.
Since I knew the crux of the matter I assured Ayuan that Second Aunt was not such an outspoken and merry
old lady. Besides, I knew how to intrigue romantic young girls. I added many touching episodes to Second Aunt’s
story so that Ayuan was moved to tears and sighed in sympathy. When I assured her also that Second Aunt was
not the kind to bother her, she overcame her reluctance. Before long she was all eagerness to go, for she found
Second Aunt’s story as interesting as those taken out of ancient Chinese romances. Furthermore she was glad of a
chance to get away from the old ladies at home to enjoy the beautiful scenery of Golden Swallow Village, so
much talked about, and the cool, spacious quarters of Green Bamboo Hermitage.
Second Aunt lived in Green Bamboo Hermitage, her house in Golden Swallow Village. We followed the stone
dike of Jingxi Stream for seven or eight li until the surrounding mountains converged to meet us and emerald
green of old locust and willows deepened. There were more dark ochre boulders now in the stream and the sound
of water dashing against them was louder. This part of the Jingxi was called Echoing Pool. The banks of Echoing
Pool were thronged with lush green locusts, willows and elms, their rich foliage entwining to form a canopy over
the foaming water so that not a ray of sun could penetrate to the pool. A score or so of malm-brick\fn{ The dictionary
says: an artificial mixture of clay and chalk.} houses could be detected among the trees, the largest of them being a white
house on the west bank. Peeping out over the enclosing walls with plum-blossom shaped openings were some
bamboos, half of them green, the other half, sprinkled with flowers, just turning brown. This was Golden Swallow
Village and the largest of the houses was Second Aunt’s Green Bamboo Hermitage.
Ayuan, born and bred in the city, had seen nothing comparable to this outside traditional paintings. Her delight
at finding herself in such picturesque surroundings defied description. And when I remembered the western-style
buildings, asphalt roads and factory chimneys which usually met my eyes in cities, I felt as if I were dreaming and
random fancies filled my mind.
I hadn’t seen Second Aunt for many years and found her much aged.
“Last night three big snuffs formed on the lamp wick and this morning the magpies chattered from the eaves. I
knew that guests were coming.”
Her pale wrinkled face was devoid of expression and her slow gait, her dull tone of voice all matched the
somber melancholy of her face. She took us inside and tottered into her own room to fetch sweetmeats and nuts,
at the same time telling the maid to bring water for us to wash. The maid, Orchid, was over thirty and had formerly worked for my grandfather. He had sent her to look after Second Aunt when her own maid, who had gone with
her to her husband’s family, had died. Orchid had been living in this big house with Second Aunt for more than
twenty years. She studied poetry and chanted Buddhist prayers with her mistress, who also taught her to embroider butterflies. She said she was not interested in getting married and having a family.
Second Aunt told us she had not expected us so soon and our rooms were not ready. She showed us around the
house telling us to choose a room for ourselves. The four of us set out with my aunt in the lead while Orchid
brought up the rear. Following in Second Aunt’s footsteps, Ayuan seemed ill at ease. From time to time she turned
to catch my eye and smile knowingly. We all walked in silence.
The house was massive and grim, also in conformity with Second Aunt’s character. The stone steps, brick
pavement, pillar foundations, even the wooden walls were mottled with moss in varying shades of green. A musty
smell mingled with the odor of moldering earth and wood filled our nostrils. Light brown swallow nests hung
from the eaves, a few had fallen off leaving only bits of mud, but in others the swallows were feeding their young
and chirruping noisily.
All the rooms, except the suite occupied by Second Aunt herself, were locked and Orchid stepped forward to
open them for us one by one. After looking through the main building, we came to a garden through a side
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passage. Close to the garden was a charming room with Awaiting the Moon written in square characters above its
lintel. There were Venetian blinds on the window and a door in the shape of an ancient vase with a small opening
pasted with transparent paper. I liked the proximity to the garden, and this room seemed brighter, more airy and
cheerful than the others. So I told Second Aunt that we would like to have it. When Orchid undid the lock and
pushed open the door, we were startled as two lizards and a bat fell at our feet. The lizards crawled slowly away
while Orchid picked up the huge bat to place it in a corner, chanting something which sounded like a weird
incantation:
“Please move out, Grandpa Bat, to make room for I some honored guests!”
Ayuan tugged at my coat with misgivings; it seemed that she was afraid to live here. Second Aunt, no less
sensitive because of her age, perceived what was troubling her.
“Don’t worry. These rooms are swept and cleaned every year when your uncle, my husband, returns home. I’ll
tell Orchid to tidy this room up properly for you, and Grandpa Bat and Grandad Lizard will move out too.” She
went on to say, “Your uncle likes this ‘Awaiting the Moon Studio’ best of all. He asked me to have it repaired
when, he came home last year. Have a look inside. It has been newly furnished.”
I poked my head into the room only to get my face brushed with cobwebs. Everything was really brand-new
inside. The calligraphy and paintings on the walls and the bric-a-brac on the desk were all very fine. Only, they
were covered with a thin layer of dust.
We watched Orchid make a duster with bamboo twigs and fetch a broom to sweep the floor. Second Aunt had
returned to her own rooms. With a childlike expression of mystified surprise Ayuan asked:
“What was that she said about uncle?”
Putting down the broom and staring somberly before her, Orchid told Ayuan in a low mysterious voice:
“The master often comes back. Every two or three days he appears in a dream to my mistress. I see him from
time to time too, walking about in the garden in a handsome scholar’s cap and a sapphire-blue gown.”
Gripping my sleeve Ayuan stared into Orchid’s eyes. When the maid had finished dusting the room she brought
quilts, blankets and a straw mat. In the middle of a wide sandalwood couch against the back wall stood a small
low table on which were a set of Chinese chess and a platter of large porcelain peaches. As she removed the table
and made our bed, Second Aunt came tottering back with a mosquito net. It was made of fine gauze and was one
used by her husband, she said. We could have it if we were not afraid of catching cold. I of course wanted to have
this cool mosquito net. But Ayuan gave me a look as if to say that even this beautiful net appeared frighten-ing to
her.
The room was really elegantly furnished. This was clear from a glance at the walls. Four large silk panels on
the east wall were embroidered with a set of poems on Green Bamboo Hermitage, the words neatly fringed with
small butterflies of different colors, creating a magnificent effect. On the west wall hung a painting, Zhong Kui
Catches a Ghost,\fn{A note reads: Legend has it that a talented scholar of the Tang Dynasty (AD 618-907) named Zhong Kui failed to
pass the imperial examination because he was so ugly. After his death he was made a judge of the nether world and his task was to catch
ghosts. People often hung a painting of him in their homes to keep out evil spirits .} flanked by a couplet by Hong Liangji.\fn{ A
note reads: An 18th-century poet of the Qing Dynasty (1644-1911).}
The snow on plum blossoms and breeze in the pines refresh my couch and my desk,
The daylight and shadows cast by clouds guard my lute and my books.

The window with Venetian blinds in front opened on to the garden. Under the window was a desk and on the
desk stood an old vase of cinnabar red holding a horse-hair whisk.
I liked the room’s air of antiquity. The clump of bamboo half green and half brown outside and the barely
audible splashing of the water in Echoing Pool made the place particularly tranquil and peaceful.
Soon we sat down to supper in silence. Neither Ayuan nor I knew what to say to our aunt and Second Aunt
herself did not say much. The large room remained as silent as an old tomb, with no sound but the twittering of
swallows in the hall. Looking up at the eaves, Orchid muttered:
“Why isn’t Spring Maiden back yet?”
Instead of replying, Second Aunt only nodded. Ayuan again stole a glance at me, I was wondering about the
remark myself. After supper, when we were washing our faces a swallow flew in and circled around the room before alighting in its nest under the eaves. Orchid stopped eating. Her chopsticks resting on her lips, she murmured,
“You are late, Spring Maiden.” She sighed.
I was suddenly relieved and smiled at Ayuan who did not return my smile but kept her eyes on Orchid.
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I had found our quarters bright and cheerful, but that was during the day. That night a torrential rain started.
The flame of our three-wicked bean-oil lamp quivered unsteadily. The low chanting of Second Aunt and Orchid
from the big house was like “ghosts chanting the poems of Bao Zhao from their autumnal graves.”\fn{ A note reads:
A line from The Autumn Approaches by Li He (AD 790-816), a talented Tang-dynasty poet. Bao Zhao was a 5 th -century poet.} And the
pattering of the rain, the chirping of insects and the wind rushing through the bamboos intermingled in a lugubrious symphony which heightened the eerie atmosphere of the place. Our conversation veered naturally to the Tales
of Liaozhai.\fn{A note reads: A collection of stories by the 17 th-century writer Pu Song-ling who expressed his indignation at social
injustice through stories of apparitions, ghosts, fox-fairies and immortals.} Ayuan nestled closer and closer to me as we talked
about this tale or that and she couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the painting Zhong Kui Catches a Ghost
on the west wall. Beads of sweat stood out on her forehead and the tip of her nose. The ghost held by Zhong Kui
looked terribly alive with its hair disheveled and two fangs protrouding from its blood-red, gaping mouth. A
casual glance at it made me jump with fright too. I had the feeling that Zhong Kui, the ghost, Second Aunt, Orchid
and the two of us were all characters out of a ghost story.
“I want to go to bed,” Ayuan said plaintively.
She kept close to me and followed each step I made. In bed, it was only natural that we found it hard to fall
asleep. We turned and tossed for quite some time until the rain let up and the moonlight, streaming in through the
Venetian blinds, touched up the room with a pale ghostly sheen. After the sound of a gust of wind rustling through
the bamboo leaves had died down, we suddenly heard soft but distinct footsteps outside the window.
“Did … you … hear that?” asked Ayuan breathing heavily and burrowing her head under my arm.
My hair stood on end too.
The footsteps came nearer, grew quiet and turned to low whispers like ghosts lamenting. Ayuan was drench- ed
in sweat. I coughed and the sound suddenly died. This, in connection with what Orchid had said in the day-time,
made me shiver too.
Our fright subsided after a spell of silence. But our taut nerves made it impossible for us to find refuge in
dreams. In order to dispel Ayuan’s fears I began to talk of things that usually delighted her. Gradually her head
began to emerge from under my arm.
“Are you homesick?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“Still frightened?”
“A little.”
Suddenly she gave a piercing shriek and wound her arms tightly around me. Weeping and trembling, she
stammered:
“Look … at … the door!”
I looked and saw the face of a ghost spying on us from the opening in the door. In the slanting moonbeams I
could see it distinctly through the fine mosquito net. Quick as lightning, the ghostly face lowered itself and disappeared. I pushed Ayuan away and, with instinctive courage, cleared the room in three steps and threw the door
open.
Outside were two female ghosts.
One retreated and disappeared down the passage to the main building. The other, unable to escape, squatted
down in front of me.
“Is it Aunty?”
“Mmmm …” she breathed softly.
Wiping the cold sweat from my forehead, I relaxed and laughed, “Don’t be afraid, Ayuan. It is only Aunty.”
192.191 Excerpt from Eight Years In The Ministry Of Foreign Affairs (January 1950-October 1958)\fn{by Wu
Xiuquan (1908-1997)} Wuchang, Hubei Province, China. (M) 13
The Korean War broke out in June 1950, only a matter of months after the founding of New China. Soon
afterwards, the U. S. imperialists banded together with South Korea and 14 other countries under the banner of the
United Nations forces, openly interfering in Korean internal affairs and committing armed aggression against the
Democratic People’s Republic of Korea. In October of the same year, the U. S. imperialists carried the war to the
Sino-Korean border, seriously threatening our security.\fn{ This account ignors the fact that the initial military aggression was
made by units of the North Korean army:H}
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Confronted with this situation, the Chinese people were forced to send the Chinese People’s Volunteers to
Korea to fight against the aggressors. At home, a mighty movement was unfolded to “Resist U. S. Aggression and
Aid Korea”, and “Protect Our Homes and Defend Our Motherland”. Three days after the outbreak of the war,
President Truman issued an outrageous order to the U. S. 7 th Fleet to make for the Taiwan Straits. Under the
pretext of “preventing any attack on Taiwan”, armed aggression was then committed against the island, which is
an integral part of China’s territory.
In the meantime, Truman ordered the reinforcement of the U. S. armed forces in the Philippines and called for
interference in the war in Indo-China, so as to blockade China militarily. In response, the U. S. 13 th Air Force and
military personnel in the guise of advisory groups and commissions poured into Taiwan. MacArthur, the Supreme
Commander of the U. S. Far East Armed Forces and concurrently the Commander of the so-called United Nations
forces in Korea, flew to Taiwan for secret discussions with Chiang Kai-shek. They agreed to the “defense” of
Taiwan by their joint forces under MacArthur’s unified command. In this way the Kuomintang troops which had
fled the mainland were propped up by the U. S. armed forces. Meanwhile, with the aim of legalizing American
aggression, the Washington policymakers spread the fallacy that the status of Taiwan had not yet been decided and
that its future status should be determined by the U. N. The crimes committed by the U. S. government in openly
interfering in China’s internal affairs and infringing upon our sovereignty aroused the indignation of the Chinese
people. The Chinese government lodged successive protests against the U. S. government and appealed to
international opinion.
U. S. aggression against Korea directly jeopardized the security of China, and its armed occupation of Taiwan
was grave infringement upon our sovereignty. This caused great concern in the international community. In order
to restrain U. S. aggression against the countries of the Far East, the camp for peace and democracy headed by the
Soviet Union gave China full support. India and other sympathetic neighboring countries attempted to mediate the
disputes and diffuse the situation, while the imperialist camp headed by the United. States tried to defend their act
of aggression and reap greater benefits from it.
Thus, the controversy was brought bef.ore the United Nations. In August, Premier Zhou sent a telegram to the
U. N. in which he denounced American aggression and expressed the hope that the Security Council would adopt
sanctions against the aggressors and force them to withdraw their troops. But the U. S. government used the
United Nations to stage a counter-attack, and so two draft resolutions came to be placed on the agenda of the
Security Council. One, the Draft Resolution on U. S. Aggression Against Taiwan, was presented by China, and the
other, the Draft Resolution on Chinese Aggression Against Korea, was concocted and presented by the U. S.
The U. N. Charter stipulates that, when a controversial issue is debated in the Security Council, the parties
concerned should be asked to attend the debate. In consideration of this stipulation, the Security Council adopted
a resolution on September 29, 1950 which stated that a Chinese government delegation would be invited to join
the debate on the Draft Resolution on U. S. Aggression Against Taiwan to express the Chinese government’s
position. On October 2, China received formal notice of this resolution from U. N. Secretary-General Trygve Lie.
The resolution drew worldwide attention at the time because the United Nations, under the influence of the U.
S., did not recognize New China, although its existence in the East was already an undeniable fact. The Chinese
government had appointed Comrade Zhang Wentian permanent representative to the U.N. but China’s formal seat
was still occupied by the representative of Kuomintang, under the auspices of the U.S., and so Zhang Wentian was
unable to go. Since most countries in the world knew nothing about China, it became of enormous international
significance for China to send a representative to voice her views in the United Nations, the largest world
organization.
*
After long deliberation, the Central Committee of the Chinese Communist Party and the Chinese government
appointed me special representative to the United Nations and also decided on the other members of the
delegation. This appointment reminded me of something that had happened in early April 1945.
The Party Central Committee had decided to send me along with Comrade Dong Biwu and others as
representatives from the Liberated Areas to join a delegation jointly organized by the Kuomintang and the
Communist Party to attend the inauguration of the United Nations in San Francisco. When we arrived in
Chongqing, the Kuomintang government kept a wary eye on me and came up with a peculiar excuse to prevent
me from going with the delegation. They said that according to international practice, no one with trachoma could
travel abroad, and they had found out that I had “trachoma.”
Thus, I was deprived of the right to go when Dong Biwu and the other comrades set off with Song Ziwen (T. V.
Soong), the Kuomintang representative. I had not expected that five years later, I would be sent to attend a
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meeting of the United Nations as a special representative of the Central People’s Government of New China. My
“trachoma” was no longer a probtem. Now the Kuomintang “central government” which had once put obstacles in
my way had fled to Taiwan, where it was lingering on in a steadily worsening condition. I could not help thinking
that “heaven and earth have been triumphantly overturned”.
After the decision by the Party Central Committee, Premier Zhou had a talk with me and the chief delegation
members, in which the main principles and policies for this trip were settled, and the tasks to be accomplished at
home and abroad determined. Under his directions, we began our preparations.
On October 23, Premier Zhou, in his capacity as Foreign Minister, sent a telegram to U. N. Secretary-General
Trygve Lie. The telegram said:
The Central People’s Government of the People’s Republic of China has appointed Wu Xiuquan, of the diplomatic
rank of ambassador, as special representative, Qiao Guanhua as advisor, and 7 other members as assistants to attend the
U. N. Security Council meeting on the Draft Resolution on U. S. Aggression Against Taiwan, presented by the Central
People’s Government of the People’s Republic of China.

The telegram also included a list of the delegation members: Besides Qiao Guanhua and I, they were Gong
Pusheng, An Dong, Chen Qiao (Chen Zhongjing), Pu Shan, Zhou Yan, Sun Biao and Wang Naijing. Trygve Lie
was informed that the delegation thembers were holding diplomatic passports of the People’s Republic of China
and he was requested to see to their entry visas to the United States. As China had no diplomatic relations with the
U. S., it was hoped that their entry formalities could be completed in Prague from where they would fly to the
United States.
Of course, the United States was opposed to the U. N. decision. But, for reasons of its own, the U. S.
government was eager to have some diplomatic contact with China, hoping to sound out our views and draw us
over to their side if possible. They thought that they could thus prevent. us from leaning completely to the side of
the Soviet Union in opposing them. Though they expressed opposition to our attendance at the U. N. meeting,
they in fact adopted a policy of yielding with reluctance. For if, at the time, the U. S. government really opposed
our going to the U. N., they could have stopped us, because most of the votes of member nations were subject to
their control. They did not do this, simply because they still wanted to make use of the opportunity to have some
dialogue with us.
Therefore, they did not flatly refuse to let us take part, but they were unwilling to smooth the way. They
wanted to put us on the defensive from the start. They schemed to hold the discussion on the Draft Resolution on
Indictment for Aggression Against the Republic of Korea (South Korea), which vilified China, prior to the arrival
of the Chinese delegation at the U. N. And, regarding our attendance at the U. N., they demanded that the word
“summon” be used, instead of the word “invite”.
But countries that were friendly to us, like the Soviet Union, repudiated the proposal of the U. S.
representative. They held that “summon” was a word used by colonialists and imperialists to issue orders to their
followers. The word was entirely inappropriate for New China, a sovereign country with several hundred million
people. The representatives of New China, of course, should be invited to the United Nations. In the end, the draft
resolution submitted by the U. S. and supported only by the representatives from Kuomintang and from Cuba was
vetoed. On November 8, the U. N. confirmed its invitation to China to attend the meeting.
The U. S, representative then attempted to limit our powers to the debate on the “special report” on the Korean
War submitted by the so-called headquarters of United Nations forces, and thus evade the issue of an indictment
by the Chinese representative for aggression against Taiwan. For this reason, Premier Zhou, in his capacity of
Foreign Minister, sent a telegram to the Security Council on November 11, demanding simultaneous discussion of
the Draft Resolutions on U. S. Aggression Against Taiwan and U. S. Aggression Against Korea submitted by
China. The Chinese representative would deliver speeches concerning both issues. Otherwise, China would not
accept the November 8 invitation by the Security Council. He also stated that China had never recognized the socalled headquarters of the United Nations forces knocked together by the U. S. armed forces invading Korea, and
that its “special report” was illegal, one-sided and presented from ulterior motives. Thus, the U. S. scheme fell
through once again.
While the quarrel over China’s attendance at the U. N. meeting was going on, we were busy with our own
preparations at home. Premier Zhou instructed our delegation to act according to actual conditions after our
arrival at the U. N. The main speeches were to be written and finalized at home, and relevant information of
various kinds was collected and put into English. Pu Shan and Zhou Yan were to serve as interpreters for the
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delegation. Pu’s English was top-flight, as he had studied at Harvard University where he got a Ph.D. in
economics. Zhou Yan had a good command of both English and Russian. I had worked with her in the Military
Mediation Executive Group in Northeast China. When we had nearly finished our preparations, we were informed
that we could proceed with the entry visa formalities for the United States.
*
On November 14, our delegation left Peking for the Soviet Union, our first stop on the way to Lake Success in
New York, the site of the United Nations. We were seen off at the airport by Comrades Zhang Wentian, Peng
Zhen, Li Kenong, Zhang Hanfu and deputies from the All-China Trade Unions, Youth League, Women’s
Federation, Chinese People’s Committee for World Peace, Chinese People’s Association for Friendship with
Foreign Countries and from various other circles in Peking. As the first representatives of New China to attend a
U. N. meeting, we felt very honored and excited on the one hand, but also very uneasy on the other, because such
a heavy responsibility had been placed on our shoulders. At home, we were all ordinary working members of the
Party; but now, we were to represent our great New China and its 500 million people who had stood up in the
East. The attention of the world would be focused on our every word and deed. We had moved from the military
battlefield to the debating platform to wage a face-to-face, tit-for-tat struggle against the then most powerful and
arrogant imperialist state. It was a new struggle, both for us as individuals and for our country. With a lofty sense
of mission and solemn feelings, we looked back time and again at the vast territory of our motherland and we
waved good-by to our people who had entrusted us with this important task.
We flew through cloud and fog, via Mongolia and Irkutsk, to Krasnoyarsk in the Soviet Union. It had snowed
heavily there and the plane had to land at the local airport. The bad weather was a great source of worry, for we
were afraid that a delay might lose our delegation this opportunity to wage a struggle against the U. S.
imperialists. The Soviet Union understood our anxiety. Thanks to all their help, our plane was able to start off on
its journey again without much delay, and soon we arrived in Moscow.
After stopping for a short while at the airport, we continued our flight to Prague. We arrived on November 20
and were met at the airport by Czechoslovak Deputy Prime Minister Fierlinger and several vice-foreign ministers,
Tan XiIin, the Chinese Ambassador to Czechoslovakia, and Mr. Lyttle, the head of the Prague Office of the U. N.
It took us three days to go through entry visa formalities. During that time, we invited a Czechoslovak woman
vice-foreign minister who had been to the U. N. to give us a detailed description of it.
Early in the morning on November 23, we left Prague for London via Switzerland. That very evening, we took
a British Overseas Airline flight from London to New York, over the vast Atlantic Ocean. The plane was very
large. Aside from the usual seats, there were sleeping berths. Our delegation ordered one specially for me. With
the next day’s struggle in mind, I gratefully accepted the thoughtfulness of my comrades and had a sound sleep in
the sky.
*
By dawn, we were flying over America. Far off, glimmered the lights of downtown New York. We had finally
arrived.
We knew very well that this was an entirely different world, not only in a geographical sense, but in terms of
its social system. The day would be recorded in history when the plane carrying the first delegation from New
China to attend a U. N. meeting landed at New York International Airport at half past six (New York time) on
November 14, 1950. Owing to the U. S. government’s obstinate refusal to recognize China, we had no diplomatic
relations with the United States. But, when we nine Communists, with our diplomatic passports from the People’s
Republic of China, valiantly stepped onto American soil, the New York local authorities had to extend us a
welcome.
When we descended from the plane, we were greeted by the Soviet representative, Malik, representatives from
Poland, Czechoslovakia and other countries, and the head of the Protocol and Liaison Department of the U. N.
who was in charge of receiving our delegation. We shook hands all around and had our picture taken with Malik,
after which we had a brief on-the-spot talk with correspondent$ from various countries, stating our mission and
presenting our regards to the peace-loving American people through the news media.
This welcoming ceremony at such a large and bustling airport was not especially grand, but it marked the
turning of a new leaf in history; the influential people of New China were advancing with giant strides into the
international political arena. An American correspondent\fn{ George S. Wuchinich, “Letters from Our Readers”, People’s
China, Peking, vol. 3, no. 1, 1951, p. 25} thus described the scene and his own feelings:
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Last to come out of the plane were seven men and two women. In the bright glare we watched them walk slowly
toward the customs shed … The aura of history wrapped about these travelers made a distinct impression. In our midst
we now had the real representatives of 475 million people, a quarter of humanity, and I thought of my three children
still asleep in their beds and cribs. A plane had arrived from the East bearing long-awaited. messengers of peace for my
children and all other children, awake or asleep.
For the first time in history, China would speak in America in terms of her people. China would make it plain that
her people are the staunchest, most loyal and best friends of all, people who earnestly want and work for peace.
Mr. Wu Xiuquan, representative with ambassadorial rank, expressed this calmly to the throng of reporters and
photographers grouped before the microphone: “A profound friendship has always existed between the Chinese people
and the American people. I wish to avail myself of this opportunity to convey my greetings to the peace-loving people
of the United States.”

He also said that he and three other Americans shook hands with the Chinese representatIves. He wrote:
Our welcome was small in numbers but it was a breath of the real peace desires of the American people to bid good
wishes and success to these seven men and two women who journeyed so far to bring a message of peace that will
affect our nation’s destiny.

Besides these official representatives and correspondents, some American progressives had come on their own
to greet us and were gathered at the gate of the airport. But they were not allowed onto the airfield, nor could they
get access to us until we had stepped out of the airport, when we saw them waving to us. Some were holding up
small signboards. It is said that among them were teachers, workers, members of the American Communist Party
and members of American pacifist organizations. Some of them were Pu Shan’s former friends, such as Maud
Russell, the head of the non-governmental American-Asian Association. In recent years, they have been to China
on visits, but at that time, when relations between China and the United States were tense, we were really moved
by their open expression of warm welcome in spite of strict control by the American reactionary authorities and
close watch by military and other police. Their fearlessness and their friendship towards New China were truly
invaluable.
Our arrival at the United Nations was thus greeted by expressions of welcome and hope from the American
people and friendly persons from other countries.
*
We put up at the luxurious Waldorf Astoria, the biggest hotel in New York, where we occupied a large suite on
the ninth floor. Aside from a room for each person, there was an office in the middle of the suite. It was, of course,
a very fine suite, but the rent was shocking.
Once we were there we seldom went out. Our meals were brought to our rooms by the hotel attendants. There
was a park near the hotel, where we often went for walks, during which we discussed many questions. This was
more convenient and we felt safer holding our talks there, because we were afraid that listening devices had been
planted in our rooms. We were in an alien country and had to heighten our vigilance.
A strong anti-communist and anti-China atmosphere prevailed in America at the time, and we, of course, felt
stifled. The New York city police dispatched several husky fellows to serve as our bodyguards. They lived just
outside our suite, where it was like a reception office with someone on duty round the clock. If we had to take part
in any activities, we would inform them in advance and they would convey our intentions to the relevant
departments so that arrangements could be made.
We knew that they were not there simply to protect us, but also to keep watch on us. However, they could not
stop the American people from expressing their friendship to New China, nor could they prevent American
progressives from having friendly contacts with us. Soon after our arrival in New York, some American workers’
organizations and friendly personages sent us bouquets of flowers which decorated our rooms and filled them
with fragrance. Many progressive American and British organizations sent us telegrams or messages to express
their welcome and give us their regards. An American Women’s Delegation for Safeguarding Peace stated that
they welcomed us to New York, because they hoped our attendance (at the U. N. meeting) would contribute to
world peace, for it was a matter of the utmost concern to them. Sixty-five well-known persons in the Maryland
Peace Commission jointly sent me a telegram expressing the hope that our delegation could help to bring about
ceasefire negotiations in Korea.
These organizations and personages voiced the fervent desire of the broad masses for peace and reflected the
prestige of our country in the eyes of people the world over. The various restrictions placed on our activities at
Lake Success made us even more the focus of attention and interest. Wherever we went, we attracted the gaze of
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onlookers. Even at the gate and in the corridors warm-hearted curious people crowded in groups to see with their
own eyes the looks and behavior of the representatives of the Chinese people. Our every word and deed became
hot news to reporters and was carried in the columns of important newspapers in America and other countries. We
had suddenly become “Number One newsmakers”.
That was, indeed, the reality of the situation at the time, for the Chinese delegation’s arrival in New York was
closely related to the tense world situation and particularly the Korean War. Just before we left home for the U.
N., MacArthur, the supreme commander of the U. S. armed forces invading Korea, claimed that they would soon
occupy the whole of Korea and so put an end to the Korean War. The headlines of the American press carried
MacArthur’s words:
Boys, go home by Christmas.

But when the Chinese People’s Volunteers entered the battle against the U. S. aggressors, they quickly pushed
back the invading U. S. troops from the Sino-Korean border to the 38 th Parallel. When our delegation arrived in
New York, the American newspapers were carrying the headlines that the U. S. army had been put to rout on all
fronts in Korea. This had a great impact on America and other Western countries, for it was considered the biggest
loss sustained by the United States since its founding, and placed the U. S. government in an extremely awkward
position. Striving to find ways of recouping their battlefield losses, the U. S. authorities paid close attention to our
activities and our attitudes regarding certain issues. People in general were surprised that New China had been
able to defeat the so-called United Nations forces on the one hand and, on the other, they were worried that the
escalation of the Korean War might lead to a new world war. So they also paid us close attention. Therefore, our
appearance in New York was the focus of such all-round attention.
*
But our presence in New York proved a source of embarrassment for the American authorities. On the very day
of our arrival, the American representative attempted to place unjustifiable obstacles in our way and circumvent
our attendance at the U. N. At a U. N. Political Committee meeting held on the afternoon of November 24, he
persisted in attempting to veto the resolution to invite Chinese representatives to the U. N., although he knew full
well that our delegation was already in New York. He received support only from Kuomintang and a few South
American countries. One representative among them strongly opposed attendance by the representatives from
“Communist China” and even went so far as to say that this would lend tacit international recognition to the new
Chinese government.
The representative from Egypt, however, was fair and said that our attendance accorded with the stipulation in
the U. N. Charter about inviting a given country to attend any discussion concerning that country, that it was not
without precedent, and that to invite Chinese representatives to U. N. was the only fitting thing to do, given the
circumstances. In this way, he tactfully refuted the American representative's proposal.
After debate, the committee adopted another resolution to reaffirm the invitation to China and to inform her
promptly. As soon as Zhou Enlai received this information from the U. N., he sent a reply stating that the Chinese
delegation was in New York and ready to attend the meeting any time.
Then, the American representative tried a new ruse. He attempted to force the U. N. to discuss the draft
resolution on China on November 24, the day we arrived, which would have given us no time to attend the
meeting. When the date for the diseussion was fixed on November 27, the American representative then stated
that for personal reasons, he would not be able to attend the discussion on that date. It was an attempt to prevent
the meeting from being held on the set date.
This American representative, who was so stubbornly hostile to the Chinese people, was John Foster Dulles,
the special advisor to the State Department. Well-known for his obdurate anti-communist and anti-China stand, he
later became Secretary of State. He was called a warmonger by people all over the world and, with our arrival at
the U. N., a face-to-face struggle against this notorious warmonger commenced.
On November 27, the Chinese delegation members, including myself, accepted the invitation of the President
of the Security Council to attend for the first time a session of the Political Committee of the U. N. When the
public first learned that we would attend the session that day, many people tried to get permits for auditor seats,
particularly some Chinese nationals residing abroad and Chinese-Americans. Among them were well-known
professors, scholars and Kuomintang officials in the United States, such as Zong Weixian, Kuomintang consulgeneral from the consulate in New York. A specialist in engineering thermophysics, Dr. Wu Zhonghua, was the
first to enter the assembly hall as soon as it was open. He took a seat in the middle of the front row of the auditors’
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area and patiently waited for our delegation to arrive so as to hear the words of the representatives of his
motherland.
Owing to this sudden onrush of auditors, the hall was exceptionally crowded. Never before had there been so
much excitement over the arrival of a new delegation. The people inside the hall watched the doorway in
anticipation of our arrival.
When we entered, the meeting had already begun. The speaker was Vyshinsky, head of the Soviet delegation;
On seeing us, he immediately interrupted what he was saying so as to welcome us. He said:
Excuse me. I’d like to stop here for a moment. On bahalf of the Soviet delegation, I wish to take this opportunity to
salute Wu Xiuquan, the representative of the legal Chinese government, and his delegation members, who have been
invited by the President of the Security Council and are now seated at the council table. I wish them every success in
their endeavors here.

During a courtesy call, he once told me that the Soviet Union was isolated and got little support within the U.
N., and that he wished there was another big country, like China, to fight side by side with them.
We had been ushered in by the U.N. officials, and walked to our prearranged seats. On my desk was a place
card with the words “People's Republic of China” in English. Though it was small, it attracted much attention, for
most of the countries in the world had not yet recognized China. The United States and some other capitalist
countries adopted an “ostrich policy”, in which they refused to recognize the newly-born People’s Republic and
adopted a hostile attitude towards it.
But Dulles and his like could not but recognize the fact that the name of the People’s Republic of China had
now appeared in the hall of the largest of world organizations and that her representatives were present in an
official capacity.
It was actually very amusing. I sat next to the British representative, Mr. Younger, and next to him sat Mr.
Dulles. The distance between us was less than one meter. But Dulles, though he knew we were near him, strove to
keep his composure and pretended not to notice our presence. I, however, had no such inhibitions and glanced at
this poker-faced, prominent American figure who did not have the mettle to look at us. He sat there, looking ahead
blankly from behind his glasses, with the corners of his mouth turned down in an obdurate way that was both
annoying and funny.
At the meeting, I did not deliver a speech. We simply put in an appearance to let our arrival be known
officially. After the meeting, a throng of reporters and cameramen swarmed around us at once, taking pictures and
shooting films. As one American reporter put it, they were photographing the features of 475 million people.
Dulles and Chiang Kai-shek and their like had always described the Chinese Communists as a gang of marauders
and monsters.
It was now time for people the world over to see us as we really were. Our calm, upright bearing and confident
manner was a strong and direct refutation of such slander.
*
Discussion on the Draft Resolution on U. S. Aggression Against Taiwan submitted by the Chinese government
began in the Security Council on the afternoon of November 28. At the meeting, I delivered a long speech on
behalf of the Chinese government. At the beginning of my speech I stated:
On the instructions of the Central People’s Government of the People’s Republic of China, I am here in the name of
the Chinese people to accuse the United States government of the unlawful and criminal act of armed aggression
against the territory of China, Taiwan—including the Penghu Islands.\fn{ Otherwise known as the Pescadores; they lie just off
the shore of Taiwan:H}

In response to the fallacies spread by the United States concerning Taiwan’s “undetermined status”, and the
necessity of placing it under “U. S. trusteeship” or having it declare “neutrality”, I quoted the Cairo Declaration
(1943), the Potsdam Proclamation (1945) and Truman’s own statement on Taiwan belonging to China, and refuted
these fallacies one by one. I then went on to expose America’s real intention which, as MacArthur said, was to
make Taiwan the center of the United States Pacific front so as be able “to dominate … every Asiatic port from
V]adivostok to Singapore”, and turn Taiwan into “an unsinkable aircraft carrier”. In my speech, I also refuted the
claim of Mr. Austin, a U.S. representative, that the United States had not committed aggression against any
Chinese territory. My reply was:
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Very well. Where then have the United States 7 th Fleet and 13th Air Force gone? .Can it be that they have gone to the
planet Mars? Not at all … they are now in Taiwan. No sophistry, lie or fabrication can alter a hard fact: United States
armed forces have occupied China’s territory Taiwan.”

In the last part of my speech, I pointed out that the U.S. imperialists were now following the old track taken by
the Japanese imperialists in 1895.
But after all, 1950 is not 1895; the times have changed, and so have the circumstances. Chinese people have stood
up.

I also said that with rich experience in fighting aggression and heightened vigilance, the Chinese people would
certainly succeed in driving all aggressors out of Chinese territory. Finally, on behalf of the Chinese government, I
put forward three proposals to the Security Council. First, to openly condemn and take concrete steps to apply
severe sanctions against the United States government for its criminal acts of armed aggression against the
territory of China, Taiwan, and armed intervention in Korea. Second, to adopt effective measures to bring about a
complete and immediate withdrawal by the United States government of its forces of armed aggression from
Taiwan. Third, to adopt effective measures immediately to bring about the withdrawal from Korea of the armed
forces of the United States and all other countries.
It took me about two hours to finish reading this 20,000-word speech, which was heard by the other
representatives through simultaneous interpretation. Afterwards, someone said that I had spoken in a loud and
powerful voice, and that both the contents of my speech and my delivery had had a strong impact on all those at
the meeting, for it had seemed as if I had been releasing the long pent-up anger of the Chinese people.
I had not noticed my voice, but I knew that while I spoke, no other sound could be heard in the hall. All the
representatives, including the American one and the “representative” dispatched by Chiang Kai-shek, listened
attentively, though with different feelings and facial expressions. Nothing untoward happened and my speech
went off smoothly. When it was over, many people shook .hands warmly with me, expressing their welcome and
their good wishes. Among them were Edgar Snow, the famous journalist and old friend of the Chinese people, and
Professor Mai Rende, an American-Chinese academic.
I was very excited at that moment and felt strongly that our almost 500 million Chinese people were not
isolated. We had innumerable friends even in a land under direct control of the imperialists. We were greatly
inspired by the enthusiastic response and warm support given to my speech when it was broadcast live by the U.
S. television stations. The following day; news of it was carried in the press, along with excerpts, showing that it
had had a noticeable impact.
*
The meeting hall of the Security Council is unique. The representatives of the member states of the council,
originally eleven, and the chief representatives from countries invited to attend a meeting all sit around a long Ushaped table. Each seat is equipped with an earphone and a switch which allows a listener to choose the
appropriate language and listen to a simultaneous in- terpretation. There is a microphone on the table before each
seat, through which the representatives can speak and have what they say put into different languages by the
interpreters who work in booths on the upper floor, at the back of the hall, from which they can look down
through big windows and observe what is happening in the hall, so as to facilitate co-ordination. Before the
council table, at a slightly lower level, are places for U. N. personnel to take notes, tape meetings and send out
telexes. A little further on is a wooden partition behind which are rows of seats like in a theater. These seats are for
the auditors and news media personnel, who can observe and listen attentively to what is going on in the meeting.
The hall of the Security Council, from its form to its essence, does indeed deserve to be called an “international
arena”, and we had all become “performers” acting out our respective roles in it.
The U-shaped council table allowed participants at a meeting to see each other clearly though they were sitting
side by side. My seat was the first one from the right side of the table. It so happened that Jiang Ting-fu, the
“representative” of Kuomintang, was sitting in the fourth or fifth seat from the left side of the table. Thus, we
were directly opposite each other, which coincided with our completely antagonistic viewpoints and feelings.
While I was vehemently presenting my views and strongly condemning the United States for its numerous crimes
of aggression against China and its protection of the remnants of Chiang Kai-shek, Jiang Tingfu kept his head
down, supporting his forehead in his hands to avoid letting people, see his face. As a reporter put it, he had “the
look of a stray cur about him”. Perhaps he felt somewhat abashed and uncomfortabie in front of the genuine
representative of the Chinese people.
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Photographs had been taken and a documentary film made of this event, and the American newspapers and
magazines carried many reports and pictures of it. One issue of Life, as I remember, carried several photos of me
and of the United States representative, Mr. Austin, placed side by side. One photo showed me waving my hands
in the air and vigorously denouncing the U. S. crimes of aggression while Austin listened with a crooked mouth
and an awkward expression. Another showed Austin resorting to sophistry while I looked at him in disdain out of
the corner of my eyes, with my lips closed. Though I did not look very nice, my expression was vivid.
Some newspapers and magazines slandered us, saying that my speech amounted only to a two-hour diatribe.
They even made sarcastic comments about the material of my clothing and the scar on my face left by a bullet
wound during the Civil War (1946-1949) in China. During the live coverage on television, the cameramen took a
shot of Qiao Guanhua casually rocking his legs. This was distorted in the explanation as a sign of nervousness, of
the tension we felt in spite of our strong speech. Both the negative and the positive propaganda reflected the real
situation, but from different angles, and both progressive and reactionary newspapers and magazines laid great
store by my speech.
A documentary film of the meeting was later shown in China. My children said I looked “ferocious”, like quite
a different person when I spoke. Actually, I had not thought of giving an impressive performance. I had only felt
that I was facing the imperialist state and its followers, and that they had invaded, bullied and oppressed China for
over a century. The memory of it was deep and bitter in my mind as well as in the minds of hundreds of millions
of Chinese people. Only with great effort had we succeeded in expelling the foreign invaders and in defeating the
Kuomintang forces, but now the American imperialists were deliberately scheming to subvert and annihiiate New
China.
They had acted in such a reprehensible, such a vicious way that there was no need for consideration and
courtesy on our part. The only way was to wage an open and firm struggle against them. In the past, we had
fought the imperialists and reactionaries with weapons on the battlefield, but now we were standing on their soil,
pointing accusing fingers at their noses, and indicting them to their faces for their crimes of aggression. Though
they felt frustrated, they could do nothing but brace themselves and listen to what we said.
This would have been unthinkable in the days of old China, but now it had come true, after the founding of
New China. It was this fact which drove home to me the enormous significance of Comrade Mao Tse-tung’s
statement:
The Chinese people have stood up.

This is what gave us such confidence and courage in the arduous struggle at the U. N.
*
On November 29, the Security Council resumed its meeting, which began with the discussion of the so-called
Draft Resolution on Chinese aggression against Korea submitted by the United States. It was arranged that the
representative from South Korea would speak first. In protest, we refused to join the discussion and sat in the VIP
seats for auditors instead of at our original seats.
After the South Korean representative’s speech, it was Jiang Tingfu’s turn. We then returned to our original
seats, so as to be able to refute his charges immediately. Besides delivering his customary malicious attack on us,
Jiang Tingfu tried to explain away the crimes of his masters, the American imperialists. He said that the United
States had never committed aggression against China. He even took out a copy of one KMT\fn{ Kuumintang:H}
primary school textbook as proof, on the absurd grounds that no reference could be found to the United States as
an imperialist country in the textbook. The form of his speech provided us with a good “pigtail” by which we
could catch him, for although he had stated over and over again that he “represented” China, he had given his
entire speech in English, not Chinese.
As soon as he was finished, I asked the president for permission to give an impromptu reply, to which he
agreed out of respect for us. I first pointed out that Jiang was only a self-styled representative of the remnants of
the Kuomintang and that this did not give him the right to speak on behalf of the Chinese people. We did not
deign to reply directly to his charges, but, catching hold of his “pigtail” I said:
I doubt whether the speaker is actually really a Chinese. He does not even speak his own native language, the
language used by 475 million Chinese people.
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This put Jiang Tingfi in an extremely awkward position and also left a deep impression on others at the
meeting. According to [the] U. N. declaration, Chinese is one of the official languages which can be used in the
United Nations. Jiang Tingfu insisted on using English instead, which was a disgrace to his nation. But, after we.
arrived at the U. N., we did not hesitate to use our own native language as a put-down to the Kuomintang
government.
This impromptu speech was simultaneously translated into English by a Chinese woman interpreter, Tang
Sheng. She had been educated in England and had a good command of English. Her interpretation was smooth,
accurate and brimming with national pride, and the response from the audience was rather good. It was said that
because Jiang Tingfu had always used English, she had had nothing to do for quite a long time. This time, she
really got a chance to work, and it was in a capacity of speaking on behalf of her people, a true boost to morale.
So she worked diligently and earnestly. Several months after that very speech,. Tang Sheng returned to her
motheriand and has worked with us ever since. A couple of years ago, at the behest of the Chinese government,
she returned to work for us in the U. N.
*
On November 30, the Security Council resumed its discussion on the Draft Resolution on U. S. Aggression
Against Taiwan submitted by China and the so-called Draft Resolution on Chinese Aggression Against Korea
submitted by the United States. Austin, the American representative, did his utmost to divert the focus of attention
to the Korean issue in an attempt to get a resolution adopted which was favorable to them. Later, by manipulating
the votes, the United States government secured a veto against our draft resolution on condemning and punishing
the U. S. aggressors and making the U. S. government withdraw its armed forces from Taiwan and Korea.
I made another strong speech to protest this unjust rejection by the Security Council. I presented facts to Austin
—the presence of the U.S. 7th Fleet in the Taiwan Straits, accurate statistics of Chinese killed and property
damaged by intruding American military aircraft, and U. S. government support of Chiang Kai-shek in launching
a bloody civil war after World War II. I said:
I want to ask Mr. Austin, isn’t this a kind of aggression? Isn’t this intervention in China’s internal affairs?

I also expressed the Chinese people’s determination to fight against any aggressor. I said:
Gone forever are the days when the imperialists could commit aggression without the people being allowed to resist
… I must warn Mr. Austin that U. S. threats can intimidate no one.”

*
On December 7, the U.S. government got the overwhelming majority of countries to adopt a Resolution on
Chinese Aggression Against Korea and place it on the agenda of the General Assembly of the United Nations.
Since this resolution confounded right and wrong, we left the meeting hall in great indignation.
Following the success of this scheme the U. S. government contrived to have the U. N. declare on December
15 the indefinite adjournment of its General Assembly.
On December 18, another decision was made that the Political Committee would also adjourn indefinitely.
These two decisions in fact deprived us of the opportunity to wage a struggle against the U. S. imperialists in
the United Nations. We therefore took another method of struggle, moving our “battlefield” from inside to outside
the United Nations.
On the afternoon of December 16, our delegation held a press conference at Lake Success at which I spoke to
correspondents from various countries. I said that we had come here on the instructions of our government to
strive for peace, so we had submitted various proposals to the U. N. Security Council.
Unfortunately, though not unexpectedly, the U. S. government and its bloc of followers contrived to have the
Chinese government’s just and amicable proposals for peace rejected by the Security Council. We wish to lodge a
strong protest against this.

I said that through the machinations of the U. S. government, discussion by the U. N. on the resolution of U. S.
aggression against China had been suspended, so we were actually being deprived of the right to continue voicing
our views on this question.
But we hold that the voice of the People’s Republic of China should be heard all over the world. Therefore, I will
distribute to you copies of the speech which I had planned to deliver at the next Political Committee meeting. We are
extremely indignant at the U. S. government for its manipulation of the U. N., which has deprived us of our heartfelt
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thanks to the American people who had welcomed us and shown their friendship in all kinds of ways. I also expressed
our deep conviction that the Chinese and American peoples would surely triumph over the policy of aggression pursued
by the U.S. ruling clique so as to enable the friendship between our two peoples to develop further.

After this, we distributed prepared translations of the speech I had planned to deliver, along with other relevant
information to the correspondents. This included historical material proving that Taiwan had been Chinese
territory since ancient times, photos of. U. S. weapons seized by the People’s Liberation Army from Chiang Kaishek’s troops and of U. S. aircraft bombing Chinese territory and strafing Chinese civilians after the outbreak of
the Korean War, as well as other historical data concerning U. S. imperialist aggression against China. Several
foreign newspapers and magazines later quoted in part or carried in full the material we provided and copies of
my speech. It thus became an important channel through which people all over the world were able to learn about
China’s stand and attitude in this matter.
*
Aside from paying diplomatic calls while the U. N. meetings were in progress, our delegation had friendly
contacts with some American progressives. Comrade Gong Pusheng had been educated in the United States and
was acquainted with the famous black singer Paul Robeson. When we were in New York, Gong called on
Robeson’s family a couple of times, bringing him the regards of the Chinese people. We had intended to invite
him to visit China but, considering the hostile policy of the U. S. government and its harsh anti-communist and
anti-people measures, we thought that it might not be convenient for him to accept our invitation and so this
mutual wish was not realized. Unfortunately, by the time diplomatic relations between China and the United
States were established, Robeson had already passed away for many years. Thus, our wish could never be
fulfilled. Robeson’s friendship towards the Chinese people, however, will remain in our hearts forever.
Other Americans besides these friendly persons also tried to make contact with us for different reasons. Some
wanted to establish a relationship with us; others were salesmen for big companies who wanted to do business.
Through them, we bought some things that would be useful at home, such as many reference books, including
several sets of encyclopedias. With the help of our American bodyguards, these books were carried back to our
hotel.
The U. S. government, pursuing its hostile policy, then suddenly declared a freeze on China’s deposits in
American banks. When we arrived in the U. S., we deposited funds in a bank to cover our expenses in New York.
Had these funds really been frozen we would have been in trouble, but, as it was, we got news of the move in
advance, rushed to the bank before it closed and withdrew all our funds. However, it was unfortunate for some of
the American salesmen who did not cash the checks we gave them right away and could no .longer do so. In a
great flurry, they came running back to us for help. We had no way but to take back our checks and give them
cash instead. In any case, the frozen funds would return to us sooner or later.
In the intervals between meetings, some of the U. N. working staff and our bodyguards showed us around New
York, its big iron bridges, skyscrapers and other modern buildings and equipment. In this way, we got some idea
of modern American technology and culture. Later, as an expression of friendship, we gave some small souvenirs
to the working staff and our bodyguards, which they accepted with delight. After getting to know us, these
American bodyguards frequently talked to us about American affairs and their own private matters with some
friendliness.
The liaison man from the U. N. was an overseas Chinese, named Wu. I had some heart-to-heart talks with him
and explained the meaning of the Chinese saying “the man who can recognize the facts of a situation is a paragon
of men”. Later, he gave up his excellent working conditions in the U. N. to return to China and take part in
socialist construction. I have heard that he passed away sometime during the ten years of domestic turmoil (19661976).\fn{I.e., the Cultural Revolution:H} That was most unfortunate.
*
There was a great deal of work to do in the delegation, but we were united as one and worked well together,
each performing the tasks allotted him or her in the division of labor. Some speeches and other relevant material,
written up in New York, had to be telegraphed home for finalization and then returned to us, after which we had to
work round the clock to translate them into English and find a place to have them printed. Before and after each
speech, discussions were held and opinions solicited within the delegation, so that we could best fulfill the tasks
given to us by our motherland. The hard work and distasteful American food left us with a diminished appetite
which we whetted with some Mexican chili peppers that we bought, as well as fermented bean curd made by
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overseas Chinese. At meals we often joked with each other; and we were always active and busy. We often had
the radio on in our suite and “listened” to everything, whether news reports or advertising.
Actually we were less interested in the programs than in keeping up a constant din that might interfere with
attempts to eavesdrop.
Comrade Chen Zhongjing was responsible for much of our liaison work. He had to deal frequently with the U.
N. administrative offices and relevant American departments, and discharged his duties earnestly and to the best
of his ability. Those who were in charge of confidential and communication matters stood fast at their posts and
seldom took part in other activities, so as to guarantee communications between our delegation and home. The
delegation members showed concern for and helped each other and were united in thought and action.
*
As we plunged into the work at the U. N., the fighting on the Korean battlefield was reaching its fiercest. Even
with their advanced planes, tanks, and artillery, the so-called United Nations forces suffered a crushing defeat and
continued to flee further and further south under the blows of the Chinese People’s Volunteers and the Korean
People’s Army which were composed mainly of infantry equipped with light weapons.
This defeat caused disputes and confusion within the American ruling clique. The U. S. government had
intended to take the opportunity of our attendance at the U. N. to make contact with us and see if it would be
possib1e to strike a compromise. But we maintained our unalterable stand, neither expressing any desire to
compromise, nor having any contact with the American authorities apart from openly denouncing the U. S. acts of
aggression.
What they could not get on the Korean battlefield, they could not get from us either. On the contrary, as the
Chinese and Korean troops scored one victory after another, our stand in the U. N. became more and more firm.
Though our delegation consisted of only 9 members, we had the Chinese and Korean troops behind us. With their
backing, we too could wage a fearless and resolute struggle in the U. N.
Our people back home were a great support to us. The Party and government showed considerable concern for
our activities at the U. N., giving us not only direct instructions and support butalso media coverage. From the day
we left Peking, the activities of our delegation made headline news in the domestic newspapers which also carried
related articles and photos. The Renmin Ribao published several special editorials, and on November 30, along
with other newspapers throughout the country, it carried the full text of my first speech made in the Security
Council on November 28, as well as news about it, on its front and second pages. Its editorial began thus:
The Chinese government’s special representative Wu Xiuquan made a statement in the U. N. Security Council
denouncing U. S. armed aggression against Taiwan and voicing the firm will of the Chinese people to struggle against
such aggression so as to safeguard the independence of our country and preserve world peace. It also reflected the
growing and just demand of people all over the world for peace. Like the heroic fighting of the Chinese People’s
Volunteers on the battle front in Korea, it has played a role of enormous importance towards curbing U. S. expansion of
its war of aggression and towards preserving peace in the Far East.

Later, on looking over those newspapers, I found some workers had this to say after reading my speech:
Comrade Wu Xiuquan has indeed done a good job as our representative to the U. N. He has expressed what we
wanted to say. The speech has given vent to our anger and we feel as if we ourselves have given the U. S. imperialists a
good beating.

Some professors said that the days when China pursued a diplomatic policy of kowtowing at international
conferences were gone forever. The genuine will of the Chinese people had received full expression in the
statement by their own representative. The Central Committee of the Socialist Youth League also issued a
statement saying that, over the past century of Chinese diplomatic history, my speech was a major expression of
the dignity and national pride of the Chinese people and placed the U. S. imperialists in so awkward a position
that they had no way of replying but a shameless last resort to the voting machine to veto our proposals.
The reaction was the same in foreign newspapers. A commentary in a Soviet newspaper said:
This is the first time that the voice of the Chinese people’s representative has been heard inside the U. N. In terms of
stability and support from the people, the government now represented has rarely been equaled in Chinese history.

Some overseas Chinese, in particular, derived great satisfaction from our words and deeds. They were proud
and elated, and felt that what we were doing boosted the morale of the Chinese people and, heightened their sense
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of national pride. An article by Nie Gannu, a writer who was then in Hongkong, said that in 1950, of the top ten
international news items, number. one was the Korean War, and
number two was, without a doubt, General Wu Xiuquan’s indictment of the U. S. imperialists for armed aggression
against Taiwan at the U. N. meeting. That the speech was delivered with such severity, power, and confidence, and
most important, that it was aimed directly at the imperialists, was a first not only for China but for the world.

Under the direct influence of our speeches, quite a few famous Chinese scholars decided to return to the
motherland and finally succeeded after surmounting many difficulties. Among them were Dr. Wu Zhonghua, the
professor from Columbia University who had listened to my speech, Li Tiezheng who had been the Kuomintang
representative to the Economic and Social Council, and Zong Weixian, the Kuomintang consul-general in New
York.
The bourgeois newspapers in many other capitalist countries could not ignore the “top news item” of the firsttime appearance in the U. N. of the representative from the People’s Republic of China. The fact was recognized
by one American magazine that after the arrival of the representative of “Communist China” at the U. N., the
attention of the American people was focused on Lake Success.
But some magazines gave distorted reports, saying that “Red China shows contempt for the U. N. at Lake
Success”, and that “hope was crushed”—the U. S. hope to subdue China. They even tried to intimidate the
American people, telling them not to cherish illusions, but to fight China instead.
Mr. Austin, the American permanent representative to the U. N., said that his government was not happy with
the speech made by the Chinese representative and took particular exception to this kind of attack. The
disheartened Dulles confessed to being seized with a feeling of regret. In anger, President Truman said that my
speech had been strong but completely absurd. He threatened to take action against the Chinese Communists and
said that the use of no weapon would be ruled out. Their response proved that we had dealt them a heavy blow,
which further strengthened our determination and confidence to carry forward the struggle in the U. N.
*
In view of the indefinite adjournment of the U. N., the. Chinese government issued this statement around the
middle of December:
The Chinese government orders General Wu Xiuquan and the other delegation members to return home on
December 19, as their presence is no longer necessary at Lake Success.

Before leaving for home, we submitted to the U. N. Secretariat a copy of the speech on the draft resolution on
U. S. aggression against China which we had intended to deliver at the next Security Council meeting and we
demanded that this speech be included in the documents of the U. N. General Assembly. At New York’s Idlewilde
International Airport, we made a statement to the press. We first wished the American people a merry Christmas
and a happy New Year for 1951, and then declared that we had come to America in search of peace and that
although our draft resolutions, which were all conducive to it, had been rejected by the U. S. and British ruling
cliques, we had not lost heart, but would continue to. strive for it.
*
That day, we started on our return trip, taking the same route by which we had come. The following afternoon,
we arrived in London, where I gave a brief talk to reporters there and once again exposed the U. S. imperialists’
crimes of aggression. We arrived in Prague on December 22 and in Moscow on December 25. After the month’s
work, we were thoroughly exhausted. In Prague, Comrade Zhou Yan fell into a deep sleep for over ten hours. This
showed us how tired she was.
On December 30, 1950, we nine members divided into several groups for the flight home from Moscow. In
order to enable us to spend New Year’s Day at home, the CAAC Krasnoyarsk office was instruccted by the
relevant home departments to reserve several seats for us and to ensure that the plane would not take off until we
had boarded. We were on time, and the flight crew were delighted to see us.
In this way, we returned safe and sound to Peking just before New Year’s Day. When we stepped out of the
plane, the airport was astir with jubilant crowds. Deputies from all circles in Peking were present to welcome us
back. Guo Morno, then Vice-Premier of the Administration Council of the Central People’s Government and
Chairman of the Chinese People’s Committee for World Peace, delivered a welcoming speech. He said:
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Our special representative at Lake Success … has utterly routed the United States and its lackeys on the diplomatic
front. Thanks to the responsible efforts of our representative Wu Xiuquan, the Chinese people’s determination to
oppose U. S. aggression and preserve world peace has been made known the world over.

Amid the people’s shouts of “Long live the great victory of the Chinese people”, I also made a speech,
excitedly expressing our thanks to the people of our motherland for their enormous support and warm welcome. I
gave them a brief introduction to our U. N. mission—a task given to us by the Party and people. I also described
how the American people had shown us their warm welcome. Then I went on to say that on the second day after
our arrival in New York, there was a great storm which made the whole city take on a macabre gloom. It seemed
to symbolize the doom of imperialism. But today, when we flew over our motherland, the weather was bright. We
saw the glowing sun rising above our land as a symbol of the new-born People’s Republic and a world of people’s
democracies rising on the horizon. All roads in the world lead te the victory of the people.
*
We were at home to welcome the New Year. We had successfully accomplished our 47-day trip to tbe U. N.
(26 of which were spent in the U. S.), and as the first delegation sent to the U. N. by the People’s Republic of
China, we had denounced the crimes of aggression of the U. S. imperialists to.their faces and played a great role
in expounding the Chinese government’s stand and policy, which had a great effect on the current world situation.
We also gained some experience for future struggles on the diplomatic front against U. S. imperialism and
hegemonism. Entrusted by the Party and the government, everyone in our delegation had carried out a face-toface struggle against the number one imperialist state on its own turf. It was a rare chance for us to temper
ourselves and to learn, and we all felt that it has been a rewarding visit.
Back home, we reported our work to the leaders of the Party Central Committee and the Foreign Ministry.
Comrade Liu Shaoqi and Premier Zhou each gave us a separate hearing. Premier Zhou inquired about the details
of our work and gave us encouragement. Comrade Liu Shaoqi expressed his approval of our actions at the U. N.
and issued instructions to the relevant departments to publicize our mission.
Therefore, in early 1951, several of out delegation members gave reports to the masses at the respective
invitation of the Chinese People’s Political Consultative Conference, the Chinese People’s Committee for World
Peace and Peking University and many other institutions. The mayor of Tianjin city, Huang Jing, organized a rally
of over ten thousand people to listen to our report.
From such vigorous response, we came to realize that the national pride of the people throughout the country
would naturally be aroused once the Chinese nation, which had long suffered from imperialist aggression,
appeared on the international “stage” with a completely new aspect, speaking its own thoughts with assurance and
self-esteem.
Thus, our U. N. mission became the focus of attention for the people in our one-year-old People’s Republic of
China. We, too, as participants at the U. N., became objects of attention for a time. In a certain sense, though, I
had always thought of us as actors. When we took on a task, we were given certain roles to perform, and once “on
stage” it was our duty to perform them well. Carelessness was impermissible.
Once “off stage”, however, we were no longer actors, but ordinary people. I always reminded myself-that I
was just an ordinary member of the working staff implementing the Party’s directions.
*
What I have just described occurred more than 30 years ago. Great changes have taken place in the world
situation since that mission to the U. N. The U. S. government eventually altered its policy towards China. In
October 1971, China’s legal seat in the U. N. was restored to her. This was followed by President Nixon’s visit
and the signing of the Shanghai Communique. With the establishment of diplomatic relations between China and
the United States in 1979, a new page was turned in the chronicles of Sino-American relations. Though some
obstacles still exist in our road ahead, “green mountains cannot withhold the river’s flow, to the east it will ever
go”.
The tide of history cannot be stemmed. The peoples of China and America, together with people all over the
world, were bound to sweep onto the rubbish heap of history the reactionary policy pursued by Dulles and his
like, and they will do the same in regard to any attempt by the hegemonists to dominate the world. Nowadays, the
call for the reunion of Taiwan to the motherland has struck root in the hearts of the people.
We have had many a struggle with the Kuomintang, both on the battlefield and in international forums, but that
belongs to history. Moreover, the Chinese Communist Party has had two experiences in cooperating with the
Kuomintang. We should let bygones be bygones, look ahead, and strive to end the present separation of Taiwan
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and the mainland as early as possible, so as to accomplish the great cause of national reunification for the sake of
future generations. …
205.98 Chinese Students In Great Britain\fn{by Szeming Sze (1908-1998)} Tientsin, China (M) 5
In introducing to you the subject “Chinese Students in Great Britain,” there is a general aspect, besides a
distinctive aspect, which I wish to emphasize. The subject is, in fact, a general one, in that it essentially resembles
any other section of human society. In human society one finds a delightfully uncertain mingling of all types;
Chinese students are no exception. Among them one can distinguish the sociable ones from the shy ones, the rich
from the poor, the good from the bad, the bookworm from the athlete, and so forth. In short, there is not,
nowadays, any single distinctive type of Chinese student.
Well, I shall not waste too long on these general aspects of the subject, as these things any observer may
recognize. You can all, no doubt, with your keen powers of observation, recognize at a glance a sociable student
from a shy one, you can observe after a minute’s introduction whether he is rich or poor, you can note after two
minutes of conversation whether you are talking to a good egg or a bad egg, and after five minutes you will have
undoubtedly sized him up completely.
Having drawn your attention to the general aspects, may I next direct it to some more distinctive points—
points on which your uninitiated observations are less easy. Statistics are usually unintelligible to the best of us,
and I for one could not possibly read out long rows of figures. I have therefore put up on the board, in as
unstatistical a way as possible, some figures which illustrate these points. A quick survey and a general study of
these points will help us to get the correct perspective—always an important factor of any study—and this is also
perhaps the best way in which to learn the essentials of the subject.
TOTAL: 450

I. Homes:
China .
.
.
.
Malaya
.
.
.
Hong Kong
.
.
.
British West Indies and British Guiana
Burma .
.
.
.
Java .
.
.
.
Australia, Indo-China, etc.
.
II. Centres:
I. London
.
.
2. Edinburgh .
.
3. Cambridge .
.
4. Manchester .
.
5. Oxford
6. Plymouth
7. Liverpool
8. Birmingham
9. Glasgow, Leeds, Bristol, etc.

240 (London, 140; Edinburgh,20j Manchester, 13)
120 (London, 60; Edinburgh, 30)
35 (London, 20)
25
10
10

.
.
.
.

270
60
22
16

III. Studies:
General and Preparatory Education
Social, Economic and Political Sciences
Medicine
.
.
.
Law .
.
.
.
Engineering
.
.
.
Naval .
.
.
.
Military
.
.
.
Banking and Accountancy
.
Architecture
.
.
.

80 (London, 60)
70 (London, 40)
70 (Edinburgh, 40; London, 20)
60 (London, 40)
35 (Manchester, 15)
25 (Plymouth, 12; Greenwich, 10)
20
20
15
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Aviation
.
.
.
Commerce
.
.
.
Music and Art .
.
.
Natural Sciences
.
.
English, Literature, Philosophy,
Education, Agriculture, etc.

10
10
10
10

The Chinese student population of any country is necessarily a constantly changing one, so that statistics are at
all times difficult. The figures I quote here are some compiled with the help of the Directory of the Central Union
of Chinese Students and are, in my opinion, as accurate as it is perhaps possible to get them.
In the first place, taking the total as a maximum of 450, you will note that not all come from China. In fact,
nearly half have come from homes in various parts of the British Empire, so that, while for all practicable
purposes here there is no difference, it is nonetheless suitable to remember this fact in comparison with the
numbers of Chinese students in other countries. (Since it is perhaps of interest to make some such comparisons,
let me digress for a moment to give you the figures in other countries: Japan 2,500, U.S.A. 2,000, France 1,500,
Germany 300. These figures are some which have been computed with the help of a publication by the World’s
Chinese Students Federation, with the exception of the figure for Japan, which is the estimate of the Chinese
Educational Commissioner in Japan. I must say myself however, that I should have placed them all, but especially
the figure for U.S.A., considerably higher.) You will see, therefore, that the number of Chinese students in Great
Britain is comparatively small.
In the second classification, you will note that a good 60% of the total have London as a headquarters. The
obvious facilities of London as an international centre probably account for the large number, though the fact that
London is the port of arrival of most, and also the fact that there are plenty of Chinese restaurants in London, must
play important contributory parts. The first five in this classification are what we call the regular “Centres”;
Oxford and Cambridge where one gets the so-called varsity type together with one or two research students,
Edinburgh with its large quota of medical students, and Manchester where most of the Chinese students study
either textiles or electrical engineering.
In the third classification, there are two main types to be noted, the first being the 70 odd studying Social,
Economic, and Political Sciences, virtually all of whom come from China, and many of whom are postgraduates
and attending lectures in the London School of Economics; the second type are the 60 or so reading Law, virtually
all coming from Malaya and studying at the Inns and Temples in London.
These striking categories, I feel, reflect the desires of the families of the students concerned; the families of the
former have an eye on Government service in China, while a knowledge of law would be very suitable to the
families of the latter, who have in most cases large businesses and large family estates in Malaya. (I may add here
that most of the 80 classed under General and Preparatory Education probably should also be classified to swell
up the totals of these two types—especially the Social and Political Sciences—so that the respective totals will
look more like 110 and 80.) These two types, then, form a large proportion of the Chinese students in London. In
fact, as a factor of practical convenience in the matter of sizing up a Chinese student (mentioned just now), if the
student speaks fluent English (though with an obvious accent) and if he wears clothes of perfect cut (perhaps the
best in London), you may almost be sure that he comes from Malaya and is reading Law at the Bar; on the other
hand, if he speaks hesitating English and wears clothes betraying American influence, then he is probably a
student from China and a prospective Government official studying at the London School of Economics. So
much, then, for these aids to diagnosis.
Now there are just one or two more points left with regard to the third classification which perhaps just deserve
mention in passing. You will note the attraction to Edinburgh of medical and to Manchester of engineering
students; and I might add that the present comparatively high figures for naval and military students are due to the
recent arrival of students sent here by the Chinese Government.
Then, in addition, there are three more numerical points outside these statistics which may be of interest, and
which I shall quickly mention:
I. The total number of students supported by the national and provincial governments—including the naval and
military students already mentioned—is about 80. Otherwise practically all are private students.
2. Re the number of women students, I have not attempted to differentiate between girl students pure and
simple and wives of students who may or may not be students as well as acting in a domestic capacity. The total
estimate then, without differentiations, is 45.
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3. The great public schools of this country are so highly esteemed generally that I feel it of general interest to
mention that Chinese have been educated at most of the big schools, including Eton, Harrow, Winchester,
Charterhouse, Clifton, Cheltenham, Haileybury, St. Paul’s. However, they are the exception rather than the rule,
and amongst other obvious factors, that of the very young age required for entry of names precludes any but the
smallest numbers ever securing an English public school education.
The majority of Chinese students arrive in Great Britain at the university age, i.e., 18-19 years, an appreciable
minority being, however, the number of considerably older students doing research or other postgraduate studies,
As regards the length of stay in this country, those learning the professions (viz. law, medicine, chartered
accountancy, engineering, etc.) stay 5, 6 or more years; those studying social and political sciences usually much
less, 2 to 3 years.
*
And now for some of the difficulties. As regards the life of students over here, the times are indeed hard just
now, for one’s mode of living is truly governed by one’s finances. The recent fall of\fn{ The price of silver boullion,
probably on the London Stock Exchange} silver has hit China so badly that the allowance of a Chinese student, by the
time it reaches this country, is now worth, thanks to the movements in the exchange, just about half of what it
used to be worth. Nor are the Chinese students from Malaya, who normally are considerably more fortunate in the
matter of allowances, much better off, for there has also been a great fall in rubber and tin, the staple commodities
of Malaya.
In the matter of board and lodgings, there is also much to be desired. A few students, who have guardians, live
with them and thus have the home life of that particular family. The great majority, however, have to find lodgings
for themselves, the more wealthy in flats in St. John’s Wood or Maida Vale, and the less wealthy in rooms in
Bloomsbury or Clapham. Then, many have more difficulty in adapting themselves to English food than to the
English climate. But most have to put up with both of these horrors, as for the sake of convenience and economy
lunch has usually to be taken at the school or college, and dinner in the lodgings, which are often very far away
from the neighbourhood of the Chinese restaurants. In spite of this, many can be seen each evening in the
restaurants, which would not exist without them!
I think there would be many more Chinese students in Great Britain, if admission into universities and schools,
and into firms and factories, was less difficult than it is. Compared to other countries, admission is very difficult
indeed. As regards universities, lack of a knowledge of English is sometimes the cause of the difficulty, but the
actual fewness of vacancies, especially at Oxford and Cambridge, accentuated by the absence of letters of
introduction, is the root of the difficulty in most cases. Unfortunately the relative rarity of British to American and
Japanese degrees in China makes the demand for them greater, so that in many cases the disappointment is made
all the keener.
As regards admission to factories and firms for practical experience—a very necessary part of technical
training—there has been considerable reluctance on the part of the companies and firms to admit Chinese
students. In this respect British firms are far behind American firms, who take the long view that Chinese students
trained by them will mean purchase of machinery or goods learnt from them, and events have certainly borne
them out in this policy.
I have been assured that it is not because Chinese students are undesirable elements that there is this difficulty
of admission, because the firms, and the universities too, themselves say that Chinese students, unlike some other
foreign students, invariably mix extraordinarily well with their colleagues. I am told there is considerable trouble
with the workers’ trades unions, while another factor, which omits the long view, is that Chinese students will
learn about their machinery, so that on their return they will use this knowledge to compete against them.
Well, these are some of the difficulties facing Chinese students; let us leave them now, and review briefly the
activities which they have undertaken among themselves.
*
Inevitably, wherever a group of Chinese students gathers, a small society has been formed, and where the
numbers have not fallen, has invariably flourished, so that now there are local societies in Oxford, Cambridge,
Edinburgh, Manchester and London, and these local societies are united in the Central Union of Chinese Students.
Fortunately, unlike some unions in France and the United States, ours in this country are non-political, but are,
first and foremost, social and intellectual. I shall not say more in passing than that the unions are so organized that
the local societies plan the activities during term time—viz., weekly social gatherings, etc.—while the Central
Union undertakes the general activities—viz., a week’s conference in the summer and an annual luncheon on
October 10 (our National Day)—maintains a clubroom and library, publishes a magazine in Chinese and a
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yearbook in English, keeps a Directory of Chinese students and has a Social Secretary who helps students with
lodgings and admission to colleges; while it should not be overlooked that considerable time and work are
expended on the requests for Chinese lecturers and teachers and with the several general invitations to Chinese
students for which the Union acts as a medium.
Then there is another type of Chinese student union—namely, the C. S. Christian Union, which exists for
religious and social purposes. In fact, the C. S. Christian Union is the oldest union, though it really is not very old
as it happens to be the same age as I am! It was first on the scene, rather in the same way that missionaries and
other Christian organizations with their superior zeal have paved the way in other fields, so that for many years
many of the social activities of Chinese students were undertaken by that union. Now, however, the non-religious
unions have properly undertaken this work, and it has turned its attention more to the religious side. One of its
most delightful functions is the annual Christmas party which it organizes in the East End of London for the poor
Chinese children there. In this connection, I might add that the London C. S. U. also helps these children in that
they are supporting the Chinese language classes recently organized for them.
I have perhaps spent an unwarrantable part of my time on telling you of these unions, but, believe me, for
those who interest themselves in their welfare and administration, such work plays a very large part in their days
spent abroad. Such work is at once useful and pleasant—useful in that, besides achievement, it is the best training
ground for getting invaluable experience for the future; and pleasant in that not only does one develop from
acquaintances in cooperation some of the firmest friendships possible, but one can also expect in such work the
willing co-operation of the Legation, the Consulate, the Bank of China, Chinese business-men and other bodies in
London as well as of Anglo-Chinese societies such as the China Society.
*
I will proceed at this stage to discuss a matter which touches more closely the China Society—namely, the
contacts between Chinese students and the people of Great Britain. Of the contacts with British students, I have
already mentioned that fortunately there is not, as a rule, the difficulty of mixing badly in the social sense. In fact,
it has often amazed me in comparison how differently some students from the slightly darker races of mankind
have fared in their contacts.
I cannot help feeling, however, that a very appreciable obstactle, beyond racial, is the language factor. No one
with ears and eyes can fail to observe at once what a difference an unorthodox accent makes in everyday life in
this country; in the light of such estimation, the unfortunate foreign student who cannot speak the language well,
even with the wrong accent, is truly at a disadvantage.
But, in spite of all these difficulties with their source thousands of years back in the Tower of Babel, there is
some special affinity between Chinese and British which has expressed itself not only in the existence of the
China Society here in London, but in the Sino-Scottish Societies of Glasgow and Edinburgh, and the AngloChinese Society of Cambridge.
Then, besides, Chinese students receive many invitations from private individuals to teas and social functions,
while there are other types of invitation—viz., for international student gatherings, for League of Nations Union
meetings, and for Church functions. Many of these invitations are sent through our Student Union, and it is our
experience that the difficulty is usually to get a sufficient number of acceptances.
And yet, many a student arrives in London full of the joze-de-vivre,\fn{the sheer joy of being alive} then feels
lonely, only to end up by stagnating in his lodgings. Many a student, it seems, declines such invitations because
the name of his host or hostess is unknown to him; still more are shy of their lack of a knowledge of English
etiquette or of fluency in the language. Most are only human and decline out of apathy; while there are a few with
an antipathy against religious or commercial or colonial governing persons, types which may have been
encountered in unfavourable circumstances out East.
On the whole, then, there are many who should have more of the proper contact with proper English people, a
contact which should not be too impersonal or formal, for the reason that they will soon return to China, and on
their return will acquire the title of “returned student.”
*
Unfortunately, for those of us who become “returned students” and for the others who so regard us, there exists
in China today a high estimation of “returned students.” This high estimation is natural in that students who have
been abroad are (compared to the population who have never left China) relatively the privileged few. A returned
student, besides having supposedly learnt the secrets of the greatness of the country he has been living in for the
last few years, is expected to know a great deal besides—in fact, practically everything—in much the same way
that some English expect us students here to know everything about China—in my experience, anything from the
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valuation of antiques to a knowledge of the flora and fauna of China! I am afraid we make very poor imparters of
information about China to you now. Imagine the situation, when we are expected to be bureaux of information
about England after having spent a comparatively short time here!
This indiscriminate high estimation of returned students cannot and should not last, by reason of the existence
of the undeserving ones who inevitably prejudice the deserving. Fortunately for those of us from Great Britain, we
seem to have been less prejudiced in this way than those from countries where Chinese students are much more
numerous, for there has pervaded throughout China an impression that Chinese students from Great Britain are
relatively fewer in number but higher in quality. For this excellent impression, we of the present generation have
to thank a number of distinguished former Chinese students of Great Britain, and I can do no better than conclude
by giving you a list of some of their names.
This list includes some of the most famous names in China, rulers and leaders of our country in every walk of
life, who, while comparatively unknown here, are considered in China as of national standing.
In the political world, let me mention, first, the first two Nationalist Ministers Foreign Affairs, Chen Yu-jen
(Eugene Chen) who qualified as a solicitor in London, and C. C. Wu, who won law prizes and scholarships in the
University of London and in Lincoln’s Inn, and who is at present Minister in the United States, and also China’s
Delegate to the League of Nations. There are also other great lawyers who have risen to the highest Government
posts: Wang Chung-hui, the present Minister of Justice, and also Judge of the Permanent Court of International
Justice at The Hague, who was a member of the Inner Temple in London, and Lo Wen-kan, an M. A. of Oxford
and also a member of the Inner Temple.
Cambridge Chinese students have made good diplomats: Lo Tsung-yi, the Minister in Denmark; T. K. Tseng,
until recently Minister in Sweden and Norway; P. K. C. Tyau, former Minister in Cuba and Panama, were all
educated at Cambridge.
In the realm of medicine Cambridge and Edinburgh share the honours: Wu Lien-teh, the international expert on
plague, was a scholar of Emmanuel College, Cambridge, before going with another scholarship to St. Mary’s
Hospital, London; Dr. New Hui-lin of Shanghai was an Exhibitioner\fn{ One who is a great philanthropic benefactor} of
Downing College, Cambridge; while the Liang brothers of Tientsin, and S. P. Chen of Peking were all at Gonville
and Caius College.
On the Edinburgh side, Dr. Lim Boon-keng, President of Amoy University and versatile in many fields; his son
Robert K. S. Lim, Professor of Physiology at Peking Union Medical College; and C. Y. Wang, Professor of
Pathology in Hong Kong University (another member of the distinguished family of which Wang Chung-hui is a
member) were all gold medallists of Edinburgh University.
Then Glasgow and Cambridge have combined in producing another very efficient scientist, V. K. Ting, the
very able Director of the National Geological Survey.
Then I might add a few more names picked out at random: the late Ku Hung-ming, philosopher and writer,
who was at Edinburgh; M. T. Z. Tyau, an LL.B. of London, the well- known editor and publicist; M. Thomas
Tchou, the expert on Labour who studied in Glasgow; Cheng Fat-ting and Hsia Ching-lin, the Shanghai lawyers,
educated in London and Edinburgh respectively; Song Ong-siang, and the late Yeoh Guan-seok, both Cambridge
graduates and Queen’s Scholars, who became legislators in the Straits Settlements; while there might be added
another long list of distinguished research students who come for a year or so—viz., T. Z. Koo, the National
Secretary of the Y.M.C.A. of China, and a leader of Chinese thought, who recently spent a year in Oxford, and
Francis C. M. Wei, President of Boone University. And there are a thousand other names working less
spectacularly beyond the public gaze in work in which they apply the British ideals they have learnt over here.
They, too, deserve our attention, and, I venture to hope, our interest as well.
And now, I feel I have given to you, very inadequately, a cursory review of our little group of students—a
review which I hope has left you with some impressions and some idea of the existence of this group. If there are
further points, for this is not a full account, of which you wish discussion, and with the permission of the
Chairman, I shall feel privileged to try to discuss them with you. Whatever idea I leave with you, may I leave this
final impression, that I and all Chinese students thank you all very warmly indeed for your interest in us.
76.65 & 77.32 1. Guest 2. Bird Talk: Two Short Stories\fn{by Hsu Yu (1908/09- )} Ts’u-his, Chekiang Province,
China (M) 24
1
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Chou Chi-cheng’s house now looked like new. Chi-cheng and his wife Miao-hua had repainted it, brought in
new furniture, and rearranged things completely. Their old friend Wang Yi-hsin was coming to Hong Kong, and
they wanted him to stay with them. The Chous had three bedrooms—one for themselves, one for their two
children, and one set aside for music lessons. Chi-cheng was a professor of music and, in addition to his classes at
two Hong Kong colleges, gave private lessons. So one room had to be reserved for this. Fortunately the living
room was good-sized, and Chi-cheng and his wife finally decided that Wang Yi-hsin should use the children’s
room and the children should move to a corner of the living room. With a partition the corner had been turned into
a cozy little bedroom. New paint brightened up the whole house.
They rook great pains in purchasing the furniture for Wang Yi-hsin’s room. Their original plan had been to buy
the best available, but when they found a desk in every way a duplicate of what Yi-hsin had in his home, they
decided to try to furnish his room to look like his room in Shanghai. This made the job doubly difficult because
their memories in some cases did not coincide. They argued for a long while about the choice of a bed, whether it
should be single or double. Chi-cheng was definite about it; Yi-hsin had said only that he was coming to Hong
Kong. Nowhere in the letter was there any hint that he and his wife were coming together. Finally, Chi-cheng and
Miao-hua agreed to buy a single bed first and add another bed if both turned up.
Sitting on the new bed together, Chi-cheng and Miao-hua looked at the other things they had bought, The
business of preparing this room for their friend somehow made them both feel younger.
“Look at the desk lamp. Isn’t it just like the one Yi-hsin had in Shanghai?”
“I still think we need to buy a vase for the room, though.”
“Why don’t we just bring in the one Ann gave us? You know, the one in our room.” Then Miao-hua added, “I
can’t understand why Ann isn’t coming.”
“Maybe it isn’t easy to get an exit permit. Or maybe the children.”
“Children? The first two boys died—you remember what a tragic thing that was—and they now have only one.
He surely couldn’t be much of a burden.”
“What makes you so sure that they haven’t had more children? We’ve been out of touch, you know.”
“I was just wondering. They haven’t written to us for such a long, long time.”
*
Many years had gone by since Chi-cheng first met Wang Yi-hsin.
Yi-hsin came from a well-off family. Among other things the Wangs had owned a great deal of real estate in
Shanghai, apartment buildings and shops. In spite of his keen interest in music Yi-hsin had been sent to study
business administration at the university and upon his graduation was put to work in one of the family enterprises.
However, he also managed to take some courses at the Academy of Music as an auditor, and at the academy he
came to know Chi-cheng. The two soon became great friends.
As a bachelor Chi-cheng visited the Wangs very frequently. In fact, he became almost a member of the family.
Through his encouragement Yi-hsin carried on his studies in music. Several joint concerts the two presented were
quite well received.
When Yi-hsin got married he moved out of his parents’ house into an apartment. The friendship between the
two young men continued, and Chi-cheng became a good friend of Yi-hsin’s wife Ann. As a matter of fact, he had
come to know his own wife Miao-hua through Ann. The two girls were schoolmates and when Miao-hua’s parents
sailed off to Europe on a holiday, she moved in to live with the young married couple.
Ann spared no efforts in encouraging the intimacy between Chi-cheng and Miao-hua. When the time came for
their marriage they had trouble finding a place because the acute housing shortage made the “key money” for a
small apartment exorbitantly high. Finally it was arranged for Chi-cheng to live free of charge in one of the apartments owned by the Wang family so he and Miao-hua could get married.
Yi-hsin’s father died in 1948. That year the situation in Shanghai was deteriorating rapidly. Life was especially
hard for Chi-cheng, who lived solely on what he earned from giving music lessons. In that year not many people
had the heart to study music. Chi-cheng decided to try his luck in Hong Kong and won his friend’s hearty
endorsement, along with enough money for the Chous’ airplane tickets. Yi-hsin told them he also would like to
get out of Shanghai, but it was next to impossible for a man with his responsibilities to leave. His family
enterprises were so widespread and far-reaching that he had to stick with them, no matter what.
So in the early spring of 1949 the Chous moved to Hong Kong. With so many other refugees, it was hard to
find an apartment. With the extra money Yi-hsin had given them, however, they finally rented a suitable place
despite Chi-cheng’s grumbling at the amount of “key money.” Life was rather difficult in the first few months, but
then Chi-cheng located a teaching job. After he had played at several concerts he began to acquire a reputation as
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a musician, and students began to come to him. Now, ten years later, he was one of the best-known music teachers
in the Colony. No, they hadn’t done badly at all. In fact they’d managed to live very comfortably the last two or
three years.
They heard from Yi-hsin quite regularly the first year, and then letters became infrequent. Chi-cheng had no
exact idea what kind of life Yi-hsin was leading in Shanghai, but he could guess, and in several letters advised his
friend to get out and come to Hong Kong. Yi-hsin had seemed to favor the idea, but after he waited a long time, it
turned out that his application for an exit visa was denied. Then the Chous learned indirectly that two of the
Wangs’ children had died and that Ann wasn’t in good health. Chi-cheng and his wife still often talked about their
friends, and once in a while they sent up some vitamin tablets or some other useful little item, but never received
any acknowledgment.
Now to their surprise and pleasure they had received word that Yi-hsin was actually coming. It occurred to
them that the apartment they lived in came from Yi-hsin’s money. With a deep sense of gratitude they planned
their welcome. Chi-cheng made every effort to get the entry permit for the Colony approved for his friend, while
Miao-hua had the house painted and partitioned and the new furniture bought.
Everything was ready. Life would be livelier with Yi-hsin around again. He was a lively, energetic man with a
wide range of interests: photography, tennis and, of course, his music. Maybe their visitor would bring more life
to the family, Miao-hua told herself. She recalled that Chi-cheng had no great interest in sports and had taken up
tennis only at Yi-hsin’s urging. He’d never touched the racket again after their move to Hong Kong. They had a
comfortable life but Chi-cheng was getting settled and, she might just as well admit, a bit stodgy.
*
On the day of Yi-hsin’s arrival Chi-cheng took the train up to Lowu, near the border. Here travelers from
Canton must undergo inspection, file past the armed guards and the barbed-wire gate on the little bridge that
marks the border, and then get on another train on the Hong Kong side. In Lowu he would meet his friend and
ride with him on the train back down to Kowloon station, next to the Star Ferry, where Miao-hua and the children
were waiting. The Chous had two children, both born in Shanghai. Kwang-chi, the boy, was fourteen and had
been taking piano lessons for five years. Their daughter, two years younger, had just started her vocal training.
Miao-hua recalled that when they were in Shanghai the little boy had learned to call Yi-hsin Godfather.
Living with the Wangs before her marriage, Miao-hua to her dismay had felt a great deal of envy toward the
good fortune that had befallen her friend Ann. Yi-hsin was a smart-looking young man, slender and always
carefully dressed. And his high spirits were most infectious. As to money, no girl could fail to admire the way he
spent it. He treated Miao-hua as if she were his own sister. Ann was often confined to bed because of her
indifferent health. At such times Miao-hua gave much attention to looking after Yi-hsin. It gave her a small, secret
pleasure to run some errand for her friend’s husband.
*
At the dining room of the railway station she began to remember things she thought could never come back
after so many years. From her handbag she took out a small mirror and had a good look at herself; she hadn’t
changed at all in the last few years except that she had acquired a bit more flesh about her face.
But the children were big now. As she looked at her own son and daughter, her thought went to Yi-hsin’s
children. Ann had given him three; the first two had died during the big meningitis epidemic in Shanghai. The
youngest one should be thirteen by now. She wondered if Ann had given birth to any more children since they
parted ten years ago. Ann had never been particularly healthy and was several years older than she. And it would
not be far wrong to assume that Ann looked older. When this thought came to Miao-hua she felt a queer sense of
satisfaction. She even smiled. She looked in her mirror again at her straight, white teeth, which had won praise
from the men around before she got married. Stay away from candy and sugared drinks and go to your dentist,
and you keep your teeth looking nice.
Unconsciously, she bit her lip. Without knowing why, she felt somewhat disturbed and guilty at this moment.
Certain thoughts she had never given voice to now floated into her head. She remembered the efforts Ann made to
bring about the match between her and Chi-cheng. In fact, come to think of it, her friend had almost pushed her
into his arms. Perhaps Ann had actually done all this from a selfish motive: perhaps she had sensed that her husband had been drawing closer to her friend day by day. The more Miao-hua thought about it, the more she became
annoyed. How on earth could Ann have come to think a friend such as Miao-hua could have serious designs on
her husband? A good thing that Miao-hua had valued friendship and exercised self-restraint because men, after
all …
Her daughter brought her hastily back to reality by asking how long they had to wait before Uncle would
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arrive. Miao-hua looked at her watch.
“About twenty minutes.” Seeing that they had finished their ice cream, she added, “Why don’t you go out and
walk around, if you want. But watch the time.”
She watched the children leave. Suddenly she felt a guilty sense of anticipation when she turned over in her
mind again the fact that Ann was not coming. Not that she had any scheme in mind, but you could never tell what
fate had in store for people.
The dining room was nearly deserted, except for half a dozen attendants idling around and a couple at the
farther end. Just at this moment three men walked in. When they took their seats, the two continued with a loud
conversation, but the third began to eye Miao-hua intently. His stare made her uneasy, as if he could see what had
been going on in her mind a few minutes ago. She paid the bill and walked out.
The abrupt piping of a locomotive whistle caused the loungers and onlookers to stir and move toward the gates
to the platform. Miao-hua stood to one side where she could see the locomotive gliding to a stop. She decided not
to go out on the platform; she and her son and daughter would wait back away from the entrance. She found a
vantage point where she could see people alight from the coaches. Soon she caught sight of her husband talking to
someone by his side.
Was this Yi-hsin? She stared at the stranger who walked beside her husband.
This man was quite round-shouldered and even at this distance the clothes he wore looked distinctly shabby.
The dark-brown hat on his head was shapeless with use. He carried with him a dilapidated travel bag. As he
moved forward, he looked down as if ashamed to meet the world.
At this moment Chi-cheng caught sight of his wife and said something to the man with him. She saw the
stranger raise his head and look in her direction. She waved; the man raised his hat and she saw his bald head.
Closer now, he tried to manage a grin but did not know how and ended up only creasing the lines on his face.
Miao-hua had not bargained for this; his hair was gone, and even his nose looked different. She turned away and
said something meaningless to her children.
Presently the two men were in front of her. She forced a smile. It was Yi-hsin who greeted her first.
“Oh, Miao-hua, you still look …”
He coughed and tried another grin, but did not go on with what he had intended to say. Miao-hua was sure that
he had wanted to tell her that she looked as attractive as ever. Instead, he looked at the two children and said,
“They certainly have grown up fast, haven’t they?”
Chi-cheng told his wife and children to wait while he took Yi-hsin to the luggage counter to claim the luggage.
In the car Miao-hua ask their guest why Ann had not come along with him.
“She’s teaching.” He brushed the question aside.
“Is her health any better?”
“Very good,” he answered absent-mindedly. Chi-cheng remarked that they had not done very well about
keeping in touch with each other.
“We really lost track of you in the last few years. Has Ann had any more children?”
“Yes, she has.”
He did not sound as if he were talking about anybody remotely related to him.
“She’s had two,” he added.
“Then you still have three.” Miao-hua realized, even as she said it, that this sounded silly.
Yi-hsin looked at the street without really seeing anything. He nodded with vague, distant amiability.
Chi-cheng and his wife fell silent. Chi-cheng handed their friend cigarettes, but Yi-hsin shook his head.
“I stopped smoking a long time ago.”
Finally they arrived. Miao-hua asked the men to go in first; she wanted to tip the driver of the car, loaned to
them by a friend. When she came up, Chi-cheng had already taken Yi-hsin to his room.
“How do you like this room? I mean the way we set it up.”
“Hao, hao-fine, fine.” Apparently Yi-hsin had not noticed the great pains they had taken. Perhaps a little
explanation might help, Miao-hua thought.
“We tried to find furniture the same color we remember you had in Shanghai. Look at the desk and the desk
lamp. Aren’t they just like what you have?”
“Fine, fine.”
“The curtains are exactly the same, too. I’m sure they are, because I was the one who bought the curtains for
your room in Shanghai.”
“Oh, really? That’s right.”
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Chi-cheng sensed that Miao-hua was beginning to be annoyed at this lack of interest and appreciation. He tried
to change the subject by pointing at Yi-hsin’s three pieces of luggage.
“You didn’t bring your violin with you?”
“I haven’t practiced it for a long time, In fact, I don’t even recall where I put it. Around somewhere.”
“Are you still so enthusiastic about photography.”
“Not any more.”
“And tennis?”
“I haven’t touched my racket for years.”
Chi-cheng ventured that he might like to unpack his things and take a bath while the water was still on.
“Water’s rationed here,” he explained. “Nothing else, though.” Miao-hua suggested instead that the men let her
do the unpacking while they went on into the sitting room.
“Either way is all right.” Yi-hsin put on a meaningless little smile.
Chi-cheng showed him around, pointing at the room where he gave private lessons.
“Good place for music here. Some day you might want to think about doing some teaching yourself. You’d be
surprised how many people want to study music these days. Not many are very good, of course. But there’s a real
demand for teachers.”
Yi-hsin did not make a reply.
When they sat down, the amah brought coffee in. Chi-cheng wanted to ask how things were in Shanghai and
what had happened to some of their mutual friends. Yi-hsin still did not seem to be in any mood for talking. So
instead of asking any more questions, Chi-cheng brought the visitor up to date about what he had been doing and
what other friends were doing who had come to Hong Kong. In desperation he told several scandalous little
stories about these people.
Then he gave up and the two sat there in utter silence for a while. Chi-cheng was smoking incessantly and insisted that Yi-hsin try one. The guest accepted, puffed on it to get it started and left it in the ashtray. It smouldered
away untouched while Yi-hsin sat passive in the chair.
Presently Miao-hua came to announce that the amah had prepared the hot water and suggested Yi-hsin take his
bath.
“Yi-Hsin has changed completely,” Chi-cheng said to Miao-hua in their own bedroom.
“You think I don’t have eyes! He certainly has. Remember how talkative he was, and all those little jokes?
They weren’t very funny, but you laughed at them anyway. And today just a few words.”
“Another queer thing is, he’s given up smoking entirely.”
“Well, his appetite seems to be all right. He certainly ate his share at dinner.”
She lowered her voice.
“Remember how particular he was about his clothes? I unpacked his bag, and I’ll tell you something—he
doesn’t even have a decent shirt. How could he let himself go to seed this way? I think you’d better take him out
tomorrow and buy him half a dozen shirts and some underwear.”
In the dark bedroom they continued to talk about their friend. The trimness that Miao-hua had admired and
Chi-cheng had envied had gone. Whenever a question was put to him no forthright answer was to be expected. He
merely nodded or mumbled. They had planned to have a welcome party and had already spoken to several friends
who had known Yi-hsin back in Shanghai/ Now they decided to postpone the invitation indefinitely.
After a few days, perhaps, Yi-hsin’s mood might 1mprove.
Presently, Chi-cheng dozed off. But Miao-hua could not sleep; her thoughts were too busy. She had expected
Yi-hsin to be all excited when he saw her and the children. She had hoped to hear his usual laugh and a joke about
the children growing up to look just like their mother. She had expected to hear all about Ann and the family. She
expected him to make himself at home as soon as he stepped in the front door and tell her:
“Miao-hua, tell the maid to get the hot water ready. I want to take a bath first.” Upon entering his room she
expected him to declare:
“For heaven’s sake, how did you manage to move all my own furniture down here from Shanghai!”
Then he would sit down in the music room and experiment with the piano a while. Next, he would insist that
Chi-cheng bring out the violin and the two would practice together as they used to. But this guest was not the
same Wang Yi-hsin whom Miao-hua had come to know so well.
Beside her she could sense Chi-cheng’s quiet breathing. A light was still on somewhere in the house. She
slipped out of bed. In the hall she saw the light coming out from under Yi-hsin’s door. Slightly ashamed of herself,
she bent to look through the keyhole. To her surprise she saw Yi-hsin, fully dressed, pacing back and forth with
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slow regularity. He paced not because he was hungry or lonely, but just because he was restless.
It was a cool, pleasant fall evening and Yi-hsin was wearing a cashmere vest. In fact Miao-hua recognized it as
her Christmas gift to him a dozen. years ago. She could recall the first time that he had worn such a vest. It had
been a New Year’s Eve party he was supposed to take Ann and Miao-hua to. Miao-hua’s partner was a colleague
of Yi-hsin; she could not remember his name or what he looked like. Anyway, he was to meet them at the Park
Hotel. She still remembered a queer idea that had assaulted her on the way to the ball. On one side of Yi-hsin,
with Ann on the other, for a moment Miao-hua felt herself so attached to both of them that she did not see
anything wrong in polygamy. Throughout the evening, she could never quite believe that she had another partner.
She had left one of Chi-cheng’s shirts in the bathroom for Yi-hsin to change into. Now she could see from her
keyhole that the sleeves were too short; she had forgotten that their guest was taller than her husband. She was
almost tempted to put on her clothes and go in to talk to him to try to find out what was wrong. But watching him
pace back and forth, she decided he somehow had become too much of a stranger to merit such a try.
She returned to her own room. In the dark she could see the luminous hands on the alarm clock pointing to a
quarter past two. It had been quite a day.
*
Chi-cheng, in the next few days tried to arouse Yi-hsin’s interest in music. In the evening he asked him to sit
and listen to some of his records. Yi-hsin never refused; he would sit impassively with no show of response. Chicheng borrowed a violin for him, but he never touched it. On Saturday night they were supposed to go together to
a student’s violin recital, but when the time to go arrived and the Chous came out of their room dressed ready to
go, Yi-hsin still sat in his shirtsleeves. He had never bothered to try on the new clothes Chi-cheng had ordered for
him. A bit impatient, Miao-hua suggested that he change.
“All right, all right.”
Miao-hua almost pushed him into his room, and added, “We’ll be late! We’re eating out tonight and that’ll take
up at least an hour.”
Yi-hsin came out with his new suit on, but he hadn’t bothered to change his tie. This irritated Miao-hua, so she
went into his room to select one of the new ties for him. They had supper at a place on Nathan Road where you
could get good Shanghai food. As usual, Yi-hsin displayed a good appetite. After supper, however, he informed
the Chous that he wasn’t interested in going to the concert. He did not have anything else to do, he admitted, and
he did not offer any explanation. When Chi-cheng asked whether he wanted to go to some other place, the answer
was no.
“Then you might just as well go with us. You’ll probably run into some old acquaintances there.”
“I … I’m really not interested in meeting people,” he murmured.
Chi-cheng was about to try some more persuasion, but Miao-hua saw the futility of his attempts. She suggested
that Chi-cheng go alone to the concert and let her keep company with their guest.
“Just tell our friends I’m not feeling good.”
“It’s a good idea. Why don’t you both go some other place.” He even suggested that they go to a place where
there was dancing.
Yi-hsin made no response.
“We’ll just go someplace quiet and have a cup of coffee,” Miao-hua said. Chi-cheng remembered that Miaohua had said several times that she would like to have a private talk with Yi-hsin to find out just what was wrong..
And here was the opportunity.
“Go along—I’d better hurry, or I’ll be late,” Chi-cheng said, and in a minute he was gone.
Miao-hua took Yi-hsin to a coffee shop on a side street. There were only two other couples sitting in the dim
silence. Yi-hsin was obviously prepared to maintain his usual reticence. Impatient and worried, Miao-hua waited
until the coffee had arrived and then without preamble launched into the talk she had prepared in her own mind.
“Yi-hsin, you have been in Hong Kong for a week now. You’ve shut yourself up in your room most of the time
—and haven’t said a word more than you’ve had to. We realize that you are very unhappy about something. All I
want to say is this: we have been close friends and we hope you can tell us what’s wrong.”
“I’m all right. I’m all right.”
“For instance, why didn’t you want to go to the concert? You used to enjoy music so much. And this business
of meeting people? They are all your old friends. When you got here, Chi-cheng was planning to invite them in to
meet you.”
Yi-hsin made no answer.
“Could it be that you don’t feel comfortable staying with us?” Miao-hua went on. “Or you miss Ann? Can’t we
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find some way to get her down here? What can we do to help? We just want to know.”
“I’m all right. There’s nothing wrong with me.”
Yi-hsin deliberately avoided Miao-hua's eyes.
“You’ve changed so much. Don’t you realize?”
“What do you expect—ten years?”
“But you’re still young; you still have a future. You shouldn’t let yourself give up. We’re old friends. There
isn’t anything that you think you have to hide from me, do you?”
She waited for a response from Yi-hsin and then went on.
“You may have lost the family business, but you have some talent in music. In those days when the family
business took up so much of your time, you did not have enough time for your music. Now you can devote your
whole self to it if you want to. This is just the beginning.”
“Yes, you’re probably right, Miao-hua.”
She could tell that he neither approved of what she just said nor had any desire to contradict her. He just wasn’t
interested.
“If you think I’m right,” Miao-hua said with all seriousness, “you should cheer up and start all over again. You
have to think about the people—Ann, your children, all those who love you and have great faith in you.”
These were not extemporaneous remarks; Miao-hua had planned them, rehearsed them in her own mind, and in
some points had revised the phrasing after consultation with Chi-cheng. She prayed that Yi-hsin would take her
advice, or at least tell her his own plans. Why did he pace back and forth in his room day in and day out? Miaohua waited for a reply.
But Yi-hsin showed no sign of doing any talking. He poked at the dregs of the coffee with his spoon.
“Well, let’s go back.”
There was nothing more she could do but comply. They went home. He headed directly for his own room and
before Miao-hua could say anything, bid her good night and closed the door. She knew she had not accomplished
anything in this mission. Well, she still might be able to hear the second half of the recital. She dashed out and
managed to find an empty taxi.
*
At the concert Chi-cheng met some old friends he and Yi-hsin had known in Shanghai. They asked what had
happened to Yi-hsin and added that they still were interested in seeing him.
The Chous reached home to find the light in Yi-hsin’s room still on. Chi-cheng knocked on the door.
“Are you in bed now?”
“No.”
“Why don’t you come out and have tea with us.”
They sat in the room where Chi-cheng gave lessons. Chi-cheng showed their guest the program. Yi-hsin
looked at it and then put it on the top of the piano without asking whether the recital had been a success. Chicheng told him that he had encountered Tu Cheng-mei, Yeh Wei-kai, and several others and they wanted to play
hosts at a reunion party. They were all old friends in music circles, and Chi-cheng had already mentioned their
names a couple of times in the past week. The visitor had never shown any interest and did not inquire what had
become of them. But now he showed some animation.
“It’s a lot of bother—is it really necessary?” he asked.
“What do you mean?” Chi-cheng demanded. “We’d planned to throw a party shortly after you arrived. But
seeing how you felt, we postponed it. Now that you seem to be feeling a little better I think it’s about time we
invited these people to dinner. After that, they’ll want to play hosts for you, too.”
“But …”
Yi-hsin swallowed the rest of what he had to say.
“We’ll invite only old friends. I guarantee there won’t be anybody you don’t know. So how about Thursday?”
“It doesn’t make any difference, I guess.”
Presently Miao-hua changed the subject to music and insisted that Yi-hsin pick up the violin and try it.
“I insist. Now, please, Chi-cheng and I are the only ones who’ll hear you.”
“I haven’t done this for a long, long time. I know I’ve forgotten it completely.”
Reluctantly he took up the violin; he could not hit the right notes. At least, he was trying; Miao-hua could see
his hands trembling.
“No, no—you see—I’ve forgotten.” He put the instrument down again.
Miao-hua was so disturbed that she could not bring herself to say anything. Later, neither she nor her husband
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could go to sleep.
“I think you should take him to see a doctor,” Miao-hua suggested.
“I’ve tried to get him to go. He refused to listen to the idea.”
They talked for quite a while. Miao-hua repeated what she had already told him on their way back regarding
her failure in the coffee shop.
“I just don’t understand how a man could change that much!”
“And I don’t see how he could forget entirely—the violin, I mean.” When Miao-hua suggested that he find an
instructor for their guest, Chi-cheng was not very enthusiastic. “Suppose he never gets back his touch?” he asked.
“What makes you think he’d even try? It seems to me that he’s just not interested in life any more.”
“Well, what can we do?” Miao-hua broke in. “We have to find out what’s wrong. And try to get him interested
in something again.”
“If we can,” her husband replied. “There must be something that’ll do it.”
“Well, we’ve talked enough about it tonight,” Miao-hua said. “It’s after two o’clock. And you have a class at
nine. Better try to get some sleep.”
They lay together waiting for sleep to come. In the quietness Miao-hua could hear the sound of Yi-hsin pacing
back and forth in his room.
*
All the guests were there. They had clustered around Yi-hsin. There were many things they wanted to ask
about old friends and acquaintances and what had happened to them. They waited to hear something from him.
But he treated all the questions with the same indifference.
Someone was talking about how interested in music people were in Hong Kong.
“Why don’t you give a recital yourself? There are a lot of Shanghai people here who’d remember your name.”
Yi-hsin put on a noncommittal smile. His eyes were looking elsewhere, not focusing long on any person or
subject. He made polite replies but never expressed a view or opinion. He was not aloof; he was just living in
another world.
While they ate, the idea popped up of arranging a big party to welcome Yi-hsin. All the guests would be cohosts; they soon settled on a restaurant and the principal dishes. Someone offered to bring in some ladies so that
Yi-hsin would have a partner. This idea received its usual acclaim, except for the visitor, who greeted it with a
bare semblance of a smile.
Seeing his guests off, Chi-cheng found that they shared his concern.
“Changed. Really changed,” observed Tu.
“He’s so remote and passive,” Yeh Wei-kai said.
“Did you ever send him to see a doctor?”
“Yes, we did. Miao-hua finally got him to go to a doctor the other day. He had a thorough checkup and the
doctor said there was nothing wrong. A little nervous, but he should be all right after some more rest.”
“I noticed he has a good appetite. So it’s nothing physical, you’d think. Of course, it was quite a blow, losing
the family business and all that. But worse things have happened to other people up there. And they get along all
right when they come out.”\fn{ I.e., out of Communist-held China. Hong Kong, at this time, was a British Crown Colony, having
leased the land on which it is built from the old Manchu Dynasty for 99 years. The lease came to an end in 1997, and the area became part
of China once again.}

They parted, agreed to do something to try to help their friend.
By the time Chi-cheng went into the house, Yi-hsin had already retreated to his room. And the light was turned
off, Chi-cheng felt he should not disturb him,
Miao-hua was preparing to go to bed. She told her husband that when she was cleaning up after the party, their
guest had thanked her briefly, said good night, and gone into his room without waiting for an answer.
“He wasn’t happy at all with so many people around.”
“Happy?” Miao-hua raised her eyebrow. “He just wasn’t there at the party.”
“But you notice he ate a lot,” Chi-cheng lit a cigarette. “While the others talked, he was busy with the food. I
was wondering,” he went on, “I wonder what Hsiao Tao is doing these days.”
Like most wives, Miao-hua did not approve of Hsiao Tao. She looked at her husband, her lips pinched up, but
he plunged on.
“I think Yi-hsin needs a little excitement. You know, a little stimulation.”
Miao-hua made no answer.
“I think I’ll ring up Hsiao Tao tomorrow, and ask him to take Yi-hsin out, Let’s see what that will do.” He
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stopped and looked at his wife. “Now, there’s no reason to get that expression on your face.”
*
Hsiao Tao, “little Taoh,” was a bachelor and a musician of a sort. Not even his best friends believed that he had
much talent, but he was a rather popular figure in motion-picture circles. He was also well acquainted in the
higher-class dance halls, where you could expect the girls to be attractive even if you took them out under the
light. He was no great friend of the Chous, but once in a while he would drop around and make himself pleasant.
So Chi;cheng called him up and asked him to meet him for tea.
When he heard the story, Tao agreed to take Yi-hsin out and show him around. Chi-cheng arranged to bring his
guest and meet Tao for dinner the next day. After dinner, Tao invited them to come along to the Yuan Shan
Ballroom. The plan was that after a few minutes, Chi-cheng would leave on the excuse that Miao-hua was waiting
up for him. This would give the other two men a chance to do what they wanted with the rest of the evening.
But the plan did not work out. No sooner had Chi-cheng started to excuse himself than Yi-hsin indicated that
he wanted to go home too. So Chi-cheng decided to hang on. They ordered drinks, and after Tao had a whispered
conference with the manager, two girls came over to join them, a petite Miss Chen in a green cheong-sam
trimmed in gold and a taller Miss Tien in a dark foreign-style dress. Even the sedate Chi-cheng felt a small tickle
of adventure.
But the girls had no visible effect on Yi-hsin. At first, he refused to drink; but after long persuasion, he finished
two small cups. This apparently warmed him a bit. Displaying more animation than his friend had seen before, he
began to take notice of Miss Chen at his side and even danced a couple of times. But then he refused to drink
another glass.
They went home at mid-night, after Tao had won the predictable argument with Chi-cheng as to who was to
pay the bill.
The outing changed nothing. Yi-hsin continued to hide himself in his room. Then the day of the reunion party
arrived. The hosts, mostly musicians Yi-hsin had known back in Shanghai, had invited some of the musicians they
had come to know in Hong Kong because they thought Yi-hsin should get acquainted with more people in music
circles. Among the guests was Hsiao Tao. Tao had not seen Yi-hsin since their evening out. His first move,
naturally, was to raise his cup and shout kan-pei at Yi-hsin. But the honored guest was not in the mood: he refused
to touch a drink, even a sip of beer. Miao-hua remembered that Yi-hsin was not a man much given to drink; but
Chi-cheng had told her how he had livened up the last time after two small cups of brandy at the dance hall, so
she joined others in urging him to drink. He repeated his refusal and began to show open signs of annoyance.
At first, people came to him for a little conversation, but seeing him glum and silent, they scattered around and
mixed with more convivial companions. Miao-hua kept on watching Yi-hsin and found him utterly uneasy when
people came to talk with him. He seemed to be himself only when no one bothered him and he was with his food,
After dinner most of the party went to a night club. Yi-hsin took a seat in the corner and did not ask the ladies if
any of them cared to dance, Miao-hua tried to engage him in the talk, but to no avail, His responses were the usual
monosyllables.
At this moment, Tao walked over and offered Yi-hsin a drink. He refused to take it,
“What’s the matter? You drank last time.”
“But I can’t.”
“You didn’t show any effects after two cups last time.”
“Well, if you insist, I’ll do it.” He took the glass and finished it in one gulp.
Tao was pleased and walked away. “If you have the capacity, why don’t you do it? I remember you looked
better when you finished two cups last time,” Chi-cheng said.
“But I can’t. I can’t drink any more.” Yi-hsin said this with some emphasis.
“You used to take a friendly drink back in Shanghai. Not that I remember you ever really enjoyed it.”
“No, I didn’t enjoy it. Later, I might as well tell you, I began to drink seriously. Too much; I began to have
trouble with it. It was so serious, in fact, that the doctor ordered me to give up smoking and drinking entirely.”
He said all this without apparent emotion. Presently someone came to ask Miao-hua for a dance and thus
interrupted their conversation. But Miao-hua got an idea; she was confident that if she could urge him to drink a
little she could draw out some clue from him. The next time she danced with her husband she told him her idea.
“If that brings a little life to him, I don't see why we shouldn’t try.”
They went home late that night, and as was his habit, Yi-hsin said nothing on the way and headed for his room
the minute they got home. He said good night without looking at either one.
*
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Time went on. It was more than two months after Yi-hsin’s arrival. He continued to spend his days in his room.
He talked little and ate a great deal. At night he often kept the light on, pacing back and forth.
The weather was getting colder. Chi-cheng volunteered to buy more clothes for his guest and took the occasion
to ask him whether he had any plans. Yi-hsin looked at him blankly and shook his head with infuriating slowness.
He took no interest in music, never showed any enthusiasm for an outing to some scenic spot, and turned down
invitations to see the newest film. So, inevitably, Chi-cheng gave up asking him. The Chous were sociable people,
and they returned to their habit of going out most nights. When they were not at home, Yi-hsin took his meals
with the children.
One day Kwang-chi told his mother that Uncle had eaten all the other dishes the previous night, leaving them
nothing but rice. Miao-hua explained to him that Uncle was a guest and hosts should be very polite to guests. But
she walked away from the lecture to her son feeling a bit uneasy.
“If Uncle is a guest, why must a guest stay with us so long?” Kwang-tan had demanded.
Miao-hua sensed that her daughter would not say such things of herself; she must be repeating what she had
heard from the amah. The Chous had working for them two amahs, Ah-ching, about fifty, and Ah-shih, a young
woman in her twenties. They were distantly related. Both felt that their master had been too good, too hospitable
to the visitor; and as the days went by, they grew rather openly contemptuous towards Yi- hsin. Miao-hua became
aware of this, and at the end of the month she gave them ten dollars extra and said that was from Mr. Wang Yihsin.
“Tai-tai, just how long is Mr. Wang going to stay here?” Ah-ching asked.
“Mr. Wang is Master’s best friend. This is his home. What difference does it make to you how long he stays
here?”
“Well, I’m only asking, Tai-tai. Is Mrs. Wang coming to join him?”
“Not in the near future. It takes time to arrange that.”
“In that case, he won’t move out.”
“Who said he has to? Let Master decide that!”
“Well, if he finds a job, he should be on his own.”
“Now, look, I told you that he and Master are like brothers. And this is his home.”
“But he is so much different from Master. Tai-tai, he is downright unclean, and you don’t know how he grabs
the best dish on the table. We dare not mention this to you, Tai-tai but, you see, when you and Master are not at
home, he takes all the best dishes. To keep him from doing this now we’ve started keeping some food out in the
kitchen for the children to eat later.”
Miao-hua couldn’t think of anything appropriate to say. Ah-ching spoke up again.
“Tai-tai, let me tell you our idea. Since he is going to stay on for heaven knows how long, why don’t we send
his food to his room? That will be good for him and good for the children.”
After this, when Chi-cheng and Miao-hua were out the amah would take Yi-hsin’s food to his room. When the
Chous were at home, they would ask him to join them at the table. One day a few weeks later, when Chi-cheng
had a dinner engagement and Miao-hua wasn’t feeling well, one of the amahs took the food for Yi-hsin to his
room. Next day, without seeking Miao-hua’s concurrence, the amah took the food to Yi-hsin’s room again.
When Chi-cheng asked why Yi-hsin was eating in his room, Miao-hua merely replied that it appeared that he
enjoyed eating alone. After this they did not see their guest for several days on end. Once in a long while when he
met Yi-hsin in the hallway leaving the bathroom, Chi-cheng wanted to say something, but nothing would come to
mind.
Often they had friends drop in for a meal or just for a chat, and Chi-cheng was sometimes inclined to ask Yihsin to come out. But Miao-hua always stopped him from any such venture.
“Let him eat in his own room. He feels better that way.”
When lichi had come into season and were brought to the table after supper, Chi-cheng would ask if some had
been sent to Yi-hsin’s room. To such a question, Miao-hua’s standard answer was:
“You people better take some first. He might not want to be disturbed right now.”
As time passed their guest became little more than a shadow in the family. Old friends like Tu and Yeh would
inquire about him when they dropped by. Miao-hua would say:
“Let’s not disturb him—he’s resting.”
In fact, their inquiry was merely civility. They knew that the visitor did not care to talk. After a while they did
not; even bother to ask what had become of him.
*
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Now the only person the guest saw everyday was the amah who brought him food. Chi-cheng and Miao-hua
sometimes got a glimpse of him in the hallway when he made a trip to the bathroom. Now he tried to avoid even
that. He would open his door slightly and, if no one happened to be passing in the hallway, would walk rapidly,
head down, to the bathroom. He would make his retreat in the same manner. And he would leave no trace of
himself behind. His tooth-brush, his razor, and other toilet articles he kept in his bedroom.
At night he often turned off his light right after his evening meal. When everybody else had gone to bed, he
would get up, turn on the light, and pace back and forth in the little room. For days his host would not cross paths
with him. Chi-cheng was busy during the day, with no time to think about his friend. But at night he was assaulted
by unkind words from his wife. In fact, Miao-hua’s tone became quite annoying.
“Chi-cheng, you simply have to do something. Yes, he is your good friend; you don’t have to remind me again
of that. But he can’t stay with us all his life, can he?”
“He’s also your friend,” Chi-cheng retorted. “Why don’t you write to Ann?”
“How? I don’t even know her address. Anyway, that’s beside the point. I mean why can’t he find a job, do
something? We are not his brother and sister. We are not his parents. What’s he doing—planning to retire right
here in this house? I tell you, I’ve had just about enough!”
Chi-cheng began to get angry himself.
“What do you mean? He’s been with us hardly half a year. I don’t want to hear any more about it!”
“Now, don’t misunderstand. I don’t have any grudge against your friend. But I’d like to know just what our
responsibilities are. You can argue that he is recuperating from some terrible experience, but for how long? And is
there any hope that he’ll ever change?”
Chi-cheng was tempted to tell Miao-hua that, from the way she talked, you’d think that Yi-hsin was his friend
only and that she had never even met their guest before he came to Hong Kong. But he decided on a softer reply.
“I think you’d better write Ann a letter urging her to come down.”
“I write to Ann? Why? I’ve never seen him write to Ann nor Ann to him since his arrival.”
“How do you know?”
“How do I know? Very simple. He doesn’t know anyone else here, so he couldn’t possibly have a forwarding
address except our own place right here. As to his sending out any letters, I don’t think he has enough money for
the postage.”
Chi-cheng was disgusted.
“You shouldn’t have said that. Don’t forget that you’ve lived in their family.”
“No, you misunderstood me. I’m not looking down on him. If he doesn’t want to write, what can I do? If he
did, naturally I would have mailed it for him.”
Chi-cheng felt the futility of going on with the argument. But he made a mental note to leave some money for
Yi-hsin the next morning. Miao-hua sensed that her husband was angry and excused herself by saying that she’d
run along to see that the children had gone to bed and turned out the lights. In a short while she came back.
“You hear that? He’s pacing back and forth again, just like a ghost. He belongs in a haunted house, not here!”
Chi-cheng made no reply.
“He always turns on all three—the desk lamp, the overhead light, and the one by the side of his bed. I’ve asked
the amah to put in small bulbs, but, believe me, the electricity bill went up to forty dollars last month.”
Such an assault of words became very frequent; all Chi-cheng could do was to try to ignore it. Though he
resented his wife’s attitude he nevertheless realized that something had to be done. He wondered if he could write
an old friend in Shanghai to carry a message to Ann. But he hadn’t written in a long time and wasn’t sure of the
address.. And it was a hard thing to bring up such a delicate matter, especially when you had to be guarded in
what you had to say.
Days went by and everything seemed to move along as usual, at least on the surface. But deep in Chi-cheng’s
heart the impact was felt. You couldn’t deny that the presence of their guest was beginning to affect his family
life. He loathed hearing all his wife’s complaints and yet he did not have any answer to the problem. And he did
not know whether he should have a showdown with his wife, or how.
In the daytime it was quiet at home; Chi-cheng was out teaching and the children were in school. But whether
they were cleaning up the house or whether Miao-hua was reading the newspaper or Ah-ching was cooking the
meal the women in the household could not forget the presence of Yi-hsin. They wondered what he was doing in
his room and what made him pad back and forth from wall to wall.
Every month, Miao-hua continued to give ten dollars extra to the amahs in Yi-hsin’s name. She did not tell the
amahs the money actually came from her; it was, in fact, hardly necessary. However, in order to relieve her
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feelings one day she did tell one of her neighbors, Mrs. Chen.
“I did it, of course, to give him a little face. But I don’t really fool anybody. Our amahs know he isn’t making a
cent.”
And Mrs. Chen offered some neighborly advice.
“Send him back to Shanghai.” Then she added: “If he really turns out to be crazy, a shen-ching-ping, what are
you going to do?”
From that time, Yi-hsin had the nickname of shen-chin-ping. When Chi-cheng was out teaching the women of
the house began to call the guest by this name, and inevitably, they began to use it right under Chi-cheng’s nose.
Then the notion of having an insane man as a guest in the house got into Miao-hua’s head. Often she would go to
see a friend and explain that she just had to come out because they had this shen-ching-ping at home. She became
a little frightened; so did the amahs and her son and daughter.
Thus the situation took a turn: it was no longer that Yi-hsin was afraid of meeting people; people were afraid of
meeting him.
*
Then curious little things began to happen. Kwang-chi reported that he had seen Uncle pacing back and forth
in the living room at night. Ah-ching said she smelled cigarette smoke in the guest’s room. He must have stolen
the cigarettes from the living room. And Ah-shih found food missing from the refrigerator. All of these happenings were relayed to Chi-cheng at night in somewhat exaggerated terms.
“Now you tell me what to do!” Miao-hua pressed for an answer. “In the past at least he stayed in his own
room. Now he comes right out to do his pacing in the living room. And he’s beginning to steal things—”
“Don’t bother me, will you?”
“I don’t want to bother you. Yes, you have to be good to your friend. But did it ever occur to you that you
should also take into account your wife and son and daughter? Suppose one day you’re out and he runs wild and
something happens—I’m afraid of the man. And so are other people!”
“You don’t know what you’re talking about!”
“What I’m talking about? That’s possible. But don’t you understand? The man’s not normal!”
“When you say such things you should remember Ann.”
“Ann?” Miao-hua burst into a malicious laugh. “Mrs. Chen told me that she heard about her from someone just
out from Shanghai who used to know the Wangs. The truth is, Ann divorced Yi-hsin a long time ago.”
“Divorced?” Chi-cheng was stunned.
“And do you think it’s any wonder? I don’t think you can blame Ann, or any other woman for that matter. A
man no longer rich who still wants to live high. Who wouldn’t get a divorce from such a loafer?”
“All right, all right.”
“But you have to do something. We can’t afford to keep this man for the rest of his life.”
Miao-hua knew she could not expect to get a straight answer from her husband, but she felt the need of driving
some sense into his head.
“He has been with us only a few months. After the new year I’ll talk it over with some old friends and see what
we can do.”
Chi-cheng did not mean what he said, but he hoped this would shut up his wife for a while. He was very much
taken aback by the news of Yi-hsin’s divorce, but when he started to think about it it wasn’t so surprising. After all
so many things had happened in these years, and he remembered that he had heard about other old acquain-tances
breaking up. He began to visualize what had happened. Probably loss of the family business first and then
unemployment. With all this Yi-hsin had probably begun to worry too much and to find fault with his wife. Then
Chi-cheng’s imagination went further. Ann, he thought, probably had to go to work herself and at the same time
take care of the children. Maybe she had met somebody else, somebody with a job and some security. Or else, for
the sake of the children, knowing that Yi-hsin could not find a job again, she had decided to leave him.
Deep in these thoughts, Chi-cheng did not want to hear any more complaints from Miao-hua. But Miao-hua
would not let him alone.
“You said you'll talk this over with Cheng-mei and Wei-kai, but what good will that do? They can afford to say
things pleasant to hear because he isn’t staying with them. You know what I’d do? I’d send him back to Shanghai
before Christmas. There will be friends in our house during the holidays, and here you have a shen-ching-ping at
home.”
“Now, stop that!” Chi-cheng was furious. However, he did not want to make a scene with his wife; he stood up
and said he was going out.
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“Now, wait—”
Miao-hua stood up to stop him. He gave her a look of contempt.
“You’ve obviously forgotten how you spent Christmas at their home. What sort of woman are you?”
Chi-cheng picked up his topcoat and walked out.
It all came back to Miao-hua now with cruel vividness, the Christmas when she gave him the cashmere
sweater as a gift. And the Yi-hsin of those days came back too; his health and smart looks, his high spirits and his
humor. She remembered how she had toyed with the hope that he might show her a little more affection, a little
more than the care of a brother. She remembered clearly the day Yi-hsin had brought back three tickets for a
picture called For Whom the Bell Tolls, only to find out that Ann had a terrible headache. Ann insisted that they go
and leave her alone. Yi-hsin had joked with her:
“You feel it safe for me to go out with such a pretty girl?”
“Not with any other girl. With Miao-hua I have complete confidence.”
And in the hallway, she remembered as if it were yesterday that he had helped her put on her coat. She had so
much wished that Yi-hsin would embrace her. Turning back, she said with all her charm:
“Ann may feel it quite safe for me to go out with you alone. But I don’t.”
“Of course. You are a girl. You should always be cautious.”
He smiled, but with all the seriousness of an older brother. She recalled that she had tried to adjust his tie and
felt such a warmth from his body as to make her wish him to hold her in his arms. But he raised his head and let
her adjust his tie without making any such move. Then he shouted:
“Ann, we’re going now.”
Miao-hua felt herself blush to the end of her ears. She began to regret the way she treated him, the contempt
she had developed for this stranger in her house.
“He can’t be mad! But suppose he is. He might dash out of his room and come straight at me—”
Miao-hua gave way to tears.
*
For several days Miao-hua did not mention Yi-hsin's name. Nor did Chi-cheng. Then he discovered that Yihsin was not getting the same food as that served to the family. This made him furious and he decided to give Yihsin’s feeding his personal supervision. Before mealtime he would walk into the kitchen and see to it that
adequate food was delivered to their guest. He also hoped that during the Christmas holidays he could persuade
Yi-hsin to take a little trip to Macao\fn{ At that time, a Portuguese colony on the Chinese coast; it is also now part of China .}
with him. School was out for about two weeks. Perhaps if they took the ferry together to Macao the change of
scene would do something for the visitor. And he might even talk about what had happened to him.
Miao-hua was busy shopping for gifts; she was not a Christian, but she took Christmas seriously. Chi-cheng
wondered what sort of gift he should buy for Yi-hsin. Money might be the most welcome thing, it suddenly
occurred to him. He had never asked his friend about money, fearing such a move might injure his dignity. Shortly after Yi-hsin’s arrival more than once he had left some cash in his room, but since their guest had never used
any of it, he had given up the practice. Now he decided to put a thousand dollars into an envelope\fn{ A note reads: A
thousand Hong Kong dollars is about one hundred eighty U.S. dollars. [The book in which this story appears was printed in 1961.] .} with
a greeting card and slide it under yj-hsin's door. He wouldn’t tell his wife. True, a thousand dollars was a lot of
money, but he couldn’t forget that without the funds Yi-hsin’s family had given them he and Miao-hua would
never have been able to come to Hong Kong.
That evening after dinner Chi-cheng slipped the envelope under the door. He expected the guest to come out
either to thank him or to raise hell with him for giving him money. But Yi-hsin did neither. .
Next morning to their great surprise Ah-chjng reported that Yi-hsin had left the house. And there was an empty
brandy bottle in the living room. Chi-cheng became worried and searched his friend’s room, but found no clue of
his intention. Coming back out he told everyone to be calm, that if Yi-hsin did not show up in another twenty-four
hours he would go to tell the police. They waited. By supper time they hardly wanted to talk. Soon the children
went to bed, and then it was time for Chi-cheng and Miao-hua to retire.
“Why don’t you go to bed? It’s been a long day,” Chi-cheng said.
“No, I’ll wait up, too.”
She was restless and did not know what to do with herself. Presently she walked into Yi-hsin’s room. It had
been a room of mystery in the past months and now all the mystery had gone with the man. It was just another
room. She looked at the furniture and the curtains, and the bygone days came to assail her again. And she thought
of Ann.
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“But Ann divorced him,” she murmured to herself.
There was a little alarm clock on the desk and the hands pointed to eleven-fifteen. There was complete silence
in the house; the silence became terrifying. She walked back to the living room, where Chi-cheng was on a sofa
deep in thought.
“Why don’t you say something, say something?”
Miao-hua became a bit irritated.
“What is it you're thinking about?”
“I was just thinking,” Chi-cheng said slowly, “that the money we got this house with came from Yi-hsin.” This
sent Miao-hua to the edge of tears.
In the quiet the bell suddenly rang with startling violence. Chi-cheng rushed to the door, and there was Yi-hsin,
carrying several packages.
“Chi-cheng, I finally got to Hong Kong!” he shouted at the top of his voice.
Chi-cheng could smell the brandy. Seeing Miao-hua, the visitor grinned widely.
“You are Miao-hua, aren’t you? I’m Yi-hsin—don’t you recognize me? I finally got to Hong Kong and I’m not
going back. It’s no good for people like us any more. Besides, Ann’s divorced me. You remember Ann; Ann’s
divorced me.”
Chi-cheng tried to force him to sit down.
“Yi-hsin, you’ve had quite a bit to drink. Just sit down and take it easy. I’ll send Miao-hua to make some
coffee for us.”
“Had a couple of drinks but I’m not drunk, old boy, not at all. Don’t you understand—here I am in Hong
Kong! Are you people all right? From the look of things you’re doing fine.”
Then, humming something to himself, he made his way to the music room. Chi-cheng followed. For a moment
Yi-hsin stared at Chi-cheng’s violin and then took it up.
“Still at it—good!” He drew the bow tentatively across the strings and the first bars of a Mozart serenade came
soft and sure.
“Haven’t touched a violin in a long time, you know. But some of the touch is still there, you see.”
He put the violin down carefully.
“Time enough for that tomorrow. Now, where’s that wife of yours?”
“Miao-hua,” Chi-cheng cried out, “come in here. In the music room. Yi-hsin is all right now. It’s all come back
to him.”
Miao-hua walked in with coffee.
“I heard,” she said. “It sounded fine—just like the old days. You’re your old self again. Let’s plan a concert
after Christmas.”
“Christmas, that’s right.” He laughed with excitement. “After Christmas, after Christmas.”
From his pocket he took a small box and handed it over to Miao-hua.
“Merry Christmas!” With his hands on Miao-hua’s shoulders he went on to say, “Which Christmas was it you
gave this vest to me? Do you remember?”
Miao-hua watched the smile on Yi-hsin’s face, that familiar and enchanting smile. She saw in his eyes the
warmth, that warmth of old days that could win the heart of almost any woman. But Yi-hsin took no notice of her
stare, He turned to Chi-cheng.
“Time certainly goes by in a hurry. Here you are with two children almost grown up.”
“But Yi-hsin, we are not old yet. There’s still a lot of life to be lived for us. But you’d better get a good night’s
sleep, We can talk about all that tomorrow.”
“I am not sleepy, not at all. Sleepy when I’ve just come to Hong Kong? Give me a drink, Chi-cheng, will you?
Let’s all have a drink.”
“Yi-hsin, you’ve had enough. Save it for tomorrow.”
“No, I want one. We all want one to celebrate our reunion.”
“All right, I’ll get it.” Miao-hua walked out. The two men sat on a sofa and Yi-hsin sighed, suddenly not so
high-spirited.
“Time certainly goes by, Chi-cheng. Human beings, like the poet said, are nothing but guests in this world. You
and me, we’re about the same age and yet we’re getting old. Old, yes. And what have we accomplished? Nothing. Nothing at all. We had ups and downs. Sometimes up and sometimes down, and a guest all the same, Either
way! Am I right?”
Miao-hua brought three glasses. Yi-hsin picked up his first. He raised it and said:
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“Let’s kan-pei to our reunion, We are all guests in this world, like I’m a guest at your home.”
“Yi-hsin, you shouldn’t say that. This is your home too.”
“No, I don’t want any home; I don’t have any home. Ann divorced me long ago. And in her heart I was only a
guest. We all are. Now, Miao-hua, get me another drink.”
He handed his glass to Miao-hua and, seeing that Chi-cheng had not finished his, he urged, “Drink it up and
play something for me. Remember, I haven’t heard you play for ten years. Think of it, ten years!”
Miao-hua brought in another drink and told them the coffee had cooled.
“Well, warm it up and get some biscuits, or something. We’ll be out in a minute.” Chi-cheng wanted to keep
Miao-hua out of the way so that he could have a little talk with Yi-hsin. He closed the door.
Glass in hand, Yi-hsin half reclined on the sofa. He begged Chi-cheng again to play something for him. Chicheng picked up his violin and was deep in the Traumerei of Robert Schumann.\fn{German composer (1810-1856).} It
couldn’t have been more than two minutes. He was halted by the crack of something breaking. Yi-hsin had
dropped the glass on the floor. Chi-cheng thought for an instant that his friend had fallen asleep. But after a glance
at Yi-hsin’s face he shouted for Miao- hua. While she was telephoning the doctor Yi-hsin stopped breathing.
*
Next day Yi-hsin was cremated. Few people knew when he came or how he left.
“Obviously your friend had a very bad heart condition,” the doctor had told Chi-cheng. “If he had gone to a
physician up there in Shanghai he should have told him to stop drinking.”
“He did,” Chi-cheng said simply. Late on Christmas Eve, the family gathered around the tree and unwrapped
their gifts. They found Yi-hsin had given the children an assortment of toys appropriate for a much younger boy
and girl, and a sweater to Chi-cheng. The little box for Miao-hua contained a small Japanese pearl necklace.
Chi-cheng did not say a word. But suddenly Miao-hua gave way to tears.
“Maybe I shouldn’t have …” She broke off and shut the necklace box with a soft snap.
2
I was suffering from insomnia, heart palpitation, a general state of listlessness and depression—all symptoms
of a nervous breakdown. The doctor had advised me to take a few months’ rest in the country, and my mother
suggested that I go to grandmother’s home in a village called Hueilanchun. This was a small hamlet, south of
Shanghai, consisting of only a dozen families, and connected with the nearest town about two miles away, which
could be reached either by foot or by boat down a canal some three hundred yards from the village. Directly in
front of my grandmother’s house was a big rice-thrashing yard standing under tall trees and now overgrown with
patches of green. Behind us were hills which appeared magically, now very far away, according to the changing
lights and atmospheric conditions of the day.
Most of the residents of the village were farmers living a quiet simple rustic life. Back of our house was a fairsized garden, planted with bamboos and a few fruit and flowering trees, fenced around with a dilapidated hedge of
brushwood and twisting branches. An old, abandoned summer house dominated the garden now used by grandmother to keep her farming tools and odd pieces of furniture. One could easily imagine that in times past it was a
place dedicated to wine parties and enjoyment of flowers and the like, but no one is interested in such poetic
pastimes nowadays.
Grandmother had prepared a room for me in her house. The room faced directly a courtyard hemmed in by
neighbors. With people passing out and in continuously and the children playing around, it was far from quiet. I
asked grandmother if I could move to the garden. She asked me if I was not afraid of ghosts and I said no. In time
the whole place was refurnished and made livable and I moved in. The neighbors thought me queer for wanting to
live away all by myself.
One day I was sitting on a rock of marble by a pool. I heard a voice nearby:
“It’s lunch. Grandma asked me to call you.”
From the reflection in the water, I saw it was a girl, with a thin round face. She was wearing two plaits down
her back, a cotton print dress with rolled-up sleeves and gray trousers. I looked up and saw her very fair-skinned
unstockinged legs and black cloth shoes which were wet with the dew of the garden path. I don’t know why I did
this, but I touched her shoes and said:
“Your shoes are wet.”
She seemed frightened by this and ran away. As I stood up and saw her back, I was surprised. I had been here a
week and had not seen her once. Who was she and such a pretty one.
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At dinner table, I asked grandmother.
“She is an idiot,” was her reply.
“No! not such a pretty girl.”
Grandmother said she was an “embroidered pillow,” empty inside (as Chinese leather-framed pillows often
are).
“Why haven’t I seen her before?”
“She is different. She does not like meeting people and loves to stay away by herself.”
The conversation was interrupted by some one who had come in, probably to borrow something. I didn’t see
the girl again and put her out of my mind. Following the doctor’s advice, I tried to keep a regular life; early to
bed, resting and reading for pleasure even if I could not sleep, a sleeping pill if I really had to, and a morning walk
before breakfast, an afternoon nap once more, a little stroll and supper. Some neighbors would come in for a chat
after supper; I would listen for a while and then retire.
Thus the days passed very peacefully, and I began to know some of the villagers. There was one Li Pinyang, a
quiet man, over thirty, who could play a good game of chess. We were at about the same level of skill and played
quite often and thus got to know each other well.
The morning after I moved into the garden, I had a strange feeling. No more children’s and women’s voices,
but only bird songs. The garden was profuse with them in the early hours of the morning with the birds flitting in
and out of the bamboo grove. It was May, and the air was exhilarating and fresh.
I got up early before everybody to walk around the garden, sniffing at the clean morning air. I saw the shadow
of a girl crouched on the other side of the hedgerow, her eyes directed at the bamboo grove. As I turned my head
to look, she seemed aware of me, stood up and hastily disappeared.
I didn’t think anything of it, but the second morning, she was there again, on the same spot. Moreover, she
seemed to make a kind of noise which could be heard above the chirping and twittering of birds. I was curious,
but didn’t want to frighten her away. This went on for about a week; the same girl, the same repeated scene.
I was enormously curious, and decided to find out what the girl was doing.
On the eighth or ninth morning, I got up especially early, and hid myself in a spot close to the hedgerow,
sheltered by the bamboos so that I could see her unobserved. It was yet gray and misty, the air fresh and luminous
with the pale glow of the eastern sky. Soon the bird calls started. First, one for two cries from one bird, then a
second one answered it, as if holding a dialogue. At that moment, a third voice, round, human, high-pitched, yet
certainly unlike our everyday talk, echoed from the other side of the fence.
It was the girl’s. She was wearing an ash-gray long gown, with two plaits hanging down her back. The bamboo
grove suddenly buzzed with noise, and the first two flew straight toward the fence and alighted there, chirping
incessantly as if holding a conversation with her. The girl’s round face was uplifted toward them, her eyes lit up
with a strange sparkle of joy and tenderness. She was emitting a kind of sound, which was neither song, nor
speech, but which I can only describe as bird talk. The two little ones would now alight near her or upon her, now
flit back to the hedge, twittering without stop like busy, excited old friends.
By this time, the mist had lifted, and I saw more clearly the girl’s face with a small chin and thin lips and pretty
little nose. And what a glow of pure, intense joy from her eyes below her wide forehead: Stranger still, her skin
was white and clear like porcelain as if she had never been exposed to the sun.
It seemed one of the two birds suddenly discovered my presence, flitted inside the fence and out again. In
answer to the signal, the girl looked in my direction. Since she had seen me, I thought it best to come out and
greet her. I made a bow and said:
“Good morning.”
She turned around to go away, then stopped as if to take a second look at me.
“Don’t be afraid,” I said to assure her. “I live here. You know, don’t you?”
She seemed relieved a bit, gave me another look and smiled without reply. Then she went away.
“I shall be here tomorrow morning,” I called after her. “We’ll listen to the bird songs together.”
*
“Who is this girl?” I asked grandmother that afternoon, as she sat in the yard shelling big beans.
“It’s that idiot girl. Poor child,” grandmother said.
“Is she the same girl who came to call me for lunch the other day? Why haven’t I seen her again?”
“She doesn’t like to mix with people and people leave her alone. Her brother doesn't know what to do with
her.”
“Who’s her brother?”
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“Pinyang, the one who comes to play chess with you.”
“Are her parents dead?”
“Yes.”
“Then she is living with her brother?”
“Pinyang was married two years ago. You have seen his wife. Very able and smooth—you know what I mean.
They have a child.”
I immediately conjured up a picture of an innocent, sweet girl sharing the house with a capable and shrewd
sister-in-law.
“Then she lives with her brother? What’s her name?”
“Yunchien,” grandmother said. As if immediately sensing my sympathy for her, she added, “her sister-in-law
doesn’t treat her badly.”
“At her age, why don’t they send her to school? How are they financially?”
“Pinyang has two shops in town. Yunchien was a dull student. She was kept back in her class and didn’t
graduate from the elementary school till last year. So her brother doesn’t think it is worth while to continue her
education.”
“You say she is dull. She doesn’t look so to me at all.”
“Embroidered pillow!” spluttered grandmother. “She is seventeen now. She can’t do needlework. Never does a
thing right when you ask her to do something, just like a child. And she can’t talk properly the way a grown-up
girl should. She usually keeps quiet, and when she is told to give a message, she gets all involved. Even when her
mother was living, she didn’t know what to do with her.”
“She seems to like birds.”
“That she does. She loved birds when she was a child-sparrows, magpies, swallows, it didn’t matter what. She
used to talk to them, and now she is already seventeen and is still doing it. She has stopped because people laugh
at her, but secretly she still goes out to watch the birds.”
A neighbor woman came in and seated herself helping grandmother shelling beans. She asked if we were
discussing the “idiot.”
“Why do you call her—”
“Everybody calls her that,” grandmother explained.
The woman said, “The other day her family asked a go-between to arrange a match for her, but the boy’s
family heard she was an idiot and of course didn’t want her.”
Grandmother added, “She herself is not thinking of finding a man. Just is not interested, like when she was
thirteen or fourteen.”
“An idiot will be an idiot even when she is sixty,” said the woman.
“She can’t mentally grow up.”
Grandmother replied, “Marriage won’t make her happier. It’ll be hard on her in a new family.”
“But she can’t remain a maid and live with her brother’s family,” said the woman.
It made me very uncomfortable to hear all this. There was a heavy padlock to the garden gate opening on the
south. The next morning I took the heavy long key from the back wall of the summer house and opened it. I stood
there waiting for Yunchien’s appearance. This was farther away from the hedge.
It was a bright, clear dawn, with a few clouds and a pale moon in the sky. The sun was just coming up. Yunchien appeared and stood outside the fence, like yesterday. She was neither aware of my presence, nor expected it.
I remained where I was, watching her. She stood still, without a sound, just listening to the bird songs, her face
transfigured with an intense light, bright and happy, so different from her usual expression. Then she called
sweetly and in answer two birds flew straight toward her. Something had come out from inside her, alive and
intense. She crouched down and seemed to be talking to them. Then the two flew away and another two came.
The birds seemed then to flock toward her and after a while flew up away. With her outstretched hand, she waved
goodbye to them. Unquestionably, she lived for those brief moments every day. I called softly:
“Yunchien.”
She turned round and saw me, showing a very intelligent and embarrassed smile. She didn’t reply, seemed to
be ready to turn away, yet remained pivoted, hesitant.
“Don’t go away. 1 wish you would regard me as one of those birds and talk with me the way you do with them.
You know I am staying with my grandmother for reasons of health.”
She didn't reply. Nor did she go away. Her smile did not indicate so much embarrassment as surprise and
unbelief at finding someone who felt as she did. Her brows were wrinkled in thought, and I was struck with her
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beauty and dignity.
“Won’t you come in?” I said. “I have many things 1 want to talk to you about.”
She didn’t move.
“Then I will come out.”
Suddenly she broke out into a smile, and said, “We can talk where we are.”
“All I want is that you believe me. I have the heart of a bird. I am not a man, just a bird.”
She nodded her head and smiled approvingly.
“I believe you understand bird talk.” I pursued. “I hope you will teach me.”
“How do you know?” She spoke at last. “No one believes me here.”
“But I do, 1 know because I have the heart and feelings of a bird.”
“But I can’t teach you. You won’t understand.”
“That must be because “ am stupid,” I said.
She gasped and said sympathetically, “Oh! I don’t think you are stupid. Do you know they call me idiot round
here?”
“You? I don’t believe it. You understand what the others understand, and besides a lot which those people can
never understand.”
“But I can’t study and can’t do housework. They all say that I cannot express myself straight, cannot say things
clearly.”
“They are wrong. If you want to study, I can teach you. It’s not difficult”
“You will teach me?”
“Of course. I have nothing to do. If you are willing, I will speak to your brother. I teach you books and you
teach me bird talk. How’s that?”
Then she appeared worried. “But … but I won’t know how to teach you bird talk. I don’t know how.”
“Don’t worry,” I said, “you just say, and if I can’t learn, I will teach you books all the same. I have really
nothing to do, you see.”
“Really? Then I will ask my brother. Only I am afraid,” she added, “you will find me thickheaded.”
“Nonsense. Don’t listen to people. I am a very thick headed person sometimes.”
“My teachers at school and the others all look down upon me. They don’t like me.”
“But,” I said, “those birds you were talking to a while ago don’t look down upon you. And they don’t dislike
you.”
“No, they don’t.”
“You see you still don't believe that I am one of them, that my heart and feeling are like those of a bird.”
She smiled and said lightly, “Then I will ask my brother.”
I saw her turn away and she waved to me with her hand in the same way that she had waved to the birds. I
knew she regarded me as her friend.
The next morning she appeared as usual. I waited till her session with her birds was over and she had said
goodbye to them before I went up to her. I asked her to come in and if she was ready to start classes this morning.
“My brother said that grandmother had told him that you’ve come here for recuperation and I shouldn’t bother
you.”
“Nonsense. I want to do something, I must do something … just two hours a day. You must tell your brother
that I shall be very glad and willing to do it.”
“But I didn’t tell him what we said yesterday—about my teaching you bird talk, and all that.”
“There is no need to. I say, you do this. Tell your brother to come and play chess with me this afternoon.”
She nodded and I added, “I will speak to him myself.”
“But don’t tell him about the other things—you know what I mean.”
“Don’t worry.” She didn’t say anything, but I noticed she was looking at me with the same friendly
understanding with which she had looked at the birds. There was a playful look in her eyes, lighting on me and
shifting again, implying that she had thoroughly understood me without another word, and penetrated into my
inner feelings. Biting her upper lip, she seemed to have many things to say and was at a loss how to say them. 1
was intrigued by what was inside this creature and wanted to ask her about many things, how she got along with
her sister-in-law etc. But I just stared at her silently, finally blurted out:
“Won’t you come inside?”
“No, I must go home. They will be looking for me.” Then she turned and went away in a hurry.
Pinyang, as I have said, was a quiet person. He had been to college for a year and stopped when his father died.
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Because of his circumstances and his natural contentment with running two shops, he did not go on. A reasonable
man of peaceful temper, he was said to be hen-pecked. His wife, the able sort of woman who always knows
what’s what, talked a great deal, was always rather demonstrative towards people, but one could always see that
she was putting on a front. Since knowing that she was connected with Yunchien, I had exchanged a few words
with her, and felt that she was an unreliable, deceitful cat with all her fine, polished manners, all in all a common
shrewd woman. I was sorry both for Yunchien and for her husband. Pinyang had discussed many things with me,
but so far had not mentioned his sister. That day, after two games of chess, I opened the topic.
“Didn’t your sister tell you that she wanted to take lessons with me?”
“Yes, she did, but I think that you have come here for a rest and it wouldn’t be right for her to bother you—”
“No bother at all. I am not really ill. And it’s a bore to have nothing to do all day.”
“But I must be quite frank with you. She is really very slow and dull at studies.”
“I don’t believe it. An intelligent girl like her, born of the same mother as yourself.”
“I was surprised, too. Both our parents were quite intelligent people. When sister was at school,” he said with a
sigh, “she was always kept back in her class, and the teacher couldn’t do anything with her.”
“Was it because she hated class work?”
“No, she worked very hard, but I don’t know why …”
“Stop thinking that way. Individuals have different aptitudes. Perhaps the method was wrong, or perhaps …
Anyway, let me try. I am curious about her case. From the few times I have seen her, she doesn’t seem that way to
me at all”
“I thought so, too. But she always failed—couldn’t be left with any responsibility in the house.”
“I think the reason must be she has lost herself-confidence. Once that is lost, you know what happens. One
becomes hesitant and confused. I once went through that myself.”
“Maybe,” said her brother. “She was mother’s favorite, and because of that I have thought of sending her to a
good high school in the city, but she never wanted to leave this place.”
“Maybe she doesn’t want to live in a strange city.”
“The truth of the matter is, she is afraid of school. It has been permanently spoiled for her. And I don’t think
she can.”
“That is strange. What does your wife say?”
“She thinks like any other women. Yunchien is of no help in the family, and since she is grown up, she ought to
be married off. That is what my wife hopes. But the way she is, she would only suffer in her husband’s family,
and I would be worried about her.”
“Then probably the only solution would be to send her to a high school in Shanghai. Here she is known as an
‘idiot’ and she can’t hang around for life with that label in this village and be of no help to anybody.”
Pinyang said after a while, “She is really a very warm and good-hearted girl, though very slow. She is willing
to do anything for me, and is anxious to do it, but she is slow and awkward with her hands and my wife would
rather not let her do it. When I am ill, she would come and sit on my bed, but my wife dislikes her, says she is
merely making a pretense. Well, many women are like that …”
I had sensed it all. Pinyang looked so tired and unhappy himself. It might be very well true that the girl did say
she didn’t want to go to school in the city, but there might be something else behind it. Pinyang’s wife wanted to
marry her off quickly and be rid of her, and school would only cost money …
We didn’t pursue the subject further, but agreed that Yunchien should come to me for studies the next morning,
at ten o’clock.
*
Thus Yunchien began her classes with me. I had taken courses in educational psychology, etc., but found her
indeed a very difficult case. At first, I felt like running up a blind alley. No matter what subject we were talking
about—Mandarin,\fn{The dialect of Chinese spoken in most of China and especially in the north of China.} arithmetic, nature
study, history, geography—she didn’t seem capable of following me. She stared at me stupidly, totally different
from her bright expression when she was talking with the birds. Sometimes she was not listening, and if she did,
she didn’t seem to grasp the meaning of the words. 1 was extremely patient with her, but even when she followed
my explanations word by word, I felt she was not getting at what I said. Sometimes I almost lost my patience, but
checked myself. I would try to build up her self-confidence once again.. I knew she was not mentally arrested. It
was just there was something in her which I had not probed, some special gift which I had not hit upon.
This went on for five days, then ten days. I stopped any subject which I thought was hopeless for her. I added
one hour in the afternoon and tried by means of stories and anecdotes to make her understand a point. It was hard
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on me, but our relations had improved and she had a growing confidence in me. She still came to the hedge, in the
mornings, but I did not intrude upon her until it was over.
Then she would appear promptly at ten, always wearing a mask over her face as soon as class work began. I
thought of a way of changing the method of teaching, of connecting up her studies with life itself, since the very
act of sitting over a book seemed to cause her mind to shut up entirely.
One morning, after her session with the birds, I suggested to her that we take a walk. It was a dark, cloudy day.
The hills were hidden behind banks of fog, like in a painting. The rice fields were green with the rice saplings, the
water rippling as a breeze passed over it. The country paths were heavy with dew and our shoes and socks were
wet, suddenly a magpie called from the top of a tree, and Yunchien stopped, her face lighted up as it had never
been while at her studies.
“Yunchien,” I said with a laugh, “I have taught you for about two weeks, and you have not yet taught me the
bird language.”
“Bird language?” she answered with a smile. “Yes, they talk,. too, but it isn’t what we call language.”
“But you do understand, don’t you?”
“Yes, I do. But I cannot tell you—”
“Then tell me what the magpie was saying a moment ago.”
“He says … he says no, it’s all wrong. It’s not anything we say.”
“But it says something. Animals have life, and having life, they want to eat, to go somewhere, to seek a
companion.”
“That may be,” She knitted her brow and was trying hopelessly to express something which could not be
expressed. “But they—they are different from us. They are not like us … How can I say it … Anyway, they are
not as complicated as human beings. They don’t say all those things we humans …”
Wrinkling her nose and knitting her brow, she was trying very bard to tell me what it was, but couldn’t. I did
not insist. Of course, I thought, it would not be just like translating a foreign language. If it were, she could
explain it to the village people and they would understand. As it was, nobody believed her when she said she
understood the bird talk. But I had no doubt as to her sincerity and the very real way she responded to the birds
and communicated her feelings to them.
“How did you learn it?” I asked.
“I don’t know myself. I knew it ever since I saw birds.”
After a while, I asked, “Do you know if the birds are happy?”
“Some are, some aren’t. They sometimes are, sometimes aren’t.”
“Do you try to comfort those who are unhappy?”
“Of course I do.”
“What did you say to them?”
“I can’t tell you, I just, just …”
She was very uncommon, I decided.
Then one day something happened.
Grandmother had asked me to go in and write a letter for her when Yunchien appeared for her class. I told
Yunchien to wait for me, and I would soon be back. When I came back, her face was lit up with an unusual light.
Holding a piece of paper, she asked me, in an excited voice:
“What is this?”
I saw it was a poem I had written the night before. It ran like this:
On Bird Talk
The partridges in the hills
Cackle and chuckle
Over the dust of the cities;
They gaggle and guggle.
The woodpecker in the garden
Sounds strange notes,
As telling stories of the old trunks,
He pecks and croaks.
And those orioles on the willows
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Bibble and babble
All day of the city in spring;
They gibble and gabble.
While the swallows under the eaves
Chit and chatter
Of men’s trivialities
They twit and twitter.
As for the parrots in cage,
They clack and cackle
Over the dogs and house cats
And the singing black kettle
So what can I do? Should I
Perch on a telephone wire
And listen all day to men’s
Useless piffling prattle?

“I wrote this last night,” I said.
“You wrote it?” Her face beamed. “I like it. Can I make a copy?”
“Sure you can—you understand what I am trying to say there?”
“Not quite. But I like it.”
“Have you studied poems?”
“No.”
There was a copy of Selected Tang Poems on the desk. I read a few to her and her reaction was immediate. I
seemed to have hit a spark in her soul somewhere. The strange thing was that as I taught her a few poems that day,
she could tell definitely and clearly she liked this one and disliked that one. Her dullness was gone. The light in
her eyes had come back again. I do not understand how she understood those poems. I just said the words to her,
but of course what constituted poetry was always something beyond the words, the suggested thoughts, moods
and overtones. Her knowledge of the written language was elementary, but she seemed to have been able to go
straight for the meanings and moods over the barrier of the words, and without any difficulty. Stranger still, she
could learn to repeat a poem very quickly whereas she had the greatest difficulty in remembering other things.
The next morning, we went out for a walk, and while walking I found she had memorized a few poems taught the
day before, as well as the poem on Bird Talk. What was stranger still, in her intonation, she was able to bring out
all the nuances and meaning which I had only vaguely appreciated, and in reciting that poem on Bird Talk, she
brought out and even created something of which I was not aware of myself when I wrote it.
We went to sit on the altar stone of a grave. Accidentally I touched the smooth, porcelain-like skin of her hand.
“Yunchien,” I said, but didn't know what I was going to say. It was late spring. The sky was an azure blue, and the
fields were green. Around us was a profusion of wild flowers, yellow and purple. “Do you like spring?”
“I love spring. There are birds and flowers.” She brushed off my hand and went off with a leap to pick the
flowers.
I sat on the altar stone, thinking what a strange creature she was. Around her and in her I saw the beauty and
the joy and the glow and the glory of the child. When she returned with her flowers, she sat on the stone with me,
and I started to tell her about all the mysteries of the universe, of flowers and plants, and the relation with
sunlight and moisture, and then as our faces were turned toward the sky, I told her about thunder and lightning
and the earth and the sun and its satellites. I wandered on and talked about geography. She didn’t understand all of
it, but she was vividly interested.
It was getting hot and we started on our way back. It was one of the longest talks I ever gave her. We had
forgotten that we hadn’t even had our breakfast.
“Do you know that we had held our class already this morning?”
“That’s interesting.”
I told her to go home and asked her only to copy certain poems.
*
From that day on, she seemed to take greater interest in her work, and she was led gradually to express her
likes and dislikes and state them clearly by comparing them with what others thought. She revealed many novel
opinions and ways of looking at things. The only thing I could not teach her was arithmetic. There her mind was
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just a blank, with the simplest multiplications and divisions. I didn’t insist on her learning for I had discovered in
her an extraordinary gift of feeling and quick, immediate reactions. She couldn’t plan or calculate ahead. That was
why she remained so pure and guileless, which was her unusual charm.
The weather was getting hot, and I had greatly profited by this regular life in the country. My appetite
increased and I felt better and stronger all around.
Then a disastrous event happened.
It happened like this. She usually went home about midday without staying for lunch. That day, for some
reason, she was still in the house when we sat down to lunch. As she came near the table, she ran out of the house
all of a sudden as if in some great horror.
I couldn’t understand it. It was true, I had not asked her to join us. But that could not be the reason, for she had
never remained for lunch with us. I didn’t say anything, but felt she was upset at something and felt uneasy
myself.
The next morning, I expected her to show up at the hedge as usual but she didn’t. Nor did she come for her
lessons at tell. I began to be really worried. I had not quite realized until now how I missed her absence for even
one day.
I couldn’t eat my lunch, nor could I have the usual afternoon nap. By three o’clock, I couldn’t stand it any
longer and decided to go and see her in her home. Pingyang was away in town, but his wife greeted me and told
me that Yunchien was sick in bed.
I said in surprise, “Why, she was quite all right yesterday, and very lively.”
“You must have frightened her,” she replied. “She came home, looking ghastly, and went straight to her room
and wept and refused to eat.”
“I can’t think of anything I did or said,” I said, honestly puzzled. “It couldn’t be because I had not asked her to
stay for lunch.”
“Oh, no, not that.” She added a sympathetic note towards me. “That girl does not appreciate. When you are
kind to her, then she starts acting something. The best thing is to ignore her.”
“I don’t think it’s as simple as that. There must be a real reason for her fright.”
She smiled. “Do you really want to know?”
“Of course.”
She said most casually, “It’s because you had fried quail for lunch.”
I was stunned for a moment. I remembered that it was true, that a peasant had come to sell wild turtle-doves
and grandmother had asked me if I wanted some. We bought it and the quail was on the table.
“Don’t be angry with her,” Pinyang's wife said.
“Why should I be?”
“Other vegetarians make it their own business what they want to eat and leave others alone. But she doesn’t
want to see others eat meat; especially seeing poultry and fowl being eaten makes her ill. We just don’t let her see
it, and that is why we let her have her meals alone.”
“Is she vegetarian?”
“Has been always so with her mother who was a vegetarian herself. Usually she does not make such a fuss.
But yesterday she wept and wept and refused even to take supper.”
“Pinyang should have come and let me know,” I said, feeling very badly about it.
“On the contrary, he said that we shouldn’t let you know. You have given so much of your time giving her
lessons and it is not right for her to get into such a state when she sees you eating quail. It does sound ridiculous,
doesn’t it?”
I didn’t like at all what she said, and stood up.
“May I see her?” I asked.
“She is inside.” The woman led me into her room. It was a bare room, with an old desk standing in front of a
window, with books on it, an old wardrobe on its right and an old tea table on its left. On the wall over the tea
table I was touched to see a copy of the poem on Bird Talk which she had made herself. She must have felt deeply
disappointed in me.
Yunchien was lying in bed. She was not frightened to see me come in, but just sat up, her head bent, without
saying a word to me.
“Yunchien, I know I have done something wrong. Everybody makes mistakes. You should have let me know. I
would have listened to you. We are all more intelligent in some things and stupid in some others, aren’t we?”
Yunchien did not reply, but her face showed that she had relented towards me.
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The woman said to her, “Here is some one who takes the trouble to come and see you and you don’t even show
appreciation—”
I stopped her and came out. Before leaving the room I said to her, “I shall wait for you tomorrow.”
That night I lost some sleep thinking about the matter, and then didn’t wake up till I heard the bird cries. I
hastily got out and saw that she was already there busily whispering and twittering with the birds. That strange
beauty on her face, that happy smile, that gentleness and tenderness in her expression made her seem, standing in
the morning sunlight, almost like a saintly angel. I felt deeply ashamed of myself for my callousness and stupidity
of the day before. Beside that illumined look of hers, of unalloyed joy, I felt my own commonness. I stood and
waited silently outside the fence until she had waved her goodbye to her birds and then went up to her. In that
moment, I was seized by a feeling of her superiority and the spiritual expression on her face. I had never thought
her stupid, like the others, but I also had never quite realized as I did at this moment, what a rare, purified soul and
unblemished character this girl was, who was understood by nobody.
“Yunchien, I felt very badly about it all last night. I feel ashamed of myself, of my commonness and vulgarity.
I am glad that you opened my eyes to it.”
“But you are not angry with me. I am grateful,” she said very simply.
“It is I who should be grateful,” I said.
“I should not have been so upset,” she replied.
“But you must have been shocked.”
“Yes, I was. Because you said that you have the heart of a bird.”
“I have acted like a beast, I am afraid. I hope your feathered friends will forgive me.”
She was silent. A few tears rolled down her checks as she nodded by way of reply. Unconsciously we fell into
step walking toward the country. The hills spread before us in the morning sunlight. Suddenly I heard the call of a
turtle-dove, and immediately I thought of the one I had eaten.
“You hear it?” I asked.
“Yes, but they don’t know what you did,” she said as if she knew what I was feeling.
From that day on, I began a vegetarian diet; thought I have not kept it up and have reverted to eating meat, I
have refused to touch fowl and game birds again.
The incident left a strange effect on both of us. It seemed that it drew us much closer, and when we were
together, we experienced a happiness which came of complete understanding.
*
It was already near harvest time, and I had completely recovered. Grandmother believed that it was due to her
taking good care of me, and my mother and friends of Shanghai thought that it was the country air and the good
advice of my doctor. Except myself, no one knew of this inner experience and the happiness we had found in each
other which accounted for my complete well-being.
I knew I had to go back to Shanghai. I had asked for leave from the newspaper office and the friend who was
taking my place had written to ask me to come back. The problem came up. How was I to leave her alone here? It
would be a tragedy for her. I talked to her brother about it, saying that I would take her to Shanghai and get her
into a school, that she could stay in my home and she would be treated like my own sister, and that furthermore I
would be responsible for her expenses. Pinyang listened quietly and then said:
“Of course I believe you. But do you think this is what she—really needs, what she wants to go?”
“She should go to a high school, and besides I will take a bet she is not duller than you. Only your
temperaments and characters are different.”
“That may be. But the most important thing is to find her a husband who loves and appreciates her.”
I was sharply brought up by this remark. Was I in love with her? I had not thought of it. Of course I was. I
knew it and could not deny it. I had loved her for long time, and told Pinyang he had a most unusually gifted and
charming sister. I told him that I had never seen such a sweet girl with an unspoiled character.
“Then why don’t you marry her?” he asked.
I could not answer. I had just not thought about marriage.
“She is still very young,” I said. “Too young, I am afraid, to know whether she truly loves me or not. I am just
the first man who treats her with respect. If she is truly in love with me, of course I will marry her at once. But for
her own good, I suggest that she be sent to school in Shanghai for a year, and at the end of the year she can make
her own decision. I shouldn’t like to take this sudden advantage of her. I feel she is so different from others, so
gifted in some way as no others are and we ought to respect that and allow her to know her own mind. I promise
you during the year she shall be treated exactly like my own sister. I give you my word of honor and keep and
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hope to myself that she will love me.”
After a moment of thought, Pinyang said, “Have you asked her if she wants to go to Shanghai?”
“No, I have not even dared mentioning my going away to her. I have weighed this in my mind and thought I
should consult you first. If she wants to go and you won’t give the permission she will be heart-broken.”
Pinyang was lost in thought. Then he stood up and said:
“She was my mother’s favorite, really a very sweet and good-hearted girl, though a little stupid. I hope you
will never do anything to cause her distress if she gives her heart to you.”
I had spoken to Pinyang because I had already decided that if she could not come to Shanghai with me, I
would give up my job and remain with her. As she and her brother both agreed, the decision was soon made.
We lived at one of the terrace houses of Shanghai, inside an alley opening on an avenue. I had a room on the
second floor, and there was a back room on the same floor vacated by my younger sister who had just married and
was going to England with her husband, a doctor. After she left, it was lonely for my mother. I had three other
sisters, all married and all living in the same city, who often came to pay mother a visit. As for myself, I was
seldom at home. Yunchien’s coming seemed to fit in nicely, taking the place of my newly married sister. My
mother was of course very pleased with the arrangement.
Soon I discovered it was a mistake. I noticed this as soon as my sisters came for a visit. Yunchien was not the
type of girl to please other women, just as it was in the village. She could not engage in polite conversation, could
not play cards, could not help in the house. What was still more strange, she did not like to go out and see the city,
window-shopping or visiting the beauty shops. She just did not care for these things. At first, I took her to see a
movie, and we went together with the whole family, but after once or twice she asked me if it was all right if she
didn’t go. Of course I said she didn’t have to go if she didn’t enjoy it. I was busy all day with office and social
engagements. Yunchien was deprived of my company during the day and she did not get along with mother; still
less with the other folks who came and went. Suddenly she found herself very lonely with no one to talk to during
the day.
The servants, seeing that mother did not like her, also began to ignore her and pick faults with her in front of
mother. Yunchien never mentioned these things to me. I usually came home quite late, to find her waiting for me
at the door. Only during that hour could we be together. We often sat for a while in the parlor downstairs, eating
some fruit or sweets which I had brought home. She never spoke to me about what she did during the day, and I
gave her very little of myself. Thus the days passed.
I had applied for her admission to two schools, but I just had no time to coach her. When I took her to the
examinations, I saw she was very nervous. Then when the results of the entrance exams were published, I learned
that she had failed in both. I realized that I had neglected my duty as her tutor, brought a copy of the paper and
hastily returned home, to find her weeping alone in her back room. When she saw me, she made some excuse for
her red eyes. I told her that it was not so serious not to be admitted into a high school, and that I would find a
special school for girls who wanted to make up their studies. That day I took her to the Zaufoong Park. Then I
realized how long she had not seen birds and trees as her face shone once more with that rare, unique radiance.
We ended up by visiting a zoo, where she stood before the bird cages in the aviary and was quite excited like
always. We went to a vegetarian restaurant and came home quite late.
The next day I tried to look for a special school for her, and came home with two caged birds, a canary and a
Mongolian lark. This pleased her a great deal, but after two days she wanted to let them go. I persuaded her that
these birds had lost the power of looking after themselves in the unnatural surroundings of a city, that they were
certain to be caught by some one and they could be under no better care than with her. She could let them out
inside the room if she wished.
She accepted my advice and her life resumed. She was less lonely and when I saw her at night, she seemed
much happier than before. At night, she often talked to me about those two birds and often insisted on my going to
see them. Once she said to me:
“Without these two, I had to wait all day till you came home. With them, I feel like having two friends.”
I went back to my room and thought of these words, and realized now utterly lonely she must have felt before.
I began to notice that she had largely been left alone by the family and the servants, and since she failed to get
admitted, it had become worse for her. I was all the more anxious for her to enter a school.
To my surprise, on the third day after I had registered her name, I came home and found her waiting for me at
the door. As soon as we had come into the parlor, she said to me:
“I would rather not go to school.”
I asked why and told her that she should get used to being in school and mixing with people, that she could not

561

go on hiding herself away from human society. Then she sobbed silently, and finally made a great effort and said
to me.
“If you will let me, allow me to serve you as your maid. Please don’t force me to go to school.”
I talked to her. I said that she must learn self-confidence, that she was good as anybody, if not better, that she
must just try, and that she must not disappoint her brother and myself who had faith in her.
She did not mention this again and each time I came home, she received me at the door with a book in hand,
always with a smile. But the light and radiance had gradually gone out from her face.
Then one night, something terrible happened.
I returned at about ten o’clock. I heard at the door my mother’s loud voice talking to the servants.
“Let her be! If she wants to go hungry, it’s her business! My cat killed her birds. But nobody made the cat do
it. I have treated her all this time like a guest, and she—”
As soon as I stepped into the room, mother told me all about it. I told her to be patient with her because she
was not just like the others, and went quickly upstairs. She was a sight when I saw her, her face pale and trembling with unbearable despair, as she faced the two dead birds and the empty cages. She was not only in misery
about the birds, but in addition was seized with a fear for having offended mother. In utter despair and anguish,
she held my hand and apologized for having brought trouble to my home.
“It’s not your fault. It’s mine,” I said to her as I held her small face in my hands. She was silent. I noticed that
she was trembling all over and her cheeks were icy cold. On that beautiful face of hers, I saw her quivering lips,
her dazed look, her expression of wanting to do good and having failed. I saw her and understood her. I bent down
and our faces touched, and I felt her cold flesh and her shivering body and her icy hands. She whispered to me.
“Let me go home tomorrow, will you?”
“Anything you wish, but I will come with you. I will be always with you.” I knelt down beside her and kissed
her hands.
She was silent and lifted her head.
“Will you marry me?” I asked. “We can go and live somewhere else.”
“Do you want me?” she asked
“I am only afraid I am not worthy.”
“No, I am unworthy to be your wife. You have your society, your career and your future. I don’t see how I can
fit in.”
“But I love you and cannot live apart from you.”
“Listen,” she said. “I am yours, belong to you anyway. You can have me any time you wish. But you must
consider carefully. I am no good for anything, cannot study, cannot mix with people, cannot take care of a house I
am just no good to you, or to anybody.”
Mother had waited downstairs, and noticing that I was a long time in her room, raised her voice again. Yunchien urged me to leave her and join my mother. But I ignored her and remained close in her embrace, till I heard
my mother angrily walking out of the house.
“We will go to Hangchow tomorrow. I have a friend whose aunt has a private chapel. It is her own place for
devotional exercises. She has a room for rent and I have once lived there. She is a widow without children. That is
why she has built that place for her devotional exercises. It is a beautiful quiet place. We can stop there first and
plan slowly for a home of our own while I look for a job. I love Hangchow. If I can find a job in Hangchow, we
will live there.”
“Don’t ask me,” she replied, her voice still trembling. “I don’t understand anything. I place myself in your
hands. Whatever you say is all right with me.”
We remained thus silent, hearing our hearts pounding together, forgetting all time, lost in ourselves and our
destiny, willing to let the world take care of .itself. Finally I urged her to go to bed early and not think about it so
that she would be fresh for the journey the next day. Then I left.
The next day, I asked for leave from my office, found some one to take my place, and took the one ten train for
Hangchow with Yunchien by my side. She felt like a bird who had been let out of a cage into a forest, her face
shining like a white cloud in the sun.
*
Pengwu was the Buddhist name of my friend’s aunt. She was well educated, had lost her husband quite young
and was without a child. Later she became a Buddhist under the tutorship of an old run. She had not become a nun
herself and had not cut off her hair, but had built this small chapel for herself where she lived with the old nun.
The latter, sister Fatsang, was already seventy six, but still very vigorous. The chapel was not big, consisting of a
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house of three rooms, with a wing on the southeast, where a kitchen was situated. West of the chapel was a small
courtyard which was rented out in times of pilgramages. Back of the chapel was a bamboo garden and in front of
the chapel stood two lotus-based stone pillars and an iron tripod. The entrance was on the left of the chapel, while
a rockery stood on its right in the court.
Pengwu put me up in the west court while Yunchien slept in the main house next to the old nun. We retired
early after a little talk.
The next morning I got up early and found Yunchien already standing in the yard listening to the bird songs.
There was bird feed on the low stone pillars and a swarm of sparrows were flitting here and there between the
pillars and the neighboring bushes. The birds had learned that no one wanted to hurt them in this place and were
entirely unafraid of human beings. Yunchien on her part seemed to have entered a new world. She seemed to have
already made friends with the sparrows who swarmed over her. On her face was that old and yet ever-new ecstasy,
as she stood surrounded by so many little beings she loved so well. This was a surprise even to the servants of the
chapel. She just ignored me until the nun asked us to go in for breakfast.
That morning we walked halfway up the hill behind and I took a nap in the afternoon. After my nap I
discovered that Yunchien and the lady had struck up quite a friendship. I found her talking and chatting and
laughing as she had seldom done before. This was most unusual, for she did not easily take to people, not did
people to her. I began to think of what was called predestination. I didn’t see and didn’t believe how Pengwu
could really understand her personality at once, or how Yunchien should find this place so very different from my
home and how she made friends here easily with everybody, including the servants. She was just her natural
cheerful self, as if she had been here for a long time.
But I was yet to see another strange development.
On the third morning, Yunchien said to me during our walk:
“Sister Fatsang likes me very much. She taught me the Heart Sutra last night.”
“Sister Fatsang?” I asked in surprise, for she seldom talked with people, generally contenting herself with a
greeting of “Omitabha.”
“She asked me to go to her room.”
“And you like the Heart Sutra?”
“I do. I can already repeat it. It is more interesting than poems.” A strange light shone from her face.
I couldn’t believe it and asked her to try. She really did, with an intonation which seemed instinct with true
understanding.
We were walking down the valley, following a winding brook, I behind her. I was amazed. Below and before
us spread a landscape of incomparable beauty, with fields and trees and undulating grounds. In that universe I was
conscious only of ourselves. There were bird calls all over the place and when she had finished repeating the
sutra, she abruptly asked me if I had seen a bird with a long plumage. She started to say something to the bird and
then said, “Lets go home.”
“Are you tired already?”
“No, but the sister has lent me a copy of the Diamond Sutra. Will you teach me?”
“I don’t know. I’m afraid I don’t understand all of it myself.”
“It seems strange. I like it and it seems easy to me.”
It was the most amazing experience. I sat on a bench with her with the Diamond Sutra spread in front of us,
and was explaining it sentence by sentence. Whenever I came to a difficult passage and hesitated, she said, “Never
mind. Go on, go on,” as if very anxious to know what followed. That whole morning and afternoon we spent over
that Buddhist text, and passed a most peaceful, enjoyable day together.
On the fourth day, I went down alone to call on friends and look for a job. This was what I planned, first find a
job, then look for a beautiful quiet home for the two of us, then get married. I had known her sufficiently to know
that she would never be happy with the usual society and I would learn to lead a life closer to nature, to the hills
and trees and water and birds; That was what I had planned in mind, without telling her. I saw she had complete
confidence in me, and I did not want to spoil it by discussing it with her.
But when I came back, I had to tell her. I was so happy and excited myself that I sang and almost shouted to
myself on my way up.
The lady was in the midst of her devotional exercises. I found Yunchien alone in the yard. I caught her up,
overflowing with the great news. I had found, not one job, but three openings, all open for me, as a librarian, as a
teacher of English and as a newspaper editor. I could have my pick. I told her we would make the decision that
night, that I was going next to look for a house and have it furnished and then let her see it. I told her that I would
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not take her round now to see the famous lake and hills around the region, that we would get married first, and
then take a two-week vacation and then take up my job.
Hand in hand, we went in through the gate. The sky was redolent with the sunset, and as I looked back, I saw
the chimney smoke curling up from the distant cottages and the ravens cawing and circling around in the sky. I
told her how I loved her, and how I was ready to say goodbye to the noise and dust of the city and live with her a
simple rustic life, the kind she loved and appreciated.
But she was silent, only a serene smile upon her face, which caught the evening-sun like something as near
spirit as flesh ever could be, with an angelic, calm beauty of her own. She took out two oracles which she had
taken, one for me and one for herself. For me it said that a silk-garmented man should never enter the cave of an
immortal, that all was with, and yet without, apparent cause. For her, it said salvation lay in a flash of insight and
was not far to seek, and that when the heart was pure, salvation was near.
I read and reread the oracles, and stared at the evening sun. My scientific mind rebelled against such
superstition. Superstition, yes, but how beautiful!
After a while Yunchien said to me, “This place is really paradise for me.”
I could not say a word in reply.
“Sister Fatsang is the one who really understands me, who knows that I am not an idiot.”
“But I—”
“You are good. But with you, I feel that I shall always depend upon you. With them, I feel that I am one of
them and can be of help, too.”
I did not understand. But did I ever understand? I went into the chapel. I hated the old nun, and did not understand how she had seduced the girl who belonged to me. I left Yunchien and sought out the old nun in her dark,
solitary room. She was telling her rosary and with her eyes closed asked me to sit down. Her face was kind. In
that dark room, my heart cooled down perceptibly. I did not know what to say and after formulating the words
several times in my mind, I at last said to her:
“Sister Fatsang, do you think that Yunchien’s plan to stay here with you is right?”
“She is the only judge. Nobody else can decide for her.”
I had nothing to say, and the nun continued:
“If she finds she is happy here, it is futile for others to try to tell her that it is otherwise.”
I felt that I had really nothing left to say, and thanked her and left.
I could not sleep all night. The next morning at matins I got up, to find Yunchien at the chapel already dressed
in a nun’s robe saying her morning prayers beside the Buddhist lady. After breakfast, the lady came to see me in
my room where I was sitting alone.
“Yunchien is willing to do whatever you say, if you feel … you understand she feels very badly about it.”
“I know.”
“It seems it been predestined for her the way it has come to her so easily and naturally, to be with us.”
“I believe so.”
“She can remain here, without taking the step to be a nun now. Anyway she is already a vegetarian,” said the
lady.
“If your are in Hangchow, you, can come and see her as often as you like. As for marriage between you two,
you decide. You know her personality and character best and I know your concern is her happiness. Will it be best
for her and for yourself if you get married? You know best.”
“I thank you.”
The lady left and I was left alone to grapple with the new dilemma. I had to face it. If, according to the lady’s
suggestion, I remain and take a job in Hangchow and come to see her perhaps once a week, I may be still very
happy. But I knew I could not do it. I had still my worldly ideals—and desires. I did not want to be selfish, but
still I would want her all for myself. I knew that Yunchien was a rare soul; she belonged here, she did not belong
to this world. Here she was her complete radiant self; here she had found complete happiness. She had really no
need of me, and I had become a superfluous element in her life, an emotional obligation to her as she was an
obligation to me in my home. There was no use facing away from the real facts, no use evading or denying them.
Without seeing Yunchien, I went downhill the next morning and headed for Shanghai.
*
My life in Shanghai was still the same, a round of office duties and social engagements, a continuous battle. of
arguments over public issues, a succession of enthusiasms and excitements over temporary gains and disappointments and disillusion over equally temporary losses. I had hoped to put Yunchien out of my mind, but in the still
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hours of the morning, when I was tired, when I was lonely, the thought of her clung to my mind. And she was
separated from my life not only geographically, but also emotionally by such vast distances!
Two months after my return, Pingyang appeared one day and told me that he had received a letter from his
sister. He had written her taking my side and pleading with her to marry me, but she had written to say that the
Paochueh Chapel was to her like paradise and she would rather not change it for something else. Still unconvinced, Pinyang had taken a trip to the chapel and stayed there for a week. He had seen that she was indeed
completely at home and happy in that place, and he contributed two thousand dollars to the chapel as an
obligation he felt he towards his younger sister.
That was the last news I had of Yunchien. I continued with my old life, the life of social parties and night
clubs, and of hardships and loneliness and involvements in common love affairs and futile discussions of right and
wrong in public issues. I changed from profession to profession, from city to city; I got married and divorced and
had children; I traveled in Europe and An1erica and Africa. I sold my life, my youth, my energies and my talents
for a living.
And now I am making my stay in Hongkong.
I have forgotten Yunchien. I have long ago forgotten her. But every time I took a walk in the country and saw
the trees and waters and hills and heard the bird songs, the image of Yunchien always came back to my mind. It
was no more than a fleeting image, like a wisp of cloud across a clear sky. As soon I became occupied with my
present life, I forgot her again. So many times I have thought of writing a letter to inquire how she is doing, but
refrained from an instinctive feeling that my sordid life had no part in her world and that I should not intrude upon
it and disturb her peace of mind.
1909

77.3 Longing For Loved Ones Deepens At Festival Time\fn{by Fang Hao (1909- )} Hanchow, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 1
There is a saying: “One doubly misses one’s family during holiday seasons.” Among all holidays, the Lunar
New Year is the best one and I miss my family the most at this time of the year. At the age of five or six, when I
was just beginning to understand a little about life, my family experienced financial difficulties; as a consequence.
all of us three boys left home at the age of twelve. When I was nine (in the year 1918) my twelve year old brother
became an apprentice in a rice shop. The shop was not far from Hangchow railway station and about two miles
from our home. The duration of the apprenticeship was three years. Within this period, the owner provided room
and board for the apprentice but there was no salary and no clothing. Only at the end of each year was the
apprentice given a present: one silver dollar for the first year, two for the second and three for the third.
My older brother was a gentle person, talked little, had a sincere disposition and a deep sense of filial piety. At
that time, whether you attended school or went out to become an apprentice, it all started after Lunar New Year
holiday. It was just before Lunar New Year in 1919 that I graduated from Hangchow Single Class Public School
No.1. The school had just been converted from the old style one-man teaching class. However, it still had only
one man to serve as its principal and sole instructor. When the teacher taught one class, the other three classes had
study period; thus, it was appropriately called “single class” school, in spite of the fact that it had four classes.
According to Chinese methods of counting, you are one year old when you are born and one year older whenever
you pass a Lunar New Year. The Lunar New Year in 1920 fell on February 20 th, a few days after my graduation,
when I was supposedly ten years old, but my actual age was only eight years and four months.
My older brother’s love for his parents had made him resolve that he would serve his apprenticeship diligently
and that the first silver dollar he would earn at the end of the year would be presented to them. This gesture of
devotion on the part of Older Brother had deeply moved me and Younger Brother. Although Younger Brother was
only seven at the time, he joined me in going to Father to state that we also wanted to leave home at twelve to
learn a trade, and that we would also present the first money we ever earned to our parents. After hearing this,
Father praised us briefly, but we saw that his eyes were wet. He must have felt considerable pain.
Younger Brother and I were waiting impatiently for the Lunar New Year to come so that we could see the silver
dollar Older Brother would bring home. This was because we were only getting ten cents apiece. Although this
money would also be wrapped in red paper and be kept warm and close to us from New Year’s Eve until the next
morning, at breakfast time either Mother or Father would take it back on the pretense that we, being so young,
might spend it unwisely. The silver dollar Older Brother was going to earn was five times as much as our income
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and this was why we attached such great importance to it.
Unfortunately, the Lunar New Year in 1920 fell on a cold and wet day. Raindrops were falling, mixed with
snowflakes. Father decided to take us to meet Older Brother a little early so as not to let him wait too long in the
cold weather. After Father paid respects to the neighbors, drank the olive tea which Mother prepared, helped us
with our gloves and earmuffs the three of us walked toward the railway station in drifting rain and snow. There
were very few people on the street; all the doors were closed; and one could hear the intermittent sound of fire
crackers.
I saw Older Brother at a distance, standing in the cold under a broken umbrella. When I pointed him out to
Father, tears immediately filled his eyes. We approached him and stood there, facing each other wordlessly. A
moment later, Older Brother handed Father a silver dollar wrapped in red paper, his swollen hand in a finger less
glove. Lowering my head I noticed that Older Brother was still wearing Father’s old shoes, covered with mud. I
knew he had chilblains on his feet every winter and at that moment they must have been most painful. Although I
was young, I felt miserable.
We were standing in front of a tea house. Father asked us to go in for a cup of tea. Older Brother firmly
refused, because he had promised his employer to rush back to the shop in order to take care of the new-year
callers.
Older Brother’s filial devotion greatly influenced Younger Brother and me—both of us actually left home at
the age of twelve to reduce Father’s burden. Older Brother’s behavior on that particular Lunar New Year so
impressed me that every New Year, for the past fifty odd years, I can not help but remember. Unfortunately. I lost
my mother when I was seventeen, and my Father at nineteen. Older Brother passed away some ten years ago on
the Mainland, and there has been no news of my younger brother since then. Every Lunar New Year I doubly long
for my loved ones and my native land.
A year after Mother’s death and a year before Father’s, I earned my first two silver dollars from writing. Due
to my need for books and a long gown, I was unable to present those two silver dollars to Father. Whenever I
think of this, I experience a deep sense of shame and regret.
42.153 & 118.203 1. Excerpt from Li Tzu-ch’eng: “A Fork In The Road Requires A Decision” 2. The HalfBaked\fn{by Yao Hsueh-yin aka Yao Kuan-san (1909- )} Teng-hsien, Honan Province, China (M) 6
1
… While Chang Hsien-chung and Li Tzu-ch’eng were upstairs talking things over, Hsü Yi-hsien and several of
his men were hurtling through the night toward Wang-chia-ho, whipping their mounts every inch of the way. By
the time they had arrived and entered Chang K’o-wang’s camp, it was close to two in the morning. Hsü routed
Chang out of bed and explained to him his idea that they ought to take advantage of the chance they had now to
get rid of Li Tzu-ch’eng once and for all.
Now this K’o-wang, though only twenty-two, had already outdone his foster father, Chang Hsien-chung, in
duplicity and cruelty. Before Lady Ting had presented Hsien-chung with a son of his own, he had always looked
upon K’o-wang as his proper heir and K’o-wang had always thought of himself in the same way. But now that
Hsien did have a son of his own flesh and blood, K’o-wang still continued to believe that he would be the one to
inherit the mountains and rivers that his foster father would conquer. For the peasantry had traditionally honored
the status of an adopted son, and added to that was the fact that few babies born in the field ever survived into
adulthood. After he had heard Hsü Yi-hsien out, K’o-wang lost every last trace of drowsiness, leaped to his feet,
and shouted, “Right! We mustn’t let the tiger get back to his mountain lair!”
“Then we can’t afford to dilly-dally, my young commander. The quicker we act, the better.”
“Why all the hurry? He’s not going to disappear into thin air, you know.”
“But suppose he does—it’ll be too late to do anything about it then.”
“Since he’s come all this distance to get here, he’s certainly not going to be in any hurry to get back. He’ll stay
here and rest up four or five days at the very least. Don’t worry, I’ll personally see to it that he is killed, but let me
first sit down and talk the whole thing over calmly with my foster father, the senior commander.”
“You err, my general. It’s absolutely inconceivable that Li-Tzu-ch’eng will linger here any longer than
necessary. If we don’t strike immediately, we’ll miss by a hair.”
“How can you be so sure that he won’t stay for a while?”
“Well, the way I see it, Li Tzu-ch’eng is busy regrouping his defeated men, and he’s also trying to locate his
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wife, daughter, and generals. He’s on pins and needles, as they say, to get on with all that. What’s more, he knows
that Lin Ming-ch’iu has come to Ku-ch’eng. There’s no reason in the world why Tzu-ch’eng should want to stay.
You’ve got to remember that Li’s very alert. It could well be that he’ll get your foster father to agree on the date
for another concerted uprising and then suddenly vanish before the sun is even up tomorrow.”
“You’re really convinced that he’ll leave so soon?”
“Look at it this way. He’s famous for being able to shift his troops around with lightning speed. The
government forces can’t lay a hand on him. If he’s that sharp ordinarily, do you think he’s going to be careless
now that he’s far away from his own forces and his life is on the line?”
Chang K’o-wang mulled this over for a bit and answered, “All right, we’ll do as you say. No matter how sharp
he is, he’s not going to evaporate into thin air this time.”
Turning responsibility for the morning drill over to his younger brother, Chang Wen-hsiu, he immediately
picked the best two hundred and fifty crack cavalrymen of his entire force and, accompanied by Hsü Yi-hsien, set
out for Ku-ch’eng. By the time they had galloped out of the stockade at Wang-chia-ho, the cock had already
crowed a second time.
At the first crow of the cock Chang Hsien-chung sent a servant girl to wake Li Tzu-ch’eng. Li rose and had
just finished the business of rinsing his mouth and washing his face and hands when Chang Hsien-chung came up
the stairs.
“Brother Li, I got you up ahead of time. I’m a man who likes to get things done. Let’s go. We’ll have a cup of
wine in the Flower Hall first to perk you up and then you’ll be able to set out before daybreak and get a head start
on things. You came in secret and you’ll go in secret. Lin Ming-ch’iu, close by as he is, won’t know a damned
thing about any of this.”
“Has Shang Chiung come?”
“Yes, I sent for him and he’s waiting for you in the Flower Hall right now.” While accompanying Prince
Valiant downstairs, Hsien-chung continued. “So as to maintain secrecy, I’ve ordered some troops to set out during
the night; they’ll wait for you at Kuang-hua-hsien. Your personal company of fifty men is having breakfast at this
very moment.”
“Good. You think of everything.” Chang Hsien-chung slapped his friend on the shoulder and said half in jest,
“If the day ever comes when I have to shelter myself under your eaves to keep out of the rain, I hope you won’t
let me get my clothes too wet.”
Tzu-ch’eng took Hsien-chung’s hand. “Hsien-chung, if there ever is such a day, I certainly won’t leave you
standing out there under the eaves. You’ll come in, and if your clothes are wet, I’ll take mine off and put them on
you.”
“Do you really mean that?”
“Of course I do.”
Chang Hsien-chung shook his head from side to side and laughed heartily. Tzu-ch’eng felt a chill grip his
heart, for in that instant he realized, more clearly than ever before, that it would be exceedingly difficult for him to
work together with Hsien-chung over any long period of time.
“As the days accumulate, you come to see what’s really in a man's heart; when the time comes you’ll believe
what I’ve said,” said Li.
After a hurried farewell meal and a parting cup of wine, Prince Valiant led his entourage—the medical doctor,
Shang Chiung; the prince’s son, Shuang-hsi; and his personal company of fifty men—out through a side gate.
They mounted their horses and moved out. Hsien-chung, accompanied by twenty-odd of his own men, escorted
them on their way.
Dawn had not yet broken. Night curfew was still in effect and the streets were deserted save for Chang Hsienchung’s sentries and patrol squads. Hsien-chung accompanied his guests for three or four miles out of town. It
was only after they crossed a pontoon bridge called Crossing of the Taoist Immortals and had come to a fork in
the road that he finally bade them all farewell. He spoke to the doctor, Shang Chiung:
“Cousin, all the time you were here I kept thinking about keeping you on, but I knew that Tzu-ch’eng wouldn’t
stand for it, so I just didn’t bring it up. Wang-chia-ho isn’t far from here, you know. You’ll go right past it. Do you
think you’ll have a chance to see your goddaughter and godson-in-law?”
“Not this time. Prince Valiant and I are in a hurry. And if things work out for us, I’ll have all the time in the
world to see them later on anyway.”
Shang Chiung’s words were no more than out of his mouth than a rumble of hooves was heard thundering
down from the north. A stand of trees cut off most of the view so that they could not see exactly how many horses
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there were. Their experienced ears told them, however, that two or three hundred were involved. Hsien-chung was
completely taken aback and wondered to himself what under the sun could have happened over there at Wangchia-ho. Prince Valiant could not help but feel somewhat apprehensive. He exchanged glances with the doctor,
who, in turn, gave a secret sign to Tzu-ch’eng’s two young generals, Shuang-hsi and Chang Nai, and the men
under their command. In a flash every sword was drawn. Startled by this show of arms, Hsien-chung smiled and
said:
“Hey, what is all this? Why should you do such a thing in an area under my control? There are no government
troops around here and no one else would even dare to pull anything against you. Those men are coming from the
direction of my foster son’s camp. You haven’t a thing to worry about.”
Tzu-ch’eng returned Hsien-chung’s smile.
“Well, you see, my men are so used to being on guard against the unexpected that such immediate reactions
have become ingrained.” Then Li Tzu-ch’eng turned his head to the right and left and shouted to both wings,
“Sheath your blades!”
Though this command was loud and clear and though Shuang-hsi acknowledged it with one “Yes, sir!” after
the other, he didn’t sheath his sword. Chang N ai and fifty men of the guard took their cue from him and kept their
swords firmly in hand too. Everyone was prepared against the long shot that something might go amiss. From the
expression in Tzu-ch’eng’s eyes, Shuang-hsi knew that the order was not meant to be taken seriously;
furthermore, the doctor had winked at him while Tzu-ch’eng was shouting. Therefore, Shuang-hsi was not only
unusually on the alert, but was even thinking of how, if the need should arise, he would bound over to Hsienchung to get in that half-the-battle first blow.
In no time at all Chang K’o-wang and his men had made their way through the trees. It had already grown so
light out that immediately upon clearing the edge of the forest, K’o-wang was able to tell right off that Tzu-ch’eng
was taking his leave of Hsien-chung. He told Hsü Yi-hsien, his aide-de-camp:
“Just in the nick of time, a moment later and he’d have gotten away. Now, when we meet him, don’t be in a
hurry to start anything. My foster father is still Commander-in-Chief and we must have his agreement before we
make our move.”
“I understand.”
As soon as they arrived at the fork in the road, Chang K’o-wang and Hsü Yi-hsien diligently saluted and
greeted the guests; they even went through the motions of exhorting them to stay a while longer, but neither of
them dismounted to perform the proper ceremonies that would have been required if they had been serious about
it. Shang Chiung asked, “K’o-wang, what kind of business do you have to do that made you gallop so fast?”
Hemming and hawing, K’o-wang replied evasively, “Well, you see, Hsü Yi-hsien, my aide-de-camp, arrived in
Wang-chia-ho during the night. When I learned from him that both Commander Li and you, my honored elder,
had graced Ku-ch’eng with a visit, I made it a special point to go to the city to pay my respects. Who would have
expected that you’d be in such a hurry to leave? If I’d been a moment later, I wouldn’t have set eyes on you.”
“But it worked out all right in the end,” Hsü Yi-hsien continued, “and we did catch up in time to see you off.”
“Thank you. You flatter us too much,” Li Tzu-ch’eng responded. Wasting no time, he gave Hsien-chung and
the others a final salute, whipped his mount and, taking the lead, rode off at the head of his cavalrymen.
As soon as they had gone, Hsien-chung asked his foster son, “K’o-wang, my son, why did you come galloping
like a bat out of hell just now? And why did you bring so many men?”
K’o-wang motioned to the officers and men around him and ordered, “Fall back a few paces.” Once they wel:e
out of earshot, he hurriedly told his foster father of the plan to take advantage of the chance they now had to get
rid of Li Tzu-ch’eng and asked permission to strike immediately.
Hsien-chung responded, “Although Tzu-ch’eng and I don’t piss in the same pot and though it’s true that sooner
or later we are bound to have a falling out, still he is down on his luck right now and he did make a special trip
here to ask me for my help. Now how do you expect me to wipe him out? No!”
“But my father and commander, since you yourself realize that sooner or later you are going to come to a
parting of the ways, why not take advantage of the opportunity you have to get rid of him here and now? Why
leave a potential enemy around who may do you harm in the future? Better to be a murderer than a victim any
day!”
Chang Hsien-chung seemed at a loss for words. Signs of contradiction and indecision showed in his eyes. To
be sure, he had last night sworn a solemn oath that he would join Li Tzu-ch’eng in a new uprising next year after
the wheat harvest was in—still, he had never considered his cooperation with Tzu-ch’eng in any other light but as
something temporary during a period when their interests happened to coincide. And just a few minutes ago when
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Li Tzu-ch’eng’s men had heard that sudden rumble of hooves, they had drawn their swords without even thinking.
Wasn’t that an unmistakably clear indication that whatever misunderstandings stood between them they were too
deep to be resolved?
And just suppose that it was the Will of Heaven that Hsien-chung accomplish great things in the future; then
eliminating Tzu-ch’eng now would accord with the Will of Heaven above and also fit in with the wishes of his
own aides here on earth below. In that case, the oath he had taken would not really be worth serious consideration.
But on the other hand, if, for the time being, he made no move, then Tzu-ch’eng would tie up a portion of the
government troops in Shensi and that would be advantageous to Hsien-chung’s own present position. When all
was said and done, what should he do? What should he do?
Hsü Yi-hsien could see that Hsien-chung’s stance on this issue was not so firm as it had been last night and that
he was at this very moment beginning to waver. Thereupon he immediately went into an analysis of the pros and
cons of the plan and asked that Hsien-chung consent to it right away in order to keep this golden opportunity from
slipping through their fingers. He wound it all up by saying:
“If you refuse my loyal advice now, then someday in the future you are sure to suffer defeat at the hands of
Tzu-ch’eng. And if that’s the way it’s to be, then there’s no point in my remaining at my commander’s side and I
request permission to retire into the mountain fastnesses and live in seclusion.”
Chang Hsien-chung’s expression remained exactly as it had been. He studied Chang K’o-wang’s face once
again, and then turned and gazed off in the direction of Li Tzu-ch’eng and his cavalry. By now the sky was very
light, and soon Hsien-chung’s eyes adjusted to the distance and focused in on Prince Valiant’s small band. They
were riding along the highway that fronted the north bank of the Hsiang River. In the soft rays of the morning sun
he was even able to see the whip in Li Tzu-ch’eng’s hand.
“If we make our move right away, we can still get them,” urged K’o-wang excitedly, a murderous glow
radiating from his reddened eyes. “My father and commander, why don’t you let me take the troops and go after
them? Let me go! Now!”
Ever since the Great Conference at Jung-yang in Honan Province during the seventh year of the Ch’ung-chen
Emperor’s reign,\fn{A note reads: 1634; it was attended by thirteen rebel leaders representing seventy-two bands of followers .}
Hsien-chung had watched Li Tzu-ch’eng’s reputation mount by the day. A few years later, when Tzu-ch’eng was
elevated to the status of Prince Valiant,\fn{ A note reads: Kao Ying-hsiang, an uncle of Li Tzu-ch’eng’s, was the first to lay claim
to the title. When Kao was decapitated by government forces in 1636, Tzu-ch’eng’s followers chose him to succeed to it .} Hsien-chung
had become even more jealous. Yet last night, seeing Tzu-ch’eng defeated and seeking refuge in his camp, Hsienchung’s jealousy, along with all the ill-feeling that had accumulated in his heart as the two men struggled for
leadership, was for the moment suppressed. What’s more, Tzu-ch’eng’s attitude had been so frank and open and
his talk had been so straightforward that Hsien-chung had been genuinely moved, and that was the reason he had
shown his rival such generosity and warmth.
But now, after hearing the exhortations of Chang K’o-wang and Hsü Yi-hsien, a sudden storm of conflicting
feelings erupted in his heart.
He looked over the two or three hundred crack cavalrymen led by K’o-wang, and then gazed into the distance
at the small group under Tzu-ch’eng’s command. A plan for wiping Tzu-ch’eng out completely flashed across his
mind like a shimmer of summer lightning. It was as though he saw the whole bloody business from beginning to
end. It would be quick and simple: he would catch up with Tzu-ch’eng and then ride bridle to bridle with him,
pretending that he had something important to discuss. Tzu-ch’eng would be completely off guard. Hsien-chung
would suddenly raise one hand and before Tzu-ch’eng had time to callout, he would fell him. While Shuang-hsi
and the others were still figuring out what was going on, K’o-wang and his men would have mopped up the rest
of the small band.
“Would my commander be so good as to decide now while the opportunity is still ripe. Hesitate no longer.”
There was a savage look on Hsü Yi-hsien’s face as he spoke, and he had already unsheathed his sword.
But Chang Hsien-chung still couldn’t bring himself to make the decision that they wanted. Among the
numerous leaders of the peasant armies, Hsien-chung was famous for his decisiveness in the thick of things; K’owang had never seen his foster father hesitate like this in deciding whether or not to kill a man.
Chang K’o-wang was so eager that he could no longer contain himself; “In another minute they’ll be so far
away that pursuit will be a waste of time!” With his eyes he signaled his personal troops and the sentries to be on
the ready. The Mongol stallion he was riding was fully as eager as he; snorting impatiently, it pulled tight against
its reins and pawed the dirt. If the rider had relaxed his hold on the reins for a single instant, the horse would have
shot forward like an arrow freed from its bowstring.
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Chang Hsien-chung neither nodded his head in agreement nor shook it in refusal. While slowly stroking his
brownish beard, he looked off in the distance at the gradually receding shadows of Tzu-ch’eng’s horses. Every
man held his breath in tense anticipation. Every eye was glued to Chang’s right hand. They all knew his peculiar
habit: whenever he was wavering as to which way to go on an important issue, or whenever he was deciding
whether or not to kill someone of note, he would grab his long beard in the right hand and begin to stroke slowly
downward. If when halfway down he suddenly tightened his hand or finished the stroke with an abrupt downward
motion, it meant that he had decided to go through with whatever it was he was considering. If he suddenly
relaxed his grip when halfway through the stroke, however, that meant that he had decided to call the whole thing
off. This time, as he reached the halfway point on the first stroke, Chang K’o-wang thought that he had already
agreed to the attack and, drawing his sword, quietly ordered his men:
“On the ready!”
Every sword was unsheathed and the head of every horse was pointed westward; every man was ready to
gallop off in pursuit as soon as Hsien-chung’s horse moved. But the head of Hsien-chung’s horse remained
perfectly still. Hsien-chung’s left hand was drawn tight against the reins, while the right hand continued to stroke
his long beard. It neither moved suddenly downward nor did it let go.
Li Tzu-ch’eng let his horse, Black Dragon, proceed westward at its own leisurely pace in the early dawn light,
pointedly refraining from whipping him to a gallop. The appearance of Chang K’o-wang and Hsü Yi-hsien with
so many mounted men had made him very suspicious. He had quickly deduced that K’o-wang’s arrival had come
as a surprise to Hsien-chung, and that made him confident that Hsien-chung had not turned against him. Because
of that deduction, he had decided to take a bit of a risk and move out slowly rather than gallop off at full tilt and
thereby stir up doubts in Hsien-chung’s heart. He realized quite clearly that if he did take off at a gallop, not only
would the results of his meeting last night vanish into the morning mists, but his own life and the lives of his men
would be in jeopardy as well.
The doctor rode beside Prince Valiant and he too was apprehensive about their present situation. He addressed
the prince in quiet tones.
“It seemed to me that Hsü Yi-hsien and Chang K’o-wang were up to no good. Did you feel that way too?”
“I did to a certain extent, but I don’t think it’s too serious. Even if Hsien-chung were to change his mind, I
doubt very much that he’d do it this quickly. All we have to do is to keep our reins slack and move out with calm
and assurance. We must avoid any sort of movement that could be taken for nervousness.”
He spoke a bit more loudly than usual so that his two young generals, Shuang-hsi and Chang Nai, along with
his personal troops would also hear him. And, sure enough, although every man was in a hurry to get out of there,
they all refrained from using their whips to urge their horses forward.
The doctor asked, “In the beginning you had intended to rest up for a few days at Hsi,en-chung’s place. Why
was it that as soon as you set eyes on him you were in a hurry to leave? Did you sense right off that he was
unreliable, or were you afraid that there were too many agents from the government army in Ku-ch’eng?”
"The large number of agents there was a factor, but besides that—”
“Besides that you could tell that Chang Hsien-chung was unreliable.”
“No, it was because I sensed that that eagle-beaked advisor of his who was forever waving a goose-feather fan
was something less than a good and honest man. Last night at the banquet I noticed that Eagle Beak’s smiles were
only skin deep and the expression in his eyes was uneasy. He had very little to say—another Fan Tseng,
apparently.\fn{A note reads: Fan Tseng lived at the end of the Ch'in dynasty (221-206 B.C.). He was an advisor to Hsiang Yü (one of
two main contenders in the struggle to establish a new dynasty) and was honored by him with the title Second Father. During a banquet at
Hung-men, he vigorously exhorted Hsiang Yü to kill Liu Pang (the other main contender, who, as eventually successful in estabhshing a
new dynasty, the Han); Hsiang Yü (like Hsien-chung) did not accept the suggestion .} Seeing him, I thought to myself that since

my primary purpose in coming here had already been accomplished, there was nothing to be gained by lingering
any longer and it would be best to leave.”
“You left at just the right time—a wise decision, a wise decision. While it is intolerable to harbor thoughts of
doing injury to others, it is equally inadmissible not to have the good sense to be on one’s guard against them, for
on the off chance that anything unexpected did happen, you’d not only have lost what you gained in coming here
this time, but you’d have sacrificed all your past accomplishments as well.”
“On the other hand, if you are going to accomplish anything really great, there are times when you have to
gamble. If I had listened to the advice of Pu-chih and the others rather than coming here in person, then Chang
Hsien-chung would never have agreed to join us in the rising next year after the wheat harvest is in.”
Having said this much, Tzu-ch’eng felt very pleased with himself and added, “In retrospect, it would seem that
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taking an occasional wild risk is well worth it.”
“To be sure,” said Shang Chiung. “I wasn’t as intent on trying to talk you out of coming here as Pu-chih was,
but I have felt anxious about the entire trip all along. As the saying goes, ‘a tiger’s hide conceals the heart inside
and a human skin hides what lies within.’ Who could tell what was going through Chang Hsien-chung’s mind
after he threw in with the government forces at Ku- ch’eng?”
“You weren’t the only one who was anxious. I was just as concerned as anyone that Chang might use the
opportunity to take advantage of us, but on the other hand, I did know the man’s character inside out. As I had it
figured, after he threw in on the government side at Ku-ch’eng, he’d probably been treated rather poorly. Surely
the imperial court did not trust him and it was quite likely that his officers and men had suffered slights at every
turn, so much so that they probably couldn’t put up with it any longer. And then I came along with a plan that
gave Chang a way of getting back at them. Under those circumstances, why should he want to do me any harm?
But on the other hand, if I had stayed around too long, then it would be hard to say what might happen.”
Tzu-ch’eng looked at the doctor and asked, “Do you agree?”
Shang Chiung nodded his head and replied, “Last night when you left every last one of your personal troops
outside the city wall and took only Shuang-hsi and Chang Nai with you to see Chang, I was really worried. I saw
that your expression, however, was perfectly calm—didn’t seem to have a care in the world. It’s true that you
really are different from ordinary people in being able to face danger with equanimity.”
Tzu-ch’eng laughed and said, “Since I was already inside the city, what use would fifty soldiers have been if
Chang had taken it into his head to do me in? In a situation like that a small number of personal troops isn’t going
to do any good. You have to depend on the courage that comes from the rightness of your cause and on your own
ability to take advantage of opportunities as they present themselves.”
As they came to the outskirts of a village, Tzu-ch’eng turned around and looked back. He saw that they were
now somewhat over a mile from the fork in the road. Chang and the others stood there watching them from afar.
Seeing that mass of horses and men still there at the fork in the road, Tzu-ch’eng was even surer now that Chang
K’o-wang and the others were up to no good and that Chang Hsien-chung was still wavering. Li Tzu-ch’eng’s
face betrayed not a single trace of fear, but as soon as he and his men had wound through to the other side of the
village, he raised his whip and brought it down against Black Dragon’s flanks with a loud crack.
Chang Hsien-chung had his last glimpse of Li and his men as they entered the village. The opinion that Li
should not be harmed had carried the day.
Hsien-chung knew that his own strength at present was not sufficient for him to go it alone and that he’d have
to cooperate with other commanders in order to be a match for the government forces and, he hoped, create a new
situation in the future. If he were to kill Tzu-ch’eng, then Lo Ju-ts’ai and other potential allies would be forever
wary of him. He would be left with one hand and it is not easy to do much clapping that way.
When Chang had gotten this far in his musing, his heart gave a sudden start as he realized something else: the
Manchu soldiers would not be likely to remain within the passes for very long, and since the imperial court was
less than convinced of his own sincerity, then as soon as the Manchus left, the two government commanders now
fighting them would be free to divert their attention to Chang. They might very well return to Ku-ch’eng with a
mass of troops; what’s more, they might even transfer a large number of frontier troops to join in an attack against
him. Clearly, if he got rid of Tzu-ch’eng, he would be in a tough spot.
“Yes, I must let Tzu-ch’eng live,” he said to himself, “so that he can stay in Shensi and tie down one leg of the
government forces.”
“Commander, what are you hesitating for?” Hsü Yi-hsien asked and then winked at K’o-wang.
“Let’s make our move right now. Don’t the the tiger slip back to his mountain lair,” urged K’o-wang as he
picked up his reins and moved his horse to the fore.
Chang Hsien-chung looked at him sternly, threw the beard he had been stroking with his right hand to one side,
and said in harsh tones:
“K’o-wang, son, what do you think you’re doing being so goddamned impetuous? Back to town, back to
town!”
Barking out his command, Chang swung his horse's head around, dug his stirrups into its side, and galloped off
in the direction of the pontoon bridge.
Chang K’o-wang and Hsü Yi-hsien looked at each other but did not dare disobey the command. Discouraged
and disappointed, they swung their horses’ heads around, sheathed their swords, and followed behind Hsienchung, riding toward the pontoon bridge. …
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2
“There he goes! Another half-baked!”
Recently, among our guerrilla troops there was a curious epidemic of people calling one another “half-baked.”
There were times when we asked our captain for a cigarette, and if he appeared reluctant, even when we knew
that the cigarettes lay concealed in one of his side-pockets, we would shout in his face; “Eh, captain, you old halfbaked!” Or else, if someone sneezed with a sound like the explosion of a volcano and then with his dirty sleeves
wiped away the two yellow streams of mucus from his nostrils, nipping them between his thumb and forefinger,
and then smearing them on the soles of his shabby shoes, someone was bound to sneer and shout at him: “Oh, you
half-baked!"
We were all affected with lice, and yet we were not alarmed by the presence of these creatures. We would try
to kill them by passing our hands over our threadbare clothes, or, if there was much itching, we would pass our
hands underneath our clothes. It was only when we were sound asleep that we forgot to wage mortal combat on
our two enemies—the kweitze and the shihtze, the foreign devils and the lice. But there were times when we
assaulted our enemies vigorously. For example, to get rid of the lice, we would make huge fires, remove our
clothing and shake it violently in the flames. Then the enemy dropped off and fell into the fire with those puffedup bellies of their which resembled well-baked sesame seeds. And afterwards, from the fire, there came a
continual crackling noise like the incessant rat-a-tat-tat of machine-gun fire. An indescribable and intolerable
smell then assailed our nostrils, and at the same time we were all overcome with rapture at our victory. We would
dance and jump about, and slap one another on the shoulders, and all the time we would keep on saying: “Go on,
sharpen your teeth, you little nibblers!”
Well, the term “half-baked” was in such constant use that all of us in time received the honor of being
described by the epithet. We never worried about whether it was appropriate to the occasion, nor did we intend
any evil to the one who was so honored. The very sound of the word made us happy, and without it our life in the
army would have been as desolate as a winter landscape of colorless mountains.
Though the title was used at every possible moment, the original Half-baked had left us long ago.
The original Half-baked was a peasant and a diverting companion, who was finally taken away from us on a
stretcher in a state of complete unconsciousness. We never forgot him. The captain retained the Half-baked’s pipe
as lovingly as though it were a love-letter from his sweetheart; and he would never let anyone else enjoy the
privilege of smoking from it. Before he was wounded, Half-baked had the habit of holding his pipe in his mouth
whether there was tobacco in it or not. He would wander round the village, or squat under a small tree with his
brows knitted together, looking vaguely across the plain, and always holding the pipe to his mouth, and at long
intervals he would gaze at it absent-mindedly. He would then smack his lips together, and sometimes he would
pour out of his nostrils two long threads of gray smoke which coiled upward into the sky. Sometimes, one of the
guerrillas would notice him at his meditations and say: “Eh, Half-baked, how’s that pasty-faced woman of
yours?”
“I miss her,” he would answer, blushing a little. “The Captain hasn’t told me yet where she is, nor where is the
child.”
Half-baked regarded our Captain as omniscient. Probably the Captain refused to tell him the whereabouts of
the woman and the child for fear that he would steal away after them. There were times, too, when Half-baked
thought of other things beside his family.
“Look at those weeds over there—throttling the field,” he would say in a grumbling voice, and then he would
sign and draw in a long and deep breath of smoke. Then, while the coils of smoke still puffed out of his mouth
and nostrils, he would say: “In days of peace, you know, people could live and work without being molested. You
wouldn’t see weeds over the fields then.”
Afterwards he would brush away with his sleeve the mucus which had settled in the corners of his eyes; he
would take a few steps forward and gather up some grains of earth, crushing them between his thumb and
forefinger, examining the dark powder carefully. A moment later he would be holding the powder to his nose and
placing a small bit on his tongue, nodding gently and murmuring to himself over and over again: “Lovely soil—
full of juice!”
During all his career in the army, Half-baked never learned a single patriotic song. Once he did try to sing, but
all the rest of the chorus immediately burst out into laughter and tears. After that, he never attempted to sing; he
would just sit thee smiling and sucking at his pipe, his bloodshot eyes fixed on our faces as we sung. But he had
one song, and only one song, which he would sing at all times, when he was happy and when he was in the
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deepest distress, a song which he repeated in the most solemn voice imaginable. It was a song of only two lines,
which he must have learned as a child:
We left the capital far behind us,
The weather is rotten, the rain and the wind …

It happened like this. One bitterly cold evening, all the soldiers in the camp were startled to find that a traitor
had been captured. The traitor stood there with both hands bound behind his back, trembling on his legs and his
face ash-gray. The traitor wore a shabby fur cap, a sickle hung over his back, and from his waistband there
protruded a pie. The traitor was our little friend Half-baked.
The Captain was talking to him, and holding in his hand the sun banner\fn{ The Rising-Sun, the national flag of
Imperial Japan (forbidden to her under the peace treaty the concluded World War II, the terms of which she surrendered to unconditionally,
or face virtual annihilation with thermonuclear weapons .} which had been removed from the traitor. The Captain was

perfectly calm, but the soldiers were shouting: “There he is! Dressed just like a peasant—the swine!” And some
were saying: “He ought to be shot! That’s what he’s fit for!”
Unexpectedly someone kicked the peasant in the leg. He reeled, and as though paralyzed, fell face downward
at the Captain’s feet. The guerrillas were disappointed by the apparent helplessness of the prisoner, and somebody
said: “You see—it’s nothing but a heap of duckshit!”
The Captain was still standing there, utterly motionless, searching from under beetle brows, as though he
hoped to discover some secret in the heart of the traitor.
“I’m innocent,” said the traitor. “My name is Dumb Wang—everyone knows that!”
“Is that your only name?”
“Yes, sir. He was no scholar, my father, and it was my father who gave it to me. He always said a good name
was dangerous, and made you ill-starred.”
“What’s your real name? Stand up!”
“I haven’t got a real name, your honor,” Dumb Want replied, struggling to his feet and taking a deep breath.
“My father used to say that peasants didn’t have to go to school, and didn’t have to go to the yamen,\fn{The courts
of justice.} and there was no use in having a real name.”
“Well, have you got a nickname?”
“Yes, sir. Half-baked.”
The black hairs on the Captain’s left cheek quivered.
“What’s that?”
“Half-baked,” Dumb Wang answered again. “That’s the name they gave me.”
Our soldiers could no longer contain themselves, and burst out laughing.
The Captain, however, was not at all amused. He kept flinging question after question at the poor captive,
asking him about his home, his native village, the reason why he had turned traitor.
“I come from Wang Chuang,” Dumb Wang answered. “Well, the northern army came and reaped our women
and killed as many men as they could, and then Little dog’s mother—that’s my wife—said: ‘Little Dog’s
father,’—that’s me—‘there’s nothing left, and those of the villagers who are not killed have gone away, and it’s
better to go away, too. The soldiers are no good to us, and it will be better if we go away and have only water to
drink and no food.” Well, she was right, and I took Little Dog’s mother and Little Dog, and they haven’t tasted
water or rice for two days, and her stomach’s all shrunk, but Little Dog has to eat somehow and he only nibbles at
her dried-up breasts, but nothing come from them, and he keeps on crying …”
He head drooped to his chest, and two streams of tears coursed down his rough cheeks. Our Captain dropped
his voice and said:
“Tell me quickly why you brought the sun banner with you?”
“I’ll tell you, sir. It was like this. Little Dog’s mother said, ‘We are living in times of “hungry soldiers and wild
horses,” and we have to be careful. We don’t mind dying, but we can’t let the baby starve away.’ That’s right, isn’t
it sir? The baby hasn’t done anything wrong. Why should he starve? Little Dog’s mother says, pointing to me:
‘You go back to the village and get some turnips, so that we can live a little longer, and perhaps we can save the
baby.’ So I went back one early morning. It was two li to the village. There were some northern soldiers in brass
helmets, and they fired at me. I had to run back instead of going forward. When I got back, Little Dog was crying
in his mother’s arms …”
He began to choke with his sobs.
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“Don’t cry,” the Captain said. “Is that why you turned traitor?”
“Only the fools are traitors, curse them. If I were a traitor, I would follow the sun to the underground when it
sets.” Half-baked shrugged his shoulders and went on excitedly. “They told me that a sun banner would help me
out of trouble if I met any northern soldiers again. So Little Dog’s mother made the little flag and gave it to me.
‘Take it, and come back quickly,’ she says. ‘Damn the flag,’ says I. ‘It looks like a sticking plaster. What will
happen if the southern soldiers see it?’ ‘Don’t be afraid,’ she says, ‘the southerners are our fellow-countrymen—
you’ve got nothing to worry about!’ Now, sir, how can I be a traitor against the Chinese when I myself am a
Chinese. Little Dog’s mother made it, and told me to take along the damned flag.”
He wept, biting his lip and looking up at the Captain with frightened eyes.
The Captain inquired about some other details, and gradually his taut cheeks began to relax. He no longer
looked as though he were made of iron. I, myself, was about to explain matters to the Captain: “This fellow is all
right. The comrades don’t suspect him any more. If we keep on examining him, it will only seem impertinent, and
the comrades will become impatient.” At last the captain ordered us to unbind the man. As soon as he was free,
Half-baked snipped off two streams of thick yellow mucus which were falling from his nose, and proceeded to
smear them on his shoes, which already contained a large quantity of dried mucus.
“Now, listen to me,” the Captain continued. “Don’t mix up the Japanese with the northerners. This isn’t a civil
war, as it used to be. It’s a ;war now between the Chinese Army and the Japanese devils. Do you understand that,
Half-baked?”
“Yes, sir. Of course I understand. I’m not so stupid as all that.”
“Well, the, you can have porridge and soup with us this evening. After supper, you can go back and dig up
your turnips. Th enemy was thrown back from this village the night before last. You can keep the sun banner and
show it to the foreign devils if you see them, but don’t let them know where we are.”
At supper we all tried to be close to Half-baked. He was so squeezed up between the soldiers that his padded
trousers were almost torn apart. At first he was modest and restrained, but later on we became so familiar with
him that he grew bolder. He had an enormous appetite, he even licked the inside of the bowl, and he looked
contented, occasionally nipping away at the mucus from his nose, occasionally belching, and sometimes he would
scratch his teeth gently with his fingernails, and sometimes he would peel off something like an onion skin which
he threw up in the air so that it passed over the head of a comrade squatting nearby.
The next day, after lunch, I saw Half-baked again in the courtyard. The Captain announced that Half-baked had
decided to join up and had been admitted into our brigade. We were so happy that we began to dance about and
sing guerrilla songs. Half-baked, however remained unmoved, neither exhilarated nor depressed, standing there
with a blank smile on his face and the small pipe between his teeth.
At night I discovered that my bunk lay next to his, so I asked him:
“What made you join our guerrillas?”
“Why not? You all look good to me.” He paused, drawing in a heavy pipeful of smoke, and continued: “Until
the devils are driven out, we shan’t be able to plough the land.”
I thought of the sun banner, and asked him, by way of a joke: “What’s happened to your little flag now?”
“I’ve given it to Little Dog for his diapers,” he replied, as though it was a matter of no importance at all.
We talked a lot. He wanted to drive the foreign devils away as soon as possible so that he could go back to his
fields, and he wanted his wife and baby to catch a refugee train to the interior as soon as possible. Occasionally he
would look up at the corner of the walls, where some snails were crawling. I pretended to sleep and watched him
carefully as he sat up in his bunk with his pipe sticking out of the corner of his mouth, and sometimes he would
look craftily at the lamp and sometimes at me. Once he went out of the room and made water in the corner of the
courtyard, coughed, and returned to his bun; then he knocked out his pipe and lay down to sleep.
“He’s a crafty fellow all right,” I thought.
In these temporary quarters we always kept the lamp burning at night. But shortly after Half-baked’s arrival the
light was put out for two nights in succession, and this created considerable disturbance. On the first night
someone had his nose trodden on by someone else who went out to make water; a more serious accident took
place the following night, when the sentry’s rifle accidentally went off. We were all startled out of our slumber
and half expected a surprise night attack. In the darkness we pushed against each other and groped for our guns,
and even with the help of torches we found that we were taking one another’s guns, and some of us could not find
our bayonets. We were all as mad as tigers. We cursed and did our best to find out who it was who had put out the
light. The Captain examined the comrades one after another, but no one would confess. I began to suspect Halfbaked. He looked deathly pale, and his knees were trembling. The Captain came up to him, and at that moment
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hundreds of eyes were concentrated upon Half-baked. “He will get a terrific beating!” I told myself. His legs
began to tremble still more violently, and he was almost on the point of falling forward. Unexpectedly the Captain
smiled and spoke to him in a gentle voice.
“Are you getting used to things here?” he asked.
“That’s right!” Half-baked answered. “Getting used to things. Care for a smoke, Captain?”
We all burst out laughing. Some of us laughed so much that we had to hold our sides and even squat on the
ground. The Captain laughed, too, and he sneezed several times. Half-baked was entirely unconscious of the
amusement he had created; not a muscle of his face moved; he scratched his head, and thrusting a finger under his
collar, managed to get hold of a louse, which he held between his thumb and forefinger before inserting it between
his teeth. Then there was a harsh grinding sound as he bit the louse in two.
Next morning we took Half-baked aside and asked him confidentially why he had taken the trouble to put out
the light on two successive nights. She blushed and stammered out a few words smilingly:
“The seed oil is getting terribly dear, nowadays! …” He scratched his neck again. “I can’t sleep well with a
light. Care for a smoke?”
Gradually he grew accustomed to the hard life among us. He became bolder in his ideas. Sometimes he would
ask questions about the guerrillas and sometimes he would even state his own opinions. He knew all about our
jargon, calling a road “a stripe,” the river “a ribbon,” the moon “a stove,” and the like. And he commented
critically:
“Many ordinary words have an ill omen. You have to avoid words like that. You don’t have to be so fastidious
when you are just working in the fields, but now that we are playing with guns …”
In answer, we told him that we were guerrillas fighting in the cause of a revolutionary idea; we had not need of
superstitions. Half-baked never entirely agreed with us, but he would plead with an ironical note: “I’m only a
simple peasant, I don’t understand these things.”
Once I told him that the proper way to address the guerrillas was “comrade.” It wasn’t necessary for him to use
their real names.
He protested, shaking his head, and saying in a low voice:
“Yes, Elder Brother, but in my village we always use such names as a title of respect.”
“We are revolutionaries,” I objected. “We have new ways now.”
“Yes, yes, new ways …” he answered vaguely. “I don’t understand these newfangled ways of yours.”
“Well, let me explain. By ‘comrade’ we mean we are of one heard and one body. Just think. Here wee are,
living and dying together, fighting a common enemy, and the same fate falls on each of us. Are we not
comrades?”
“That’s right, Elder Brother,” he said. “There’s nothing to fear if we are of one heart and one body.”
On the evening when the attack started, Half-baked gently patted my shoulder, and said in a low voice:
“Comrade.” Then he blushed and laughed like a child. A few minutes later he nudged me, and said “comrade”
again.
“Are you afraid?” I asked.
“No,” he answered. “Once I fought the bandits …”
We were marching together, and I thought I could hear his heart thumping with fear. I could not prevent myself
from laughing.
“You’re a liar!” I whispered. “I can almost hear your heart jumping.”
He was evidently embarrassed, and he kept turning his little pipe round and round between his fingers.
“No, I’m not afraid,” he murmured. “I’m not a coward. Once we went out to attack the bandits, and at the
beginning I could hear my heart thumping, and my legs were trembling. But after that I began to grow calm. Elder
Brother, I am a peasant, and the only people we are afraid of are the government officials.”
We were about three or four li from the enemy-occupied village. We had come to a graveyard, and the Captain
was asking for two volunteers who would go forward as scouts, half of our detachment to follow the scouts later
while the other half was to get behind the village and set an ambush. Unexpectedly Half-baked volunteered as a
scout.
“Captain,” he said, “I know all ‘the stripes’ hereabouts. I’d like to be the first one to enter the village.”
The whole detachment was astonished. The Captain had no idea what to do, and meanwhile the black cluster
of hairs on his left cheek twitched. He said, in a suspicious tone of voice:
“You know you will be acting as a spy?”
“Yes, sir. I’ve done it before—against bandits.”
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Someone behind the Captain was saying: “It’s no good—don’t send him—he’ll spoil everything.”
But the Captain turned to me and said: “All right. You go with him, and be careful!” And a moment later he
was talking to Half-baked, saying: “Very good. But I want you to be very careful indeed.”
We were out of the graveyard like unchained monkeys. We heard murmurs of disapproval, but we could also
hear the Captain saying: “Don’t worry about him. He’s simple-minded, but very scrupulous.”
We were a stone’s throw from the enemy-occupied village, lying flat on the ground. We listened for the
slightest sounds, gazing in every direction under the starlight. The village was as silent as the grave, and Halfbaked whispered in my ear: “They’re all asleep now. You wait here …”
He removed his shoes and thrust them in his waistband, then he bent forward and walked on tiptoe towards the
village. About twenty minutes passed. There was no sign of Half-baked. Suddenly, outlined beside a waterwheel, I
detected a shadow, and heard the sound of something falling. With the trigger cocked and my gun aimed at the
black, faltering shadow, I said in a low voice: “Who’s there?”
“It’s only me, comrade,” a familiar voice replied. “The foreign devils have gone, not a shadow left.”
I ran towards him.
“Have you gone through the whole village?” I asked anxiously.
“Every house, every courtyard … There’s not a shadow left,” he repeated.
“Why didn’t you give me a signal?”
“I—I—;” he nudged me gently and stuttered: “O-our c-cow w-w-wants a r-r-rope. D-do you think I c-could get
one? You know, in the old days, it wasn’t any offence to take something.”
“If you take anything,” I said in a threatening tone, “the Captain will have you shot.”
Half-baked gazed despairingly at me, and proceeded to remove the rope he had wound round his waist. I
coughed three times and immediately a host of small lamps shone from all sides of the village. All our comrades
were rushing headlong into the village.
“Elder Brother,” Half-baked murmured in terrified tones. “Look, you can see I have dropped the rope.”
On the way back he followed me, as silent and timid as a child who has broken a cup and expects his mother’s
reproaches. I realized that he was anxious and told him that I would not report anything to the Captain. He sighed
gently, and thrust his pipe into my hands. While I was smoking, I said:
“You know why we should never take things which belong to the people?”
“Yes. Because we are revolutionaries,” he said.
There was a short interval of silence. Half-baked wiped his hand over his running nose and said:
“Does it mean that a revolutionary can never better himself?”
“A revolutionary tries to better everyone, not just himself,” I tried to explain. “The revolutionary has to suffer
for the common people, but as soon as peace and justice are restored everyone will benefit. In the end millions of
people will live and work without being molested, and we ourselves shall live happily. Our sons and our
grandsons and our great-grandsons will go everywhere, standing erect …”
After this, he became even more lively and gay; he became proficient and enthusiastic I his work, and rarely
worried about his wife and child. He began to learn the Chinese characters with my help, one character a day. But,
unfortunately, it happened that when he had learned thirty characters, he was wounded.
It was a night when the moon shone dimly. There were about twenty of us, and we were sent out to wreck a
railway line which stood three li away from an enemy-occupied village. We had no dynamite. We decided to
demolish a few sections of the rail with our bare hands, and then attack the enemy troop train by surprise. We set
to work with the utmost caution, but it was impossible to prevent the sounds of the rails clinking together from
being heard. The clear and sharp sound could be heard far in the distance, and soon there was the answering fire
of the enemy sweeping low over our heads. The moon seemed to be frightened as well, and looked dimmer.
“Lie flat!”
Almost immediately thee was a terrific fire from enemy machine-guns all round us. Some of the bullets
dropped behind, but there were some which fell in an arc in front of us, and there was a thick smoke of dust. The
machine-gunning continued for ten minutes, and then ended abruptly. The rails began to tremble and ring.
Evidently the enemy armored train was approaching.
Our detachment commander used to be an engineer on the Tsiangtao-Tsinan railway. He was a hard taskmaster,
but an able man. He got some explosive bullets together and bound them under the rails, and then ordered us to
run as quickly as possible. We hid in a graveyard. Half-baked took out his pipe and lighted it as though nothing
was happening; the commander struck him in the buttocks with his gun. Half-baked hid his pipe. Naturally he was
offended, and he confided to me: “Why the devil should I be afraid—the bullets aren’t aiming at me!” Then the
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explosive bullets went off, the armored train jumped off the rails and there was a lot of white smoke, dust and
splinters all around.
“That’s good!” everyone suddenly exclaimed, suddenly breaking the silence of the vast plain.
There followed a perfect silence broken only by the chanting of a solitary voice:
We left the capital far behind us,
The weather is rotten, the wind and the rain …

We thought it was all over and ran out of the graveyard towards the railway. Half-baked was running ahead of
me. Suddenly he fell on his face, and I heard him saying: “I’m hit!” I didn’t pay any attention to him and kept on
running. Before we reached the railway we heard the enemy infantry coming towards us from the village; so we
began to retreat.
During the retreat I passed Half-baked lying on the ground, but he was still firing desperately at the enemy. I
said: “Are you hurt? Can you still move?”
“My poor leg,” he complained. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll kill some of them before they get me.”
I got hold of him and threw him over my shoulders and ran on again, sometimes stumbling and falling, and
once we rolled together into a ditch. What was strange was that the incessant sound of galloping horses, the firing
and the burden I was carrying on my back all seemed to have nothing to do with me. I kept on running, and
nothing else concerned me.
When I reached headquarters, I discovered the Half-baked had received another wound in his back. He was
unconscious then. We managed to bring him back to consciousness with first, aid, but the wounds he had received
were found to be very serious, though they were not fatal. We decided to send him to an emergency hospital in the
rear, and I remember how he lay on a stretcher in a high fever and all the while he was muttering to himself in a
weak voice: “Hep, hep … come along, you naughty cow … hep, hep!”
187.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Rose Eng (1909- )} in a village where Toishanese dialect is spoken,
probably southwest of Guangzhou, Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
When I was thirteen, my father returned to China, and after six months, took my mother back to the United
States with him. She spent five years here, looking for a husband for me. Finally, she found him and arranged for
me to come to this country.
I never opposed my parents. I just obeyed what they asked of me. I didn’t question whether it was right or
wrong. I knew they went to a lot of effort to find someone for me to marry and spent a lot of money to bring me
here, so I was grateful and didn’t go against them.
I arrived in Boston in 1929. I was eighteen. I lived with my parents for two months, and then was married. I
had never met my husband before.
By 1947, the Japanese were defeated, war was over, and my husband, who had not seen his mother for over
forty years, said he wanted to go back to China to visit her. So he was back there for a little over a year, and
probably he wasn’t used to the water, because he died there.
So after eighteen years of marriage, I was alone. He never returned. Here I was, by myself, running the
laundry. I was looking for a way to earn enough to eat. I got ten cents for a clean shirt. Things were even better
during the war, I got fifteen cents a shirt. It was tough, especially being a woman, running the store all alone.
By 1956, I couldn’t do it anymore. I left, and came to New York. So I was in the laundry business for twentyseven years, and then worked in the sewing factory for another twenty years.
*
I have no children. When my husband went back to China, he took a second wife, and she had a daughter by
him. As he didn’t have a son, the family adopted one. So I would send money back—several hundred dollars a
year—to support these two children until they were full grown. To that end, I feel as though I have fulfilled my
obligation to him and his family.
As a seamstress, I can’t say life has been good or bad. I did it to eat. As long as I could make a few dollars
every week to pay for the rent and food, I survived. These days, you can make a few hundred dollars a week if
you are young and fast. But when I was working, I would be lucky to bring home thirty or forty dollars a week. I
couldn’t read or write English, so there wasn’t much I could do or try to accomplish. My main concern was
finding something to do to pass my days, and to support myself.
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As for marriage, I never wanted to marry again. And there wasn’t an opportunity for me to think much about it.
I was already old when I came to New York to work. So my heart wasn’t into getting married again. My “fake”
daughter got married, and her sister-in-law brought her to San Francisco. When she got there, she knew that I was
alone so she came to visit me in New York. She stayed on, saying it would be easier to get work here than in San
Francisco.
So she is sewing in a factory here. So my daughter doesn’t live far from me now, and on the weekends, she
comes to visit. She also has three daughters. The oldest granddaughter even stays with me because she says I live
closer to her school. So now it is like having a family again. Even though the daughter is not my own, I feel I have
someone close to me whom I can discuss things with if anything should happen.
My fate was not a good one. I was never able to have children. Still, it is good that I have a family again after
so many years.
*
Things are very simple now. I go to the senior citizen’s club, chat with my friends, spend the morning, and eat
lunch. Then I go home. I stopped working at seventy. That was twelve years ago. With a small pension and social
security, I get about four hundred dollars a month.
I have enough to live on and to eat. That is all. Even if I wanted more in life, there is no more. Sometimes I
might have a few dollars left over, sometimes not. If I had to give a gift that month, then it wouldn’t be enough.
But my heart doesn’t think of big things. I am content just having food, clothing, and a place to live. Talking about
my past makes me feel sad. I have had a very lonely life.
I don’t know words,\fn{Meaning that she can’t read or write} so I am afraid to go to vote. I didn’t go to school in this
country, and in China, I couldn’t afford to go to school. When I first came over, I did want to go to school, but my
father said to work in the laundry, so that is what I did. What little English I picked up was in dealing with
customers in the laundry. Once I came to New York and got a job in the sewing factory, I never got to use much
English again. All my friends are Chinese.
I became a citizen in 1961. When I want to, I travel. I’ve visited China twice, and even went to Taiwan. But I
would never think of going back to live. I still believe that this is the best country to live in. I saw enough and
know enough about China. I came when I was eighteen, and that is old enough to understand many things.
My heart is content now. As long as I have enough to eat and live and don’t have to go begging in the streets, I
am content.
195.139 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wang Chêng (1909- )} Pohsiang Village, Liuyang County, Hunan
Province, China (M) 9
I left home when I was twelve years old to try to get a job in Changsha. My father was a tenant farmer of
Pohsiang village in Liuyang hsien, Hunan, where I was born in 1909. He was so poor that he could not possibly
support his ten children. I was the oldest of five brothers and five sisters, so I left home as soon as I was capable
of earning a living.
*
My first job was as a servant in the army. After three months of this, I went to the stationmaster’s office at the
Canton-Hankow Railway and secured work as a servant. That was in 1922. When I was thirteen or fourteen I was
promoted to the job of switching rails at seven dollars a month. Soon afterward I became an oil feeder, and
examined, repaired, and oiled the locomotives. For this I received fifteen dollars. Next I was made locomotive
fireman, at seventeen dollars and fifty cents a month.
In 1924 I joined the new Railway Workers Union. Just after the May Thirtieth Incident in Shanghai, in 1925,
we declared a strike. This was led.by a student named Kuo Liang, who had formerly worked on the railway. He
was a Communist, though most of the workers did not know this then. The strike was partly political, echoing the
May Thirtieth Movement, and partly economic. Before this time we had had a twelve-hour day, and a six-hour
shift at night, with no Sunday wage. Our strike resulted in securing the eight-hour day and a Sunday wage of one
dollar twenty cents monthly. I had been a picket for the union during the strike. When it was successful we were
all surprised. Every worker felt happy to discover the new power of organized labor.
I immediately became keenly interested in the labor movement. All the railway workers participated in this
strike, and in fact the strike movement had spread throughout China. We experienced no suppression—nobody
was wounded or arrested—because the railway was at that time under the control of the then-revolutionary
Kuomintang, with its liberal labor policy.
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I joined the Kuomintang in 1925, and when only sixteen was elected a member of the executive committee of
the Changsha branch of the General Labor Union. The seventeen members of this committee represented three
thousand workers. Though I was uneducated, I was very active in the labor movement and was enthusiastic.
When the Northern Expedition began, July 9, 1926, all the workers eagerly supported the armies.\fn{ This was
ostensibly a military expedition against the northern warlords:H } Our economic condition was much improved, we had our
union, and we felt that in working for the Kuomintang we were working for ourselves. During 1925-27 the
railway workers organized many new night schools for themselves and their children.
Even before Changsha was occupied by the Kuomintang armies in the summer of 1926, the Railway Workers
Union was the center of the revolutionary movement. We did propaganda work throughout the city and often had
demonstrations in the streets. At that time Chao Heng-t'i, the governor of Hunan, dared not arrest anyb:ody
because the revolutionary tide was high and he feared it. On the contrary, he surrendered to our side on almost
every point.
When Changsha was occupied, the workers were tremendously happy. We ourselves took charge of the railway
and of all communications to support the army—protecting munitions shipments and food supplies, and handling
all transportation work. This was all spontaneous volunteer work, rising out of our new consciousness.
Our workers movement was not only anti-feudal, but also consciously anti-imperialist. The Canton-Hankow
Railway was a British capital investment, though nominally the property of the Chinese government. In the head
office there was a British engineer whom we called Fan Ehr-pi in Chinese. The locomotive engineers had orders
never to sound the whistle when passing near his house, so as not to disturb his sleep! We all hated this foreign
imperialist, and I was one of a hundred pickets who ordered him to leave the office, which he did without
ceremony.
*
During 1925-26 the Communists had little influence, but after the Northern Expedition this influence increased
rapidly. By the end of 1926 all the Changsha workers supported the Communists, because of their new class
consciousness. We saw that it was the political party of the working class merely by observation of the objective
situation. I often wonder why America has thirty million workers and only about sixty thousand Communist Party
members.
I suppose the American workers will see their way clear when the situation approaches.\fn{ Communists, it must be
remembered, regard class warfare as in inevitability:H } In China we had no Communist tradition to guide the workers in
1927 except a few ideas from the Pinhan railway strike of 1923—and also we had no tradition of real bourgeois
reform or social democracy. The hard facts of our lives taught us to depend upon our own power. After 1923 the
ideas of the Communist Party spread through the unions, especially along the railways.
Our understanding of them was very simple at first. We thought only to improve our livelihood. We had no
idea of seizing power from the ruling class. We thought the workers unions introduced by the Communists were
only to gain a bargaining advantage for us.
By 1927 the Chinese workers were fully class-conscious, however. Our chief slogan was anti-imperialism,
especially against the British and the Japanese. The first demands of the working-class movement were for
improvement of livelihood, increased wages, abolition of child labor, and opportunities for education for the
workers and their children. We demanded these concessions in the name of strengthening labor for the fight
against imperialism. We understand that the revolutionary duty of labor was to seize power from the imperialists
and win control of our railways and factories and modern cities—and not to attempt to take the power from the
native bourgeoisie. We felt that we could co-operate with the peasants, the intellectuals, and the national
bourgeoisie in the anti-imperialist front.
Then came our blood bath.
*
I joined the Communist Youth in January 1927 and during that year was one of the leaders of the “Training
Class for Labor Leaders” in Changsha, though I had had only three years of primary school as a child and could
barely read and write. This class was held for four months under the name of the Kuomintang but it was really
directed by the Communist Party. Part of the education was military training. This was in preparation for arming
the Changsha workers. We had received some arms during the capture of Changsha.
On May 21, 1927, Hsü K’e-hsiang, a Kuomintang general under T’ang Sheng-chih, turned openly reactionary
and sounded the bugle call for the counterrevolution in Hunan. At that time the Communist party was under the
direction of Ch’en Tu-hsiu’s “Right Opportunism.” Ch’en had been criticizing the radicalism of the Hunan
workers. The Communist party then not only neglected building up an armed force but actually did not want to
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arm itself, preferring to be a tail for the bourgeoisie. Therefore, the masses were defenseless when Hsü K’e-hsiang
and others turned the armed forces of the reaction against them.
Even before May 21, all the members of the local organ of the Communist Party knew that Hsü K’e-hsiang
had turned reactionary, but they did not lead the workers to defend themselves against him. Instead, they wavered
and ordered the workers to be vigilant but not to fight. That was why we could not prevent the May Twenty-first
Incident in Changsha, even though we had a thousand workers all armed with guns.
The only warning which the Party organ gave the workers was this:
“Chiang Kai-shek will buy over some reactionary elements in the workers union to ruin the labor movement.”
This warning was. received after the split between the Left and Chiang Kai-shek. Actually, this estimate was
not correct. The Communists paid attention only to the situation within the ranks of labor, and not to the arming of
the true reaction. This was a mistake, for Chiang Kai-shek was then co-operating with Hsü K’e hsiang.
In Changsha, at eleven o’clock on the night of May 21, Hsü K’e-hsiang's troops attacked the armed pickets, of
whom I was one. We were totally unprepared. Only three hundred of our one thousand armed pickets were on
duty. Receiving no orders from above, we fought spontaneously without directions.
At the same time, Hsü’s army clashed with the other workers. There was serious fighting at the labor union
headquarters on Tung Meng Han Street, and also at the Peasants Union at Shao Wu Men. The Peasants Union had
one thousand armed pickets, too, but only two or three hundred guns. Consequently, most of the killing was done
there. Shao Wu Men was covered with blood.
Hsü K’e-hsiang had only one t’uan\fn{Regiment} of two thousand soldiers, but he used machine guns, while
we had none. The fighting lasted only three hours. Over a thousand peasants and workers were killed, but no
students. That night many others were arrested. People within the city were also killed.
I was wounded in the knee during this fighting, but hobbled as fast as I could to the railway station, carrying
my gun. I was the only one to carry the news to the station. As soon as I arrived, the railway men prepared to
fight, though they had only ten guns.
Hsü K’e-hsiang’s troops soon came to the station and we fought, but since we were taken by surprise and had
no command, no plan, and practically no guns, our defeat was certain. We hid our ten guns, however, before
giving up the station.
Hsü K’e-hsiang was able to capture many guns from the workers, and a great majority of the arrested leaders
of the organizations of workers, peasants, and students were later executed.
After May 21 there was no more fighting in Changsha. The revolution went underground.
More than ten of my personal friends were killed that night. My wife was later either killed or executed. I have
never learned what happened to her. Her name was Ti Shou-han and we had been married only two weeks. She
worked in a textile factory. It was a love match. My family had married me to a girl when I was a child of six or
seven, but as she had just died in 1927, I was able to marry the girl I was in love with.
I pulled the bullet out of my knee that night. The next day my friends sent me to the hospital, though I wanted
not to go but to continue the struggle.
I didn’t run away from Changsha. None of the members of the executive committee of our union ran away
except the chairman. I went back to the railway office and got a job as locomotive inspector and fireman.
After May 21, the reaction spread all over the province and several tens of thousands were killed in Hunan and
Hupeh, where the suppression was worse than elsewhere.
*
During the next. few weeks our work was very secret. We distributed handbills among the workers and did
underground propaganda. Then when Mao Tse-tung organized the “Autumn Harvest” uprisings in Hunan in the
fall and fought with his new Peasants and Workers Army, we tore up the railway tracks to prevent troop trains
from going out to suppress him.
By November the Changsha workers were ready for a new attempt and wanted to try to seize power from the
ruling class. We had a thousand organized workers but only twenty-five guns, of which I had one. My Communist
friends and I lived at the North Gate of Changsha, and it was here that the movement began. We called a general
strike, cut. the telegraph and telephone service and all communications, and began the attack. The workers first
beat up one reactionary inspector, who died from this. Then we attacked a tax office outside the city, which
collected the rice tax, and killed the chief. All the workers in the electric plant joined and spoiled the machines in
the plant. The workers in the flour and textile factories and the longshoremen also joined, as well as a part of the
nearby peasants. We dispersed the police easily enough.
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All this occurred outside the city near the North Gate, however, and the workers at the other three gates and
inside the city did not support us, though they had been ordered by the Party to do so. When we marched back
through the North Gate and found that the rest of the workers were not taking action, the leader ordered a retreat.
We hid our guns and dispersed, with neither victory nor failure. None of us was killed, and only a few had been
arrested.
We received no support from the other workers because so many Changsha leaders had been killed on May 21
that we could not organize effectively. At the same time the peasants in Changsha, Liuyang, and Liling hsiens near
by were threatened by the reaction and could not come to our aid. In the villages outside Changsha there was
much agitation for the Autumn Crop movement, but since it was not under the pure direction of the Party, it failed.
We therefore had no mass basis. Our November action was a final gesture of retreat, in desperation and selfdefense.
The Changsha newspaper said that the “agitator-bandits” of November were all railway workers; but we
denied this, and many clerks and other petty-bourgeois elements supported our denial. At that time our railway
workers union was still strong, and the ruling class was alarmed by the November action, and was anxious to
prevent the development of the labor movement, which was inflaming revolutionary feeling in Changsha.
*
At that time over half of the one thousand Changsha railway men were Communists. We were firmly
organized, but the other unions were not, although the workers in the flour and textile mills and in the electric
plant were also mostly either Communist Youth or Communist Party members. All the Communists were very
young. Nobody over thirty ever joined.
Although after May 21 all organization was illegal, the workers knew they had to protect their unions, and
their political morale was very high. We were never afraid to fight in Changsha. All the workers over fourteen or
fifteen and under thirty had been trained as armed pickets. Forty percent of the railway workers were fully trained.
After May 21 the Communist Party in Changsha had been secretly but continuously active, and the ruling class
paid much attention to us. They put paid spies in our ranks, through whom the police discovered the organs of the
C.P., the C.Y., and the railway union. When their information was complete, the police swooped down in April
1928 and arrested nearly everybody, seizing one of the factories during the raid. Two railway police, named Yi
lung-sheng and Yi Ting-ao, had joined the C.P. These two worked very hard in the party and we trusted them.
However, they surrendered to the police and gave them every detail of our organization, so that we were
completely betrayed. One hundred leaders were arrested.
Luckily for me, I was in Yochow when this raid occurred. I was then C.Y. delegate on the executive committee
and also worked closely with the C.P. Had I been arrested, I would have been executed immediately. A boy in the
telegraph office who was a C. Y . member telegraphed us the news in Yochow so that we would be on guard.
Some were able to escape to Wuhan and other places.
The reason I happened to be in Yochow was this: In February, Kuo Liang had been arrested in Yochow. He was
the young Communist student who had led our big successful strike in 1925, and we all loved him very much.
Since the Yochow police knew he was an important leader, they sent him to Changsha immediately by a special
train with only one locomotive and one coach. As soon as the railway workers learned of this, they tried to rescue
him by breaking the tracks and stopping the locomotive, but this action came too late. The train had already
passed over. Three days later he was secretly beheaded-in Changsha; the revolutionaries were always beheaded.
When we learned of this, the workers were all angry and unhappy. They sounded all the sirens and whistles in
the city to commemorate his death. The railway workers went on strike for three hours. The police dared not
arrest anybody then because of the tense feeling. Instead, they waited until April. I had gone to Yochow with
several others to investigate the conditions there after Kuo Liang’s arrest.
The summer of 1928 was the most vicious period of the Hunan ruling class, I think.
*
Together with seven or eight others I escaped to Hankow. I could get no connection with the local C.P. and was
unemployed and starving, so I joined the White Army under Li Tsung-jen—the Kwangsi army which had
occupied Hupeh. After I had been in the army a month, I found my connection with the party and left to get a job
at the Tayeh Iron Foundry as a coolie for seven dollars a month.
One of the inspectors at the foundry became suspicious of me, as I was active in the labor union. Consequently,
I had to escape after only one month.
Near Tayeh there was partisan fighting, and when I left the foundry I expected to join the Chu-Mao-P’eng
main column of the Red Army. However, on my arrival in Hankow city I happened to read a C.P. document which
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the police published in the newspaper after a raid in order to warn people.\fn{ I.e., to warn them gainst the Communist
plans} This document said that all Party members who had lost their connection with the C.P. must work in the
armies. I therefore rejoined Li Tsung-jen’s troops.
This was at the end of 1928. Chiang Kai-shek and Li Tsung-jen had been fighting. When Li was defeated, his
army moved to western Hupeh and the border of Szechuan. I retreated with them. With me in the army were three
others who also had lost their connection with the C.P. We four secretly organized our own branch of the C.P. in
the army.
If Li had known, we would surely have been executed. In other units of the army, many suspected Communists
were executed every day. When we arrived at Chien-li hsien, these three young students were too weak to walk
any farther. I knew there was partisan fighting near this hsien. I led ten of the soldiers to join the partisans,
together with the three students. We all took our guns, of course.
We saw handbills and slogans of the secret party organization, and thus knew there was one near by. My men
hid in the long reeds of the river bank, while I went out to find a peasant to talk with. This peasant helped me to
find the Red Vanguards.
After leaving Changsha I always lied and said I was a peasant. To admit that you were a Changsha worker was
to invite execution in those days. In Changsha my name had been Wang Chen-lin and all my friends had called me
Hsiao Wang,\fn{Little Wang} because I was so young. I was only nineteen. In the army I changed my name to
Wang Chen-t’ing.
When I met the Red Vanguards, they wouldn’t believe my true story, as I had no credentials from the Party or
proofs of my past record. They wanted to pay me twenty dollars for my gun and let me go my way. I was so
persistent, however, that they told me to try to join Ho Lung and Tuan Te-ch’ang—Tuan was a famous partisan
leader from 1928 until 1933, when he was killed in battle. These two were then leading partisans nearby in
western Hunan and Hupeh.
We were anxious to join Ho Lung and Tuan Te-ch’ang, but since the Vanguards in Chienli refused to give us
any recommendations, we hesitated. Then I saw in a newspaper that partisan fighting had broken out in my native
hsien, Liuyang. I decided to go there where I was known. I had contracted typhoid fever in the meantime from the
bad food and water, and was sick three months in Hankow. I found many friends among the railway workers in
the Wuchang railway station. They gave me money for medicine and hid me safely, as they knew of my good
record in Changsha.
*
In the early autumn of 1929 I went to Liu-yang. I found that there was no fighting in Liuyang, but in nearby
P’ingkiang hsien. I therefore decided to organize the people.
My family were distressed that I could not help them financially. I had sent no money home during 1928 and
1929, though I always had done this previously. My family were in terrible poverty, just as were all other families
in the village. My father had gone to Changsha to do short-labor as a coolie, and could not earn enough to send
home either. My mother had to sell my young brother to a t’uhaol family as a slave in the fields, receiving three
hundred dollars for him. In 1930 this brother ran away from his master and joined the 16 th Division of the Red
Army, but was soon killed. My father also joined the 16 th Division in the same year, and was killed in our native
hsien in 1932. This was at the time K’ung Ho-sheng, a Red commander, surrendered to the Kuomintang and
betrayed.
Of course, nobody in my village knew I was a Communist, though my uncle knew I had been active in the
railway union in Changsha. He sympathized with my ideas, fortunately. None of the local t’uhao had any idea of
what I had actually been doing. As soon as I arrived, however, I went out into the villages and organized secret
Red Peasants and Workers unions and local branches of the C.P. In the winter of 1929 the C.P. was well organized
in the villages near by, and in the north suburb of Liuyang hsien city I organized a very good peasants union.
One day a peasant told me that a local landlord in Hsia-chia-san had four guns in his house. The C.P. branch
decided to send him a letter demanding that he surrender these guns to us. It was signed in the name of the
Communist Party! We went to his home that very night and took the four guns. He “gave” us five thousand dollars
at the same time, but we did not confiscate anything else and did no harm to the landlord himself. At that time the
C.P. had the slogan of confiscating the landlords property, but we hadn’t begun to realize it then. Our political
program for the moment was merely to arm ourselves—the confiscation of land would come later. We had several
thousand peasants armed with agricultural implements but only our four guns.
At the time of the old-style Chinese New Year, when debts and taxes had to be paid, the C.P. branch led the
peasants to oppose the collection of taxes, always unbearably oppressive. At the same time the tailors and
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carpenters got only one dollar for ten days work. The workers union demanded one dollar for five days labor, and
the peasants and workers united for action. The workers union had four or five thousand members and the C.P.
had several hundred.
That New rear the t’uhao and the other landlords dared not collect any taxes, and the workers wages were
increased thirty percent. It was the happiest New Year the people had ever had! The Party expanded rapidly, and
out of these original economic demands new political consciousness arose.
At that time P’eng Te-huai was active in Hunan. His work had been phenomenally successful. By the
beginning of 1930 the countryside was full of revolutionary agitation. In all the nearby hsien C.P. branches were
established and interconnections made. We still had only four guns—but our political influence was enormous. I
was secretary of the Communist Party of the district.
In the spring of 1930 we organized our own armed Red Vanguards of twenty or thirty partisans in this way:
Four thousand peasants and workers attacked the estate of a big landlord in the north suburb of Liu-yang city. His
name was Po Sheng-chen. This landlord had about two hundred min t’uan organized, with one hundred twenty
guns. We brandished our four guns at the head of the big column when we went to the attack. The landlord
imagined that we were well armed, and so didn’t put up much resistance. We defeated the min t’uan and captured
many of them, together with twenty precious guns. None of the min t’uan were killed and only one of our
peasants died. I had led the C.P. work of the uprising, and the open leader was Hsü Hung, a paper worker.
In the spring all peasants are very poor and hungry because the crops have not been planted, and so they are in
desperate need. Part of our reason for attacking Po Sheng-chen’s estate was to get salt and grain to distribute to
the people—as well as guns for the partisans—as he had many rich granaries. Everyone jubilantly carried a
sackful of food home to his starving children after our foray on this landlord.
Our Red Vanguards then increased to fifty or sixty. The captain was Chang Cheng-k’un—he is now with the
army as co mander of the 18th Division of the Sixth Red Army.
*
By this time Ho Ch’ien was the Hunan Kuomintang leader and had started a big anti-Communist campaign.
Partisan warfare broke out in several different districts. When Ho Ch’ien came to suppress my troops of Red
Vanguards, all fifty or sixty dispersed to different places and hid in the homes of the peasants in units of two or
three. The army couldn’t find us.
Most of us hid on the high mountain, Shihkaofeng, on the two peaks called Shang-p’ingling and Liuyentung.
This mountain is between Liuyang and P’ingkiang hsien. During the summer of 1930 we used this place as a base
from which to make sallies against the enemy, and got a good long rest between our small battles with the White
troops.
In July 1930 P’eng Te-huai occupied Changsha and our unit was renamed the “First Detachment of Partisans.”
We increased to one hundred men and captured sixty guns from the Whites. Many workers and peasants from
other districts joined us, and we attacked my native hsien city, Liu-yang, with four thousand men. I was promoted
to become political commissar of the whole four thousand, which was named the “Sixth Army of Red
Vanguards.” The captain was my close friend, Chao Ju-ch’ing, a worker like myself. This was during the “Li Lisan Period” when the party wanted to capture the big cities.\fn{ This period covered by last half of 1930. Li, as head of the
Communist Party in Shanghai, was urging the cature of citiesas a means of joining the efforts of the labor movcement in the cities with
those of the peasant associations in the soviets}

Because P’eng’s troops were busy attacking Changsha and couldn’t help us, we were too weak to occupy
Liuyang. We lost five hundred partisans and captured only six guns. When our attack was defeated by the White
Army, the Red Vanguards made a general retreat. Together with ten others, I hid on Chaohsiling Mountain. There
was no food on this peak, and we found only one big pear to divide among the ten of us. The C.P. had ordered all
the fighters to return to their homes, because Ho Ch’ien had two thousand regular troops in Liuyang and further
attack would have been useless.
After a short while, the Red Vanguards reconcentrated on the side of a mountain called Taowushan and took
over a monastery of several hundred monks. This monastery was rich and owned a good deal of land, and the
monks were extremely feudal-minded. At first we meant only to live with the monks in a friendly spirit, but the
abbot sent word to the landlords near by to send min t’uan to attack us, and the monks refused to give us food,
feeding it to their pigs and cows and horses instead. This caused our men to hate them, and we took measures to
suppress the worst among them. After some of the high priests were killed, we had no more trouble and lived
among them peaceably and well fed.
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In August news came of P’eng’s successful capture of Changsha on July 27. In great excitement we made a
quick march to Changsha, only two days away, and entered the city while P’eng was still there.
The C.P. ordered all the peasants and workers to go to Changsha to help the Red Army. Over ten thousand
arrived. I shall never forget the happy smiles on the faces of all these poor people when they saw Changsha flying
the Red Flag. They thought Heaven had come at last. In their enthusiasm, the peasants confiscated commodities
from some of the reactionary shopkeepers. This was not a good method—it was Li Li-san’s Line to confiscate the
property of some of the merchants.
*
When P’eng Te-huai gave up Changsha after only ten days’ occupation, a part of my Red Vanguards stayed in
a nearby village to fight partisan warfare. We had one hundred men, all armed with good guns. During those few
days some of the partisans acted a little like bandits. They confiscated pretty clothes to wear—for the first time in
their lives—and took money from the rich people. This was natural, considering their oppression. However, we
expelled all the elements with bandit tendencies, and organized a “Soldiers Committee” to teach the men
revolutionary theory. The political commissars got busy and taught the men Marxism, and told them of the
experiences of Mao Tse-tung, Chu Te, and P’eng Te-huai in keeping discipline and revolutionary law and order.
Only forty of my hundred Vanguards were Party members.
Under the Li Li-san Line, P’eng was ordered to attack Changsha again. Our men were still carrying on partisan
attacks near the city, of course. Chu Te, Mao Tse-tung, and Huang Kung-liu arrived in Hunan, but P’eng was
unable to reoccupy Changsha. All these Red Army commanders then went to Kiangsi.
All during this time, the three students who were in Li Tsung-jen’s army with me had carried on. All three were
wounded in the second attack on Changsha, however, and stayed behind. I never saw them again. Chang Chengk’un was also badly wounded.
Hsü Hung, the worker, remained in command of forty guns. Later, at the beginning of the Long March, he
disappeared. I think he was killed.
Until this time the partisans had been operating only in the rear of the Red Army. Now Chu and Mao ordered
most of the partisans to be reorganized into the regular Red Army.
At that time the Communist Party’s initiative and direction were very strong, and troops could be moved here
and there by direct command. I led my troops to eastern Hunan, where there were many other partisan units.
These were all reorganized into the “Independent First Division” under command of Liu Po-ch’eng, with T’ang
Shih-chen as political commissar. I was political commissar of a regiment which was commanded by T’an Chiassu, who had participated in the Nanchang Uprising. This was in the winter of 1930. Our “Independent First
Division” stayed in the bordering districts of Hunan and Kiangsi, where Mao and Chu had stayed a long time
before. Sometimes we climbed to Chingkanshan, which was near by, and sometimes marched to central and south
Hunan.
In the spring of 1931 we were still following Li Li-san’s policy of attacking the big cities. But this was
“adventurism,” and we were never able to occupy any big cities. At that time Mao and Chu were in central
Kiangsi. The first anti-Red campaign was beginning.
We fought with the White troops every day. My troops lived in great poverty. We had ragged clothes and not
enough food to eat. We always attacked at night to ensure success. Once we moved into south Hunan to cooperate
with the Red Army in Kwangsi Province. Then Li T’ien-chü became the division commander. During the whole
of 1931 we fought all over Hunan, organizing partisan units in different villages as we passed. In the winter we
took an estimate and found that we hadn’t lost any guns and had captured many. Our Hunanese troops fought very
bravely. We were usually victorious, because we refused to engage the enemy when we knew they were strong. I
fought in so many battles that I can’t remember how many.
When the “Central Soviet Government” was established in Juikin in November 1931, I was one of the Hunan
delegates to the congress. After the meeting I returned to the army on the Hunan-Kiangsi border. T’an Shih-chen,
a middle-school student, died, and I was made political commissar of the Independent First Division in the
beginning of 1932. When the Chu-Mao army attacked Kanchow, our division was reorganized into the Eighth Red
Army under P’eng Te-huai. The commander of the Eighth Red Army was still Li T’ien-chü, and I was political
commissar.
In August of 1932 we captured many machine guns and munitions from the Kuomintang. In Fenyi, Kiangsi,
our troops wanted to occupy a blockhouse where the Whites were garrisoned. I led nine men to climb the
mountain to lead the attack. All nine were killed. I was badly wounded in the arm and side, and fell down the
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mountainside. This saved my life, as our troops soon surrounded the bottom. This was a hard battle. The enemy
sent four regiments to reinforce the garrison, and we retreated, having lost about three hundred killed and
wounded. But we lost no guns and captured fifty or sixty rifles from the enemy. Since the Red soldiers have
orders to carry all guns back from the front at the risk of their lives, we seldom lose any.
After gathering the bodies of our dead and wounded, the peasants always come to help burn the dead and take
the wounded to their homes to nurse them, so we received good care. At that time, however, we had no medicine
and no food even for the wounded. The peasants merely washed the wounds with boiling water and put on rough
bandages. We had no radio then, either, and communications with the Central Soviet Government were difficult.
I was soon sent to a hospital in the soviet districts to rest and recover for three months. Li T’ien-chü was
wounded two weeks after I was. He was killed in 1936 on the Kiangsi-Kwangtung border.
Once while I was still convalescent, one Red regiment went out to fight the same White regiment that had
defeated us so badly at Fenyi and captured their regimental commander, Chang Ch’ao. All the Reds wanted to kill
him, but I opposed this idea when I heard of it. I said to the men,
“We have no medicine and no money. We will release him if he will send these things to us.”
The Whites agreed to this proposal and sent us twenty thousand dollars in money and ten thousand dollars
worth of medicine, all paid for out of the commander’s own pocket. We knew he was a very rich man. He had
been a friend of P’eng Te-huai before the split. We sent him back to his men safe and sound. Once, though I didn’t
want him to do it, this White commander insisted on carrying my stretcher because he was grateful to me for
saving his life.
*
In the autumn of 1932 Hsiao K’e came to take over command of the Red Army. Ts’ai Fei-wen was in general
command of the whole district and had taken over my duties during my illness. When I was well enough to work,
in the winter of 1932, I was made political commissar of the 22 nd Division of the Eighth Army, because this
division was weak and needed special attention to strengthen it. Our army fought in many different localities. The
soldiers and political workers all had confidence in Hsiao K’e and Ts’ai Fei-wen, since these two had been sent to
us from the Central Soviet Government.
*
In the autumn of 1933 the Kuomintang started a big campaign—with foreign help, airplanes, artillery, and
blockhouses for blockade. We reorganized our forces and reduced the whole army to the 17 th Division,
strengthening it into a solid-iron unit. At that time Hsü Hung was on the Hunan-Hupeh border with the 18 th
Division, commanded by Yen T’u-ke. They came to join with us, the united forces being stationed on the HunanHupeh border. Hsiao K’e was made commander and I was made chairman of the political department of this 17 th
Division.
In the winter of 1933 I was elected delegate to attend the Second Soviet Congress in Luikin. In the spring of
1934 I returned to the army, where the 17 th Division was still garrisoning the Hunan-Hupeh border and the 18 th
Division protected the Hunan-Hupeh soviet district.
On this return journey I had a narrow escape at the Kan River in Kiangsi. The river was lined with White
blockhouses, and strangers were shot on sight. I was carrying many official documents and translations of
Leninism to my troops, also a radio. I crossed at night safely, however.
On my return I was given Ts’ai’s position as political commissar of the 17 th Division, while he was transferred.
At that time, Jen Pi-shih was in charge of all political work for the whole district.
In 1934 the 17th and 18th Divisions were merged and the number of soldiers was reduced. The Whites thought
us a small force and paid no attention to us. Then we attacked them by surprise, after organizing the masses in all
the soviet districts to resist. The Whites had only one division, the 16 th. We annihilated one whole regiment and
captured the division commander.
During the spring, summer, and autumn of 1934, when the “Fifth Campaign” of the Whites was in progress,
we fought hard battles every day. We could not live in big houses, because of air bombing, but had to hide in
caves or the forest. The planes killed many of the people but few Red soldiers. We always won all engagements,
because we attacked only at night. Though he was young, Hsiao K’e was very brave and always at the front, and
his military tactics were good, as he had learned them from Chu Te. Even during our most serious difficulties, our
Red troops kept their high morale. Under Jen Pi-shih we stood firm on all orders from the Central Soviet
government. Class consciousness strengthened among the troops and the direction of the leadership was exactly
right. We carried on with banners flying.
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Finally, the Whites seized the soviet districts by moving in slowly from different directions. This soviet was
only fifty or sixty li in diameter, but we fought the blockade for six months. Our army had been born and nurtured
in this area. It was much loved by the people, who supported us with food and money, enabling us to hold out a
long time. Every single young man in the area helped the Red Army—carrying guns, food, letters, and
information. The old men and women sent their sons to fight in the army, and the soviet women made bullets for
us. During our worst period, the people had to take care of many wounded from the front every day.
In order to preserve our fighting forces, we decided that we had to leave our soviet districts and march away. In
August 1934 we started our “long march.”
*
I was sorrowful to have to give up the soviets. I had had to give up my work in Changsha, give up my work in
the army, and give up my home. None of these things had mattered much, but now I deeply regretted leaving our
hard-won soviets, defended at such great sacrifice. Victory seemed far in the future.
In our soviet we had given the people the land of the landlords, we had given them political freedom, and they
had learned self-government. We had emancipated women and guaranteed free education for all. Now the Red
Army had to leave the soviet to the mercy of the counterrevolution. Before our departure, we did not tell the
people—we had to keep this maneuver secret—but they knew we should soon have to leave because of enemy
pressure. Even now many partisans are still fighting there, however.
Only ten women left with us on the Long March, but several hundred hsiao kuei\fn{Affectionately known as “little
ghosts” or “little devils”, they were young boys of ten and eleven who, in exchange for food and water, carried messages and spied for the
soldiers. Some even served the officers as batmen } came along. My new wife remained behind. She was arrested in 1935,

and is still in prison in Nanchang. We had no children. Of course, she didn’t want to stay behind, but I was
political commissar of the army and if my wife had gone on the Long March, all the other wives would have
insisted upon going, and that would have caused great trouble. I had to give her up to set an example of sacrifice
for other comrades. My wife was a farmer’s daughter who became a Communist Youth nurse.
When the Red Army left, the Whites killed every revolutionary they could catch. Many escaped, however, and
still remain there. T’an Yüeh-pao, chairman of the soviet, is still leading partisans in Kiangsi, we hear from letters.
Several Red Army men have received letters saying their families are still safe in Kiangsi. There were few
illiterates in Kiangsi, and the soldiers even receive letters from their wives.
I was with Hsiao K’e all during the Long March as his political commissar. Jen Pi-Shih was our representative
from the Central Soviet government.
We had started our first stage of the Long March three months before the central Red armies, who did not leave
the central soviets until October 1934. We were able to join Ho Lung successfully, after defeating the White
blockade in eastern Kweichow. In 1935 we continued our way to the north together with Ho Lung’s troops. In
October 1936 we met with all the other Red armies in Kansu.
I was wounded twice at the beginning of the Long March in 1935, first in a battle in Ho Lung’s native hsien
and later in Lung-shan, also in Hunan.
*
You ask how the working-class elements regard the new United Front with the bourgeoisie. At first the
working classes didn’t understand the new line clearly, but after the Party explained it fully, they all agreed with
it. At present the interests of the peasants and workers and other classes coincide on the anti-Japanese front. All
the people of China want the United Front, and Nanking dares not fight us again, or the people will rise and
overthrow the government. The Chinese bourgeoisie is a wavering class. In 1927 they turned reactionary, but now
that they are becoming more progressive, it is possible to co-operate with them. Even in 1927, though that was the
worst period, not all the bourgeoisie turned reactionary. In 1931, after September 18, we decided not to seize the
power from the Kuomintang but to try to co-operate to fight Japan.
Especially must the Party now win over the petty bourgeoisie. Our party represents the interests of the
workers, peasants, and petty bourgeoisie, although it must stand basically on the proletarian interests. The pettybourgeoisie class cannot take any action itself—some elements in it turn to the bourgeoisie and some to the
working class—but now because of the menace of fascism they are turning to us. Fascism is the most reactionary
tendency possible in a colonial country like China, because it is pro-imperialist.
195.148 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsiao K’ê (1909- )} Hsiao-k’ê-chün Village, Chiaho County,
Hunan Province, China (M) 6
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My father was a hsiu-ts’ai Confucian scholar, ranking in the lowest official class of the Ch’ing dynasty. Before
1921 he lived the life of the disintegrating hsien\fn{County} gentry of China. In that year he became bankrupt.
There were eight or nine persons in my home—including my two elder brothers, whose careers ran no more
smoothly than my own. The eldest was executed in April 1923 after being accused of having relations with
bandits. The other, Hsiao K’e-yung, with whom I was on friendly tenns, entered the Communist Party in 1925 and
later joined the Red Anny and was killed in battle.
Our home was in Chiaho hsien, Hunan, in the village of Hsiao-k’e-tien, named after my family. I was born
there in August 1909. My full name is Hsiao K’e-chiin, but like most Communists I dropped the unnecessary
ending.
At the age of six I went to a tutorial school and studied all the old books of Confucius and Mencius—the Four
Books and the Five Classics, which I hated. After five years I went to higher primary school for three years, I then
spent two and a half years in lower normal school, training to become a primary school teacher—the usual career
open to sons of bankrupt scholars.
I stopped my school work when I was about seventeen, and in 1926 went to Canton to join the anny. I enlisted
with Chiang Kai-shek’s Gendarmes as a common soldier. At that time I thought he was a revolutionary leader and
he made a good impression on me. My faith in him did not entirely collapse until after he began the
counterrevolution in 1927; I considered him a good follower of Sun Yat-sen and a leftist—and I had a deep
respect for the San Min Chu I.
I wanted to go to Canton because it was the center of the revolution. While I was a student in normal school, a
cousin in Canton University had mailed revolutionary books to me, including those written by Sun Yat-sen.
(Incidentally, a few days ago I received a letter from this cousin asking if I was actually the K’e-chiin to whom he
used to send books. I replied that I was. I recognized the handwriting as soon as I saw the envelope.) I was
immediately interested in these books, especially in Sun Yat-sen’s Hsin Li Chien She\fn{Psychological
Construction} and his Life of a Refugee in London. Even before this, however—in 1921—I had already been
influenced toward revolution by reading the History of Sung Chao-jen, the famous Kuomintang leader who was
assassinated by the reactionaries. Another book which influenced me was the History of the Seventy-two Martyrs
of Yellow Flower Hill (in Canton). When I read this book I cried copiously.
My native village and family were conservative and feudal-minded. I read these books and advanced in
thought by my own initiative.
I was also interested in military science, and while in normal school in 1924 I devoured the old Chinese
military books such as the Military Tactics of Sun and Wu and Military Tactics of the Seven Military Scholars. I
also read Tseng Kuo-fan’s Record of the Military Training of Tseng Kuo-fan and Hu Yun-yi. I was very much
influenced by Tseng Kuo-fan and Hu. Even today I can read this book over, word by word, and I almost know it
by heart. I remember, too, being very much interested in the record of the Battle of Verdun in the World War.
Most people think I was a Whampoa cadet in Canton. This is a mistake. However, during my four months with
the Gendarmes there, I picked up a Whampoa education of my own. Although I was very young, I never forgot
anything I heard. It was easy for me to absorb all the knowledge of the Whampoa officers, so that I became as
well educated as they were—by keeping my ears open.
In Canton I was in Chiang Kai-shek’s 65 th Supplementary Regiment of Gendarmes. At first I was a
noncommissioned officer, in charge of the arsenal; then the officers noticed that I knew military affairs and made
me a subordinate in order to prepare me for promotion to platoon commander. After a few months I left the
Gendarmes, however, and in 1927 I joined the famous 24 th Division under Yeh T’ing, the Communist. This was
the best division of Chang Fa-k’uei’s Fourth Army, the “Ironsides.” I was a company political director.
Although I was only a political director, during the Northern Expedition I always led the soldiers at the front
along with the officers. The battalion commander recognized my ability, and when the captain happened to be
absent at the battle of Junan hsien in Honan, I was given command of the company. I played such a noticeable
role during this battle that I was made acting commander for a while.
On our return to Wuhan I was still nominally only political director, but during the Nanchang Uprising on
August 1, 1927, I became captain of my company in my own right.
*
I did not join the Communist Party until June 1927, after the split with the Kuomintang began. As early as
February a friend had talked with me and declared that Chiang Kai-shek was betraying the revolution and
opposing the peasants and workers movement. This made me angry, and my suspicions began. Then at the end of
February, I returned to Wuhan to see what was happening, and there I received a letter from my Communist
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brother saying that Chiang Kai- shek had betrayed and was plotting a dictatorship. I thought that if this were true
we must overthrow Chiang Kai-shek or the Kuomintang revolution would fail. Then, when the whole
Kuomintang itself turned reactionary, I realized that the Communists had the only solution to the problem of
accomplishing the tasks of the revolution and that only the soldiers and peasants and workers would carry on.
I led my company during the Nanchang Uprising. The soldiers of Yeh T'ing’s division joined the uprising to a
man because the Communist organization ran from the top to the bottom. There was not one desertion.
It was natural enough for me to change from the Kuomintang to the Communist party. Although my family
were gentry, they were steadily becoming declassed and bankrupt, until my father owned only six mu of land.
When I went to school, the problem of paying the tutorial fee was a big one for my family; my clothes were
ragged and poor; and the teacher often beat me, having no respect for my bankrupt family.
As soon as I read of Sun Yat-sen’s Three People’s Principles I agreed with them with all my heart, especially
the principle of uniting with the peasants and workers and with the CommuParty and the Soviet Union. So deep
was my belief in this last principle that when the bourgeoisie betrayed it, I hated the counterrevolutionaries very
much and felt that the salvation of the nation depended on the overthrow of Chiang Kai-shek’s dictatorship.
I cannot be considered an intellectual, but only an educated peasant. When I was a child of five to seven, I was
a cowherd, and at tutorial school I worked after hours, taking care of the farm. I know how to cultivate land and
crops, and I always had a deep sympathy for the peasants. In the beginning I had only a peasant consciousness. I
knew nothing about the city proletariat until I saw the real Chinese working class in action in Wuhan during the
Great Revolution. I had lived in a small feudal town where there were only a few workers such as carpenters and
bricklayers.
From 1925 to 1927 the revolution had two primary meanings for me: the overthrow of imperialism—including
not only England but all the foreign powers—in order to achieve the independence and equality of the Chinese
nation; and the overthrow of the feudal gentry and landlords, including the feudal militarists.
Four or five years before the revolution, I had read about the Unequal Treaties, the Sino-Japanese War, the
Boxer Rebellion, and the like. At that time I was not only a nationalist but also an imperialist—I had the narrow,
egotistical hope that China would overthrow the foreign nations, including Japan, and conquer them in turn.
Gradually my idea changed to wanting only the independence and liberty of China. I think that my main drive
toward revolution was anti-imperialism, or nationalism.
I also hated the landlords, however. I remember that when I was fourteen or fifteen my father sent me to pay
the grain-rent to the landlord. My family were gentry and could not labor with their own hands. They had to hire
coolies and rent land for tilling from the landlord. It was a dry year, and my father told me to ask the landlord to
decrease the payment from fourteen hundred to twelve hundred chin.
I bargained for a long time. In the end the landlord promised to decrease the rent only twenty chin, and I was
very angry: Then, however, I hated only that one landlord—not landlordism as a system.
Then, too, I hated the big yamen officials and the usurers. When my eldest brother was put into prison, the
family borrowed five or six hundred dollars to try to secure his release, and this debt was a constant burden. The
family could never pay it back. Once, when I was fourteen, I was arrested by mistake when the soldiers were
fighting bandits in our neighborhood and the family had to borrow one hundred dollars from a yamen official to
get my release. They could not pay this money back, and my father had to send my second brother to teach in the
family of that official for a year in order to recompense him.
My eldest brother was a small merchant and had friends and customers among the bandits. He was arrested
several times, and before his arrests soldiers would come to the house threatening to arrest and execute him for
having relations with the bandits unless the family paid money to them. The five- or six-hundred-dollar debt was
accumulated during these times. The last time my brother was arrested he was executed because we could borrow
no more money to save him. I was then fifteen and he was twenty-seven.
This blackmail and the execution of my brother were caused mainly by the betrayal of a landlord of my own
clan, whom I bitterly hated. It was only after I became a Communist that I learned not to be personal in my
revenge and hatred, but to see the general social problems of a corrupt semi-feudal society as a whole and
understand that the degeneration of my own family and clan was only a part of this phenomenon.
One of the main reasons for my revolutionary tendency was my resentment against the old Chinese family
system, which I experienced in its most disintegrating phase. As a child I received a bad impression of family life
and I was glad to escape from it. Since I left it, I have never written a letter to my home. I suppose my parents are
dead now—they were old then and would now be over seventy. When I went away, my mother thought the family

588

could not find means to exist five years more. The house itself, she said, was in such poor repair that it must
collapse within ten years.
Even as I talk I feel bitter toward my feudal family. But I loved very much my young sister and my brother
who became a Communist. I never saw this brother again after the failure of the South Hunan Revolt in April
1928. He wandered around for a while after that, doing secret Party work. He was arrested in Changteh, Hunan,
but escaped and joined the 85th Kuomintang Division to do further secret Party work. He was discovered and
again barely escaped with his life. Then he joined the Red Army in Tahuang hsien, Hupeh. He first taught military
training, later became chief of staff in the 3 rd Independent Division, and finally was killed in battle at the
beginning of 1933.
I also had two elder sisters. The husband of one was betrayed by a corrupt relative and was executed for
“having relations with bandits,” just as my eldest brother had been. The husband of the other sister was killed in
1927 as a member of a peasant union.
I hate intensely the feudal concept of the family. My father was very authoritarian and dominated his family. It
was under an absolute dictatorship, and so was I. I obeyed my father without hesitation on every point. He
ordered me not to gamble, smoke, or play chess, and I did not. At the same time, however, he tried to destroy my
spirit with a conservative education. I was not a rebellious child at home, but when I was released from the family
yoke for a little while, I was always carefree and daring. I remember, too, how I loved the village theater where
there was noise and freedom. What a relief it was from the stern teachings of my father and his dull rules from
Confucius and Mencius!
*
It was natural that I should want to run away from home. When I was in normal school, just before
examinations I borrowed seven dollars in local currency from an old teacher, a Sun Yat-sen sympathizer, and
deserted the school without letting my family know. I put on seven layers of clothing—all I had in the world—and
set out. Before I left, I wrote a letter to my family and gave it to an illiterate girl-cousin to deliver after I had left.
By the time they got it, I was already in Kwangtung.
I walked in the snow all the way to Shao-kuan on the Kwangtung border. My only possessions were in a
carryall made of my favorite sister’s jacket. At the time I planned to run away, I had gone to my home and asked
the family for all my clothes, saying that I needed them for a vacation trip planned by the school. My sister
insisted on giving me her best jacket to wear at this festivity!
My idea then was to find adventure and to join the revolution to overthrow the imperialists and feudal
militarists. I had discussed this trip with my schoolmates, but of all forty-eight not one agreed with my purpose
and wanted to join me. Of the four teachers in the school, only one did not ridicule me. This teacher asked what
guaranty I had of success in my venture. When I replied that I had only my unconquerable ambition, but that I
knew it would never fail, he smiled sympathetically and said no more.
I have always had complete faith in myself and in my abilities, and unfaltering determination. This confidence
developed twelve or thirteen years ago, and since then I have never been afraid. Once I believe in a thing or make
a decision, I carry it out without wavering.
(You know, though I have an excellent memory, I have never even thought about these incidents since they
happened years ago. For ten years I have had no time to think of “my past,” as the intellectuals and petty
bourgeoisie do, taking themselves so seriously.)
I remember now that on the first day of my adventure I walked eighty-five li and spent the night in the house
of a landlord named Hsiao, who was a friend of my grandfather. The people there suspected me of running away
and detained me, but because of the heavy snow they could not send any message to my family. After five days
they finally permitted me to go free, convinced that my story of a cousin in Canton who had a job for me was
valid. During those five days I was guarded by the two sons oi the landlord, and I became very thin because I was
so worried that I might fail in my plans.
After my release, I walked five days until I reached Shaokuan. Half of my seven borrowed dollars was gone by
then. The railway fare to Canton was six dollars. I wandered about the town wondering how I could possibly
gather this sum together. On the street I met a military officer and could tell from his dialect that his home was not
far from my native place. I approached this stranger with my problem and he gave me food and a place to sleep
and took me to Canton with him.
In Canton I met the cousin who used to send books to me. After that, all was easy. This cousin was a graduate
of Canton University. My favorite brother was also there, finishing his last semester in the Kwangtung Military
School.
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I was interested in military more than political matters and wanted to go to Whampoa Academy, but I was two
months too late for the 1926 term and couldn’t enter the Academy.
*
The Nanchang Uprising of the Kuomintang troops in 1927 was the result of the Kuomintang reaction against
its own revolution and a part of the course of Chinese revolutionary history. It followed logically after the 1911
Revolution, the May Fourth Movement, the Hong Kong strike, and the Wuhan government of Wang Ching-wei,
continuing the long revolutionary struggle. It was a warning to the Kuomintang for its betrayal of the revolution.
Along with Yeh T'ing’s 24th Division, of which my company was a unit, the troops that participated in the
Nanchang Uprising were: two divisions under Ho Lung and two regiments under Chou Shih-Ii (now chief of staff
of the Second Front Red Army) from the “Ironsides” army, and one training regiment under Chu Te.
After the failure of the Nanchang Uprising, we went to Kwangtung Province to establish a new revolutionary
base. When this expedition to Kwangtung failed also, I was left in Kwangtung without money or a friend. I
wandered around from Canton to Shao-kuan and Swatow, living a very bitter life. Then I joined the new
Thirteenth Army of Chiang Kai-shek for a while.
You ask if I was not depressed after the failures at Nanchang and Kwangtuag. No, I had the iron will to fight,
and I took leadership in partisan warfare afterward. In Nanchang only a few of my company were lost, but during
the retreat at T’ank’eng in Kwangtung, thirty-five men were killed. We had marched for forty-seven days from
Nanchang to Chaochow in Kwangtung, fighting all the way. After our defeat at T’ank’eng we went to the
Hailufeng district, and the army was dispersed, so I fled. I joined the Kuomintang army after that only in order to
eat, being in terrible poverty. I was secretary to a lower officer who had no idea of my identity. Yeh T'ing left the
Red Army at this time. I don’t have any idea where he is now.
After one month in the White army, I returned to my native village. I was now a soldier and my father dared
not bully me. When I had been at home two weeks, I heard with delight a report that Chu Te’s troops had come to
south Hunan. Knowing that Chu Te had been a leader in the Nanchang Uprising, I left my family—on December
29 of the lunar calendar, one day before the New Year—and went to the house of that same landlord who had
detained me for five days when I was a boy. I wanted to get information about the new Red Army. I dared not ask
directly. Pretending to be worried about having left my baggage somewhere, I asked the landlord if he thought it
was “safe from bandits.” He said no, emphatically, and I knew the report was true.
I returned to my home, and my mother was so happy to have me there as good luck for the New Year after my
long absence that she cried. I left the next morning, however, taking two friends with me. We went to find the
uprising and after three days arrived at Ichang hsien. Though I didn’t meet Chu Te there, I saw the peasants
carrying on the insurrection in the villages.
*
At the village of Ishih, I got into contact with a partisan group of three hundred peasants. They had only twenty
rifles, but I taught them how to establish guards and sentries, and gave them military training, and thus became
commander of this partisan detachment. Our force was small, but we fought many minor battles victoriously. My
detachment became well known in Ichang hsien. This was a local partisan uprising under orders of the local
Communist Party committee. The man in high command was Hu Hsiao-hai, who was killed in 1932.
In April the South Hunan Revolt failed and Chu Te’s main force left this region. The small partisan groups
were cut off. Mine had only sixteen or seventeen rifles then. Most of the men were armed with spears, swords,
and other old-style weapons. Later the partisans climbed the high mountain at Lungchiintung near Kweitung and
joined with Mao Tse-tung’s troops. At that time I put my partisans under Mao and went to Chingkangshan. In the
whole partisan group that left Ichang hsien there were four hundred men, and my own detachment numbered one
hundred. Even so, it was the main group, and all these joined with Mao.
*
The tactics of partisan warfare in China grew out of the uprisings of the peasants against their local enemies.
The peasants are enthusiastic and brave. Though they know no formal strategy, they learn by experience and
create effective partisan tactics. They do not use the old books. Since they participate in a spontaneous mass
struggle, their tactics have no special rules. Many old Chinese books on military tactics contain principles that can
be applied in partisan warfare, but not as dogma. The organization and summary of the modern partisan tactics of
the Red Army were done by Chu Te and Mao Tse-tung after Ching-kangshan. Before that we had no organized
system. Of course, like myself, many have read the old books and remember them.
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I don’t know much about the antipartisan tactics of Chiang Kai-shek, but in his book on tactics of bandit
suppression he included many old quotations from Tseng Kuo-fan. Sun, and other old authors. He quoted many
useless points in this book, incidentally.
You ask me to explain the secret of the success of rny partisan tactics. I am not prepared to answer this
adequately, but offhand I would say that the answer is this:
First of all, success is due to the fact that the partisan groups corne from peasant uprisings; the fighters
consequently are of good quality and naturally better disciplined than nonrevolutionary rnen.
Second, partisans are unusually brave and determined. For instance, in one battle at Ichang over a thousand
min t’uan surrounded one of the fortifications held by rny partisan group; with only thirty rifles we went to the
rear of the enemy early in the rnorning while they were cooking and surprised them; they were defeated in a
single attack and retreated five li before we withdrew our srnall number frorn the chase.
Third, partisans are willing and able to rnove secretly and quickly and without the knowledge of the enemy—
the enemy may think we are a hundred li away when they are surprised by our thunder-attack.
Fourth, the intelligence work of the partisan fighters is very good. We get news quickly and in minute detail
frorn the masses, because they support our revolutionary movernent; they tell us everything without lying. A
Chinese proverb says,
“If you want to destroy the enemy, you must first know all about him.”
Fifth, the White troops are easily defeated because they have no rnorale.
In the beginning the min t’uan and the Kuomintang arrnies had had no experience and it was a sirnple rnatter
to defeat them. Afterward, they were much more clever and were harder to annihilate. The regular armies like
positional warfare and are defeated fairly easily; the min t’uan use partisan tactics sirnilar to ours and are hard to
destroy.
The regular soldiers join the Red Arrny rnore readily than do the min t’uan. This is partly because the min
t’uan are cornrnanded by the landlords and their sons, and carry on the class struggle very cruelly and
determinedly. They think they are fighting for their homes and property against the “Red invaders.”
*
Chu, Mao, and others concentrated on Ching-kangshan and formed a political organization on the HunanKiangsi border at the mountain Lohsiaoshan, which included Ching-kangshan. Because it had a large Red Army
force and a large territory, and because it carried out the land policy first, this political organization became the
most energetic and important of any in the Communist regions. It was a model for all the revolutionary forces in
China. The enemy in Kiangsi and Hunan tried several times to suppress us but were defeated. We carried out four
attacks against Yunghsing hsien and occupied it with success. I participated in all these battles. I was made a
company commander of the Fourth Red Army at Ching-kangshan.
During the autumn and winter Chu Te fought in Suich’uan in Kiangsi with the main forces, leaving only four
companies on Ching-kangshan to guard it. I was with this rear guard. All day we constructed fortifications or
carried rice and other supplies to the mountain. I myself climbed the mountain twice every day with thirty chin of
rice. It was a big problem to transfer food; as there was much bamboo in the mountains, we ate small bamboo
shoots so as not to have to transport too much food. I was the Communist Party delegate for my regiment at that
time.
In December 1928, Chu, Mao, and P’eng Te-huai had a meeting at Ching-kangshan and decided to leave P’eng
to protect the rear while the other two went out to enlarge the soviets. On January 14, 1929, I left Ching-kangshan
with Chu and Mao, being then a regimental commander.
We marched twenty-five hundred li from Ching-kangshan to Tungku near Kian in Kiangsi, where we met the
nd
2 and 4th regiments of the Red Army and took a rest for one week. We left the 2 nd Regiment behind and marched
toward Tingchow in Fukien—through Paitsa, Hungt’ien, and Kuang-ch’ang. We captured and killed the
commander of a White brigade and then occupied Tingchow.
From 1929 to the autumn of 1930 we fought all through Kiangsi, Fukien, and wangtung in order to organize
new soviet districts and expand the Red Army. It was mostly partisan warfare. In the autumn of 1930 P’eng fought
at Changsha and occupied Kian, thus establishing a victorious record for himself, though always under command
of Chu and Mao.
From the end of 1930 to 1931, Chiang Kai-shek carried out three campaigns against the Red districts. During
this time I was a division commander and fought with the army. However, in the Third Campaign I became sick,
though I still stayed with the army—in active command, on horseback. I had a bad case of malaria and could get
no sleep.
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In September 1932, I was made commander of the Sixth Army (which was the Eighth Army before, originally
at Ching-kangshan). I left Mao and Chu at that time, and did not see Mao Tse-tung again until two weeks ago here
in Yenan. Actually, I did not see Mao nor Chu personally after parting from them on June 2, 1931, but we stayed
in the same district. I never saw Chu again until we met in Sikang in the Mantzu district in 1936, five years later.
During 1933 I fought for one year against five divisions of the Hunan provincial army and also against some
troops of Chiang Kai- shek. I had many victories, and defeated such Kuomintavg commanders as Ch’en Kuanchen, Ho P’eng-fei, P’eng Wei-yin, and Wan Mo-te—all division commanders. On January 26, 1934, I marched
from the Hunan-Kiangsi district northward across the Yüanshui and Chinshui rivers and occupied the city of
Shengmi, defeating Chu Yao-hua, a Kuomintang division commander, and also a brigade of Yao Sun, another
division commander. Then I went north across the Hsiu-shui River, one day’s march from Liushan, the famous
mountaih in Szechuan. I crossed the border of Hupeh, entered the T’ung-shan and T’ungch’eng districts of
Hupeh, and then went southward again. On March 22 I reached the old soviet districts in Hunan and Kiangsi.
Chiang Kai-shek and Ho Ch’ien sent forty-six regiments against us. As we had only six regiments, we had to
retreat after many battles.
And now I will tell you an interesting thing:
In April I fought against Ho Ch’ien and defeated his eight regiments with only three regiments, capturing a
battalion commander, a division commander, and the chief of staff. At that time my men were very tired and thin
from long marching. One regiment had nine machine guns but only forty bullets. Another had six machine guns
but only ninety rounds. Though it was a hard fight, these regiments of the Sixth Army alone defeated eight
regiments of the enemy, because this was the peak of the revolutionary spirit. I was the only commander there, but
others, of course, were as important to the victory as I was.
We continued to fight from April to June and had three battles. These were not such victories as the one above,
but still they were great victories.
*
On August 7, 1934, Chu and Mao sent me an order to join Ho Lung and march from the Hunan-Kiangsi border
across the Hsiang River and part of Kwangsi. Again we went through southwest Hunan to reach the eastern part
of Kweichow. At Nanyaochieh, a small village in Yanghohsien, I met Ho Lung. This was about October 22. It was
the first time I had seen Ho Lung since the Nanchang Uprising in 1927—though he had not known me at that
time. For one year we lived together in this Kweichow :village, and two years ago we married two sisters in
Hunan.
Together with Ho Lung and his Second Front Army, I led my Sixth Army to the invasion of Yungshun in
western Hunan. Our armies together defeated ten regiments of the enemy and then occupied Tayung, Sang-chih,
T’aoyüan, and T’üli, establishing the “Hunan-Hupeh-Szechuan-Kweichow Soviet District.” We had about a
million people in this soviet. Other leaders of our soviet were Jen Pi-shih, Kuan Shang-yin, and Wang Cheng.
Then ninety regiments, under the command of Ho Cheng-chün, were sent against us by Chiang Kai-shek and
Ho Ch’ien. We fought for half a year, and at the end of August 1935, defeated Chiang’s campaign. This was the
most important fighting done by the Red Armies during 1935, Chu and Mao being on the Long March and
comparatively out of warfare. We kept in touch with them through radio connections all the time, however.
At that time we killed the commander of the 85 th Division and also about ten regimental and battalion
commanders. We also captured a Kuomintang division commander named Ch’en Ching-han, who had been
teaching at the Red Academy. He was released only day before yesterday, May 10, and wanted to return to the
White districts, so we let him go. Ch’en invited us to a dinner party two days ago, and we gave him one the next
night. (Now, because of the United Front against the Japanese, we don’t care for revenge and hatred against the
Kuomintang.)
In September 1935, we made a drive against the Kuomintang on the east and occupied Lichou, Linli, Shihmen,
and Chin-shih, expanding our army by about eight thousand new recruits.
*
Then we began the Long March ourselves.
We set out from Sangchih on November 19, 1935, and for four days fought steadily, breaking our way across
two lines of the blockade of the Hunan provincial troops. We crossed the two rivers, Lishui and Yuan-shui, and
marched the amazing distance of 350 li in those four days, fighting every step of the way. We occupied Hsinhua,
Sup’u, Hsinch’i, P’ushih, and Lant’ien. These were all rich, fertile districts—but unfortunately we had no time to
confiscate the landlords on the way.
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Then we marched toward Kweiyang, capital of Kweichow, and passed within thirty li of the place, occupying
the districts of Tating and Pichieh in western Kweichow. This took us three weeks. We defeated many of the
enemy troops, including two full divisions. We retreated across southern Szechuan and reached eastern Yunnan,
passing only thirty li from Yunnanfu, the Yünnan capital, as at Kweiyang. We were on our way to join the Fourth
Front Red Army of Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien in Szechuan.
We marched forward to the western part of Yünnan and occupied many districts there, including Malung,
Hsüntien, Fumin, Yanghsin, Ch’uhsiung, Yaoan, Mouting, Hsiangyiin, Yenhsing, Pinch’uan, Hoch’ing, Lichiang,
and others which I cannot remember offhand.
On April 28, 1936, we crossed the River of Golden Sand—the upper Yangtze—and reached Sikang on June 23,
joining successfully with the Fourth Front Red Army of Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien and Chang Kuo-t’ao and with Chu Te.
During those eight months from November 19, 1935, when we left Hunan, to June 23, 1936, we covered ten
thousand li on our Long March. In those months the numbers of the enemy who chased us in the rear or attacked
in the front and on the flank were, altogether, one hundred thirty regiments (one hundred thirty thousand men).
We had only twenty thousand men in our armies. But the Kuomintang could not blockade us. We defeated the
enemy and left them behind everywhere.
Why were we victorious?\fn{At this point, Hsiao K’e pounded the table and shouted emphatically}
Because of the correct political line of the Communist Party of China!
Because of the bravery of the Red Army!
Because of the co-operation of the rank and file and the officers!
Because we were supported by the masses!
We stayed in Sikang only two weeks. On July 14, Bastille Day, we marched north under command of Chu Te
to prepare to fight the Japanese. For forty days and nights we crossed the Great Grasslands. In August we reached
Hutap’u and Minchow in Kansu. We stayed in south Kansu two months; then we marched north again under
command of P’eng Te-huai, fighting against Chiang Kai-shek’s main army under Kuan Lin-chen and Hu Tsungnan. At Sanch’engp’u we had a great victory and stopped the enemy, capturing one of Hu Tsung-nan’s divisions
on November 21. Then the Sian revolt occurred on December 12, and the civil war was over.
Because of the peace policy of the Communist Party, we made a peace at Sian and now have a peaceful, united
China as the first step in the preparation for the war against Japan. This insures that China will not perish. We
have five thousand years of history. We have an excellent race. We cannot be under the yoke of Japan. We must
expand our glorious history and develop our culture. So I shout:
Long live the Republic of China!
Long live the freedom of China!
269.55a 1. Morning Service 2. To The English Nun Ngawang Chodron On Her Pilgrimage To Lhasa: Two
Poems\fn{by Longlian (1909- )} Sichuan Province, China (F) -1
1
Flowers encircle the meditation room, the night air crisp,
The frosty bells deep and dark rouse the great leviathan.\fn{ Makara, a legendary sea-monster said to guard the wishfulfillment gem in the depths of the sea}
The golden chimes remain silent, the banners rest still,
The jewel net, the interconnected web\fn{A reference to the net of Indra} of luminous wisdom.
Hymns of praise take us beyond the three worlds of desire,
Dark robes delight in dragging through the five elements.
After reciting the Lankavatara Sutra, a moment of leisure,
Basking in the moonlight, the convent rooftiles simply glow.
2
Alone she traverses ten thousand li across the billowing waves,
Her resolve unbreakable, undaunted by the hardships of travel.
Snowy peaks turning in the blue: the willow of the princess,
The sea clouds imprinted with red: the plantain of the beauty.
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The Nine Provinces share a dream: the land of Huaxu,\fn{ The name of a land said to have been visited by the Yellow Emperor
in his dreams}
Side by side we practice emptiness: the bridge of Jingjian.\fn{ The name of the fourth-century woman traditionally regarded
as being the first full-fledged Chinese Buddhist nun}
A hundred homes within the four seas understand the Buddha’s words,
The road to the Pure Land here in the human world is not so far away.
188.136 Excerpt from Silent Children: A Novel\fn{by Mai-mai Sze (1909-1992)} Peking, China (F) 9
The darkness of the night came swiftly, pressing tree shapes into black anonymity agamst the sky and
extending a chill touch over the countryside. A lone dog barked suddenly, furiously; and the night held the protest
only to throw it aside.
In the city the lamps in the streets and in the houses were being lit, their illumination pushing back the
deepening gloom but creating somber darkness anew within the slanting shadows. Some of the more spacious
homes affected candlelight for romantic notions, now forgotten, and dimmed their electric lights; in other smaller
houses there were only the thin blue spurts of gas jets or the smoking flicker of an oil lamp. Elsewhere in the city,
those who did not possess lamp or light curled up against a wall or in a doorway and set themselves to sleep away
the hours of night.
There was anxiety at the dinner table of the town’s most prominent citizen. He could not eat the food before
him because of the agitation of his thoughts, tumbling restlessly over each other and shifting from the past, when
his business was thriving, to the precarious present in which nothing was more certain than that one could not be
sure of the morrow. Opposite him sat his wife, a glitter of emerald on her finger, silently picking the morsels that
she cut neatly on her plate. Their four children sat mute between them, the muteness set by fear and habitual
odience which had rendered them to all appearances without individuality, gender, or grace.
At table in another house sat a short dark man and his wife. She was large and solid, her appearance beside her
husband proof of nature’s unpredictable apportioning of flesh and fat among humankind. Had they been of
amiable dispositions, this contrast might have become a joke between them, an affectionate bond of easy laughter.
Since, however, they never laughed together and seldom exchanged words, she had grown to despise his lean
shrunken aspect, attributing it to his parsimonious character; in return, she was confronted by a silent implacable
disgust at her obesity. Nevertheless, there was an unmistakable vitality in these two as in their brood beside them
at the meal; they all had an air of the well-fed, though their group satiety was that of the unhealthy. It was a
vitality, of greed which knew not sufficiency: while they gobbled, their each thought was of the next mouthful,
fearful at the same time that their neighbors would refill ahead of them from the platter.
The provisions from which this family helped themselves had come by devious ways, fetched from hidden
stores, and hoarded for months on end. Other people in the city bought from the short dark man, at first furtively,
later openly and unabashed, paying large sums for the meat and the sugar, the wine and the good things for which
their mouths watered.
As for the man himself, although his appetite was seemingly without limit, he got no fatter for all his eating
was frenzied; it may have been that even the mastication, digestion and elimination which went on within him
stole process from process so that the juices and the essence of the food he swallowed were dissipated. He
remained thin and spare, and always he was hungry.
There were other families who dreamed of food left long ago on their tables, thrown afterwards by the plateful
into garbage pails, now remembered and eaten in fantasies born of gnawing hunger. And there were still others
who had never known nourishment at a meal. They continued to starve but were conditioned to a certain
abstinence which had become an asset.
Over all these people in the city there hung a pall of fearful uncertainty because only yesterday, so it seemed,
enemy troops had been barracked among them. At first the soldiers had looted, violated and destroyed with a
terrible madness; later, their brutality subsided into an iron grip over the community, not altogether unfriendly so
that some of the city people and many of the women felt no qualms in mingling with the strangers. Then, one day,
the soldiers left hurriedly and almost surreptitiously. Shortly afterwards other troops marched into the city, but
they were not the soldiers of the land: the report was that they were allies and their presence was said to be
temporary. How long they would stay no one seemed to know.
The war was over, so they had heard, but nothing was settled. These days news from the outside reached the
city in such haphazard ways that there was no telling what had really happened or what was going to be done.
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There was a report that a new government was being organized in the capital and two or three proclamations had
even been tacked up on the billboards outside the city hall, but nothing else had followed the announcements.
Being situated far from the capital and not of great importance in the country’s economy, nor of strategic
significance, the city seemed to have been forgotten. Some of the inhabitants murmured bitterly that they might as
well not be on the map and, in fact, the city was not indicated on most of the available maps, only on a few
official maps and on military diagrams dealing with detailed layouts of a few square miles in the vicinity. It was a
mystery why the enemy had troubled to occupy the city in the first place, unless the visit had served as a breathing
spell for the troops. That, possibly, was also the reason the soldiers of their allies had moved in; though, now the
war was ended, the people thought the soldiers should go home to their own country and leave them alone. Some
had indeed marched away in an orderly fashion and with apparent rejoicing. It had been a deadly dull post for
them. But a number still remained so that the people felt their city was not their own.
To most of the people the change in the military controlling their city did not make any noticeable difference;
there was a sameness about men in uniform, enemy or ally, whose presence aggravated the paralysis over the city,
numb from siege and the occupation. A few men and women, refusing to sink into the apathy of resignation which
lay over the community, had long ago quit the city to join groups whom they had heard were combatting the
enemy with all the strength they could muster. They were dedicated to the achievement of far more than the
harassing of the enemy: it was life—a life with meaning and some significance—for which they fought. A
vigorous will to live urged them to risk losing life in order to affirm that it was worth preserving. Pursuing the
task they had set themselves they had not yet returned to their homes.
A remnant of this will to live still lingered among the many who remained in the city, though in them it was
almost suffocated under layers of stultifying defeatism. The instinct was curiously, stubbornly, alive even in those
who lay down expecting to languish to the last short breath: it was stronger than the enfeebled bodies which were
all too ready to surrender. With starvation imminent and spirits at the lowest ebb, the issue between life and death
was grimly simplified; under these circumstances the will to live, which many apparently wished to deny, yielded
up to the last quiver of human resilience but would not allow it to be stilled, sustaining the weak flicker of life
against the threatening darkness of extinction.
Some of the people repeatedly remarked that the city was lucky, conditions could be so much worse; others
retorted asking what did they want, how could things be worse with the food supplies dwindling, the sources
outside so unreliable, the soldiers growing more restless and the unruly elements in the city getting out of hand.
Look at the other cities, the first ones pointed out, bombed to rubble, wiped off the earth; it was fortunate this city
had no large industries and was off the main routes of the armies. It had been only in the last two years that the
war had touched them. Things could have been much worse. So they waited for their government, whichever one
was in power, to do something; and as they waited, some began to say that the old days under the king were much
better, when a delegation could appeal directly to him; today no one knew who to turn to. What did they want, the
others retorted again: beg the prince with the triple title, who from a comfortable haven abroad periodically issued
his claim to an imaginary throne in the capital, to return and set up a monarchy again? Frustrated, helpless and
undernourished, the people argued and speculated and grumbled.
It had been under similar circumstances, centuries ago, that the city had fallen to another enemy army.
Overrunning the land, the invaders had eventually settled down, reconstructed the towns and cities on the ruins
they themselves had wrought, and in the course of time were absorbed by the people they had conquered. They
had built this city a mile or so from the river. With the passing of the years the houses at its edge seemed to shift
and place themselves.centrally in the town and new houses rimmed the community; and still others were added
until finally the city touched the water.
An enterprising outsider had arrived some years ago and set up four pottery workshops at one end of the town.
A number of dwellings had risen around the workshops and these multiplied as more workers arrived with their
families. Of course, the owner did not live there; he had built as soon as possible a house in the city. His son
inherited the business and the house; and he was exactly like his father. He prospered and, echoing his father, was
forever cursing the laziness of the workers and blaming the city for the sluggishness of the river, which was not
navigable. If the city would do something about the river, more pots could be made, transported more quickly,
more widely and in larger quantities. As it was, the city did not seem to know what would be beneficial to it. The
owner of the factory was in a perpetual bad temper at the city. When he could think of nothing else to say, he
would be caustic over the presumption of calling it a city. It was indeed hardly large enough or important enough
to be considered a city in these modern times; but once upon a time it had been a large flourishing city and the

595

people continued to think of it as one, whatever outsiders might think. And why should they try to regulate the
river?
It was possible to cross the river; in fact, it was quite easy to do so but since the other side was muddy, bare
and useless, few of the inhabitants had ventured across. In the past, even in recent years, no one had happened to
think about the possibilities of developing the further bank. And now, opportunity as well as initiative was
lacking.
The past two years were like a bad dream; the present demanded waking thoughts about food and at least some
vague consideration of the next day; beyond that, it was much too difficult to ponder.
There was life, however, on the further bank. There was habitation of a sort. No one in the city quite knew how
the children (“the little rats” as they were commonly called) had started their own small community there, who
tbey were, who their parents, or how they had managed to survive.
It was now over a year since they had settled there. Rumor hinted that these children stole, killed and lived like
animals in the mud on the other side of the river. There were other vicious whisperings of atrocity and perversion
among them; and the city’s attitude amounted to a drawing up of its skirts and turning its eyes in the opposite
direction. There was anxiety enough without having to waste attention on the scum “over there.” If “the little rats”
trespassed and committed any of their foul tricks, the police, lax as they had become, or a few alert citizens knew
how to deal with them as indeed they had vigorously demonstrated on several occasions.
Their most recent victim had been the boy Cruzz. One gray day in the city there was a mad scramble of men
brandishing sticks, a policeman armed with a gun and a club, and a dirty child who led them a slippery chase
around corners, in and out of yards, even over the roofs and among the chimney pots. They cornered him after
hours of grim hide-and-seek. The full vent of their anger over his elusiveness fell into their blows on his writhing
body; and when they had done with him, the remains of a scrawny filthy child were buried in the graveyard on the
outskirts of the city.
*
Across the river, around the dying embers of a fire, the children listened to the report of twelve-year-old Jolo.
Dodging around doorways, slipping in and out of protective niches, Jolo had seen phases of the last flight of
Cruzz.
“They let him lie there,” he stated simply in concluding his account of the chase. His expression was earnestly
solemn; his face, once rounded and fresh, was peaked and the eyes shadowed so that they seemed set abnormally
large and deep in their sockets. The faces of the children around the fire, marked by the same stamp of hungriness
and want, showed that Jolo’s words held their attention, had in fact horrified and stunned them into a staring awe
so concentrated that they all saw as with one eye. Cruzz’s body might have been lying there in the middle of their
circle, on the spot where a last red glow burned among the cinders.
“There were some dogs,” Jolo tried to continue.
With the tip of his tongue he lightly touched his lips, and through the parted lips he drew a deep breath and let
it out slowly. It seemed to him that he had been talking too long, that he had told enough about Cruzz. Was it
necessary to tell more? He felt tired, the joints of his arms and legs ached, and his head was heavy, so heavy that
the neck could hardly hold it upright. And in his stomach it was as though he wanted to eat, yet the thought of
putting something into his mouth and having to chew and swallow made the muscles inside him tighten and
wrench at each other; then he did not feel hungry any more. He looked around at the others. There were fifteen or
sixteen children sitting or standing around the fire, listening to him. They expected him to continue.
“The dogs … the dogs …” Jolo faltered. He did not know how to continue.
“They were … they … oh, I can’t talk about it!” He drew in a deep breath again and held it as he had done
before, as though he had to test the fact that he was alive, for in living he breathed and in breathing he reassured
himself of being alive. He had bent over death, had touched the mutilated form which no ionger held life and
breath and had seen on the bleeding flesh the first gashes made by ravenous dogs. Against the revengeful brutality
which had beaten life out of Cruzz’s frail body he felt the need to affirm the living; but he was overwhelmed by
the awareness of his own singular helplessness and at the moment could only testify by consciously drawing his
breath, holding it, and exhaling slowly and evenly.
“When I went up to Cruzz,” Jolo resumed with an effort, “the dogs ran away. There was nobody in the alley.
Before I reached Cruzz a man jumped out of a doorway and hit me with a stick. I ran away though and he only hit
me twice. When they took Cruzz away, I followed them. They put him in a box and the wagon took it to that field
outside the city. The man who dug a hole in the ground and put Cruzz in—he did this.”
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Jolo spat to illustrate his words, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and held it there. At last he had
nothing more to say, yet there were still other things to be said. But he could not now put them into words. Here,
tonight, at this very moment, he was resolved that he would cease to speak of Cruzz. The back of his hand over
his mouth was a sign that he had nothing more to say. No one else spoke. No one moved. A boy standing near the
fire broke the silence in husky voice.
“Cruzz shouldn’t have gone there!”
The reference was to one section of the city which their experience had proved too hazardous and moreover
barren for foraging. The children had therefore agreed to avoid that quarter of the city.
“And he went alone!” the boy continued.
That was Toor speaking and Jolo waited with the others to hear what else he would say. Toor was usually able
to sum up matters with a useful clarity; at the moment, however, the sharpness in his voice suggested that Toor
had only criticism to pass on Cruzz and fervently Jolo wished that he did not have to hear it.
As Toor began blaming Cruzz, Jolo tried to avoid listening by comparing in his thoughts the two of them. They
were so different in every respect: the one with his narrow sharp face and serious eyes, who held himself erect
with shoulders high and tense as though restraining himself from rushing forward, and the other—now dead—
with his lazy laughing eyes, so easy going, making fun even of his own little pot-belly swollen with emptiness,
who used to tease Toor for his neat rules yet had amiably accepted the other’s heavy solemnity. Cruzz used to
laugh at Toor and at anything else which troubled the others because, as he said, none of it mattered, what was the
use of getting unhappy about things; anyway they were not going to remain there all the rest of their lives, it was
all makeshift. This situanon was something the war had brought them to; it wasn’t pleasant, no, but everything
couldn’t be wonderful all the time.
Jolo used to envy Cruzz for the way he could talk, particularly for being able to remember many things which
had happened years ago. They would sit, passing the time together, while Cruzz told him of the harbor life which
had been his home and of his family who had all gone to sea. He seemed to have a great many brothers and he
was the youngest in the family. They loved each other and Cruzz was soon to have accompanied them to sea. He
did not begrudge the delay; for Cruzz there always was enough time and he intended to make his way, if not back
to his home port, to some other port where he could start his apprenticeship in the family line. His vision took in
the whole world bounded by the oceans so that never had he felt imprisoned on the piece of flat mudland. He had
traveled far since leaving his home, a greater distance than any of them, because he had managed to get lifts
several times and now he was many miles from home. He spoke of his wanderings with a good deal of zest as he
regarded them as a prelude to the day he would sail out of port into the world.
Jolo had begun to share in this wide outlook; he had even dreamed of going along with Cruzz. Now, Cruzz was
dead. Jolo could not entirely grasp the fact that Cruzz was gone. He could not believe the door was closed through
which he used to join Cruzz in another room where people laughed and played, and the air was warm and alive.
Cruzz had been the only one among the children who spoke freely about the past; he seemed able to recall it
happily and quite naturally, without the fearful gap in memory which separated the others from their past.
Sometimes, Jolo remembered, Cruzz had asked him about his home; groping, he had tried to give Cruzz some
account but had never been able to recall anything as easily and clearly as Cruzz’s stories, and he had with relief
returned to share Cruzz’s past. Now, he was left with only the memory of memories.
Toor’s voice was continuing doggedly. Cruzz should not have visited that part of the city. Cruzz had gone
alone. Cruzz had disobeyed the rules.
“Toor,” a girl by the fire spoke up in a high fresh voice. “Cruzz is dead. What’s the use of being angry with
him? It won’t bring Cruzz back.”
“You, Lal, don’t understand these things!” Toor flung back at her.
He hesitated, a little surprised at his own vehemence. When he resumed, it was to speak quietly and with a
deliberate slowness.
“We must not do these things alone. Alone, we have found we cannot manage. Going alone, someone is hurt or
lost. How can we stay together if one or another decides to go his own way? Each of us could go our own way. It
might be possible. But if it were possible, why have we come together and chosen to stay together? You see, we
need each other to live, to eat, to be safe, to keep warm. People like Cruzz, think they can do as they choose, or
see something that they feel they must have for themselves; they want whatever it is so badly that for a moment
they forget the rest of us. It so happens sometimes. Then this sort of thing comes to us: the city, people catch him
and beat him to death. No more Cruzz, as before him no more Leen, Worro and the others. You remember? Again
and again it has happened. We have learned how much we need each other. Why do they think they know better?”
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Toor’s retort thus extended into grave monologue. Among the listening children his words reflected a kindred
uneasiness stirred by the sudden appearance of the unforeseen and the dark hint of inevitability in the death of
Cruzz. No one ventured to speak. Silence served as both protection and inquiry. Each child, following his own
thread of questioning, could grasp it or let it go, safe from intruding comment; wavering, he could retrace the
incomplete query which demanded no reply; fearful of facing it or unaware that it could be found, stop to rest in
the impartiality of the silence. Within that ponderous silence lurked the half-formed uncertainties and the
protruding question marks.
Most of them were vaguely aware of a need to clarify, to understand; one or two were even anxious to acquaint
themselves with these disquieting forces, explainable perhaps if only they were older, comprehensible if only they
were wiser.
*
For two days the children remained on their side of the nver.
The camp site was shaped in a circle. It had not been so planned, as the shack—a shelter contrived by
spreading matting and remnants of precious tarpaulin over boxes and planks—also had not actually been planned.
The children had gradually cleared a small area and its shape had become circular, an imperfect round, with the
fire burning on a spot a little off center and the shack standing on what could be described as a bulge in the
circumference. The space was otherwise bare except for the litter of scraps of boxes.
When there was rain, the water formed large puddles on the uneven ground and filled the footprints where their
feet sank with each step in the mud. On those days and evenings the fire was built with difficulty, smoking and
feeble if it came to life at all. As the rain slackened and ceased, the mud dried first in a ring around the fire;
beyond this small island the water remained in dirty pools and the mud squelched underfoot, sucking at their
boots and oozing between the toes of those with bare feet.
During the two days there was not much to do but sit near the fire. They sat for the most part silent and listless
under the gloom of Cruzz’s dreadful end and the exhausting weakness of their own hunger, which set them to
fitful dozing.
Jolo, who had been the last to see Cruzz, sat with those nearest the fire. Outwardly he was as languid as the
others, but his thoughts brought him nothing but torment. Remorselessly the cruel scene he had witnessed
returned before his eyes, magnifying details, until he could no longer bear its unflagging repetition and sought to
erase the images by vehement denial of their existence. He began to think he heard again Cruzz talking, Cruzz
laughing, Cruzz making his funny comments. And he half believed, as if someone behind him had whispered the
suggestion, that should he look around, he would find Cruzz sitting in the group by the fire. He did not, however,
quite dare to test this hint from his imagination.
He fixed his gaze deliberately ahead and the effort was at first so concentrated that his eyes beheld nothing.
His daze merged with the familiar floating sensation of his hunger and he began again to feel the gnawing in the
hollowness of his stomach which twisted his guts so that he choked for breath. The brief intense agony left him
exhausted, as it had always seemed to do, as though he had wrestled mightily with a gigantic load. When the pain
passed, the relief was so complete that his whole body relaxed into almost a state of collapse; then it seemed to
him that the strongest force in him was his breathing which, with each intake, he felt reach to the tip of each
finger and toe, and through every organism and bone in his body. As his breathing eased and became regular, his
vision cleared and he recognized in the distance the familiar outline of the city across the river. At the same
moment the voices of two of the children reached his ears.
“ … go over before night.” Jolo recognized Toor’s voice.
“ … too late.”
“Whose turn is it?”
Jolo did not catch the rest of the conversation. He looked around and his glance took in the whole circle around
the fire, some of the children sitting, some lying down, one or two standing. When he had first arrived only eight
children were settled on the river bank and even then Toor had been their spokesman. He decided who should go
for food and who for fuel; and the rest .let him do the deciding. Someone had to and Toor assumed the role. He
evidently liked to give orders. His father had been an officer, it might even have been a general, and Toor himself
wanted to be a general, at least that was what one of the children had said. It was Lal over there who had said that
about Toor once when she was annoyed at him for his rules. Beside Lal sat her friend Fan. The two little girls
were inseparable, like each other’s shadow. By them was the little deaf-mute, who had one day trailed three other
children into the camp. She sat hugging her knees, her eyes large and staring but noticing nothing.
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They all came from different places though now, around the fire, they might have been of one large family,
hunger and dirt and sores leaving their common mark, emaciation producing the same pale haggard faces and frail
brittle limbs. Even those whose bodies seemed little more than skin and bone, whose stomachs were hollowed out
with the ribs standing out like an overturned basket, stood in the same awkward posture as those whose bellies
were abnormally dilated with emptiness. All of them seemed to be built with limp deformed skeletons. It mattered
little what homes each had known, rich or poor, happy or unhappy, or how their experience had varied. They had
gathered together and settled; in the circle of, mud and around the fire they were without a past and without any
thought of the future. Instinctively they lived from day to day; those who could not endure the cold and the damp
and the lack of nourishment were helped to the shack, there to try and hold on to what strength was left.
Originally the shack was for shelter at night but it had become the place for those who were too weak to move;
once inside, they seemed to be forgotten though the others tried to feed them. It was not neglect but the urgency
for those who were still active to attend to the conditions of their own survival; the main point of existence was
the need and the search for nourishment, and nothing else mattered.
As Jolo looked at his companions around the fire, there returned to him the recollection of another such group
of children. He remembered very few incidents and scenes from the past; the months between his leaving home
and his arrival here seemed to have blotted them from his memory. So he was vague as to how he came to know
this story and, even when he heard again his father’s voice telling the tale and caught the familiar fragrance of
pipe tobacco, he did not recognize the voice or recall any image of his father. As the voice began to describe again
the scene around a fire, the picture in Jolo’s mind rose clear and sharp. The voice faded and the story presented
itself as vividly as the first time he had heard it.
During the long period when one crusade after another had set out from Europe, there had been a Children’s
Crusade. The children had gathered from all parts of Europe, their imaginations stirred by the adventure of the
march to the Holy Land to snatch it from the infidels. They had heard marvelous tales of the sights on the way and
of the throngs which accompanied the knights and their trains—the traders, the monks, the pilgrims and the
tricksters. They did not know of the greed, misery and chicanery which also accompanied the crusaders; they had
not stopped to weigh the odds, eager only to join the great eastward march of Christendom. A shepherd boy
named Stephen had led the children in their crusade as they started out for the south, to the flourishing port of
Marseilles, whence they had hoped to voyage across the length of the Mediterranean.
Those children might have sat around a fire like this one, Jolo thought, though there were many more of them
and for them it was a new camp fire each night. They had a destination but they never reached it. Slave traders,
promising them passage on ships, took them and sold them into captivity. What had happened to all those
children, he wondered, and what had happened to Stephen; what had been his thoughts when he looked back on
the dreams which had sent them forth on a pilgrimage to entrap them in slavery? Stephen might have spoken to
his group, hundreds of years ago, in much the same words Toor had just used. And there might also have been one
among them like Cruzz, who wandered off and never returned.
It would be exciting, Jolo reflected, to be part of a crusade, to be marching forth to free a city, a whole land,
perhaps the world no less; to rid the world of cheaters, infidels, and slave traders. He did not dream of being the
leader of such a crusade, merely to be one of such a group setting out together with a common cause. People like
Toor were leaders. Or someone like Solen.
Solen was fifteen, a little older than Toor. His body was pathetically thin with skin of pale transparency and his
frailty was accentuated by his light hair and strange hazel eyes, which took on odd hues of green flecked with
rust, giving him at times the look of the sightless, as if he stared in blindness and saw not outward but inward and
beyond. Solen said little but his gentleness spoke for him.
There was peace about him and in those near him. It was sweet, for instance, to sit by Solen in the sunlight,
leaning against a box which propped up one side of the shack, to sit there saying nothing, blinking into the sun,
and feel its warmth on one’s face and arms and legs. Then, even the buzzing of the black flies added something to
the sense of tranquillity, a buzz which was transformed from a pestering nuisance into a soothing hypnotic hum. It
was good too to sit near Solen in the evening and feel his presence in the comradeship around the fire. It was the
same wherever he happened to be: he had serenity and, that always was reassuring. In this way the children
regarded Solen as one of their leaders.
There also was Rull, a boy of very different temperament, who at times commanded the children’s attention.
Rull was rough and short of patience, not given to thought. He was healthier and stronger than the rest for he had
only recently joined the group. He served well in their expeditions to the city for food or in search of new sources
of supply. He was quick on his feet, nimble with his fingers and agile with his stocky compact body. In a split
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second the mind which could not weigh the “ifs” and “ors” in argument found instinctively the course to follow,
the opening to dash for, the subterfuge to assume. With these assets Rull might well have dominated the group,
but his aggressiveness had also antagonized the children so that generally they were more inclined to listen to
Toor or to Solen.
These three shared the leadership of the group. Yet it was often apparent that the girl, Mulla, could overrule
them singly or together. There were occasions when she reversed the decisions of the group: rightly, they all
eventually agreed, when she softened the punishment of one of them, but wrongly when, for instance, she refused
to allow them to go into a certain quarter of the city, hitherto unexplored for food. It was customary among them
to attack the problem of food in a series of planned expeditions to the town, timing and distributing their raids
over various sections; to the people in the city it seemed that “the little rats” appeared, snatched, and quickly
scattered according to no premeditated plan but “the little rats” had found a way to help themselves. When, on
Mulla’s wilful insistence, they raided one street a second time, too soon after the first visit, the shopkeepers were
prepared. They inflicted cruel retaliation. It was a miracle that the children on the raid had managed to find their
way back to the camp.
During the spells of Mulla’s dominance the children were sullen and irritable as though they had been caught
in a trap. Gradually, however, and almost imperceptibly, the weight of Mulla’s will relaxed, lifted and was slowly
lowered. Then, one day, Mulla took a fancy to a baby in the city. She kidnapped him. Since that day he was
exclusively hers—sick, fragile and helpless; and since that day there had been no insistence on Mulla’s part that
her word was .law. She named the baby Pin and spent all her time rocking him and talking to him. None of them
knew what was wrong with Pin. He ate little, slept fitfully, and when he cried it was not a lusty healthy protest but
a choked whimper.
“Oh, Pin, Pin, little Pin,” Mulla would whisper over and over again, holding him close, rocking him, bending
over to lay her face against his pale cheek. “Hush, Pin, you must sleep. You must eat. My .little Pin, what is going
to happen to you?” …

*
The extennination of Cruzz left its mark on the city. There had been similar cases in the past but they had been
unnoticed or deliberately ignored by the authorities responsible for law and order; each time there had been other
matters more pressing and more worthy of their attention. On the day of Cruzz’s lone venture, however, the state
of the city had reached an unprecedented point of deterioration and the incident, which at any other time might
have attracted little attention, led to a sequel which marked another step in the city’s disintegration and further
exposed symptoms of the city’s malady.
The occupation forces had been unable to do anything about the supplies from outside which had suddenly
ceased to come in; riots and disorder were increasing, the death rate in certain sections of the city was appalling,
and the inhabitants were growing less and less cooperative; members of the garrison had been attacked several
times in demonstrations against their presence. The supplies for the garrison itself had not been replenished for
three weeks and the commander was exasperated beyond words; his self-esteem was badly impaired. His
authority and dignity depended on the smooth operation of the military machine; while his individual contribution
to it was negligible, his position (which, after all, was of great importance to himself) was open to ridicule when
he was left to shift for himself without the prestige and support which he felt was his due as a high officer of
military government.
To civilians, awed by the tremendous might and organization of modern armed forces, it was hardly
conceivable that the military machine would not always run with clockwork precision; if it broke down, that could
only mean the final total collapse which, they had been told, was unthinkable. Any instance of the machine’s
inefficiency and faults had been carefully guarded within military circles. But it sometimes happened that military
headquarters overlooked a small task force or, as in the case of this particular abandoned city, a token garrison of
occupation. The carelessness of a minor officer at headquarters might have been responsible for the plight of the
small garrison in this city; it also could have been due to a slip of memory among the more august in a moment of
harassment or perhaps, more happily, in jubilation over imminent total victory.
Whatever the reasons, the handful of soldiers stayed in the city by the river according to the last instructions
they had received. They were too small a group to be authoritative yet sufficient in number to remind the people
constantly of a stronger military neighbor, who, however friendly at the moment, still represented a mailed fist
which at its own convenience could strike a mortal blow.

600

The commander of this small force had confidently expected an order to proceed into action or at least to a
more significant post. Day after day he had looked for that order; week in and week out he expected it. He became
extremely anxious, then nervous, and then indignant as gradually the suspicion grew that he had indeed been
forgotten. It would not do to discuss his fears with his subordinates, so he stewed in the bitter juices of his own
wounded pride. He was aware that the morale of his own men was fading and that the city people were openly
expressing their contempt of him. He redoubled his insistence that his men present an immaculate military
appearance around the city and cut their leisure hours. He tightened the regulations in the market places, the
centers of the city’s activity: he was severer about the hours of transaction, control of prices and rationing, and the
allotment of the meager supplies on hand. There were new orders every day and the people were heartily sick of
the situation.
On the evening of the day of Cruzz’s death, the commander dined with the city’s chief citizen whose home was
the only one he ever honored socially with his presence. The guests, it goes without saying, were carefully
selected and included members of the commander’s staff. The commander was ponderously gracious to his
hostess, subtly rude to his host, and ignored the other guests. Conversation was therefore concentrated at the two
ends of the table: the commander with his hostess and the aide who always sat at his left; the host, at the other
end, with a voluble lieutenant, the Chief of the Police and a priest, while in the center sat four silent guests, who
looked up expectantly at the lieutenant’s bright attempts at general conversation or lowered their eyes respectfully
(it may have been deprecatingly) when the commander addressed, the whole room.
He made frequent reference to the lack of feminine company at the table. The truth was that except for the
hostess, the wives of the men at the table never put in an appearance at these dinners in honor of the commander;
whether it was the men’s decision or their wives’, they chose to show in this small way their disapproval of the
prolonged visit of the soldiers in the city. The commander was aware of this, but since it was a feeble gesture, he
rather enjoyed the discomfort of the guests at the table and never failed to make the most of it in his
characteristically heavy manner.
He had just finished remarking once again on the absence of the ladies, and was turning to his hostess to add a
further observation, when his ear caught part of the conversation at the other end of the table.
“They are an infernal nuisance, the little rats! Should be exterminated once and for all!” the host declared with
considerable feeling. Beside him, the Chief of the Police agreed with a rumble of words which was only
intelligible to his immediate neighbours.
“But surely you can cope with a handful of homeless children,” the lieutenant drawled, dipping the tips of his
fingers in the fingerbowl and flicking them on his napkin.
The Chief of the Police spluttered a protest into his wine glass to the effect that it was not a question of not
being able to handle them. There were other things for the police to do and God knows the force had been
drastically reduced.
“Why don’t you fetch these children from the other side?” the lieutenant persisted, needling them. “That
should solve your problem. Confine them in the city and keep them from troubling you. It’s so very simple!”
“My dear lieutenant, we are already so short of food. How would we feed them? We haven’t enough to keep
everyone in the city alive!” the priest protested with a slight whine in his voice.
“They don’t belong to the city, lieutenant,” the host added, restraining himself and behaving as though he had
also to soothe his guest. “They come from all over. They are … they are like … er, savages or wild animals,
hardly human. No telling what might happen if we tried to bring them to live among us. And if we did, can you
imagine, my dear lieutenant, the hordes which would be descending upon us. You see, we have to foresee all
possible consequences, much as we should like to help these poor children.”
“I have tried to visit them,” the priest resumed. “I felt one should try to reason with them, to point out where
they have erred. They are lost sheep which must be brought back to the fold.” His voice trailed off sonorously
unctuous.
“And were you successful?” the lieutenant lightly mocked him.
“They wouldn’t let me go near them! They spat, yelled, and threw stones at me!” the priest replied, his
perplexity pitching the tone of his voice higher. The host broke in again.
“They’re absolutely out of hand. I don’t think you quite appreciate the problem, lieutenant. Now, the boy they
caught today, he’s an example of the devil’s thorough work among them, absolutely unprincipled, ferocious as a
wild animal, a threat … a threat …!”
“Have you considered the trouble you may have laid up for yourselves in approving the beating to death of
this boy?” the lieutenant asked, the mockery still in his voice to which was added a tone of feigned earnestness.
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“Those men who are responsible for the death of that boy, one should say the murder of that boy—a terrible
death, after all—aren’t you going to have trouble after condoning such a deed? Lawlessness breeds amazingly fast
and the ground is particularly fertile here for that sort of thing. We’re all aware of that, I think—”
“The little rat deserved it!”
“My dear lieutenant!” The lieutenant passed over their interruptions.
“What is your problem, gentlemen? Children! Naughty, unruly children! You should catch them and give them
a sound spanking. But not the licking the scum of your city meted out on that poor boy! What’s come over you,
gentlemen? Where are your police? Why are they not performing their duty? What are they doing?”
He waved. his hand in a picturesque flourish of helplessness, enjoying himself immensely.
The commander had followed the conversation. The young officer was enjoying himself too well, he was overreaching himself. Yet it served these old duffers right! They were much too satisfied with themselves. He decided
to put in a word himself and threw his voice down the room at the Chief of the Police.
“What are you doing about this?”
Everyone looked up at the commander. The man he had addressed stared dumbly back at him. The question
was roared at him again and he could only begin to stammer a repetition of excuses which usually came glibly
from his lips.
The commander slammed his fist on the table, cut him short, and launched into a thunderous denunciation of
the wretched man, his underlings, the miserable police force, the city, the uncooperative people who did not
appreciate the protective hand of an ally. All the suppressed indignation of hurt pride and frustrated authority was
hurled at the man in a deluge of blistering words, while the other guests sat awestruck at the exhibition.
“Get out! Get out of here and round up those ruffians! What are you doing here? How dare you be here while
those wretches are loose in the city? Chief of the Police indeed! Police!”
He was in turn scornful, savage, stern and righteously indignant until he began to splutter for lack of
expressions and with a wide flourish of his arm bellowed at the man:
“Get out! Get out and do your duty!”
Needless to say, the man hurriedly took his leave. He hastened homeward, sulking, and in turn gave vent to his
rage on his unfortunate household.
The party he left broke up immediately, the commander in vile temper at everyone including himself, his aides
trembling at the inevitable consequences which they would be suffering for days to come, the host and his other
guests in consternation over the possible effects on their own fortunes.
So they separated, blinded by anger, fear and self-concern, poorer in spirit, and with their many variations all
cowards of one basic pattern. …
1910

171.6 The Ancestors Of Oytag\fn{by Mehmet (c.1910?- )} Oytag Village, Aldo County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
The ancestors of Oytag originally lived in the Pamir region, to the west. They followed the hero Chirikbay and
migrated to Oytag from Sarikol, on the Pamir Plateau.
One day Chirikbay, the ancestor of Oytag, went hunting and came to a place close to Opal, where he spent the
night. There he noticed a young man who was plowing his field at night. He was amazed that this young man
would work in the dark.
The young man explained that there is a dragon in the mountains who eats human beings, every day. The next
morning it was his turn to be the dragon’s meal. On that account he wanted to finish his fieldwork for his mother,
before dawn.
Chirikbay was very angry because of this, and immediately he went to the village elder and announced that he
would kill the dragon. He left the village before dawn and made a long and difficult journey. He fought bravely
against the dragon and, in the end he won. He killed the dragon and skinned it.
Chirikbay presented the dragon skin as a gift to the village elder of Opal who, in appreciation, sponsored a
three-day celebration in honor of the hero. Then he sent the hero Chirikbay to visit the Mongol khan, in Kashgar.
The khan asked Chirikbay what he wished to get as a reward. Chirikbay said:
“I would like to live in a grassland where spring water flows around my feet, where willow trees grow to the
south and pine trees stand in the nofth, and where a spring bubbles forth in the west.”
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The Mongol khan sent him to Kucha as his chief administrator. The mandate of the Mongol khan was
preserved in the hollow trunk of a special willow tree. Unfortunately, this tree was swept away by a flood some
years ago.
171.7 Destiny Of The Mouse\fn{by Imin Mettohti (c.1910?- )} Tosalla Village, Hotan County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
In ancient times lived a wise old man, in the forest, and he was in possession of a magic stick. One day, sitting
at home at breakfast he heard some urgent cries:
“Oh! Help! Please help!”
The old man immediately went outside where he found a fox holding a mouse between its teeth. The mouse
was crying and moaning as it put up a last ditch effort to escape the fox. The old man picked up a stone and threw
it so hard at the fox that he died instantly. The mouse, which had been saved trom death in the fox’s mouth
scurried up to the old man, kowtowing and bowing:
“Thank you very much, Grandfather. If you had not been here, I would have been killed. I will never forget
your kindness.” The old man looked at the mouse with pity:
“You look so small that everyone thinks he can bully you. Let me help you become a larger animal.”
The old man raised his magic staff, pointed it toward the mouse, and then waved it three times. Amazingly, the
mouse was transformed into a big cat, which bowed deeply to the old man betore running away happily, into the
forest.
A few days later, when it went out to look for food, the cat met a hungry wolf. After the wolf had chased the
cat, and after the cat had nearly collapsed from running, it escaped by climbing to the top of a pine tree. When he
failed to catch the cat, the wolf left, and the cat jumped off the tree to run at top speed into the old man’s yard.
“Oh, my dear Grandfather, have mercy on me!” pleaded the cat. “The animals will not leave me alone. There is
no safety for me. Would you please help me become the most powerful animal? I will never forget your
kindness.” The old man looked at the cat for a while:
“All right, I can make you into a strong and most powerful animal, a tiger; but only if you promise to remain
modest. Remember, you must not bully the small animals..You must live in harmony with the others.”
“Of course, I swear. I will be obedient to your instructions. Please trust me, Grandfather.” This the cat
promised with a big smile.
The old man once more waved his magic wand at the cat, three times, and momentarily it became bigger and
bigger and changed into a huge tiger. The tiger bowed toward the old man and ran away. He disappeared in the
forest.
During the next few days the tiger remained reasonably polite toward the other animals. But with the passing
of time he became increasingly more rude. Violently he would attack all the animals he met. They were all
frightened and scurried away from him.
Because none of them could now enjoy a peaceful lite anymore, all the animals gathered and went to see the
old man to complain about the tiger. The old man then set out to find the tiger with the intention of persuading
him to change his ways. After having made an arduous search he finally found the great feline, sitting upon a
stone and enjoying his meal, in the sunshine. Many animals had followed the old man to see how he would deal
with him.
The tiger paid no attention to the old man's arrival. Moreover, when the old man gave the tiger some advice, he
rudely interrupted him:
“Eh, Old Man, you know to whom you are talking? Do you not? I am the king of the mountain, the khan of the
animals. Look! I need to take a rest,” said the tiger, acting like a lord.
“Certainly, I know who you are,” the old man explained calmly. “You used to be a minor animal, no bigger
than a sparrow. It was because of my sympathy that you have become a tiger. Do you remember the promise you
made before you became a tiger?”
Hearing this, the tiger, gnashing his teeth and boiling with anger, bounded toward the old man. The old man
looked fiercely at the tiger—as if daggers protruded from his eyes:
“You are really good for nothing. You deserve to be a mouse forever.” This the old man said as he transformed
the tiger back into a small mouse.
All the animals were extremely happy with what they saw. Singing and dancing they celebrated this great
event. From that time on, all the animals cursed and scolded the mouse whenever it appeared. That is the reason
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why today the mouse will always be frightened and will hide in a hole during the day.
It will only dare to go out like a thief in the night.
171.5 Parhat Canyon\fn{by Hashim Ahun (c.1910?- )} Yarkant County, Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region,
China (M) 1
The Chinese prince Parhat fell in love with a beautiful princess named Shirin, who lived in a neighboring
country.
Remarkably, this princess also fell in love with Parhat the very first time she saw him. The lovers found each
other so compatible that they decided to be each other’s lifelong companions.
Just about this time Hisraw, the king of Persia, was informed about Shirin’s matchless beauty. He sent his
envoy and soldiers to make an offer of marriage. Although there was no one other than Parhat in her heart, Shirin
still hesitated when she received Hisraw’s proposal. After long considerations she finally made her decision:
“Inasmuch as everyone knows that Hisraw is a tyrant, he will certainly send troops to my country if I refuse his
offer. If this were to happen, my hope for companionship with Parhat would never be fulfilled. Therefore I must
put forth a condition which Hisraw cannot meet.” So the princess said to the envoy:
“I want a canal dug that flows from my country’s western mountains to the eastern desert. The water should
glitter like golden droplets, and its current must be such a torrent that it can carry away a large ox swiftly. If
anyone can complete this canal, I would like to be his wife.”
Hearing this, Parhat immediately became very happy. He spared no effort to clear away the mountains and
channeling the water.
The king Hisraw was very angry. He was ready to send troops to capture Shirin and take her away by force, to
be his wife. However his advisor, a clever minister, persuaded him:
“It will give you a bad reputation if you do this. Let us think of an intelligent solution.”
In the course of three years, with his iron-like will, Parhat endured innumerable ordeals, hardships and
tribulations, until he finally succeeded building a huge canal with stones. Learning about this, King Hisraw was in
an irritable mood and called upon a witch for advice.
“There is nothing to worry about. We can fry meat by using its own fat. The princess Shirin certainly will
belong to you,” said the witch.
After some dark scheming the witch went to visit Parhat, whom she found waiting for his beloved Shirin.
When the witch met him, she suddenly began crying. Parhat was surprised:
“What has made you so sad?” he asked. The witch then embraced the young man and kissed him, and told him
a story filled with tears and emotion:
“I cannot imagine how cruel the princess can be! You are such a brilliant and brave man, but Princess Shirin
regards King Hisraw as being superior to you, and she has already thrown herself into his arms. You have been
longing for her all this time, and she has never thought about you. At this moment she is in his palace, enjoying
herself. I was so upset when I saw you. I could not restrain myself from crying.”
This evil news struck Parhat so violently, that he hit his head against the mountain, with such violence that it
broke open. Pieces of rock dropped into the canal and were carried down-stream by the water. Parhat’s broken
body fell among the rocks.
Shortly thereafter the princess Shirin arrived at the same spot with her servants, to celebrate the completion of
the canal. Upon seeing the tragedy that had taken place, she fainted. Then, while grasping her precious dagger, she
cried:
“Without Parhat there is nothing left for me!” And she killed herself.
Her body fell into the canal, next to that of Parhat. From then on, people called this canal the Parhat Canyon.
Later its name was changed to Zerepshan.
171.10 The Origin Of The Parrot\fn{by Kasim (c.1910?- )} Ara Osteng Village, Uch Osteng Commune, Kucha
County, Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomnous Region, China (M) 1
The parrot originally was a beautiful woman who, with her husband, had taken a vow that when one died the
other would chant at the other’s tomb verses from the Qur’an for forty years.
One day the woman died unexpectedly. Because her husband was true to their vow, he continued to visit her
tomb for forty years, chanting words from the Qur’an and praying to Huda\fn{ God} with bitter tears. In the end
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Huda showed compassion toward him and brought his wife back to life.
She had died when very young, and therefore she returned as a young woman. But by that time her husband
had become an old man. Nevertheless, they continued to live harmoniously as a happy pair. Some time later the
two went to a lake to enjoy themselves. While relaxing upon the grass the husband dozed off with his head
leaning against his wife’s legs. It so happened that a young prince passed by, on a hunting trip. When he saw this
beautiful woman—charming like a rose, bright as the sun, and lucid as moonlight—he immediately became
infatuated with her.
“I suppose this man is your father?” he asked her. When the beautiful woman explained that it was her
husband, the prince was surprised.
“Oh no! How can you live together with such an old man? What a beautiful woman you are!” said the prince
and began seducing her. At last he succeeded luring her away from her husband.
When the old husband woke up and could not find his wife anywhere, he mourned with all his heart and began
to search for her. He walked on and on, searching high and low tor his beautiful wife. Day after day, month after
month he searched, until he came to the nice garden that belonged to the prince.
“Aha!” There in the pavilion he found his lovely wife, cheerfully enjoying the flowers. The husband was wild
with joy to see her:
“My dear, I have been searching for you all this time. How did you come here? Let us go home right now,”
said the husband, too impatient to wait any longer.
But his wife refused to leave. She told her husband that she was in love with the prince.
The husband then went to the palace and requested an audience with the king, to whom he explained the entire
situation. In the end, with the king’s persuasion, the prince agreed that the husband should take his wife back
home. So the young woman was forced to leave, following her husband, like a captive deer tied to a hunter. Some
time later Huda sent a message to the man:
“You love your wife as much as you are loyal to her. You have suffered in the course of forty years because of
her. But she is young, and you are old. So, it is possible that your wife may want to leave you again. What would
you think if I were to change her into a bird?”
Hearing Huda’s wisdom, the husband accepted the offer as if he was acquiring a most precious treasure.
Instantly the beautiful woman became a beautiful bird, and flew away. And at that moment the parrot had come
into being.
171.11 Bayzek\fn{by Abla Haji (c.1910?- )} Bazaar Village, Ala Khagha Commune, Kucha County, SinkiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
Long, long ago, in a town called Besh Tam,\fn{ Five Walls} lived a woman named Büwi Seyshenbe. She had a
son called Bayzek who, while he was still a child, left home in order to visit some holy place. Many times he
made pilgrimages to this sacred place. Many months, and even many years passed. He often thought about his
mother and his homeland.
So, at last he returned. It was dusk when he arrived in his hometown, and he could not identify its streets any
more. He did not know in which direction he should go. He asked a man, to find his way home.
“Who are you?” was the reply to Bayzek’s question.
“I am the son of the woman Bübi Seyshenbe,” Bayzek answered.
“Where have you come from, and where are you going?” Bayzek told the man that he had been on pilgrimage
to a holy place.
“And have you attained hudaship\fn{Holiness}?”
“I do not know. I have prayed to God, and I have made many pilgrimages,” Bayzek answered.
“You have deserted your mother for many years. Do you know what your mother’s condition is right now?
Your mother used to be a women who, if only she would breathe a puff of air, she would send sparks flying to
Heaven. But now she has gone blind, because she missed you so much and has cried so much. And the field of
your mother has become wasteland by neglect.” Scolding Bayzek in this manner, the man said to him:
“If you turn this comer, you will see a hut the walls of which are propped up by mud. Its door is fastened with
a string. That is your mother’s house.” Bayzek turned the corner and called out for his mother.
“Who are you?” she asked from inside the house.
“I am Bayzek.”
“Where have you been, and what have you been doing all these years?” she asked.
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“Fearing the wrath of Huda, who created me, I left you, O my Mother, and went to serve Huda.”
“Then have you attained hudaship?”
“I do not know yet, Mother. I have prayed to God. I have been on many pilgrimages to the sacred place. But
Mother, I am still as I was before,” Bayzek replied.
“Poke a piece of your clothing through the crack in the door,” his mother requested. She then wiped her eyes
with that piece of her son’s garment, and her sight returned. Then she opened the door and greeted her son.
“I also want to visit the sacred place where you have been,” she pleaded.
Upon hearing this, Bayzek wove a basket and put his mother into it. He lifted her on his head and so they
began their journey to the holy place.
After a long journey they finally arrived. Bayzek helped his mother pray and bow seven times. Then, still
carrying her, he returned with her to their home town.
“Well, Mother, for many years I have abandoned and neglected you. Are you now satisfied with me?” Bayzek
asked.
“Oh my Child, if you have pleased Huda, I will be satisfied,” his mother answered. Just at that moment a voice
from heaven was heard, saying:
“If your mother is pleased, I also will be.”
The fact that both his mother and God referred to each other to evade giving an answer distressed Bayzek very
much. He became very angry and left his home.
“Since neither my mother nor Huda is pleased, I will sell the accumulated merit of all my prayers, which add
up to seventy years,” he shouted along the street.\fn{ In Uighur, the numbers 7 and 70 may also mean many, or much}
In this town lived a gambler who, during forty years, had never once tried to pray to God. He consulted with
others whether it was really possible to buy someone else’s prayers. After having been told that it was possible, he
approached Bayzek.
“Are you the man who has something to sell just now?” the gambler asked.
“I am going to sell my seventy years worth of prayers,” Bayzek told him.
“Why? Why do you want to sell them?” the gambler asked.
“I have lived as an ascetic for many years, and now I want to eat my fill,” Bayzek answered.
“In this town,” so the gambler told him, “there have been no evil deeds committed which I have not also
committed. So now, there is a little money in my pockets. Are you ready to sell your prayers for that money?”
“It does not matter how much you have. I sell them to you for that amount,” Bayzek declared.
The gambler turned his pockets inside out and let the money fall to the ground. It added up only to two
tengges.\fn{Two old silver coins} Bayzek sold his prayers for these two tengges and went to an eating place. Showing
the money to the cook, he asked:
“How many dumplings can I buy for these coins?”
“Five large steam pans full,” answered the cook.
Bayzek bought the entire lot and took them to a graveyard—as he struggled against his lust to eat.\fn{ Members
of the Uighur Sufi branch, Ishan, do pray in graveyards where their holy founders and ancestors lie buried } And he said:
“Take it, my Lust, and eat it! You told me, ‘You have been hungry for seventy years. Now eat your fill. Today
you have dumplings. Who knows whether you will have two tengges tomorrow!’”
Then Bayzek heard a groaning sound. He sat down his dumplings to have a look. Momentarily he discovered a
bitch with six puppies, trapped in an open grave pit from which they could not escape. Bayzek pulled out the
mother from the pit, together with her young ones, and fed his dumplings to them. The dogs ate his dumplings and
prayed to Heaven:
“Oh Huda! Please let your servant be honored.”
Bayzek returned to his house with his large empty plate. And once again, suddenly, a voice was heard from
Heaven:
“O Bayzek, had you not gotten rid of your lust, the dogs would have died. Now I am pleased with you!”
171.12 The Bull Who Gave Birth To A Calf\fn{by Sopa Ahun (c.1910?- )} Kokchi Village, Kucha County,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
Once upon a time there was an honest and poor farmer who owned a cow that had a calf. One day it happened
that the farmer took out his cow to be watered, and the calf ran alongside her rather independently.
The farmer met another man who had come to water his bull. On the way back, the calf followed the bull. The
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farmer had not noticed until he was back home. He then put his cow into the shed and went to the other man’s
house to retrieve his calf.
“But it is my calf! My bull is special. He has born calves,” the crafty man said, with conviction. “And look!
My calf has a special ability of never getting lost.”
The farmer was angry about this chicanery. But the sly adversary would not give up the calf that was in his
possession. After they had loudly argued for some time, they both realized that they were deadlocked. So they
decided to go to the khazi.
The owner of the bull tucked a scarf into his pocket into which he had wrapped some calf dung. The owner of
the cow went to the khazi empty-handed. Both of them made a deep bow when they greeted the khazi.
“What is the trouble with you?” asked the khazi coldly. The calf owner voiced his complaint first:
“Respected Khazi, I have a calf. Yesterday, after watering the cow, my calf followed this person’s bull home.
When I went there for my calf, he fabricated a story that his bull gave birth to this calf. How can a bull possibly
give birth? My Lord, I have come to you requesting a just verdict.” The owner of the bull quickly retorted:
“Oh my Lord Khazi. This man is a robber.”
This he spoke angrily and with considerable emotion. As he talked he raised his fist with the white scarf in it.
“All that this man said is part of a plot. This robber came to my ox shed and wanted to rob me of my calf. How
can I bear it? As you, Lord, know, sometimes a bull can give birth. There is no doubt that this calf is mine. I beg
you to certify this fact.”
This he said as he finished his complaint by raising his hand with the scarf bundle.
Now, the khazi did not know right away how to judge this case, so he said:
“Let me go to the inner room and consult the book. I will judge this case according to the law.” Entering the
inner room, the khazi started scheming:
“There must be some gold coins in that man’s scarf, and it will be better for me to rule in that man’s favor.”
The khazi went back to the court with confidence. Clearing his throat, he declared:
“I could not get at the truth without first reading the law book. The book says that sometimes a bull can bear a
calf. That proves that this man’s bull has borne the calf. Therefore you, cow owner, have no right to claim that the
calf is yours. From now on, do not be wily and greedy. Go home now.”
The calf owner was very disappointed by this judgement, but he dared not to disagree with it. He therefore
went home with tears of grief in his eyes. In contrast, the bull owner was wild with joy. And he walked out
proudly, paying no heed to the khazi.
Because the man had not given the scarf to the judge, the khazi sent his child to get it. The child caught up with
the bull owner and stopped him:
“Give me the scarf. My daddy wants it.”
The bull owner willingly gave it to the child and quickly left. Believing it was filled with gold, the khazi
grabbed the scarf from the hands of his child. Carefully he opened the scarf. What? Only shit! The khazi was so
dumbfounded that he let the calf dung drop on the floor.
Within a few days all the people in the country had heard this story.
Actually, the bull owner was open-minded and straightforward. He hated the unjust khazi and wanted to make
a fool of him on account of his corruption. So he concocted his story about the bull that has given birth to a calf.
After he had successfully exposed the khazi’s corruption, he immediately gave back the calf to the owner of the
cow.
From that time on this khazi could not face the people anymore.
171.15 Hasan And Husan\fn{by Jamal Sherip (c.1910?- )} Yaka Village, Kucha County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
Long, long ago, in the city of Kucyha, lived two close friends whose names were Hasan and Husan, both from
merchant families. As they grew up they took over their fathers’ work of transporting goods to Kashgar, to sell
there.
One day, while strolling around Kashgar, they saw a girl sitting by the window of a mansion. It was love at
first sight for Hasan, who was so taken in by her beauty that he fainted. Husan had a difficult time reviving him.
Even after he regained consciousness, Hasan was still in a very disturbed state of mind. He was so upset that he
bade farewell to his best friend:
“Look, you saw with your own eyes that I cannot live without this girl. I will do everything in my power to
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win her love. So, I will not go home now. Let me pray that you may have a good journey. And please forgive me
if something happens to me in times ahead.”
Husan was very sad about Hasan’s decision, but he could not convince him to change his mind. Finally Husan
gave up and left for Kucha with his merchandise, while Hasan remained in Kashgar.
From then on Hasan walked past the mansion every day, hoping to see the girl again. But she did not reappear.
As a result he began to waste away. There was an old woman who lived near this mansion. Every day, in
exchange for three loaves of bread she spun three ser\fn{About 30 grams} of thread. This enabled her to survive,
together with her hen and her cat. When she noticed Hasan’s daily lingering around the mansion, she asked him:
“Young man, is something troubling you?”
“I am sorry, Old One, but you may not understand my worries.”
“My Child, tell me about it. Perhaps I can help you.”
In the end Hasan opened his heart to the old woman. And she consoled him:
”This girl is the daughter of the king of Kashgar. She never appears in the street. She is used to having her
daily needs met by the neighborhood estates. She is now twenty-five years old. I think I can do something for
you.”
Hasan was happy to hear this. So he readily agreed when the woman asked Hasan to buy two chicks for her.
These she sewed into two small bags. Then, carrying the bags under her arms, she went to see the girl, introducing
herself as follows:
“I am a very good hairdresser. Younger women usually cannot do as good ajob as I.”
The girl accepted this offer to have her hair done. When the woman began combing her hair the chicks chirped
every time the old woman moved her arms. This made the girl very curious.
“What is this sound, Old One?”
“Oh my Child, I have never talked about this to anyone before. But let me tell you the secret. I was once the
daughter of a rich man, and my father loved me so much that he did not permit me to marry until I was twentyfive years old. I got this sickness because I married at that advanced age.” The girl began to worry:
“But I am twenty-five years old now. What am I supposed to do?”
“Oh, really? That is something we should remedy immediately,” she said, trying to convince her. “I have a
nephew who is very handsome. Would you like me to introduce him to you?”
The beautiful girl at last found a way to accept this proposal:
“Let me tell my father that I need the help of a slave. Perhaps he could come as a slave.”
At the Sunday market the old woman appeared with a well-dressed handsome slave. It was Hasan. This was
when the girl asked her father to buy her a good slave from the market. The king agreed and sent a servant to
arrange the transaction. He came back with Hasan after paying three hundred golden tilla.
The old woman kept the money, and Hasan started his new job as the private slave of the princess. After a few
days the princess had become very fond of this very handsome young man. And gradually she arranged things so
that Hasan worked during the day and was with her at night. After a while the king became suspicious about this
young man, so he transferred Hasan to a position in the garden palace, where he supervised other slaves.
A month later, Hasan built a very beautiful pavilion in the garden, which he invited the king to see. He liked it
very much, and he granted permission for his daughter to also spend time there. The next day the princess went to
the pavilion and met Hasan. She gave him her portrait.
One day, when Hasan was in the garden looking at the beautiful portrait, he fell into a deep sleep. It happened
that a gale blew the portrait away. The wind blew it through the sky. Finally it came to rest in the courtyard of the
Hotan palace. The servants showed it to the king who at once fell in love with the girl.
“Allah sent this portrait to me,” he declared. “Go, find this girl for me. If someone can tell you where she is, he
will be awarded the position of my first minister,” so the Hotan king ordered.
*
Now let us see what happened to Husan, Hasan’s best friend.
After he returned to Kucha, Husan continued to do his business, but, day in and day out, he continued to think
of Hasan and wondered what had become of him. Therefore he decided to go and look for his friend. It was just
then that news about the Hotan king’s decree reached Kucha. As soon as he heard about it, Husan began his
journey. Regardless of where he looked, he could not find Hasan in Kashgar. Finally he left for Hotan, where he
told the palace officials that the girl in the portrait was the princess of the kingdom of Kashgar.
The king of Hotan was very happy about this report and, on that very day, he appointed Husan to be his first
minister.
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Shortly thereafter the king of Hotan sent his envoy to Kashgar to arrange his marriage to the princess. At that
time the kingdom of Hotan, Chin Machin, was powerful and prosperous. The Kashgar and Kucha kingdoms were
both afraid of Hotan. The king of Kashgar therefore quickly gave his consent to this marriage proposal and held
the wedding of the princess a few days later. Betore the princess left for Hotan, she tearfully bade farewell to
Hasan and enjoined him:
“Please, go to Hotan as a seller of sheep fat. I will arrange everything for us.”
After the princess arrived at the Hotan palace she started crying. She neither wanted to eat or sleep. She was
always in a bad mood, and never smiled. In any case, the king could not approach her but had to content himself
with anticipating a change in her mood.
One day a fat seller, with two skin bags of oil packed on his donkey, arrived at the Hotan market. He offered
his merchandise in one street after another.
“Oil, fat! The best price!” He eventually neared the palace where the princess quickly identified Hasan’s voice.
She smiled for the first time. The king was very pleased to see her smile.
“It means, a fat seller can make her happy,” he thought. So the king ordered his servant to let the fat seller in,
but to put him into the dungeon.
The next day, putting on the fat seller’s clothes and leading a donkey, the king secretly left the palace. When he
began to announce his wares:
“Fat, oil! It is the best!” The princess recognized him immediately:
“Come here, Headsman! What a turmoil, in front of the palace! Who dares to disturb the palace? Catch and kill
him,” the princess ordered angrily. The executioner went out to catch the fat seller and beheaded him without
listening to the king’s explanation:
“I am not the fat seller, I am the king.”
Consequently Husan, who now was the minister, released Hasan from the dungeon. Hasan and the princess had
a happy reunion. He became the king of Hotan, and Husan was his prime minister. They ruled the country fairly
and honorably.
171.16 Sun And Moon Were Friends\fn{by Arip Ahun (c.1910?- )} Turfan, Turfan Prefecture, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M)-1
Long, long ago, when the Earth had just been fonned, the Sun and the Moon were still good friends.
Suspended in the sky, both were travelling together through the vast and boundless celestial space. At that time,
the Moon was as brilliant as the Sun is today, and she illuminated the whole universe with her bright rays.
One day, as they were travelling together in the star-studded sky, the two were surprised to notice the earth
beneath them. They looked down at it, curiously, and discovered that many large and small creatures lived upon
its surface. This so aroused the Moon’s interest that she suggested to the Sun:
“My friend, Sun! There is no need that we travel only through this celestial space. Let us go down to Earth, so
that we can enjoy being on its surface together with these creatures.”
“My friend, please do not forget that it is because of your rays that it is possible for them to live,” answered the
Sun to the Moon’s invitation.
“Inasmuch as we are such close friends, how is it that you will not consider my suggestion?” the Moon replied
unhappily and continued: “If you do not listen to me, then I will not listen to you either. From now on we just go
our own separate ways.”
No matter how much the Sun tried to explain, the Moon refused to listen to him. Finally he gave up.
“You just do as you wish, by yourself,” said the Sun.
Offended by the Sun’s words, the Moon pulled a long face and resentfully went down in the direction of Earth,
by herself. But because the distance was too great, she could not quite reach it.
As a result, the Sun continued to rise early every morning, shining brightly throughout the universe, giving off
her warm radiance. And the Moon was left behind, suspended between Sun and Earth. Although the Moon
thought occasionally about returning to the Sun, she was quite ashamed about what had happened. Therefore she
hides herself from the Sun during daytime and rises into the sky only at night.
From that time on the Moon was not pleased anymore with the Sun, and she showed a worried look upon her
face. Along with that, her rays became dim and hazy, and they no longer did shine as warm as those of the Sun.
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171.18 How Flies Came Into Being\fn{by Osman Ibrahim (c.1910?- )} Urumqi?, Urumqi Prefecture, SinkiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 2
Long, long ago, at the bend of the river, an old man and his old wife lived together with their son and daughter.
They had five horses on which the entire family depended to eke out a living. Unexpectedly, one day, one of
the horses died. And as people say, “one misfortune often follows on the heels of another,” so a few days later
another horse died. In this manner three horses died, one after the other. After that the son spent his nights in the
stable, to investigate this mystery.
In the middle of the night, the door slowly opened and someone entered. To his amazement, it was his own
sister. In a flash she changed into a werewolf and began sucking blood from one of the horses. The next morning
the young man ran to his parents and told them what he had seen during the night.
“I will kill her!” he said in a rage.
“No, no. She is our only daughter.”
The parents could not believe him. Even though the son warned them, to the effect that the evil girl would be
the curse of their life, his parents would not listen to him.
In the end the son became so angry that he left home. He went on a long journey, very far from his homeland.
Eventually he came to a city.
As it happened, on that day many people with bows and arrows had gathered in the main square. They were
aiming at a silver coin some distance away. When the young man asked about the purpose of this contest, the man
said:
“The king in our city has a very beautiful and clever daughter. He has proclaimed that anybody, whose arrow
hits the coin, will get to marry his daughter. We have all come to try our luck.”
“Let me try it,” said the young man, requesting a bow and arrow.
Amazingly, the young man’s arrow hit the coin in the middle. As a result, the young man became the king’s
son-in-law and lived happily with the princess. Soon after this the king died and, according to the king’s wishes,
the young man succeeded him to the throne.
Because the days were happy ones, time flew quickly. Ten years passed since this young man had become
king, and now he had two sons of his own. One day, when he was sitting on his throne, his children came in while
playing with two puppies. Watching them play, the king suddenly fell into a bad mood. His wife noticed this and
asked what happened. He did not answer at first, and this angered his wife:
“You have become a young king because of my father's generosity. We have lived as a family for ten years.
How can you still keep secrets from me?”
The king finally told her what happened ten years earlier at the home of his parents.
“I now have a feeling as though my parents are calling me back.”
“If this is so, you better go back,” said his wife, who made her point carefully and clearly. “Now your home
village has changed completely. It has become a forest. When you arrive there, you will see an especially tall
poplar tree. Place your axe by the trunk of that tree, and put your bow and arrows in its crotch between two
branches. Please do this before you go to your home.”
The young king left on his journey, having his wife’s advice clearly in mind.
Her words were true. His old village no longer existed, and no people lived in the vicinity. He found a big
poplar tree and did as he was told. Then he went to find his old house. His sister was the only person still there.
With tears in her eyes she embraced her brother. When he inquired about their parents, his sister said:
“They went to a wedding in the neighborhood, but they will come back tomorrow. Please let me cook dinner
for you.”
When she went to prepare it, the brother inspected the whole house. In the small room he saw two human
corpses hanging on meat hooks. He immediately closed the door and sat down as if waiting for her. After a while
she came in and explained:
“There is no mutton left. I must cook beef for you.” Then she entered the store room and brought back a leg.
He immediately understood the situation and said to her:
“Sister, since it will take time to prepare supper. I would like to see our village and enjoy the fresh air on the
roof. Call me when the meal is ready.”
“That is all right. But please sit by the smoke hole, and let one of your legs hang down into the room. I will tie
a string to your leg and pull at it when supper is ready.”
Then the brother climbed up on the roof and sat there, with one of his legs hanging down through the smoke
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hole. The sister tied the string to his leg and went about her cooking. Looking around, the brother saw a rat which
he caught. Then he carefully took off the boot to which the string was tied and tucked the rat into it. He himself
went down from the roof, into the courtyard, and escaped. Looking at the one boot hanging there, the sister was
bustling about, cooking, without paying much attention to her brother.
The brother ran to where the poplar tree stood. At this moment a vicious wind blew up and, in blowing dust
and dirt, his sister caught up with him. She showed her real face now. Her big mouth gaped open. Knife-sharp
teeth were gnashing at him. The brother retrieved his axe and climbed to the top of the poplar tree. His devilish
sister then pulled out one of her teeth and used it like a saw, to cut down the tree. At last he grasped his bow and
arrows and shot at her. But she was not at all injured.
Just at this crucial moment appeared the two young dogs which his sons had trained. They charged the sister
from both sides and killed her by tearing her apart with their sharp teeth. Then the dogs threw her corpse into the
river. When the young king went back home and told his wife about their victory, she warned him:
“Your sister is a devil. She is not dead even though she has fallen into the water.” Then she turned to her
guards and ordered:
“Go and cut her body into three parts, and throw them onto three mountains, in three different directions.” The
guards did what she said. But during that very night she had a dream, which told her that the devil sister was still
alive.
“Go and burn the remains of her body, and throw her ashes into the desert,” she commanded. All the people
helped execute the queen’s order. From then on the people lived in peace.
But soon thereafter a swarm of flying insects appeared in the city. This type of insects causes neither
misfortune nor disaster. They only make everything dirty, and the people are disgusted with them. Even today
these insects still make a hissing noise.
“I will avenge myself forever!”
This was the hissing sound which came from the dead devil’s ashes.
From that time on the people understood that these insects were from the ashes of a devil. So they named them
chiwin, which means “flies.” People began to make fly swatters, to kill them.
171.20 Iparhan\fn{by Abdurishit Damulla (c.1910?- )} Sinkiang University, Urumqi, Urumqi Prefecture, XinjiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
Nur Ela Nurhan was a matchless beauty. She was the grand-daughter of Emir Muhemmetkhan, the chief of the
Seidiye Dynasty, who had been forced by Hidaytulla to move to Uqturpan. This girl, who looked like a goddess,
was born exuding a delicate fragrance. On that account the people called her Iparhan.
Iparhan rode horses very well and was extremely brave in battle. During a battle against Manchu soldiers she
was made a prisoner of war, and then she was sent to their capital city, Beijing. She was presented to the Manchu
emperor.
The Emperor Eshinkiro Khan fell in love with her at the moment he saw her. He acted as if he were in a trance
and as though his spirit had left his body. Subsequently he took her as his concubine by force. Trying to win her
love and affection, the emperor did everything in his power to please her. Whatever she demanded he immediately
gave her.
But because Iparhan so deeply loved her native land, she was not very appreciative of the Emperor’s kindness.
To the contrary, she was always sad. Eshinkiro Khan sensed this situation and tried to make her happy. He made
some of her relatives and countrymen move from their homeland Yarkant to Beijing. He assigned them to live in a
special street nearby the palace, so that Iparhan could be very close to them.
Unfortunately, the Emperor’s generosity failed to move Iparhan’s heart even as much as a little. She did not
show any affection for him but continuously lived in grief. When the Emperor realized that every attempt had
been unsuccessful, he went to her and said:
“Oh my princess, I have shown you all of my devotion. Why are you not proud to be a glorious emperor’s lady
and insist upon being sad all the time? You look so thin and emaciated day after day. Tell me, what do you want? I
will do anything tor you.” This time, staring him angrily in the eye, she said:
“There is a kind of fruit in my homeland, which is golden. Its flower is silver, its branches are iron, and its
scent is fragrant. I miss it very much.”
The emperor did not understand what kind of tree that could be, but he called together his army commanders
Su Qing and Hakimbeg Abeydulla and ordered them to find and to bring this tree variety to the palace

611

immediately.
When Su Qing and Hakimbeg finally concluded that the precious tree that the Emperor demanded was the
oleaster, they imposed a tax on all the people living in Uqturpan and ordered them to send one hundred wooden
buckets of oleaster saplings from Uqturpan to the royal palace in Beijing. As a result, thousands of poor tanners
were conscripted to transport the big heavy tubs of oleaster saplings from Uqturpan to Beijing.
Having continuously walked, a whole day and a night, suftering from thirst and hunger, these prisoners got
together in their camp that night. They consulted with each other about what they should do, and they agreed:
“This imperial edict will result in death for all of us. We will all die before we reach our destination. We would
rather die fighting than wait for conditions to improve. Death, or attempting to escape, either one is better than
suffering these hardships. Let us all rebel now.”
All the young fellows who had been bemoaning their fate rebelled instantly. They broke the barrels and
oleaster saplings and threw them away. Then they picked up sticks and clubs. Before darkness fell the number of
rebels swelled to ten thousand men. They killed Su Qing and Hakimbeg, as well as their soldiers. This became
known as the Oleaster Incident.
Inasmuch as the Emperor’s plan to bring oleasters failed, he became very angry and decided to deal harshly
with Iparhan. One day he came to the courtyard where she lived, and he took her by force. This nice girl tried to
resist by drawing her knite and slashing out at the Emperor whom she slightly injured.
In spite of such setbacks, the Emperor never gave up his feelings toward the angelic girl. He continued to
believe that she would change her mind after a while. So he entrusted Iparhan to his mother’s care while he went
hunting.
Eshinkiro’s mother, the queen, was responsible for the administration of palace affairs. Therefore one day,
while her son was away, she spoke to the princesses, concubines, and other ladies of the palace:
“Eshinkiro, the sovereign of the empire, has totally surrendered himself to an ordinary woman who has no
heirs. If one day this woman gives birth to a son, he will certainly become the Emperor’s heir. This means that
none of our descendants will have a chance to inherit this title. We must remove her immediately.”
Determined to prevent the expected calamity, they seized an opportunity to poison Iparhan. When Eshinkro
Khan returned, all the ladies in the palace told him the same story:
“Iparhan drank poison and committed suicide.”
When the Emperor heard this, his sorrow was so great that he fell ill from grief. He died soon afterward with a
broken heart.
Iparhan’s body was buried in the imperial graveyard.
171.22 Pir Chengi, Holy Woman Of Songs\fn{by Abdirehim Sabit (c.1910?- )} Kashgar, Kashgar Prefecture,
Sinkiang-Uighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
It is said that, long ago, there lived a Holy Woman of Songs. Her name was Pir Chengi. She devoted her whole
life to singing and playing music for the people. She had gladdened so many people with her beautiful songs, so
that God decided to bestow immortality upon her.
Once each day Pir Chengi visited a tomb in a graveyard where she remained in silence. A groaning and
mourning sound could be heard, filled with deep sorrow. Listening for a while with rapt attention, Pir Chengi
understood what the sound meant.
It was the wailing of the dead who were being tortured and tormented by a cruel demon.
This sad crying and wailing broke Pir Chengi’s heart. Before long she began to sing, softly and gently.
Momentarily the crying and wailing stopped.
Demons cannot endure the sound of melodious singing, so they all ran away in haste when they heard Pir
Chengi’s song. In this manner the dead in their tombs got rid of the devils who had been tormenting them. In
unison they expressed their appreciation from their graves.
Pir Chengi’s songs became the soul food of these dead. From that time on Pir Chengi ceased to sing for the
living, but she would continue to walk around in graveyards, singing songs tor the dead. As a result, she lived a
life that lasted even longer than that of the Saint Lokhman who, it is said, lived a thousand years.
But the demon of punishment, who had enjoyed tormenting humankind, now hated Pir Chengi—because she
had driven him away from his pleasure. So he went to see God, to accuse her:
“Huda! If you do not take away Pir Chengi’s life, we will leave your kingdom and move to the Iblis realm,
where the devils live.”
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As a result, God was obliged to take away Pir Chengi’s life, which had brought so much gladness to the
people.
3.112 Builders Of The Burma Road [or Along The Yunnan-Burma Road]\fn{by Pai P’ing-chieh [or Ping-chei] (c.1910?)} Tengchun, Yunnan Province, China (M) 4
Along the newly paved base of the highway which stretches through Szechuan and Yunnan and along the
Burma border, under the bushes and the scrub pine, there extends a long line of huts. These are the houses of the
coolies who are building the road. Before them huge campfires are flaring and human shadows move here and
there in the light of the flames.
Duck sits before his hut, hugging his knees and staring stupidly at the long chain of fires. The scene suggests a
battlefield. And as some educated man has told him,
“Those who work in the rear also carry on the war.”
Duck agrees with that. Building the road is like fighting. He remembers the time when he and his fellow
villagers, in the dead of night, killed the big trout in the Dragon Brook with their sharp, flashing spears. Then he
recalls all the times he has guarded his bean fields against thieves during the long nights. He would pick a few
green pods and cook them by the side of the pool at midnight. Or the village head comes to his mind, and he sees
again this petty official carrying off his cooking pot in lieu of the house tax. Now he sees again, in the flames of
the fire, the detestable face of the village head, his triangular eyes like a wolf’s, a big red nose and thick lips!
He leans forward and stares into the fire with indignant, defiant eyes as though he wants to fight the fellow.
Never before has he been roused to such a pitch of fury.
Uncle Hu the Third slumbers on in his hut. His pipe still glows in his mouth and as the last of the tobacco
burns, the drying bowl rattles and awakens Uncle Hu. He sits up with a start, hastily sucking in the last of the
smoke, and with the back of his hand wipes off the saliva, which has drooled down one corner of his chin. Then
he crawls outside, undoes his trousers and makes water. He refills his pipe and as he lights it with a coal from the
campfire, he catches sight of Duck, pondering like a philosopher.
“Brother Duck! Why don’t you lie down and get some sleep? It’s too cold out here.”
“Oh, I like to sit here and think about things.”
“Perhaps you watch for the wild wolves? Or think of your old mother? Chao the Second brought us rice from
our village today, and what did your mother ask him to bring you?”
“Humph. A small cloth pouch. And what did it contain?—three coppers, three sesame seeds and three green
beans. It’s supposed to ward off evil spirits and the flying machines of the Japanese devils.”
“Stupid woman! Who told her that?”
“The village head! He told every family they must buy such a pouch at fifty coppers each.”
“I hope your Auntie the Third won’t buy one for me.\fn{ A note reads: A Chinese villager never refers to his mate as “my
wife:” he always uses some such form as “your aunt” to express the relationship of the second person to her rather than his own .} My
store of rice at home is almost gone.”
And Uncle Hu the Third crawls back into his hut, rather out of sorts.
It is cloudy and no stars shine. The wind is blowing steadily down from the hills and it smells like rain.
Duck wipes the mud off his feet with the wet grass and then he too retires into his shelter. Their little huts are
set up against a big pine tree. Uncle Hu the Third occupies a narrow space and Duck a broader one. Since Sanman
has neither cotton pad nor blanket, he shares Duck’s bed.
Sanman is a hard-working and generous fellow. He will spend all his pay at one throw. As soon as evening
closes down he throws himself on the straw and begins to snore. Duck is small in size and he huddles up at
Sanman’s feet to pass the night. The heavy smells of tobacco and hay fill the enclosure.
Uncle Hu the Third calls from his bed, “Where do you wear the precious little pouch, my stupid Duck?”
“I threw it away rather than have the squirrels gnawing my clothes to get at the seeds.”
Uncle Hu the Third often dreams of how he would put the village headman in his place by inviting him to the
camp. Here he would show him the great ones who have come from outside to direct the road building. One day
he said excitedly,
“Duck! We’ll be seeing great things soon now!”
Early the next morning, while the dense fog still hangs over the valley, they begin the day’s work on the road.
Ho Yusen, the foreman of this road gang, edges up to Uncle Hu the Third and begins to pull his leg.
“Uncle the Third, today we’ll see our great official of such high rank! Three ranks higher than our district

613

magistrate he is! This fellow Chen Tahsiu once happened to lunch with our district magistrate and he came back
to the village with such a pompous face! He nearly frightened the villagers out of their wits. But you, my dear
Uncle, you will see a Nanking official of the very highest and the most supreme rank here with your very own
eyes. Then when you return to our village, will you still recognize old Uncle the Second as your elder brother?”
In truth, a high official of the government is expected this day to inspect the road building. And all these
peasant laborers are fired with excitement at the thought of the approaching event.
Excited yes, but they are apprehensive about it all, too. Folks like Uncle Hu the Third knit their brows and feel
a headache coming on whenever they think of such an official as the village head. These officials are fellows that
require much preparation. You have to present smoked pork or baked beef before you can expect them to do
anything for you. Uncle Hu the Third has a treasure—a long pipe carved out of a bamboo root. Every morning he
smokes three pipefuls the first thing after getting up.
After that he carefully hides it in his waist band. Chen Tahsiu, the village head, has often hinted to Uncle Hu
how much he admires this pipe—how fine the bamboo is, how tough it is with many knots, and what a deep bowl
it has. Yes, but Uncle Hu the Third likes his pipe too and for the very same reasons. And this very fondness has
grown on him so much that any threat to his possession gives him stomach ache.
Ho Yusen, the little foreman, pretends to great sophistication and learning. He thinks Uncle Hu a very ignorant
peasant, who has never seen the outside world. He does not realize that Uncle Hu the Third, thirty years ago, saw
a great mandarin provincial official. But Uncle Hu has an answer for all his jokes.
“Your excellency, Mr. Foreman! I know the reason! You divorced yourself from your yellow-faced village
wife, went down the river to a foreign school, learned a few meaningless words, and now you are as proud as a
water buffalo. If you really know something then take this shovel and build the road! You’re always insulting us
with your ‘dog-shit, that’s all you’re fit to eat’—so now tell us: what does it taste like anyway, since you know so
much about it?”
At that everyone roars with laughter.
The supervisor, whose name is something like Tsau, is very fastidious and pretentious. His eyes are small like a
rat’s and he wears his hair long and oiled and brushed back slick in the foreign style. Hearing the coolies laugh he
rushes up, brandishing his horsewhip that has never touched a horse.
“You laugh, do you? And what for, you lazy bums? A great official comes today and if your work is not done
well, I’ll see you beaten till you cry—cry!”
The supervisor has great difficulty in speaking. He squeezes the words through his stiff lips, now fast, now
slow—every muscle in his long face contracted into an expression of intense majesty. Sanman feels quite
uncomfortable watching him mutter, and he can hardly restrain a laugh at the end of the tirade. The supervisor’s
small eyes grow redder and he glares round more fiercely. Then he points the horsewhip at Ho Yusen’s forehead.
“F-f-foreman! Look what you’re doing! H-h-here are plenty of stones. Remove them from the roadbed and
throw them down into the ditch at the side. Do it at once! You only know how to laugh with these stupid fools!”
This is too much and the gang cuts him off with guffaws and harsh laughter.
“Laugh! Let me see you laugh once more and I’ll whip you until you cry—one by one!” He cracks his
horsewhip in the air and then trots off indignantly.
Ho Yusen, the foreman, busies himself with the rocks and the rest follow. They drop their mattocks and set to,
removing the stones. But Sanman simply piles his up to one side of the road like a wall.
Duck too is puzzled by this order, “Throw all the rocks down into the ditches.”
Sanman puts down the stone he is carrying and straightens his back,
“Devil take him! Why don’t we keep these rocks for the surfacing of the road? The trucks will be mired in the
mud here if we don’t.”
And the others have been thinking too. They nod their heads at these words. But Ho Yusen, the foreman, is
silent. His superior has so ordered.
Uncle Hu the Third is encouraged by the foreman’s silence and he makes bold to say,
“Yeah, after the roadbed is done, we’ll have to climb down into the ditches and haul up all these accursed
stones again. Son of a bitch! We’ll all be humpbacked yeti. Ho Yusen, be brave and speak up! Don’t you see how
foolish this business is? You’re a cat before the mice, but a mouse before the cat. But if a man’s right he ought to
have a chance to speak. Why are you dumb all of a sudden? I don’t understand it at all.”
“No use quarreling with him. Pile the stones up here!” Sanman slaps his brown belly. “I've worked for four
district magistrates, traveled north and south of the river. Though I’ve never worked on a road before, I’ve seen
plenty of paving and tramped a lot of roads and I know better. Ho Y usen, my stupid child, address the supervisor

614

with diplomatic words—I’ll help you!”
The supervisor sees them talking again and starts for the spot on the run. But before he can reach them, the
men have made Ho Yusen callout, “Director! Shall we pile the stones up at the roadside or must we throw them
down into the ditches?”
“Certainly, certainly.” The supervisor trots up panting, “Throw—throw them away down into the ditches below
there. Throw them all down.”
Sanman stares indignantly at Ho Y usen, so that the foreman asks once more, quietly, “Perhaps we should save
the stones to pave the road. Shall we?”
“Shut up! This is a matter of engineering science. Close your babbling mouth! How could you ever understand
the profundities of engineering?”
“Sure, I understand.” Ho Yusen’s face is pale but his voice is firm, “I have studied engineering science in
Rangoon University and I have seen with my own eyes the construction of the Burma Railway.”
“My dear foreman,” the supervisor shouts, “don’t quarrel with me because we’re all working for our country.
You know this Yunnan-Burma highway is being built to meet the needs of our war of resistance! You—you should
know that the high official who is to see us today is a very careful man. He will notice every little thing: where a
patch of grass should be saved, where the stones must be thrown away; everything has been calculated in his
mind! Before the road was even surveyed and designed he had examined the place many times. We should not
make him criticize us. The coolies at the upper section of this stretch are on very good terms with me. You see,
they have given me many valuable presents; but you—well, I’m sorry—”
Uncle Hu the Third points his finger at Ho Yusen behind the supervisor’s back and whispers philosophically,
“Oh! Oh! Do stay with us. Since you’re also an official you must help us. It’s a calamity for two such great
officials to quarrel this way!”
When the bosses have gone off, Uncle Hu the Third cracks his toothless mouth in a smile and says,
“Other days that fellow has not dared to walk on the road, lest his shining hair, creamed face and Western dress
should be stained with the yellow dust! But today! Today, he must come personally to see that no stones may
obstruct the embroidered shoes of his excellency, the visiting high official. And there’s no helping it, by God!”
Everybody laughs at that and Uncle Hu the Third turns very merry and brags of the time when he was eleven
years old. He had gone down the Yangtze valley with his second uncle to see the world. It was the first of the
month when the county official visited the temple of Chen Huang, the Earth god, to kowtow that there might be
good crops that year. A gun was fired three times before the august personage himself actually came out of the
official yamen. Uncle Hu the Third’s ears were almost deafened by the great sound. And the gongs, the official
banners which said “Make way” and “Hide yourself,” the sign boards, the huge official silk umbrellas, the
horsemen with swords, the la-la band with pointed hats who ran ahead—what glories there were!\fn{ He is talking
about the pomp of the latest years of the Manchu Dynasty, the last of the kingships to whom Heaven confided its will prior to the advent of
the interregnum between 1911 and 1949.}

Finally Uncle Hu warns the peasants not to be scared. “When you hear the reports of the gun, don’t be
frightened. The palanquin will still be on the other side of the hill! When you hear the la-la band humming like
weeping nightingales, you must not laugh.” Uncle Hu then pulls a very serious face.
Sanman stops breaking the stones and wipes the sweat off his face. He will not let Uncle Hu brag so freely.
“Now your tongue wags again! According to what I know of officials, they haven’t got any gongs, banners or lala bands! What you describe are nothing but those old plays we see on the stage.”
“I saw these things with my own eyes, thirty years ago!” Although Uncle Hu the Third is almost fifty now, yet
he knows that his sight is as good as when he was a boy. Uncle Hu is also a barber, and even now Chen Dahsin,
the village head, still asks him, with complete confidence, to clean his ears for him.
“Do you think one can use rice for seed that has been stored for thirty years? I won’t argue with you as I never
saw your great official. But according to what my eyes have seen, officials, great or small, are only accompanied
by soldiers; and you can determine the rank of one by the number of soldiers following him. In my time I have
served four magistrates. And each had four big rifles and four small rifles behind him when he came out. Another
thing—have you ever seen soldiers arresting a man in the hills? If he’s to be fined fifty dollars one soldier goes
after him; if the man’s to be imprisoned then thirty soldiers are sent; and the fellow who’s to be imprisoned for
three years is arrested by the whole garrison! You can tell the rank of an official in the same way. And I’ll bet the
official who’s coming to see us today will have no less than eighty rifles. The small rifles will all be seven-volley,
ten-volley and twenty-volley; the big rifles are all Belgian makes, seven by nine, and there’ll be two machine
guns to each company!”
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Duck is lifting stones and dropping them down the bank into the ditches below. As he works he thinks of what
this great personage must be like. The officials he has seen have not been very great—only the village head and
the supervisor. These two are arrogant fellows. He thinks that if the official coming today is like this supervisor
here, then he will be a mutterer too. It is likely that he never opens his mouth and that when he does he is so
furious that he can devour people. His voice must be even louder than a broken gong or a cracked bell. Or if he is
like the village head, then his eyes must be permanently turned upward, his mouth tightly pursed and his nose as
long as a foreign devil’s.
Now the men are all at work. They lift the heavy stones and dump them down into the ditch; then Ho Yusen
comes running up, bawling,
“He’s coming! He’s coming!”
All work stops; they drop the stone where they stand and intently gaze into the distance, their heads bent
forward. But they cannot see a thing. A few minutes—and the supervisor comes toward them With an old man and
three young lads, all in khaki uniforms. The supervisor is muttering for all he is worth to the old man and he
waves his arms to this side and to that in great agitation.
Uncle Hu the Third sidles up to Ho Yusen and asks in a low voice when the official is coming. Ho Yusen points
at the old man with shocked amazement.
“He’s the official—that—that old bearded fellow!”
Uncle Hu the Third is bitterly disappointed. No gongs! No banners, not even a la-la band! Ho Yusen shakes his
head sadly and whispers the news to all the men. Slowly the coolies gather around the old man who has come to
see them. Duck is laughing in his sleeve that so many people should crowd around this uninteresting old man;
while Sanman furtively steps behind the visitors to see where they have hidden their rifles. According to him guns
are concealed at the stomach, on the back, in the sleeves, or down a leg. But he can find no signs on these youths,
nothing but mud on their uniforms.
The supervisor passes through the crowd and whispers fiercely,
“Listen to the instructions! Don’t make any noise. D-d-don’t make noises!”
Then the old man leads the crowd down to a grassy slope below the roadbed. He sits alone in front of the
workmen; Uncle Hu the Third is gloomy with disappointment in the back row; Sanman squats by the side of a
stone mason; and Duck, who is still curious, lounges on the ground in front.
The old man wears a thin, brown beard on his chin, and when he removes his hat, they see that his hair is as
though it were covered by the early autumn frost. Thick lips, short stature—he looks like an honest peasant. He
speaks in a friendly way.
“I’ve been greatly concerned about you. The work on the upper section was finished yesterday. But you—are
you fellows tired? How many of you have been ill in this bad climate here?”
Every man feels his heart slowly warmed by the words of the old man. He goes on to ask if the food is not
enough, and if the huts are too uncomfortable. And about this and that. At first they answer his questions one by
one; but soon they are replying in chorus and sometimes a wave of cheerful laughter sweeps through the crowd.
The old man goes on
“We must be efficient and the work should be done as if for a contest. We must not waste our labor! Just now I
saw that you were throwing the big stones down into the ditches. How well does the foreman supervise the work?
Why does he neglect his duty to direct you? Pretty soon we will have to use those stones to pave the road. Then
won’t you have to carry all those rocks up to the roadbed again? Then you’ll have wasted half your labor.”
At this everyone turns his eyes on the director.
Sanman blurts out, “It was the supervisor who ordered us to do that.”
And all the young and brave workmen stand up as witnesses to the accusation.
“Dismiss the supervisor!” the old man says decisively and with finality. “These times do not allow us to make
such mistakes,” he continues. “Our resistance is also carried on in the rear. Think of the thousands of our
compatriots who are fighting at the front! How then can anyone dream of personal power, or personal glory?
Every drop of your sweat means that a stronger barrier has been erected to protect the life of our nation! I’m also
a workman, a coolie and the same as you!”
What words! Duck wants to jump up and shout. But the supervisor falls down in a swoon and rolls on the
ground as if in a fit. Uncle Hu the Third and the foreman go up to the old official and ask pardon for the
supervisor. All eyes are on Uncle Hu the Third—for look! He has his old bamboo pipe in his mouth and doesn’t
even remove it when he speaks to the old man, though the wind blows the ashes into his eyes.
When the day is nearly done, the supervisor walks up to Ho Yusen and begins to chatter in his friendly way,
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“It’s said that Rangoon University is very good.”
“Sure, very good!” (Ho Yusen pretends to be a graduate of this school.)
“Where is the university?”
“In Singapore.”
“And who founded it?”
“The overseas Chinese.”
This is too much for Sanman. He butts in abruptly,
“Don’t tell such lies! Have a look at the stones—whether they’re useful or not!”
Uncle Hu the Third sucks contentedly on his pipe. After a while he knocks the ashes out on the root of a pine
tree and then offers the pipe to Duck, saying,
“Duck, would you like a smoke?”
“No, I’m sleepy!”
“Smoking keeps off the bad air here.”
*
Duck has no answer; he rolls into his hay bed and is so sleepy that he even forgets to pull up the blanket.
“Aya! You village head—you dead dog!” Duck suddenly shouts in his dream and begins to beat Sanman with
all his might.
The same old nightmare. Once when Duck was feeding cracked rice to his chickens, the village head had come
to seize his mother’s cotton quilt, under the pretext that Duck had not paid all the house tax. The mother had held
fast to the quilt and would not let him carry it off at any cost; and Duck himself had become so enraged that he
had cried. He had pushed the official back and begun to beat him.
Sanman yells, “Duck! Duck! Wake up! Wake from that nightmare. Why do you beat me?”
And Uncle Hu the Third rolls over in his dream crying, “Wolf! Wolf'”
Duck wakes up and crawls out of the hut—his head reeling and heavy. The sky is like a great sweep of blue
silk. The stars are winking, and over the hills in the distance clouds are massing. Silver moonlight floods the
whole scene. A gust of chilly wind brings the fresh scent of new-turned earth from the highway. Duck breathes in
great mouthfuls of the sweet, night air.
From the hut Sanman calls with great concern.
“Duck! Take care you don’t catch cold! If you do, you won’t be able to try for a prize in our Rear-GuardDefenders’ Contest. And the new official wants us to do our best for our country.”
187.195 Shen-shen\fn{by Hsiang ts’un (c.1910?- )} Shanghai?, China (F) 1
During the four or five months Shen-shen\fn{ Not her real name; shen-shen is the Chinese term for the wife of one’s fathers’
was married into our family she never ever showed the slightest trace of a smile. Her face was dark
and expressionless, as if it had been dusted over by a heavy frost. And, although none of us ever saw her cry, from
observing the rings around her eyes sink deeper and deeper, we all could tell of her silent grief.
Shen-shen never did any knitting or sewing, nor did she attend to any household chores. She kept apart from
all of us and never had anything much to say to anyone. If she wasn’t sleeping, she was reading, day in and day
out. So, none of us ever developed a friendly feeling toward her. When she wasn’t around, Grandmother
frequently complained about her in all sorts of ways.
“Taking a fine hussy like this into the family is eighteen generations of bad luck,” she would say. Sometimes,
when my fifth aunt would try to make trouble because she was envious of Shen-shen just sitting there reading
without doing any work, Grandmother would give a cold smile and say,
“Well, who are you to compare yourself with her—she is a young lady scholar.”
In some ways my uncle really did love Shen-shen, but he wasn’t very pleased with her attitude. However, he
was afraid of her, terribly afraid. She never paid much attention to anything he said, so naturally he didn’t dare
utter one word of reproof. For this Grandmother frequently bawled him out:
“A really stupid ass—completely useless—can’t even control his wife.”
My uncle would just stand there with a sad smile on his face, not uttering a word in reply. Sometimes, when
she scolded him too strongly, he would be so hurt that he would start to cry, just like a child.
*
It was said that before her marriage, Shen-shen was an exceptionally bright and clever, and very lively, young
woman. So, after the engagement, my uncle went around beaming smiles from being congratulated for getting
younger brother}
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such an excellent wife. Only after they were married did this pleasure begin to be qualified. Of course, in her
looks and her education, there was nothing to make Uncle displeased; but Shen-shen’s personality and attitude
shattered his fond dreams. There’s an old saying in the countryside:
“There’re eighteen ways a woman can change after the wedding.”
Other young women change for the better, but, in our eyes, Shen-shen changed for the worse. We all knew
perfectly well that she was very dissatisfied with Uncle. To be quite honest, although Uncle wasn’t all that bad
looking, in every other way he fell far short of her. He had attended school for seven or eight years, but even the
most ordinary letter was filled with miswritten words. He had very limited experience of the world, and it was
only in our local area that he was shown any sign of respect, and that was because of his family background.
In contrast, she had studied in the provincial capital and graduated from teachers college. In her student days,
she had made quite a name for herself and was pretty good at writing and speaking. Hence, after she graduated,
Grandmother hastened to conclude the marriage because she was afraid that the engagement might be broken off.
We heard that Shen-shen was strongly opposed to the match, but that her father had tricked her into returning
home and then forced her to agree, partly by persuasion and partly by fatherly advice, and then shoved her into
the wedding sedan-chair so as to continue the three generations of friendship between the two families.
The only member of the family that Shen-shen got anywhere close to was my mother. Father was still away on
business, and Mother was as kind as a wooden statue—she wouldn’t offend anyone. She stood outside the
whirlpool of open and veiled squabbles in the household.
Perhaps this was why Shen-shen liked to be with her. Every few days, she would go to my mother’s rooms in
the evening to sit a while. Mother wasn’t much of a talker, and she made no great effort to be a hostess, so
whenever Shen-shen came for a visit, all she would do was offer her a cup of tea and a bowl of melon seeds, and
then go over and sit by the stove. Mother never said very much, and Shen-shen said even less, so a solemn and
respectful atmosphere lingered around them. From time to time, Mother would ask her about something or other
—how things were going, what it was like in the provincial capital, was she getting used to living with us;
sometimes she would answer a sentence or two, and sometimes she would just bluntly reply:
“Sister-in-law, please just let me sit here in peace for awhile! The more questions you ask the worse I feel.”
Mother had been thinking of saying a few words to help her take her mind off things, but after an answer like
that, she would just sit there quietly without saying another word.
Once, Mother told her how much she regretted not having a formal education. Shen-shen let out a profound
sigh and said,
“Having no formal education is a blessing. The only result of a formal education is that your body is in one
world while your mind is in another. Spirit and body are out of joint, and you spend your whole life in pain and
suffering.” And at that the tears poured from her eyes.
Whenever she cried or sighed, Mother would say a few words to comfort her. But the more she tried to comfort
her the worse she cried. After she had cried to her heart's content, she would give a long sigh and say, "You have
no way of understanding how I feel."
When she went to my mother’s rooms to sit awhile, sometimes she would stay for a long, long time, and other
times she would leave after only a few minutes. It all depended on how she was feeling. When she left, she never
said thanks or goodbye, but, as if she had suddenly thought of something she had to get done right away, she
would stand up and quietly depart. Mother always accompanied her to the door and said,
“Come again and sit a while when you have nothing else to do.” She always nodded, and even might say,
“After I sit here with you for a while, I do feel greatly relieved.”
*
One day, early in the morning, Uncle came rushing in very agitated and told Grandmother:
“I can’t find Shen-shen anywhere. I don’t know where she’s gone. She’s not in the house, and no one has seen
her.”
Grandmother was very angry. She figured Shen-shen had slipped out and sneaked back to her parents’ home.
She told Uncle to bring her back, and while he was there, to ask his father-in-law to come over and give her a
talking-to. So Uncle set out amid Grandmother’s angry curses of
“This is outrageous! This is outrageous!”
Along about evening, Uncle returned with a panicky expression on his face and told us that Shen-shen hadn’t
gone back to her parents.
That upset Grandmother, and everyone else too. There was a general flurry, and Grandmother issued an order
mobilizing every adult in the household to go and make inquiries everywhere. In the middle of the night, Shen-
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shen’s father came over to find out about the whole affair. The entire family was completely occupied with trying
to find Shen-shen for two whole days and nights.
On the third day, Shen-shen’s father sent someone over with a letter and told us we could stop looking.
The letter was in Shen-shen’s own hand, and since it was so very short, I can give it all here without leaving
out a single word.
Father!
Your daughter is gone! If you want to know your daughter’s present circumstances, she has cut her black tresses and
put on Buddhist vestments, bowing before a dimly lit figure of the Buddha and reciting sutras.
Perhaps you know how much I have suffered, perhaps you don’t. Your daughter does not harbor any resentment
against her father, or anyone else; she only resents having been born to be a sacrificial victim caught between two eras.
Father! Please don’t blame your daughter. She has already been sacrificed for the sake of a family reputation of
having three generations of friendly relations in your feudal society. Nor should you feel sorry for your daughter,
because the person who has cut her hair and shaved her head and donned Buddhist vestments is not your daughter—
your daughter died a long time ago on the day she was married.
Your daughter doesn’t want any relative to know where she is, and doesn’t want anyone to come to see her. And if
you won’t let the mortal remains of one who has died a hundred deaths drag out the rest of her life in the only peace she
can find, your daughter knows she would not have the slightest hesitation to put an end to it all.

19.80 The Inspiration\fn{by Ch’ien Chung-shu (1910- )} Wusih, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 14
1
There was once a famous writer, but strangely enough we do not even know his name. Not that he had not
taken a name, or had done away with it; nor was it that he had somehow remained anonymous, or perhaps had
something about him so peculiar that it defied naming. The reason was simple enough: the ring of his fame was
too deafening for us to clearly hear the name. There have been cases similar to this one. An envelope addressed to
“The Greatest French Poet” would be delivered by the postman, without a doubt in his mind, to Hugo.\fn{ A note
reads: Victor Marie Hugo (1802-1885).} Likewise, the telegraph company was sure to route a telegram for “The Greatest
Living Italian Writer” to D'Annunzio,\fn{A note reads: Gabriele D’Annunzio (1863-1938).}making it absolutely
unnecessary to specify name and address. This writer of ours was even better known than that, for his was a name
that needed no written or spoken forms. The name was completely obscured by the reputation, as it were.
Whenever one mentioned “writer,” the reference was understood to be made to him.
Being a genius, the Writer was prolific. But like all artists, he suffered labor pangs with each act of creation.
Fortunately, writing was after all not quite the same as childbirth. Difficulty in delivery did not cost him his life,
and his fecundity was a burden only to his readers. He penned numerous poems, novels, prose pieces, plays, and
song-poems, thereby moving, inspiring, influencing countless secondary schoolchildren. In foreign countries, the
sales of a literary work are dictated by the taste of the middle class. But China, this good old country of ours, is
truly cultured land, alive with the spirit of classical tradition, a country where it is not material wealth that
matters. That was why the value of a work rested, instead, with the standards and wisdom of the secondary-school
student. After all, the only ones willing to spend their money on books and on subscriptions to magazines were
those who were still in middle school: adolescents with unthinking brains, crazy about speeches and lectures,
eager to worship great men, and full of the unwondrous sorrows of young Werther.\fn{ The protagonist in the romantic
novel The Sorrows Of Young Werther, written by the German author Johann Wolfgang von Goethe in 1774.}
As for university students, they had authored books themselves, and were hoping to sell their own products.
Professors, of course, would not even bother with books, writing only forewords for others, and expecting
complimentary copies in return. Those more senior in position despised even forewords, limiting themselves to
gracing the cover designs of friends’ works with their calligraphy; meanwhile, books would of course be
respectfully dedicated to them.
This Writer of ours knew only too well where the key to his success lay, seeing that secondary schoolchildren
would make great customers. It was thus no surprise that his works would be collectively titled For Those Who
Are No Longer Children But Have Yet to Grow Up, or, alternatively, Several Anonymous, Postage-Due Letters to
All Young People. “Anonymous” because, as mentioned before, nobody knew his name, and “postage-due”
because the books had to be paid for out of the young readers’ pockets.
The Writer was able to disguise his ignorance by making it look like profundity, pass off shallowness as clarity,
and speak with the voice of a radical who proceeded with caution and good sense. The volume of his production

619

was such that he became an unavoidable author, whose works you would run into wherever you went. Customers
of food stalls, of peanut hawkers, and of street-corner stands selling pan-fried cakes, regularly received his novels
or plays in loose, torn-out pages, thereby unexpectedly acquiring spiritual nourishment. Thus, his contribution to
the literary world, a matter of popular recognition at first, eventually won official endorsement. He had become a
nationally certified talent. The government commissioned a panel of experts to have his masterwork translated
into Esperanto, so that he could compete for the Nobel Prize in literature. As soon as this was announced, one fan
wrote the “Readers’ Forum” of a newspaper:
It is about time the government took this action. One need only consider how many characters figure in his works.
Put together, they are sufficient to colonize a totally uninhabited island. Now that the nation’s population has been
depleted by the war, there is no more appropriate time than now to encourage accelerated growth. By the sheer quantity
of production, therefore, the Writer deserves official honors, and should be recognized as a model to be emulated by all.

It was most unfortunate, however, that Esperanto did not always mean esperance, the hope that very name
stood for. Although the Nobel judges had no trouble with English, French, German, Italian, Russian, Greek, and
Latin, not one among those moldy relics of another age could hapdle Esperanto. No matter how they wiped and
cleaned their pince-nez, they just could not decipher the masterpiece that our Writer had submitted for
considcration. After a great long while, one of them, a Sinologist senior both in years and standing, finally saw the
light.
“That’s it, that’s it!” he proclaimed, “This is Chinese, what they call Latinized Chinese. We’ve mistaken it for
some European language—no wonder we didn’t know what it is!”
This eased the committee’s anxieties, and they heaved a collective sigh of relief. The one who was seated next
to the Sinologist asked him, “You somehow should know Chinese. So what does it say?”
“My dear venerable sir,” comes the solemn reply, “it is through specialization that learning ascends to its
pinnacle of excellence. My late father devoted his entire life to research on Chinese punctuation, and I spent forty
years studying Chinese phonology. But your inquiry just now lies in the area of Chinese semantics, quite outside
my specialization. Whether the Chinese language does carry meaning is a topic I should not blindly pass judgment
on before I have obtained unimpeachable evidence. This stance of mine, my dear sir, you would not want to
question, I am sure.”
The chair, noticing that the Sinologist was not at all amicable, quickly put in, “I don’t think we even have to
bother with these works, since they don’t conform with our regulations to start with. According to our eligibility
requirements, only works written in a European language qualify for consideration. Now, since this is written in
Chinese, let’s not waste any more of our time on it.”
The other old fogies indicated their unanimous agreement, noting at the same time their admiration for the
Sinologist’s scholarly circumspection. He himself, however, was quite humble about it, insisting that he was
nowhere close to the American ophthalmologist who won that year’s Nobel Prize in medicine. The doctor, he
explained, specialized only in the left eye, and did not treat any malfunctioning of the right. Now, that was the
true specialist. It was in such an atmosphere of graciousness and mutual respect that these senior citizens
pleasantly parted company.
*
That was just too bad for our Writer and his one full day of hoping. The announcement of winners plunged the
entire Chinese population into righteous wrath, not to mention our Writer himself, who was driven to a state of
despair. Earlier, quite a few of his fellow writers, their green pupils seeing red, had armed themselves with mental
notes, waiting for the moment he was declared Nobel laureate to attack his works in public. With one voice they
were to assert that such recognition was unwarranted. These same people now all turned sympathetic, and were
loud in their lamentations.
Perhaps because of the cleansing effects of the tears of commiseration they shed, their sight and their pupils
returned to normal; indeed, their eyes were now awash with the kind of luster that takes over the sky after a
rainstorm has subsided. One newspaper ran an editorial admonishing the Swedish Academy for its ungratefulness.
Was it not true that Nobel made his fortune on gunpowder, which was invented by none but the Chinese?
Therefore the prize should have been intended for the Chinese, a point the administrators would do well to keep in
mind in the future. What a shame that the Sinologist on the selection committee had not yet begun his research on
the semantics of Chinese, thus allowing this forceful essay to escape his attention. Another paper was quite
imaginative in its attempt to comfort our Writer. It actually offered him congratulations. He had been a successful
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author all along, the paper argued, and now he could legitimately be conferred the additional titles of the wronged
genius and the overlooked, unsung, but truly great artist. The paper went on to say, “There is no more unlikely
pairing than success and injustice; yet he has now attained it. What a rare and enviable turn of events!” Still
another paper made a concrete suggestion:
While there is much to be gained in the policy of securing foreign loans, to accept a foreign prize would be shameful.
In order to recapture the respectability the country has lost, we should establish China’s own literary award as a protest
against the Nobel Prize, and so as to save the right to criticism from falling into foreign hands. The most important of
eligibility requirements for our prize would limit the medium used to Chinese dialects, with the stipulation that
admissible also as Chinese dialects are English as spoken by residents of Hong Kong and Shanghai, Japanese as spoken
in Tsingtao, and Russian in Harbin. Once this prize is established, the Nobel would cease to be a unique attraction.
Western writers would be diligent in learning and writing Chinese, in the hopes of winning our prize money. China’s
culture of five millennia would therefore penetrate the West. Since the Nobel Prize is supported by private funds, our
prize should follow the same format. It would only be appropriate, may we suggest, that our great Writer implement the
above proposal by way of retaliation, and start an endowment fund with his royalties and fees.

In addition to practical-mindedness, the editor of a fourth paper demonstrated much psychological insight. He
agreed that the literary arts ought to be encouraged, adding only that those who were willing to contribute funds to
that cause should themselves be honored too. Therefore, as an incentive for the rich to make grants, some honor
had first of all to be bestowed upon selected men of wealth. Since this was to be no more than a gesture, the
amount of their cash prizes did not have to be substantial. The wealthy surely would not mind. “Would our great
Writer,” he concluded by asking, “be willing to set an example for others to follow by making the first contribution?”
Who could have guessed that all this good-will and kind suggestions would only drive the Writer to his
deathbed?
He took the confirmed announcement of winners so hard that he fell sick, his misery and bitterness reduced but
slightly by the outrage and support of the population. While awaiting articles rallying to his defense to appear in
the papers, he made plans to dictate an interview the next day, to be transcribed for publication. It had always
been the practice that news stories about him were, without exception, sent in by himself. In them, he would often
insert some minor factual errors, in order to create the false impression that the piece was written by someone
else. This also gave him the bonus of having a correction appear in the next issue, thus ensuring that his name
would see print twice for one iota of trivia. It so happened that while he was making these plans, those editorials
came to his attention one after another. The first one alone was enough to send him into a rage. “Missing the
Nobel Prize means a loss in personal income,” he reasoned. “The minute lofty things like the country, the people,
and so on, got dragged into the show, I myself would be crowded out of it!” Then he noted that the heading of the
second editorial was congratulatory, and got furious enough to tear the sheet in two. Suppressing his anger as best
he could, he went on to the third editorial; by the time he had finished reading it he felt nothing but icy-cold water
being poured on his head. The moment he was through reading the fourth, he passed out.
*
That night, quite a few visitors gathered at his bedside, including journalists, fans, and representatives of
various organizations. Other than the reporters, who were busy scribbling in their notebooks items that would
make a good article, carrying some title such as “Profile of the Writer Indisposed,” everybody was nervously
gripping his handkerchief to wipe away his tears. All knew that this was the last they would ever see of the Writer.
Several young, sentimental females were in fact worrying that one handkerchief might not be enough. The men’s
mandarin gowns had flowing sleeves that would come in useful in such an emergency. But the girls’ sleeves, so
short that they barely covered their armpits, would not be of any help.
Looking up to find all those people standing at his side, this Writer of ours found the scene matched quite well
the scenario for his dying moments that he had fantasized about. The only thing that irked him was that he was no
longer master of his mental powers or organs. He could not recall in totality, nor could he properly deliver, the
farewell speech he had long ago prepared for the world. At long last, a few words managed to dribble from his
lips:
“Don’t collect my writings into a volume of complete works, because—”
Perhaps this line was too long, or at least what was left of his life was too short. He could not make it to the
end of the sentence. Many in the audience pricked up their ears like terriers, only to let them droop, like a hog’s,
in disappointment a while later. Once outside his room they enthusiastically debated the reason behind the
Writer’s last words. Some said he had written so much that it was simply impossible ever to make any, collection
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a complete one. Others conjectured that since additional hundreds and thousands of novels, plays, and songs had
been planned, what little there was in print would hardly be representative. This controversy between the two
schools soon grew into the most intriguing chapter in Chinese literary history.
During the memorial service for the Writer, a literary critic passionately intoned, “His spirit shall endure. His
masterly creations shall never perish, for, indeed, they are his most valuable legacy!” Privately, though, one young
reader commented, somewhat in relief, “He’s physically too dead to keep putting out new books, that’s for sure! It
wouldn’t have taken too much longer for me to go broke.” The fact was, he had to pay for all the books out of his
own pocket, whereas that critic’s entire collection was of course autographed, complimentary copies.
2
Meanwhile, in that other world of the deceased, the spirit of our Writer soon found that afterlife was not quite
as bad as one might have expected. For one thing, the release of mental tensions was like shedding a heavy
overcoat at the moment a person was about to be smothered, stifled. Together with those fleas which had
established themselves in the seams, whatever ailments had previously plagued him were gotten rid of too. He
was dead, there was no question about that, but he had been wondering what it would be like after death. “For
people who have made my kind of contributions to culture and society,” he pondered, “Heaven should have sent
its welcoming party to receive me long ago. Could it be true that Heaven is nothing more than a product of superstition? Maybe it doesn’t exist at all? Even if that’s the case, they should rush to build one just to accommodate
me!”
But then it also occurred to him that staying in Heaven all the time was bound to be mighty boring too. Unless
it was the Heaven out of Muhammad’s design, a place where one had possession of seventy-two beauties, all with
large black eyes, who could be converted back to the virginal state at will. One also found swans and plump
ducks, their meat roasted to tender perfection, with the skin still crisp, flying in the air, all rushing into one’s
mouth to be eaten. “Now, that would be quite something, wouldn’t it?”
The Writer was lost in thought.
“What a shame that overworking has given me heartburn and ulcers! Too much of that roasted stuff might just
do more harm than good. There won’t be bottles of Heartburn Relief, Ulsooth, or Clear-It hanging from the
swans’ necks. There’s no chance that Heaven will be stocked with all these innovations of modern medicine. That
supply of seventy-two women is somewhat overabundant too; it’s going to take a while to sample the charms of
all of them. Surely, the playboy Don Juan boasted an unprecedented 2,594 mistresses. But such an impressive
record has got to be the result of unremitting efforts of a lifetime, plucking flowers and accumulating experience
in illicit love. To take on seventy-two females all at the same time is something even Don Juan couldn’t have
handled. If their looks are all different, it could very well happen that some of these lovers are favored over
others, because of the peculiarities of personal taste. This will certainly lead to a war of jealousies. How could a
person who cannot cope with two arguine\fn{ Contentious.} females handle seventy-two of them? This is not even
taking into account the fact that they have the traits of India’s preserved vegetables, liable to turn from a sour taste
to hotness enough to burn your system. But legend has it that these seventy-two houris—“hot ones” would have
been more appropriate—are all from the same mold, with the same black hair, dark eyes, serpentine waists. In
short, all their features are identical. Sticking with one woman is boring enough, so just imagine this one woman
made into seventy-two copies through the magic of multiplication …”
Our Writer was so scared that he had to change his line of thought.
“When it comes to falling in love, most men of letters indulge in it out of vaingloriousness, out of the desire to
impress people with the mesmerizing effects a genius has on the opposite sex. The lovers of the literati are just
like the new cars and mansions of the rich: they serve to generate envy and not to fill any dire needs of their
owners. If every man ascending to Heaven has now six dozen women to his name, nobody could use this as a
means to show off the grandeur of his sexual style. But, to collect materials for lyrical poems or confessions, this
would no doubt be a superb opportunity. The thing is, do they read at all in Heaven? Well, maybe a climate for
reading could be fostered after my arrival? In that case I might as well bring along a few volumes as gifts.”
So thinking, our Writer sauntered into his study.
As soon as he stepped inside, he felt he was treading on something funny. The floor was like an empty stomach
about to cave in under a load of rocks; and yet it was swallowing air, struggling to buttress itself. It turned out that
there were so incredibly many of his own works on the shelves that the ground could not carry their weight any
longer. It started to come apart. Before the Writer could leap to save his books, the ground split open with a loud
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crack. There, off the shelves and down the gaping hole, his books, big ones and small ones, fell helter-skelter.
The Writer lost his balance himself, and, engulfed by that torrent of collapsing books, fell straight down.
Curled up though he was, with neck tucked in, he could not help being the target of all those books, hurting him in
the head, bruising his shoulders, and lacerating his skin. Only then did he realize firsthand the impact of his
works. It was too late to regret that he had not had the self-discipline to write fewer books, and each one several
tens of thousands of words shorter. After an intolerably long time all those books had finally found their way past
him. Bearing the marks and scars from this attack, he trailed the books, drifting down into the bottomless
darkness.
He was becoming more and more scared. This way, sooner or later he was going to pass through the center of
the earth, no doubt, and bore straight through the globe! All of a sudden the geography he learned in primary
school came back to his mind. “The other side of this shell is nothing but the Western Hemisphere, and the
Western Hemisphere is where the American continent lies. For all writers of the old continent, America is the
treasure island, where the unsuccessful turn successful, and the successful reap. So every writer should visit, make
lecture tours, and create a market for his works there. In that way they would also be relieving somewhat the
Americans’ burden of gold dollars and at the same time recovering some of our country’s financial loss resulting
from the importation of American goods. Falling all the way to America—that would be fantastic! A perfectly
straightforward, effortless, yet refreshing experience, sparing that motion-sickness business on board a ship or an
aeroplane.”
With such thoughts on his mind, the Writer found his spirits soar higher with each inch his body dropped. He
was so thankful that Providence was after all what it was, and his ceaseless toils of a lifetime were not about to go
unrewarded. The reward of being a good writer, so it appeared, was not to ascend to Heaven, but to descend to
America. The saying “slipping to fall, falling upon the best of fortunes” had all but come true.
As he was thus comforting himself, he suddenly hit bottom. It did not hurt, amazingly enough. He got up to
find himself inside a huge room, with maps hanging on the walls. He did fall in through the ceiling, but since it
was his books on the floor that he had landed on, the cushioning effect saved his bones. Just a moment ago he was
regretting the volume of his works, but now he was only too happy to discover the benefits of numerous and
voluminous writings.
“But what now? I’ve smashed someone’s roof!”
As if in answer, the books he was standing on suddenly started to push upward, tripping him. At the same time
a great many uniformed people rushed in through the door, and pulled him down the mound of books. Shoveling,
kicking the books aside, they managed to clear them out of the room. Then they helped a person, wearing a huge
beard, and bruised black and blue by the books, up on his feet. Now that the decor and appointments in the room
came to full view, our Writer began to realize that it was an elegant private office that he was in. Some of the
uniformed men were now busy patting the dust off the bearded person, setting his clothes straight, giving them a
tug here and a pull there, while the rest went about tidying up the place, putting overturned desks and chairs right
side up again.
Finding himself in such grand surroundings, the Writer was quite ill-at-ease. He knew this person he had just
knocked down must be some dignitary or other.
The bearded man was surprisingly polite to him. He bade him sit down, at the same time ordering his men to
leave the room. Not until now did the man’s moustache catch the Writer’s attention. It circled his lips, continued
all the way down to the chin as a massive beard. The growth was so black and thick his mouth could hardly be
seen even when he spoke. His words, coming through his curly grove, seemed somehow dyed with the color of
that beard, everyone of them dark. They also appeared to have grown hair of their own, brushing about a listener’s
ears until they itched.
“Oh, my! Your works really weigh as if they were gold, my dear sir!” The man sat down himself as he spoke,
massaging the swollen parts of his head, a weak smile curtailed by that mouthful of whiskers that screened his
lips.
Our Writer, seeing that the man did not give him a hard time, and thinking that he had praised his works for
being worth their weight in gold, felt instantly emboldened.
“They aren’t really so expensive,” he said, visibly arrogant, “Maybe I should first ask whether this is America
—quoted in American dollars my prices don’t come out to be very high at all.”
“No, this isn’t America. To get there you’ve got to keep going for quite a while yet. You see, the Eastern
Hemisphere is where you’ve fallen from, sir. Despite the weight of your genius, you haven’t made it all the way
through the earth, since the western half of the earth’s shell is fortified by those skyscrapers of America, structures
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of steel and reinforced concrete. But your works have had a tremendous impact on the center of the earth, I’m
sure, and San Francisco and other places like it may very well have experienced earthquakes of several minutes’
duration.”
“Where am I then?” The Writer asked, almost cutting him short.
“This, indeed, is what the world’s legends used to call Hades,” came the quiet reply; the chill in his tone cooled
the dark gloom of his words to freezing point.
“This is ridiculous!” The Writer jumped up in shock and consternation. “I’m darned sure the way I led my life
doesn’t call for such reward—being sent to suffer in Hell!”
The bearded man waved his hands, motioning for calm, and asked him to sit down. “That you don’t have to
worry about, sir. Hell has already been moved to the human world.\fn{ My father thought at time that this was true. “This is
hell,” he said to me once.” I did not think he was being figurative .} See, you’ve been so busy writing you don’t seem to be
very well informed about the current state of the world. Oh, well, I don’t blame you for that.”
The Writer realized that it must be Pluto himself before him. “No wonder he has the liberty to sport such a
flamboyant beard!” So he hurriedly stood up again.
“Your Netherly Majesty, I beg your forgiveness—” bowing so low as he spoke that he was about to split his
ass, exactly as the French slang has it.
“I’m afraid you’re mistaken, sir,” the man chortled. “And you must excuse me for not being able to return your
greeting, as my back is still aching a little from the burden of your books, and I’ll just have to take your bow
remaining in my seat. But although this place formerly was indeed Hades, I certainly am not any abdicated
emperor of a fallen dynasty, nor am I a newly appointed director of some memorial palace museum. One would
think that with the abolition of the monarchy, palaces should be converted into repositories for antiques. But then
all antiques in the eighteen levels of Hell are torture equipment. Humanity has progressed in many respects
through the last thousand years or two, except for the cruelty toward its own kind. That hasn’t become any more
refined or exquisite. Take for instance the extracting of confessions by brute force inside intelligence agencies,
and the punishment of prisoners of war in concentration camps: they share the virtues of being simple, homespun,
and effective. Thoroughly in the time-honored savage tradition. If you look at China, it’s only in the brutality of
various forms of torture that you can still see the essence of her culture. You know, pumping water down the
nostrils, poking a red-hot branding iron in the armpits, tightening up the hand with wooden pins stuck between
one finger and the next, and similar features of the indigenous culture. So those torture instruments in Hell, far
from being antiques that had outlived their usefulness, were all called to active service in the human world.
Anyway, this place is the Public Administration for Chinese Territorial Production. And yours truly happens to be
its Administrator.”
The Writer was beginning to regret his unduly courteous bow, and was getting embarrassed. But the man’s last
line made his interest surge again. “What I am is a prodigy,” he mused, “and this man here deals in products—the
two words even alliterate. What perfect partners we’re going to make!” So he asked, “Products of the land are of
course valuable commodities, but this is right in the center of the earth—who’s going to do business with you
here? Oh, wait a minute, I get it. Everything’s been wiped clean off the face of the earth by those corrupt officials.
And in these times of war, people allover are digging tunnels as shelters from air attack. Since you businessmen
will go to any length to make money, you figured that you might as well do what everybody else is doing, and so
bored your way underground here to open up shop. Right?”
The Administrator replied in a matter-of-fact tone, “Are you trying to say that we’re about to make products
out of Chinese territory, to be put on the market? Well, well, there would be a lot of potential customers, certainly,
but who could afford the price of this priceless land? If I were the typical businessman, I’d hold firmly to a policy
of tangible profits. In other words, I’d never close a deal at below cost, nor would I accept bad checks. That’s why
the China deal will never be closed, and for the same reason I wouldn’t be offering China for either retail or
wholesale, as those foolish politicians are doing. I’m afraid you’ve totally misunderstood our name. We are in fact
the agency in charge of the production of newborns within Chinese territory. You see, although Hell has relocated
to the human world, human beings are still destined to die, and their reincarnation, the introduction of the soul to
its next life, the business of karma and such, all have to be properly taken care of. We are here to make
assignments for anyone to be born in China, and that includes males, females, and animals.”
“Why ‘Public Administration’ then?”
“The ‘Administration’ part is simply handed down from tradition. Aren’t there such agencies as the Reward
and Commendation Administration, and the Punitive Administration, in the world of Hades? My title is therefore
naturally ‘Administrator,’ and not ‘President,’ as you might expect for a business concern. As for ‘Public,’ all that
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does is to give the idea that the affairs of our organization are open to public view, that we are absolutely free
from corruption. Everything’s fair and square; we don’t make unjust assignments, and we don’t allow one single
soul to be born into the wrong family. This thick black beard of mine veritably symbolizes the spirit of our
Administration.”
“I see the double meaning,” said the Writer, over-eagerly. “Since those who grow beards like yours must be old
enough to be grandfathers, your beard, Mr. Administrator, must be the symbol of grand justice.”
“Now, now, sir, your sharp mind has flown off at a tangent again! Well, maybe this weakness is just common
to all you men of letters. It doesn’t take a beard for a person to be called ‘grandfather’, you know—look at those
eunuchs of various dynasties in our history. You must also be aware that the insignia of high justices in the West is
nothing but the silvery white wig. I assume that you’re familiar with all those bestsellers on Chinese civilization
made for the export market; they’re so popular in the human world. Anyway, our country, people, customs,
mentality, are, by their accounts, all direct opposites of Westerners’, isn’t that true? We’re an Oriental race, and so
they’d just have to be Occidental. We’re Chinese, and they’ll always stay foreign. When we beckon, our fingers
point down, but somehow when they do it the fingers have to point upward. We kneel to worship, but when they
greet you in salute, quite on the contrary, they raise a hand. Foreign men, before their marriage, kneel in front of
their lovers to propose, whereas for their henpecked Chinese brother, it’s after the marriage that he kneels, in front
of his wife. These, and many other things—it’s all so strange. If you extrapolate from this, since we value face,
Westerners must be shameless. In mourning we wear white, but they wear black; so it’s obvious that if their
impartial officials wear white wigs on their heads, their counterparts in our culture should try to grow natural,
black, beards on their chins. This is the only way we can avoid letting down those who make comparisons of
Eastern and Western civilization, and not disrupt the theories they have developed. And then, of course, it also
makes a statement. That is, aside from this beard, which does stay forever pitch-black, there’s nothing in this wide
world that’s allowed to be a deal in the dark, so to speak.” The Administrator's beard flew about with every word
he spoke, making his delivery a forceful and impressive one indeed.
At this moment, our Writer was busy taking stock of his own situation. “Those who are fair are also the most
obnoxious and unsympathetic. If it’s left to this fellow’s disposition, there’s just no hope of getting to America. I’d
just as soon clear out while I still can.” Thus, he put a smile on his face and stood up to take his leave.
“It was very inconsiderate of me today, to have allowed my bookcases to fall down here, damaging your office,
and also to have taken all this precious time from your office hours. I am really sorry about all this. But I have
learned a great deal through our chance meeting, sir; it was such a pleasure. Someday when I write my memoirs,
I’ll make a point of saying a lot of good things about your Administration. For now, I shouldn’t linger any further,
though. Would you be kind enough to have your men bring in my works that have landed here just now, so that I
could autograph a few to be presented to you? They should make good souvenirs. Besides, books carrying my
signature are sure to fetch a handsome price from collectors of later generations, so please take this as restitution
for my having smashed your roof.”
“Oh, that’s quite all right, don’t you worry about that. But now that you’ve come, I’m afraid you can’t leave so
easily.”
The Administrator was fingering his beard peacefully in his seat.
“Why not?” the Writer shot back, fuming. “I just don’t believe your people could have the guts to keep me
here. Don’t you know I’m a genius? And I didn’t make this mess on purpose either. My fall is entirely an accident,
entirely unintentional.”
“There’s no such thing as an ‘accident’ in the world. It’s just a planned occurrence in disguise, masked. People
of the human world upon their deaths all end up here, taking their own ways in coming. Indeed, the routes they
take are governed by a fair enough principle: ‘To your own designs you shall fall victim, and victim you shall be.’
In simpler terms, whatever it was that you did for a living would be the very cause of your own undoing, sending
you to report to me here. See, you’re a writer, so the books you’ve written bored their way through the ground,
taking you along with them. Just this morning a sanitary engineer’s soul arrived. Could you believe how he got to
this place? One way or another he fell into the toilet, and some unthinking fool flushed him all the way down
here! This roof of mine does get broken once in a while, or at least damaged enough to leak, and I myself will
sometimes get hit on the head, or splashed all over with dirty water. But then if you’re in public service, you
simply can’t afford to be concerned about that.”
“Well, what are you going to assign me to be then?”
“Oh, that I’m still trying to decide. In your lifetime you consumed an enormous quantity of ink. I could very
naturally make you a squid in your next life, keep spitting it back out. But then you also wasted a lot of paper, and
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for that you ought to be reincarnated into a sheep, to make its skin available for paper manufacturing. And
presumably you’ve also worn out countless brush tips. So I should turn you into a rabbit, mouse—or maybe that
same sheep would do. What a shame that you’re a writer of these new times; a brush in your hands is just about as
well handled as chopsticks in a foreigner’s grip. What you use most often are nibs inserted into holders, and the
platinum-tipped fountain pens. I’m not too sure which animals produce metal. So I may just have to make you a
ranking government official, from whose heart and countenance one could scrape off iron or steel. As for
platinum, well, don’t we have that handy stereotype, the platinum blonde? Finally, considering the way you make
a game of hiding yourself behind all those pen names, you should in your next life be made a fugitive from justice
constantly under the pressure of creating aliases. The problem is, you have only one afterlife, and just couldn’t be
woman, man, fish, rabbit, and so on, all at the same time! So … so—hey, you aren’t going to be able to just run
away! There’re a lot of people waiting for you outside; they have accounts to settle with you yet.”
*
Our Writer, finding the Administrator’s talk getting more unsavory by the minute, had pulled open the door
and was ready to make a run for it. Now stopped by his words, he turned around and sneered at him.
“What? Settle accounts with me? Aha, Mr. Administrator, didn’t you make a fool of me just now for being
unaware of the current world situation? I’m throwing that right back at you. You think geniuses of today are the
same old down-and-out Bohemians, dreamers who know nothing about financial management. You think of them
as long-haired artists with a string of creditors at their heels. You’re showing residual symptoms of an infection
known as romanticism; you’re totally out of touch with reality, I’m afraid! We’re not idiots, you know. We do
realize the importance of personal finances in daily living. In fact, as if we weren’t smart enough, we hire lawyers
and managers to safeguard our interests. Royalties and fees that come to substantial amounts we invest in business
partnerships. Of course, there are those cultural personalities who are nothing more than cultured paupers, but I’m
not one of them. To tell you the truth, at the time I died, I left royalties on several novels, and income from
performance rights to several plays, unclaimed. There were some thousands of shares I haven’t had the time to
sell, and dividends from one corporation not yet cashed. I may have a lot of collecting to do, but certainly no
creditors to settle accounts with me! Who’re you trying to fool?”
“Sir, your ability to grasp reality—of the marketplace, that is—has never been doubted. The crowd outside
hasn’t come here to clear financial accounts, but to file charges against you.”
“What ‘charges’? It couldn’t be anything more serious than calumny, plagiarism, and immoral influence. If a
man of letters gets sued, it’s got to be for one of these three reasons.” The Writer was well aware of the fact that a
literary figure who was never involved in a lawsuit, never jailed or put under house arrest, could not, like a
socialite never having been a principal in a divorce case, ever make a name.
“They are suing you for murder and robbery”—the last three words coming out of the Administrator’s lips
crisp and cold, as if they had been forged out of steel.
The Writer was scared stiff. His past, decades of it, instantaneously flashed past his mind in uncompromising
detail. Yet there was nothing in his earthly existence that even came close to such heinous crimes, only that for a
while his writings did promote revolution.
“Well, maybe a handful of foolhardy young men,” the Writer pondered, “who could not resist the instigation
did really pitch in everything they had, blood and neck included. So this means a sinful debt, I suppose. But at the
time my wife wanted to have children, and I wanted to buy life insurance for myself—and all this takes money. If,
in the interest of my well-being and my wife’s and children’s, I did write stuff that indirectly cost a life or two,
that isn’t any big deal. Besides, those fools with their blood boiling in their guts were too ready to die for their
cause to regret it and demand settlement.”
The Writer regained his nerves. With a sneer he pushed open the door of the office. But before he had taken a
full step outside, he found himself bombarded from all directions by shouting and yelling.
“Give me back my life!”
“My life! I want it back!”
The throng completely packed the courtyard, overflowing out the main gates, actually. Only the uniformed
men at the steps were keeping them from getting up to the corridor and rushing the office. The Administrator,
patting the Writer on the back, spoke from behind him:
“Well, since things have already come to this pass, you’ll just have to face their questions.”
He walked him outside the door.
3
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Catching sight of the Writer, the crowd stretched out their hands, jostling to come up close, shouting, “Give me
back my life!” However, despite their numbers, their collective voice was but weak and lifeless. Each was able to
contribute only a wisp of sound, one not cohering with any other to form the stentorian roar it should have been.
On taking a better look, the Writer found that the people came in all shapes and ages, aand counted among them
rich and poor, male and female. What they did have in common was a look of sickliness. They were in fact so
emaciated that even the shadows they cast were blurred ones. From the way they exerted themselves in their
movements one could see their dire lack of strength. The arms they managed to stretch out were all trembling, not
unlike a voice shaken by anger and sorrow, about to lose control any second. They also reminded one of the
strands in a spider’s web hung between two twigs.
“With such a crowd, what do I have to be afraid of?” the Writer concluded. “And then there’re even old
grannies with bound feet, kids no older than five, effete women with whatever seductive vitality they had almost
totally drained from them. None of these could be among the martyrs who took to revolution under my influence.
Unless … unless these are lives taken by those revolutionary heroes, and are now tracing the responsibility to me.
If you look at that old lady, you can tell at one glance that she has to have been a stubborn mother, a prime target
for family revolution. Well, this type deserves what they got! They asked for it. Since I'm in the right, I have
nothing to fear.”
Clearing his throat, he took a dignified step forward, and announced, “Quiet down please, quiet down. I’m afraid
you folks have been mistaken. I frankly don’t even know a single one of you.”
“But we know you!”
“Oh, that’s not surprising. The fact that people whom a person doesn’t know do know about him is just a
reflection of his fame. So, even though you may know me, that’s not saying an awful lot. The problem is, you see,
I don’t know you.”
“What? You don't know us? What a bluffer! We’re the characters in your novels and plays. Now you do
remember, don’t you?”
They were edging closer, craning their necks, turning their faces up to him so that he could take a better look.
And they went ahead all at the same time to identify themselves.
“I’m the heroine in your masterpiece Longing for Love.”
“I’m that country bumpkin in your Chips Off the Emeralds.”
“I’m the genteel young lady in your famed Dream of a Summer’s Night.”
“I’m the grandmother in your fascinating Fallen.”
“I’m the well-bred daughter of that distinguished family in The Thug.”
“Remember your much admired work Embraceable Me? Yes, I am that intellectual who lost his directions in
the crossroads of the ‘-isms.’”
“I’m the spoiled brat born into the country squire’s family in your own favorite, the novel The Nightmare of
the Red Chamber.”
His memory now refreshed, the Writer responded, “Very well, we’re all one family. What’s going on here then,
would you mind telling me?” Actually, deep down he was beginning to have a vague understanding of their
intentions, which, like something which had been drifting in the depths of the sea, started to show up under
sunlight.
“We’re here to demand our lives. The way you portrayed us in your works was so dull and lifeless! Our every
act and speech was just like a puppet’s; we were just too far from being vivid characters. You created us, but
didn’t give us life. So you should reimburse us now!”
A woman among them, with ill-defined features, broke in, “You remember me? I guess only the way I dress
can to some extent show what kind of a character I was supposed to have been in your book. You were going to
depict me as a femme fatale, the ruin of countless youths who otherwise had the most promising of futures. But
what really became of me under your pen? I was neither a woman who looked like a human being, nor a human
being who was like a woman. I didn’t have the personality to support any clear, sharp image at all. You said I had
‘watery,’ not ‘liquid,’ eyes, and that my gaze was so ‘pointed’ that it could pierce the soul. My God, how could
anyone even think of such lines? My eyes, sharp and dripping wet, had to be frozen spikes on the eaves during a
spring thawing. You wanted to make me a metropolitan temptress, draining the mental and physical energies of
men. But on your pages I wasn’t given one breath of life—I wasn’t concrete enough to be a sponge! I was more
like a piece of worn and tattered blotting paper. You described me as a person who spoke “frankly and boldly,”
yes, “frayed and broken” is how I’d de-scribe the voice I have now. You’ve made a total waste of my life. Now
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what are you going to do about it?”
A well-dressed, elderly gentleman next to her spoke up too: “In your work I got old as soon as I was given
life.” He was gasping between his words. “That I don’t mind, but an old man should act his age. With my kind of
health, and with all those years behind me, should I be fancying a concubine? Isn’t that asking for trouble? You
scoundrel, you not only denied me life, but also made a mess of my second life—my reputation. And I couldn’t
even risk my life to get even with you, since I never had one. But now our paths have finally crossed. Let me first
wrest out of you the life that’s due me, and then risk it to—” Choking with excitement, the old man could not
even …\fn{A single word, ending this sentence, has not been clearly scanned.}
“Mister, you’ve said enough. It’s my turn to ask him something.”
A swarthy man, patting him on the shoulder, interrupted. He turned to the Writer.
“Hey, you recognize me? I’m one of the uneducated slobs you created. You must think I look the type—
wearing the short vest, sleeves rolled up, pounding my chest all the time, with I’s, me’s, and swearwords crowding
my speech. Incidentally, you claimed that I use gutter language, but since I was in the habit of bringing other
people’s mothers into my talk, wouldn’t that be just perfectly homey, and nowhere near the streets? Anyway, you
wanted to make me a slob, but I don’t feel myself one at all. Swollen and bloated sounds more like it, and maybe
that was what you had in mind. I might as well have been soaked in water, made completely strengthless. Since
I’m uncivilized, I think I’m expected to give you a couple of slaps on the face first, before we even start to settle
accounts. But then if you slap me back, I won’t even have enough in me to fight you. What a shame!”
It was a good thing the Writer had not portrayed a slob that was true to life, otherwise he would be in for a
sound beating. At the moment, however, he was really too harried to indulge in this kind of self-comfort, for the
characters were now all clambering forward to speak to him. Some of them appealed to the Administrator directly,
urging him to hand down a verdict without further delay, complete with the proper sentence.
“Although this case we have at hand is not exactly a phonograph record,” the Administrator grinned, “we’ve
still got to listen to both sides, right? Eh, Mr. Writer, what do you have to say in answer to their charges?”
The Writer rose to the occasion. He faced the crowd at the foot of the steps:
“What you’ve just said is not entirely groundless, but how else would you have existed if it were not for me?
Since I am your creator, I must be considred a forefather. ‘Of all under the Heavens, parents are the ones who
make no mistakes’: that’s how the ancient saying goes. In other words, one should be ever mindful of and
respectful to one’s origins. So stop giving me trouble.”
While the Administrator was snorting at this, twisting his moustache, a male character yelled in outrage:
“In the book you made me start a family revolution because of my ideological beliefs, driving my own father
to his death. How come you’re talking about filial piety all of a sudden?”
“If you’re my father”—a female character picked up the questioning, a smile forming at the corners of her lips
—“where then is my mother?”
Another man, sobbing uncontrollably, put in, “All I know about is motherly love. Exalted, unadulterated
motherly love. While in your work I never felt the slightest need for any fathers.”
Then it was a middle-aged man:
“Even a father who is supporting his children doesn’t necessarily win their sympathy. You’re supported by us,
so why should you be let off easy? You made us all lifeless in your works, but out of that you gain your
livelihood. Isn’t this both murder and grand larceny? At the very least it is criminal intent on an estate. And that
makes us your ancestors.”
The old man nodded in total agreement. “Well said, well said!”
“Yes, here I am, one of his ancestors!” chimed in the slob.
“Ancestors?” the metropolitan temptress protested. “I’d hate to be that. And there are cases in which the old
live on the young. Don’t you see all those young girls sacrificing their bodies for their fathers? There’re lots of
those around all right.”
An unexpectedly loud voice boomed forth from the middle of the crowd:
“I for one certainly am not a product of your making!”
This one drowned out all the other voices, mere whispers compared with it.
The Writer looked up, and could not be more delighted. For it was nobody but his best friend back in the world
of humans. He was a forerunner in publishing and related business fields, a cultural entrepreneur who had died
just a few days before the Writer did. Son of a nouveau riche family, he had since his younger days been a man of
principle. The principle, as it turned out, was not to spurn the family’s quick yet sizable fortune, but rather a deep
regret over there being no history to their standing. Their wealth was, one might say, glittering so badly that it hurt
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the eyes, stinking so much that it was an offense to the sense of smell. There was no touch of class to it. His father
shared these misgivings, and made every effort to give the family name the ring of long-established status, much
like one who, wearing a gown made of a down-home fabric, crumples it on purpose to reduce somewhat its feel of
the countryside, and the rustling noise it makes. To further his goal, the father wanted all along to have his
children marry into the families of gentry who had fallen into humble circumstances, or those of corrupt
bureaucracy. The son, on the other hand, devoted all his time and energy to playing the Bohemian poet, singing in
praise of alcohol, opium, sluts, intoxication, and sin in general. His only problem was that he was unfamiliar with
the intricacies of Chinese tones as used in classical poetry; consequently the verse he was capable of making up
was not in quite as archaic a style as he would have liked. Knocking around in life thus, he made it with a number
of women, and as for the tobacco and alcohol he consumed, their brands could well form a League of Nations
inside him. So he had to be intoxicated. But he failed to commit any sins at all, other than producing some free
verse that he freely borrowed here and there.
One day while eating out with his mistress, he suddenly noticed how lipstick always got swallowed with the
food a woman ate. Naturally, then, after the meal her lips would be robbed of color, and she had to put on lipstick
again. This stirred his inherited business instinct, emerging as if awakened from a dream, as if it were a snake
coming out of hibernation. From the next day on, he exchanged Bohemian living for entrepreneurship, starting a
factory with money his father had made. The first thing rolling off the lines was Vitamstick, a new product so
great that only his advertising chief’s catchy sales slogans could do it justice:

For Both Beauty and Health-What Else?
Never Before Have Kisses Been So Nutritious.
That last line was actually the caption to a picture showing a young man dressed as a Taoist priest embracing a
girl not unlike an unshaven nun. So this scene was supposed to be Chia Pao-yü of The Dream of the Red Chamber
tasting rouge. Another line was: What Fulfilling Love!—this one being caption to a picture of a fat man gleefully
holding the hands of a woman with pouting lips. Her gesture was meant to focus attention on the thick layer of
blood-building Vitamstick on them. The chemical composition of this particular lipstick was no different from
others for cosmetic use; all our entrepreneur did was concoct a name. The result turned out to be so appealing to
the mentality of the masses that he multiplied the capital his father gave him several dozen times. He kept at it,
coming up next with products such as Intellegrowth, an ointment that promised to stimulate the growth of both
hair and intellect, canned Diet-Rich Chicken, which promised not to put weight on slim misses, and Cod Liver
Gum.
At forty, having made enough money, he thought of old times, and his youthful hobby of patronizing the
literary arts came back to him. Since drama was the genre that appealed best to both the learned and the popular
taste, he, with a sustained effort, advocated a movement for “healthy drama,” in much the same spirit he had
earlier pushed his new products. He thereby succeeded in rallying quite a few writers to his camp. He figured that
comedies made one laugh, and laughing was undoubtedly good for health. But then unrestrained laughing would
add wrinkles to the face, and a mouth wide open invited germs. Besides, that would also lead to cramps of the
stomach muscles, dislodged jaws, and a host of other unhealthy conditions. Thus the kind of comedies he
promoted abided by the rule of only causing the audience to chuckle. As for tragedies, he thought them good for
health too. Everyday functioning of any opening on the physical body meant one form of elimination or another.
However, the modern man, raised in a mechanized culture, lacked the normal range of human emotions. This
resulted in insufficient elimination from the eyes. The moderate quantity of tears that tragedies made one produce
would do the job of preventing diseases which were to the eyes as constipation or gas were to the digestive
system.
By that time our Writer had already made his name, and was in the process of turning out scripts from all his
novels. These plays of his all satisfied the conditions set for the healthy theater, except that they were not totally
in line with the entrepreneur’s original intents. But the Writer’s reputation was so imposing that it amounted to a
threat, a terror. No reader of his dared not rave about his works along with others. To do otherwise would be to
risk being criticized as deficient in the appreciative faculties, and not good enough for works of literature. At
performances of his tragedies, the audience had the urge to laugh. But cowering under his fame, they did not dare
laugh out loud; every one of them hid his reactions from the person in the next seat, smothering his chuckles with
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the handkerchief which was brought along for tears. Of course, nothing could have been more in keeping with the
spirit of the healthy theater than this. When it came to his comedies, there was not one single soul that was not
bored. But who had the guts to stand up and leave? Who wanted to be branded an unknowing fool? So everybody
just settled on making himself comfortable, and dozed off. Sleep was of course an important part of healthy daily
living.
Thus, between the entrepreneur and the Writer they had a great act going, they themselves forging a strong
friendship out of it. On the former’s fiftieth birthday, our Writer even took the trouble to solicit essays for an
anthology in commemoration of the occasion.
Now, seeing it was none but the entrepreneur talking to him, our Writer became very much heartened, and
beckoned him.
“You appeared at just the right moment! Come help me argue my case!”
“Argue your case!” the entrepreneur scoffed, “I’m here to settle accounts with you myself.”
The Writer was dumbfounded.
“Good heavens! Since when have we become enemies? Remember your fiftieth birthday? Didn’t I guest-edit a
special section in the papers in your honor? Remember the congratulatory essay I wrote in the vernacular
language—practically singing in exultation? Who could have known that you would have too much to drink that
night, and die of some acute illness! I wasn’t at your deathbed, and that has been bothering me ever since. So we
should only be overjoyed at this chance meeting today. Why have you turned so hostile and ungrateful?!”
“Pooh! It's precisely at your hands that I died. We have no more friendship to speak of! That special edition of
yours was just special perdition. Your commemorative essay was closer to a funeral oration. And you call that
‘exultation’? Execution, that’s what it was! You aren’t even aware yourself, aware of how destructive you could
be. Your pen is nothing but a cutting edge, your ink poison, and your paper might as well be a death warrant
issued by Pluto himself. It’s not just those characters in your works that were like puppets, or dolls made out of
clay, none showing a sign of life; even living human beings, once described or written about by you, have their
lives and blessings terminated. If you hadn’t written that essay, I would have had several more years’ life to enjoy.
Just think, your tone was so reverent in that article, practically trembling with respect and awe, that it read like a
bereft son’s memories of his father. Or at least an epitaph commissioned for a princely sum. How could I take this
kind of overdone adulation? You were using up all my good fortune. And I’ve been waiting here for no reason
other than to get even with you.”
Just then, as the Writer listened to this dressing down, an unpleasant idea suddenly came into his mind and
lodged there like some hard food particle in the stomach resisting digestion.
“Didn’t I, just before my death, complete an autobiography, with the intention of publishing it as soon as I got
the Nobel Prize? According to the entrepreneur, whomever my pen lands on dies. Well, then, if that’s the case, I
didn’t die of frustration over not getting the prize, but because of a fatal autobiography. Hell, I should have known
better! Having such a murderous pen, I should have used it to produce propaganda for the war against Japan. It
could have rivaled the atom bomb! Why, why an autobiography, of all things? I have nothing but regret now. But
wait a second. Am I silly! The mistake having been made already, the thing to do now is to turn it to my
advantage. So first let me use it to get rid of this bunch of devilish creditors.”
“If what he said is true,” the Writer declared to the crowd, “my crimes have already caught up with me, and
I’m suffering my just deserts. I have paid for my acts with my own life: didn’t I write an autobiography, and
wasn’t that suicide? Let’s consider this matter settled then; we don’t owe each other a thing anymore.”
But they protested in unison, “You aren’t going to get off so easy! Your death is not suicide. Let’s just suppose
you loved to eat, and feasted on globefish. If you got poisoned and died from it, that doesn’t mean you had in any
way grown tired of living, and killed yourself as a result. The motivation behind that autobiography of yours was
to blow your own horn. It’s just that you never did know you could be slain by your own pen—that knife of a pen!
No matter what, we’re going to get our lives back from you. Our lives back from you!”
The Writer started to panic, wringing his hands and pacing back and forth, muttering, “The way it goes, you’re
going to end up getting my life!”
“I think I’m ready to hand down the verdict now,” the Administrator announced. “I intend to assign you, in
your next life, to be—”
“Mr. Administrator,” the Writer interrupted, bowing, “could you let me say one word, before you go on? In my
last existence I really suffered everything that could be suffered in a literary life. I’ve therefore been dreaming of
glory and riches, the good life, for my coming incarnation. Now of course I’ve given up all those wild thoughts. I
fully realize how serious the sins I’ve committed are, but I’m appealing to you to consider my past good deeds as
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mitigation of my wrongs, and exercise leniency in your sentencing. Why don’t you, as punishment, simply
designate me a writer again in my next life?”
“A writer, again?”
The Administrator was quite taken aback.
“Aren’t you afraid of another crowd demanding their lives of you in the future?”
The reaction of those gathered below was a similar one, all staring at the Writer in disbelief.
“Oh, I’ll just translate,” he explained. “No more creative writing. That way my life won’t be in much danger,
I’m sure. Besides, I’ll translate literally, definitely not trying anything that is even close to free translation—just to
make sure that the liveliness of the original is not lost. And also to prevent myself from being hauled into some
foreign court. Take for example that classic American historical novel.\fn{ I have no idea what he means.} I vow I’d
faithfully render its title as Swept off by the Storm; Dante's masterpiece\fn{The Divine Comedyt.} would be entitled
The Heavenly Father Joking. In the same vein, I could give Milton's epic\fn{ Paradise Lost.} the interpretive title A
Blindman’s Song on the Fall of Soochow and Hangchow, but I promise I won’t do that, although the old saying
does claim that Soochow and Hangchow are paradises on earth, and Milton had indeed lost his eyesight. And
whenever I have a problem translating, I’ll just follow those celebrated examples of transliteration: yu-mo for
humor, lo-man-ti-k'e for romantic, and so on. Since the whole thing would then be, one might say, spelled out in
Chinese, how much closer could the reader get to reading the original? That’s like taking out a life insurance
policy for the characters in the work.
“Or, if you’re not happy with that, I won’t even do translations, but just stick to playwriting, and specialize in
historical tragedy. There’s plenty to work on. Well-known figures such as Lord Kuan, General Yüeh Fei, Consort
Yang, Lü Chu, Chao- chün, etc. Historical figures are quite dead to start with, and on top of that, tragedies should
of course entertain a lot of deaths. That makes deaths here doubly warranted, so there couldn’t possibly be any
charges of my being a murderer. There’s a third possibility too. I can retell Shakespeare. The venerable Bard came
to me once in a dream, complaining that the characters in his plays lived way too long. After these endless
centuries, they had become plain sick and tired of living life, were more than happy to put an end to it all, and just
drop dead. So he asked me to do an act of charity, to send them off to a painless, natural death. He added this was
what that foreign culture of theirs called ‘mercy killing.’ Before he left, he complimented me, saying I was a
young man to be reckoned with, even bowing to me, and repeating his words of appreciation.”
“I have my own good idea,” the Administrator said. “All of you listen very carefully. His intention in writing
an autobiography was not suicide, true, but he didn’t write the congratulatory essay with intent to kill either. The
effects of these two events could be considered to have canceled each other out; hence there’s no debt outstanding
between him and the entrepreneur. But as for his depriving the characters in his works of lives, he should have to
pay for that. It wouldn’t be a bad idea at all to make him, as penalty, a character in a novel or play of some other
writer’s, and let him have his own taste of being suspended between life and death. The problem is, there’re so
many writers of this sort that I don’t know who to send him to. Oh, I’ve got it! Yes! In the human world isn’t there
a young man currently planning to write an epoch-making mixed-genre work? He’ll be adopting the syntax of
those causeries written in the style of collected sayings, using the rhythm, meter, and form of modern poetry, and
as a result come up with a novel in five acts and ten scenes. He has the paper all ready now; the only thing he’s
waiting for is inspiration. Let’s, when the propitious, receptive moment comes, smuggle a spirit into his mind.
The Administrator turned to our Writer:
“Sir, no one could be a better choice for the hero in this work we’re talking about, since you’re a genius, and
that successor of yours is, as chance would have it, going to portray nothing but a genius’s sense of life.”
One of the Writer’s characters, in a hoarse voice, asked from down in the crowd, “Mr. Administrator, did you
say ‘sense of life’ or ‘sex life’? If that fledgling author is to focus on the latter, wouldn’t that be too easy”—he
pointed at the Writer—“on this common enemy of ours?”
The Administrator smiled.
“Relax, relax, don’’t you worry about it. Our Writer’s mantle must have fallen on this young man. As soon as a
person ends up in his work, the character will have a hard time telling whether he’s dead or alive, much less living
life.”
“We have no objections then!”
There was rejoicing and jubilation.
“Long live the fair Administrator!”
Our Writer made his final protest in despair.
“Mr. Administrator, I’ve already dropped all consideration of my own interests, and am prepared to take the
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rough with the smooth myself. That kind of graciousness I do have. But at least you should have some respect for
the literary arts. This youngster is waiting for a stroke of ‘divine inspiration,’ not ‘ghostly intervention.’ How
could you send my ghost to cast an evil spell on him? I can take whatever hard times you give me, but if you’re
going to play a malicious joke on the arts, which should be held in the highest respect, I’m just not going to go
along with you. Should the Writers’ Association ever find out about this, they’ll surely issue a public statement of
protest.”
“‘A genius is but the most inspired of ghosts.’ You more than rate it. Everything’s going to be all right, just
take it easy.”
The Writer had long since tossed out the window all the Chinese classics he once owned, thread-sewn spines,
traditional bindings, and all. Thus, taking the Administrator’s archaic phrasing as a sign of erudition, and thinking
his claim must therefore have been based on the great books—little knowing that the line had just been invented
on the spur of the moment—the Writer was reduced to silence. Thereupon, amid the jeering and ridicule of the
crowd, his spirit was escorted on its way by a uniformed elf.
4
Now, the fledgling author had been waiting for his inspiration for three solid years. The reams of paper he had
stocked up had by now appreciated to more than ten times their original value. But his inspiration just would not
come, no matter what. Perhaps it got lost somehow, or it had altogether forgotten where he lived. Finally, the
enlightening thought occurred to him one day that to write a maiden work, he should seek it through a maiden.
It was therefore no coincidence that just as the elf was bringing the Writer’s spirit over, the young man was in
the process of exploring, with the principles of the experimental sciences as his guiding light, and his landlord’s
daughter as fellow investigator, the secrets of life. The elf happened to be quite a gentleman, and looked away. At
this crucial juncture our Writer made up his mind instantaneously. He decided that anything was better than
getting dispatched to the young man’s mind and ending up coming out of his pen. So, while the elf’s back was
turned, in a swish he scurried into the girl’s ear. Indeed, since at that time the couple was one inseparable body all
tangled up, only her ears allowed unimpeded entry. Thus it was that the Writer personally, but unknowingly, gave
substance to the explanation medieval Christian theologists had offered for the conception of the Virgin Mary.
That is, the female aural passage was a passage to conception.
From that moment on the young author-to-have-been was permanently deprived of the character that would
have appeared in his work, but the girl richer by a baby. He had no choice but to marry her, and the book was
never to be. Whatever writing ability he had was henceforth put to use in keeping the daily accounts of his fatherin-law’s grocery store. One comfort he did find, however. In traditional Chinese bookkeeping, a new line was very
often begun before the previous one was completely filled. And that approximated the visual appeal of modern
poetry. The language of accounting, moreover, was neither the literary idiom strictly, nor the vernacular, for which
reason such writing rightfully belonged in the genre of collected sayings, wherein a cross between the literary and
the vernacular was the norm.
The elf, on his return, was severely reprimanded by the Administrator. Only then did he realize that to be a
subordinate meant one could not afford to play gentleman. To serve a superior well and conscientiously, one
simply could not let this matter of honor bother the conscience.
Later, it was reported that the baby boy started grinning right from the moment of his birth. And whenever he
saw his father, his smile would wax triumphant. The relatives all agreed that the baby had to have been blessed
with good fortune of the highest magnitude. But so far, nobody could tell whether or not he would grow up to be a
writer.
39.87 1. The Hunter Who Drew His Birds 2. The Cicada’s Song 3. The Gardner’s Dream: Three Stories\fn{by Ai
Ch’ing (1910- )} nr. Hangchow?, China (M) 3
1
It happened there was a man who wanted to be a hunter. He sought out a hunter and asked him to become his
teacher, explaining:
“A man should have a trade. Of several professions I fell to considering, I figured I’d like hunting best. I think
I’d enjoy tramping around in the woods, shooting any bird I want to.”
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The hunter looked over the young fellow’s gun and found it was a pretty good one, and the fellow seemed
determined to learn. So to begin with, the hunter instructed him in the habits and temperaments of a great variety
of birds, and demonstrated how to aim and shoot the gun. Finally, he ordered his pupil to go out and practice
shooting at every sort of bird.
The man thought this was all he had to know, and went directly into the forest with his gun. But to his dismay,
he found that the birds invariably flew away before he had a chance even to raise his gun.
Returning to the hunter, he said:
“You know, birds are awfully clever and alert little things. They see me before I see them. By the time I get the
gun to my shoulder, they’re gone.”
“Did you suppose you were going after birds that couldn’t fly?” his teacher asked.
“Well, no,” said the man. “But now that you mention it, when I’m out hunting it would be just wonderful if the
birds didn’t fly away like that.”
“That’s not so hard to manage,” said the hunter. “Go home, get a thick piece of paper, and draw a bird on it.
Then tack the paper onto a tree. That’s one bird that won’t fly away.”
The man went home and did just as the hunter had told him. But he found, after shooting at it a while, that he
was still quite unable to hit the bird. He went back to the hunter and said:
“Well, I did everything you told me, but 1 just couldn’t make a hole in the bird.”
The hunter asked him why not, and he considered the question.
“Maybe I drew the bird too small,” he offered. “Or I could have been shooting from too far away.”
The hunter gave a little thought to the matter and then said:
“I’m truly impressed by your determination to succeed. You go home now and hang another piece of paper on
the same tree, a bigger piece than last time. Then shoot at it. This time you ought to do a little better.”
The man asked a little anxiously:
“You want me to shoot from the same distance away?”
“Whatever you decide,” said the hunter.
“How about the bird?” asked the man. “Shall I draw the bird again?”
“No,” the hunter replied.
The man forced a smile.
“You want me to shoot at a plain old piece of paper?”
The hunter explained:
“What I want you to do is just shoot at that piece of paper till you’ve put some holes in it. When you’re done,
you draw a bird around every hole you’ve made. You draw as many birds as you have holes. If you do it this way,
you’re bound to be a success.”
2
There is a myna bird living in a big tree. Every day it sings in a sweet voice.
On an early summer morning when the myna is about to sing, a shrill drone begins to split the air. Looking
about, the myna discovers a cicada stuck to the highest branch of its tree. Ceaselessly the cicada makes a vibrating
thread of Zs like a siren. The myna hops up on the branch beside it and says:
“Hello, what are you crying about in the early morning?”
The cicada stops its crying. When it recognizes the myna bird, it says with a laugh:
“Oh, it’s you, my fellow singer. Well, I’m singing.” The myna asks:
“What are you singing? The song makes me sad. Something sad has happened?” The cicada replies:
“You are strong in expressing yourself, but your ability to understand is poor. I am singing a song about the
morning. When I see the lovely clouds of the morning, I’m overwhelmed and sing.”
The myna nods, and with increased seriousness the cicada begins to produce its endless buzz by vibrating its
wings. Seeing that there is no point in trying to stop the cicada’s song, the myna flies off to another tree to begin
its singing.
At noon the myna returns to the big tree. It hears the cicada still singing. The continuous Z has grown louder.
The myna laughs and asks:
“What are you singing about now? The clouds of morning have been gone for quite some time.” The cicada
answers:
“The sunshine depresses me. I sing about the heat.” The myna says:
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“That’s not a bad idea. When the people hear your song, the heat can make them feel no worse.”
Mistaking these words for a tribute, the cicada sings with greater dedication. The myna flies away.
Evening comes and the myna flies back to its tree. The cicada is singing still. The myna says:
“The heat is gone now.” The cicada answers:
“I see a marvelous picture as the sun goes down in the hills. I am too excited, so I sing a song of farewell to the
sun.”
It renews its singing. It seems that the cicada is worried that its song will not be heard by the sun, as the sun
has reached the other side of the hills. The myna says:
“You work very hard.” The cicada says:
“I haven’t yet sung my heart out. My fellow singer, if you’d care to listen, I can sing a night song about the
moon climbing up the sky.” The myna says:
“Won't that be too much for you?” The cicada says:
“Singing is the only thing that can make me happy.”
“You’ve been singing all day without a break,” the myna says. “What can all this singing mean?”
“I have many songs,” the cicada says. “As the weather changes, the song changes too.” The myna says:
“However, no matter whether it is morning, noon, or evening, what I hear you singing always sounds the
same.” The cicada replies:
“My song is different whenever my mood changes.” The myna says:
“Probably you lack the training necessary for expressing emotions.”
“No,” says the cicada; “people say I can express different feelings with the same song.”
“Perhaps you don’t have the talent an artist needs,” the myna says. “Art can’t be made without talent.” The
cicada says:
“I was born with a good voice. For a whole day I can sing, and never lose the tune.” The myna says:
“Frankly speaking, when I listen to your song, I grow bored. The reason is that it is simply monotonous. No
matter how true the tune, if it is never modified, it grows boring. I’m haunted by your endless song. Tomorrow
I’m going to move away.” The cicada says:
“I’m sorry to hear it.”
He begins again his melody of the continuous “Z-z-z-z-z.”
The moon is rising.
3
There are several hundred roses in the garden, so that the gardener can see roses all year long. His friends
throughout the country know that roses are his pride, and they send him all sorts of roses whenever they can. As a
result, the roses in the garden are of every variety. In full blossom, the roses, all of the same form but colored
variously, give the garden a flourishing vitality. Yet it’s a little monotonous. To keep the roses healthy, he has to
work pretty hard. Each day he has to water and fertilize them, loosen the soil, trim the branches.
One night he dreams:
He is trimming the withered twigs from his roses when he sees many flowers entering his garden. It seems to
him that every kind of flower in the world has come there. The flowers look at him sadly, with tears in their eyes.
He stands up, startled, and looks among them.
The peony is the first to speak:
“Out of regard for my dignity I want to say I have no intention of intruding on your garden. I come because my
sisters asked me to be with them.”
Next the water lily speaks:
“As I woke in the lake by the woods, I heard my sisters walking among the trees and talking loudly. And so I
followed them.”
Inclining her slender form, the ipomoea asks:
“Aren’t we beautiful?”
The pomegranate is angry. From within her reddish flame, she says:
“Your indifference shows contempt for us.”
The catalpa blossom says:
“You must learn to appreciate the beauty of the personality.”
The cactus says:
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“A man comes to love the mild and obedient when he himself is weak. We are all strong-willed.”
The yellow jasmine:
“I have brought with me faith.”
The orchid:
“I value ftiendship above all.”
Each having expressed herself, the flowers say in unison:
“To be understood is a kind of happiness.”
The roses speak last:
“We’re desolate. If we could live together with our sisters, we would be happier.”
Another of her sisters says:
“To be someone’s favorite is blissful, but we’ve been alone a long time. Behind the backs of the fortunate there
is endless complaining.”
Then all the plants disappear.
Waking, the gardener is depressed. He walks to and fro in the garden, thinking:
“Each plant has its own will to live. Each has a right to put forth its blossoms. My prejudice has made all
flowers unhappy, and it’s narrowed my vision of the world day by day. Lack of comparison is confusing my mind.
We see that things are long because we know of other things that are short. We can see when something is big
because we know what is small. We know there is beauty because we’ve seen ugliness.
“From now on, my garden will be a place for all flowers. Let me live more wisely. Let all flowers blossom
according to their seasons.”
87.58 Excerpts from Daughter Of Tibet\fn{by Richen Dolma Taring (1910- )} Lhasa?, Tibetan Autonomous Region,
China (F) 1
… At\fn{A Methodist missionary school in Darjeeling } they called me Dolma, which is the Tibetan name for the Indian
goddess Tara and means “Protector.” Then Annie\fm{ MacDonald’s daughter} asked me if I would like to be renamed
“Mary” before I went to Darjeeling, Mary being the Lord Jesus’s mother’s name. To me it sounded like Dolma, as
Christ’s mother is also a protector, so I accepted it and have since been known as Mary to all my friends …
*
… I went to church regularly with the other girls, took scripture lessons and respected Christ. Yet I kept my faith
in the Lord Buddha and in Dolma as my karma deity—the goddess who has been my protector in all previous
incarnations. Mother used to say that 9once you are protected by your own deity neither devils nor witches can
harm you. She also taught me that when se pray we must pray not only for ourselves and our loved ones in this
life, but for all living beings. So at church, and during prayers at school, I used to repeat, “I pray to the Virtuous
Protector, Protect all living beings from frightening destruction and death.” …
*
… Whenever my nieces or any of the maid-servants were having babies I nursed them and many babies were born
into my hands. But my chief interest was studying Buddhism and trying to understand the false or illusory nature
of all things. This is such a difficult study that I invited famous lamas to the houser and learned from them …
*
… She\fn{Am Lochen, a famous Buddhist nun, then over 100 years old } explained that the true religious life consists in
watching your mind, as mind controls all our sensory powers. She said, “There is no need to isolate yourself. If
you know, all places are paradise. There are truly religious people, well purified, among all people everywhere If
you practice the teaching of the Lord Buddha in your daily life it is not necessary to go into the mountains. Be
kind to all living beings, then I am sure you will achieve what you wish.” …
*
… The Lhasa women had made many anti-Chinese posters and when I joined them they were lined up around the
Barkor shouting slogans—“From today Tibet is independent!! And “China must quit Tibet!” Our women were
more fierce than our men. It was frightening to walk through the Barkor, where Chinese soldiers with machineguns were watching us from the roofs. All the shops were shut and no one was on the streets except the shouting
women …
*
… I assured them [her family] that if I got through safely the rest of my life would be devoted to seeking the truth
and that my prayers and love would be with them for ever. I said that the sun can come out of the clouds and
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asked them never to lose courage and faith, because by struggling through hardship our karma develops itself. I
reminded them that none of us can escape our karma and asked them, if they were still alive, to pray always and
consider that this was what our karma had to lead to ...
*
… I gained much understanding of religion through finding so many precious books [in a local temple] and
having time to concentrate on them. I appreciated what a great opportunity this was to realize the teaching of the
Lord Buddha, through the grief that I was enduring. Now I could see for myself that all things are impermanent. I
thought of our beautiful possessions and of how hard we had tried to accumulate wealth. Yet when the time came,
according to our karma, for us to part with everything—even our children—it happened just like that. Now the
pain was making me thing much and I understood that one must come to the state where one is meant to be.
Although children are born to us they each have their own karma and must bear it alone. I feel that parents are like
fruit trees, from which the fruit is separated when it ripens …
*
… At Shabje Thang I experienced the reality of the Lord Buddha’s teaching that only love can conquer hatred,
that goodwill towards all beings is the essence of religion and that we must trust in the Truth—which is best as it
is, though it may be bitter and we may not be able to understand it. I saw that Self is a transient vision and that the
way to real happiness is the path of unselfishness. I found that my own suffering could be lessened by thinking of
the suffering of others …
*
… Lord Buddha himself has said that whether we have great teachers or not the Truth is there—and no one can
alter it, neither can anyone improve it. This Truth which the Lord Buddha preached is now being sought all over
the world and when religions are compared the principle of Truth is seen to be the same in each one. All religions
remind us to do good and by following our various religions we can help one another gain happiness …
150.93 The Red Trousers\fn{by Pien Chih-lin (1910- )} China (M) 3
The village of Anchu was plunged into a profound gloom when the women changed out of their red trousers.
The Japanese soldiers who held the Tung-pu railroad only ten li\fn{Less than a mile and a half. 1 li = c.⅝ of a mile.}
away, had announced that they were calling on the village. Their arrival two months before had taken the form of
a raid, and their stark ferocity had sent the villagers fleeing from their homes. After their return to their houses,
which had been sacked, little time was given them to repair the furniture which had been burnt, and now there
came news that the Japanese were “pacifying” the villages down the line and had already reached the neighboring
village of Lu, where an eight-year-old girl, according to rumor, had suffered an experience—to call it merely
unfortunate would have been beyond the moral sense of the villagers—from which one of her age would have
been thought immune. The excitement reached its climax the same afternoon with the discovery of a letter at the
village meting-house. The letter must have been delivered by a hanchien.\fn{A note reads: Literally, one who betrays the
Han race: now any Chinese traitor.} It commanded the people of the village to prepare quietly for the arrival of the
“Imperial Army,” which would arrive the next day for purposes of “pacification,” and if any of the villagers were
found to have escaped the “Imperial Army” would leave not a single house standing in the village after its arrival.
There was no longer any doubt of what was coming. Immediately after this, the women took to the “modern
style:” they snipped off their long hair with scissors, leaving something like a boyish bob, whether they liked it or
not.
Most of them regretted that their feet were still bound. But even then the most noticeable thing in their clothes
was their red trousers.
To the three-month bride of Kawn Hsiao-shuan the taking off of her red trousers presented a practical
difficulty. Hers wee unquestionably the newest pair of red trousers in the village, and though they too had been
dipped and washed in muddy streams along the ravine, their color had lost nothing of its loud brilliance. What
troubled her was not whether she should take them off, for that no longer required any consideration; the question
was, what trousers to change into when these came off. Amid the confusion of their last escape to the hills, she
had lost the parcel which contained all her clothes, and some pieces of Hsiao-shuan’s. In the two months since her
return she had been able to make up only a few of her underclothes, a pair of shoes and two pairs of socks, and
she had not thought of the need of another pair of trousers, much less of another pair of a much less obstructive
color. She fell back upon her parents’ home, hoping to find someone with a pair to spare, but no one could help
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her. It was getting dark when she returned, and in the dim light of the oil lamp she climbed on to the k’ang, where
she sat alone in blank despair.”
Then Kwan Hsiao-shuan, to whom the afternoon had been no less gloomy, returned, and straightway the
problem of the red trousers was solved.
In the early part of the evening young Kwan Hsiao-shuan had exchanged a few harsh words with the village
deputy at the village meeting-place. He had come away from the meeting unusually sullen and bad tempered.
When he entered the room and saw his bride still wearing the red trousers which had once pleased him, he looked
stunned; then, As if suddenly awakening to a sense of what had to be done, he slipped off his black cotton trousers
and tossed them to her knees, saying dryly: “Change into these.”
His wife glanced at him.
He quickly returned her glance and repeated in a loud voice: “Change into these.”
His wife knew his temper well enough not to ask any questions, and he order was carried out instantly.
They also exchanged their padded coats; he took her green coat, and she wore his black one.
The young wife, though full of curiosity and suspicion, dared not utter a word.
Tears came into her eyes when she saw that her husband was going out again. He paused at the door to look
back, and said gruffly: “Go on. Get to sleep. I’ll be back tomorrow.”
*
When the first rays of the sun wee shining on the tree-tops next morning, the “Imperial Army” arrived. There
were eleven of them in all, but only ten horses, for the hanchien among them had come on foot. Before they
appeared to pacify the village, they were ushered into the village meeting-house by the hanchien, who ordered the
village deputy to have tea served at once.
“The ‘Imperial Army’ will not eat up any of your provisions,” the hanchien told the village deputy. “Just fry a
few ch’unghuapin.”\fn{A note reads: a round flat cake made of wheat flour with minced onions and fried in sesame oil or lard: a
favorite food of the northerners.}
“All right.”
“The ‘Imperial Army’ will not require anything from you poor people,” the hanchien continued. “Only this—
while your people are waiting to receive ‘pacification’ they must find some cabbages.”
“All right.”
“And some turnips.”
“All right.”
“And look round for a hundred fresh eggs.”
The deputy unconsciously knitted his brows; he hesitated, and on recovering from his hesitation he said again:
“All right.”
While the ten horses were feeding on yellow beans in the open yard before the village meeting-house, seven
Japanese soldiers and one hanchien were gorging themselves on the ch’unghuapin behind the trellised paperwindow. But where were the other three of the “Imperial Army.” They had gone away, so it was said, to inspect
the vegetable fields.
When the seven had finished eating, the fat sergeant turned to say a few words to the hanchien, who
immediately spoke to the village deputy: “Well, I think it is time for pacification now. Go and sound the gong.
Collect the whole village together, so that they can hear the words of pacification.”
Exactly eighty persons appeared from the eighty houses in the village. Not one more. Half of them were
children who had been dragged out of their homes to make a presentable number. One full shoulder-load of
cabbages, another of turnips, and a basket full of eggs were already on display in front of the village meetinghouse.
The fat sergeant stood on the stone steps and began to pacify in Japanese with the hanchien acting as
interpreter. “The ‘Imperial Army’ has never met with defeat. Never! It is truly invincible. We have come, not to
kill, but to protect the Chinese people … The Eighth Route Army\fn{ The name of one of the Communist Chinese armies
fighting in the Anti-Japanese War (as World War II was often called in China) .} and the dare-to-die corps are the most barbarous
bandits in China … From now on you must report to the ‘Imperial Army’ whatever news you hear about these
bandits …”
Then began a series of questions and replies.
“Does the ‘Imperial Army’ kill?”
“No!”
“Or loot?”
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“No!”
“Or burn?”
“No!”
“Are you afraid of the ‘Imperial Army’?”
“No!”
“Then why is it that you choose to stay when the bandits come, and run away when we come?”
Silence.
Realizing that he had given himself away by asking this question, the fat sergeant considered it time to end his
speech.
“The next time we come, don’t run away. Hasn’t everything been safe and sound this time? We never disturb
the people.”
Now they were ready to leave. The vegetables and the eggs were also ready; only they were still short of three
men. The fat sergeant told the hanchien to ask the villagers if anyone had seen them, or knew where they had
gone. But no one knew anything.
The village deputy sent some villagers to look around.
They came back a long while later saying that “they had seen not a shadow of them.”
Then the village deputy himself went in search of them.
That slut, Kwan Hsiao-shuan’s wife, must have captivated all three by her display of bridal colors. Thinking in
this way, he pushed open the door of Kwan Hsiao-shuan’s one-room house. There was Kwan Hsiao-shuan
huddled and cringing on the far corner of the K’ang. Half angry and half inclined to laugh aloud, the deputy
exploded:
“Ha, ha! You’re a brave soul! I never thought you would hide there like a woman. Come, where has your wife
taken the three devils she has seduced?”
Hardly had he finished before he realized that it was none other than Kwan Hsiao-shuan’s wife on whom he
had been whetting his wrath. Stunned by this discovery, he was too angry to laugh, and he retreated at once in
order to start a house-to-house search for the devils.
After every house had been searched, he returned speechless with indignation to the place where the seven
soldiers were waiting. He little imagined that his failure would so soon draw down upon him the anger of heaven.
From being in a state of bewildered confusion he found himself roped to a poplar in front of the village meetinghouse.
The village was in great consternation.
The excitement took on anew aspect when suddenly a group of villagers appeared in the distance. They were
dragging along an eleven-year-old boy and shouting: “He knows! He knows!”
“Do you know where they have gone?” asked the hanchien, who was humpbacked but possessed an air of real
authority.
“I saw them chasing after a woman in red trousers along the East Road. They followed her father and farther
away until they seemed to disappear, and then I saw no more of them.”
The hanchien translated all this to the fat sergeant, who thundered out a volley of fire-crackers at him, which in
the mouth of the fat sergeant hanchien became:
“Find me the red trousers at once!”
The entire audience was flabbergasted.
Then someone turned round and looked beyond the row of poplars and made a few sounds; then a few tens of
heads all turned towards the south, like so many ears of wheat bending under a gust of wind.
“Here come the red trousers,” they cried incoherently.
They saw in the south someone wearing red trousers running towards them with long strides. (Could it be a
woman’s steps, many of them wondered.) It became still more puzzling when they saw that the person running
was being followed by a small company of soldiers in gray uniform. And they were approaching the village
meeting-place by a short cut through the forest.
“Here come the red trousers! Here come the red trousers!”
And without so much as a syllable, the seven warriors of the ‘Imperial Army’ at once mounted their horses and
galloped away to the north leaving behind them all the cabbages, turnips and eggs, besides three .38 rifles and
three horses into the bargain. The hanchien also hurried after a horse, and having tried twice in rapid succession
and failed (the horse being too small for him) to climb on to the saddle, he took to his heels and ran after the dust
of the trampling horsemen.
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The humpbacked hanchien, however, did not get away. He was overtaken in no time by young Kwan Pei-sui,
another of the Kwans of the village.
Soon the red trousers and their followers arrived, but alas! those who had wanted to find the red trousers had
taken to their heels.
The man in red trousers was no other than Kwan Hsiao-shuan himself. He had had no time to change into
anything else.
“Well, these vegetables and eggs are just what we want to give the guerrillas,” Kwan Hsiao-shuan stepped
forward to address his fellow-villagers. “But do you think we can still go on living in this village?”
All were silent.
“Then what should we do? It’s quite simple. Let’s go into the hills and join the guerrillas, and leave nothing
behind.”
“Yes, let’s go!” the crowd replied, a crowd which had quickly increased to about five hundred.
Within an hour a long line began to stream slowly into the hills. Intermingled with men on foot there were
mules, cows, water-buffaloes and donkeys, all carrying the movable furniture, and the men, women and children
were all holding tight parcels, hens, and newly farrowed piglets.
Kwan Hsiao-shuan and his wife walked side by side. From a distance they were unmistakably man and
woman, but it was not easy to tell which was which. They had not thought of changing their clothes.
That night, at the guerrilla headquarters, a welcome party was arranged for the new volunteers. The
commander especially summoned Kwan Hsiao-shuan before the gathering, praised his patriotism and courage,
and promised to recommend him for a reward, because he had captured three Japanese and a hanchien, had taken
three rifles and three horses, and—the commander thought this till more deserving of merit—he had strengthened
the unit by leading the whole village to join it. When Kwan Hsiao-shuan heard that he was to be rewarded, he
screwed up his courage and stammered: “I want nothing—just a uniform, sir.”
The commander smiled, for it was just then that he noticed that Kwan Hsiao-shuan was still wearing the red
trousers.
A gray uniform was immediately presented to him. When the meeting was over, he ran out and changed into it.
Then he shook off what dust there was on the green jacket and red trousers, and carefully folded them into a
bundle.
With the bundle under his arm, he walked proudly towards the mud-walled compound where the women were
temporarily housed. He sought out his wife, and gently dropped the bundle on her knees. Then, nudging her
shoulder with his left elbow, and with a broad smile, he said: “Keep them for better days to come.”
191.188 Excerpt from Traveller Without A Map\fn{by Hsiao Ch’ien [Xiao Qian] (1910- )} Peking, China (M) 21
Memory, I suppose, is one of the qualities that distinguishes human beings from other animals. Sometimes it is
a heavy burden to the mind and sometimes an invaluable asset. A man may have travelled all over the world, but
what often emerge in his recollections are not the famous mountains he has climbed nor the oceans he has crossed
but the narrow, winding lanes he once passed through or the marshes where he used to catch frogs as a child.
To recollect one’s early years in one’s late seventies is like fumbling under dim lights with an old, dust-covered
album of faded photographs. Many people seem to possess grand and elegant albums, but mine is just a makeshift
old notebook. Between its covers are many snapshots taken in my earliest days. They show no glamour, no scenes
of past glory, only hungry faces, squalor and misery. The self-portraits, moreover of all periods, reveal a particular
characteristic (or ailment) of mine: a deep-seated insecurity about my relations with others, so that all too often
some imagined criticism from earlier in the day returns to hurt me, or a succession of unrelated remarks link up to
make a pattern of unfriendly comment that exists in my mind only.
But fortunately remembered pain is quite different from actual, present pain. It is like caressing a scar: one
even feels a little proud of the smooth, shiny blotch. That is just how I feel about the northeastern slums of Peking
where I was born. Goat Shepherd Lane was in the poorest district in the city, but it occupies a unique place in my
dreamland. Broken Tile Lane also, for that was where I started my long and chequered education. And Little
Chrysanthemum Lane was on my way to work every morning in the rug shop; it was there, too, that my kind and
gentle mother closed her eyes for the last time. Such, then, are the earliest snapshots in my album of memory. I
kept them and their companions safe, thinking they would go to the grave with me. I never imagined there would
come a day when I would bring them out into the lamplight of my room.
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In China’s old pre-revolutionary society to be poor was in itself a disgrace. Poverty brought not only physical
suffering but also public scorn. I had no toys in my childhood and no picture books, but the degradation I was
made to feel was far greater because my mother worked as a common servant. Yet it may well be that my
handicaps were often only in my fancy. I was haunted by the feeling that, as the Chinese saying goes, I stood “a
head shorter” than other people.
My father died before I was born. There is nothing particularly shameful in that, yet I felt shame—possibly
because my elders never mentioned it when I was around. I knew that all children except me had a papa, and that
my mother had told me my father had died long ago, but for a considerable period I never thought to ask when he
died, or how old I was at the time. And when I did finally question my mother, and she told me that he’d died a
month before I was born, there was still nothing shameful about it, but that is not what I thought. Even when I
wrote the afterword to my book Chestnuts in 1936, I was obviously still feeling uncomfortable with the truth.
“I did not have the good fortune of seeing my father,” I wrote. “When I was being born, he passed away.”
It reads unclearly, as if the two things had happened at the same time.
People did not bother much with birth certificates in those days, of course, so there was always room for doubt
in such matters. But every year, when the seventeenth day of the last lunar month came round, my elders would
tell me I’d grown a year older. That meant it was time for me to kowtow to all of them. First I bowed with my
hands folded in front, and then I knelt, touching my head on the ground at least three times. Mama had me
kowtow to my paternal aunt first, then to Venerable Elder Sister, then to Elder Cousin Number Three, and finally
to her. To thank her for being so kind as to raise me I had to give the floor nine good whacks. So I knew the day
and month of my birth quite early on, according to the lunar calendar.
And as to the year, in those days there were almanacs issued annually that told your fortune. They were an
interesting pastime, but you had to know the year of your birth, so Mama provided that for me:
“You were born in the first year of the Xuantong Emperor [Puyi]” she told me. “In the year of the chicken.”
Finally as to the hour of my birth, once after I’d poked around in an elm tree growing in the courtyard where
we lived and so stirred up a nest of hornets that nobody dared step outdoors for the rest of the day, an aunt said
crossly,
“Gracious, no wonder you noon-born cocks are called troublemakers!” (Roosters are supposed to disturb
people in the morning, not at midday.) With that, I even knew what time of day I was born.
For a long time, then, I thought I knew everything necessary about the timing of my birth—until 1939, in fact,
when I was in Hong Kong arranging my passport for travel to Britain, and the authorities insisted that I fill out my
date of birth according to the Western calendar. For several seconds I stared at the form. There was no conversion
table provided, so I simply had to choose a date. According to my mother I had been born during the reign ofPuyi,
the last emperor of China, who by then had been re-enthroned by the Japanese to head their puppet state of
Manchukuo. I didn’t want to be associated with him (although I wouldn’t have minded being a subject of the
earlier splendiforous Kangxi or Qianlong emperors!) so I put 1911 as my birth year, the first year of the Republic.
For the month and day I put down 17 December, as if days and months in the Chinese and Western calendars were
simply interchangeable.
Once I had put it in writing I had to stick with it. During my seven years in the British Isles I used the date of
birth in my passport whenever I applied for ration coupons or registered at a hotel. Then, when I got back to
Peking in 1949 and went to register at the police station, I had another chance to work out my real birthday
according to the Western calendar. But, from inertia, I just filled in what I always had before. When Peking was
preparing for the first elections to the National People’s Congress in 1958 I had yet another chance to get it right.
A policeman carrying an enormous book came out on the street and shouted to the waiting people,
“Is anyone unclear about his date of birth according to the new calendar? If so, come to our station and we’ll
look it up.”
I had half a notion to do just that, but by then I was accused of being a despicable Rightist, and a big-time
Rightist at that, so I didn’t even know if I were still considered a citizen with the right to vote. Why then should I
start bothering about my date of birth again? Whether born under the empire or the old Republic, I still belonged
to the leftovers from the reactionary class.
And so I let matters rest until, during the terrible Cultural Revolution, I was made to confess my past sins like
all the other intellectuals. Having nearly exhausted my storehouse of possible indiscretions, one day I submitted a
report confessing that I had “cheated” on the date of my birth: Reprehensible though this was considered to be,
still no one bothered to find out the real date.
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It wasn’t until 1979, in fact, while visiting a Sinologist friend at Yale, that I finally cleared up the matter.
Professor Hans Frankel took down a book of conversion tables from his shelf and pinpointed the date of my birth
in the Western calendar as 27 January 1910. It took him only a minute or two but the information was very
welcome. It came just in time for my seventieth birthday, which otherwise I might very well have missed.
My racial background, too, was for a long time uncertain. Being a Mongol, or at least part Mongolian, I could
be called “an ethnic,” a fact I did not reveal until 1956 when I was writing an autobiographical sketch. This was
another factor in my inferiority complex.
Actually, although nobody ever mentioned it, I had known since childhood that I was Mongolian on my
father’s side. Under the dusty yellow cloth which covered the ancestral shrine in the house of the cousin with
whom we lived was a wooden board with a figure carved into it that looked like a herdsman. There was also a
book of genealogical records in Mongolian script. At the lunar New Year, when all Chinese worshipped their
ancestors, my cousin knelt on a low bench and reverently exposed the tablet. During the ceremony I remember
millet porridge with cheese being offered also.
We couldn't read Mongolian, though, and today I don;t even know if my ancestors were nomadic western
Mongol herdsmen or Eastern Mongols who made their living hunting. But I must have decided as a child that they
were hunters, for I often imagined them in large furry hats and wool-lined sleeveless jackets, going off into the
primeval forest with guns on their shoulders to track wild beasts.
Once I started school, however, I discovered that students from minority peoples were often bullied. In those
days the Chinese characters used to denote minority peoples were even prefaced with the ideograph for “dog” (or
“wild beast'”), and I often saw my Muslim schoolmates being chased and abused. Even students whose only crime
was to speak with a southern accent would be called “barbarian.” So I quickly learned to cover up my ancestry
and fill in “Han nationality” (majority of Chinese [over 90%]) on all the official forms and my mother was a Han
anyway. I was expelled from high school just before graduation for being involved in movements, so when I
eventually entered university in 1930, I was obliged to use a false diploma—and on this I was made out to be a
native of Chaoyang, Guangdong, down at the southern end of China!
After Liberation (1949), most ethnic minorities were no longer discriminated against; they might even have
certain privileges. Many people in fact did well out of their status as minority representatives, but I still did not
wish to exploit my ethnicity so I kept filling in “Han” on all the forms. Then, however, in the summer of 1956,
after Hu Feng and his supporters had been thrown into jail, there was a thorough nationwide investigation of cadre
backgrounds. I had already confessed every wart and blemish I could think of, but to prove that I was in
agreement with the spirit of the campaign, I made a clean breast of the “problem of my ethnic status.” Ever since
then I’ve had to keep filling in “Mongol.”
Still, I’m only a “pseudo-Mongol,” for I know nothing about Mongolian customs, and speak not a word of the
language. Amusingly, on the tenth anniversary of the founding of the Inner Mongolian Autonomous Region in
1956, when the Chinese Writers’ Association sent out a delegation of writers to inspire them to write literary
pieces about the New Mongolia, one of the association secretaries, my old friend Yan Wenjing, took advantage of
my newly confessed status to recommend me. On my return I dutifully churned out essays called “Herding Sheep
Across a Thousand Miles” and “Scene from the Steppe,” but I still think it is truer to call me a Han.
As to the father I never knew—I never saw so much as a photograph of him. Possibly he never had one taken. I
tried to piece together a picture of him from the conversations of the adults. My father had served as a guard at the
Dongzhi Gate, one of the nine gates in old Peking’s city wall, and people said he never smiled his entire life. It
was probably from his profession that I made him out to have been a big fellow, very tall, unlike myself, sitting up
straight and grim on the kang (platform seat over a brick oven). Every time I went in or out of the city, I noticed
that the doors he had guarded were thick and heavy: only a very strong man could have budged them.
I knew my mother much better, of course. She was a widow and I her only child, so naturally she loved me
deeply. I remember that once, when Elder Cousin Number Three pointed a kitchen knife accusingly at my head,
Mama clasped me tightly to her breast and cried out,
“This is the only flesh and blood I have left!”
Later, however, when she had to get a job as a domestic servant, even though the house where she worked was
not very far from our home, she was only allowed to visit us once a month. So, although I had a mother, it seemed
that we had little time together. In those days I sometimes went to her place of work after school, either because I
missed her or because I desperately needed money. I was obliged to wait outside the red gates. Occasionally a
kind-hearted person might offer to inform her discreetly of my presence. She would slip out then, give me some
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coppers and a quick hug, then disappear back behind the gates. But such offers were rare. Usually I just had to
suffer abuse from the other servants and still not get to see her.
My grandfather had three sons, of whom my father was the eldest. The elder of my two uncles lived apart from
us in Cannon Street, which was named after the weapons that used to be made there. I can’t remember ever
having seen him, though I retain a vague image of his funeral in that district of old Peking.
My mother and I lived with my younger uncle (Uncle Number Three to me, the third of my grandfather’s
sons). He died when I was five. He passed away sitting in a chair and I clearly remember my aunt shaking his
bald head back and forth and reproaching him bitterly:
“So that’s it, you just move out. Leaving your wife and children with nothing!”
Then she burst into tears. That was my first encounter with death.
This woman, Aunt Number Three, had married my uncle after the death of his first wife. She was left to care
for four children, a daughter and a son from each marriage. Her grown-up stepdaughter, unmarried, was almost a
mother to me, so I grew to call her Venerable Elder Sister. She was short and fat, not pretty at all but with a heart
of gold. Aunt Number Three’s stepson was head of the house. He was my Elder Cousin Number Three, being
third born among all the grandsons of our grandfather.
When she was at home I often heard Mother sobbing to herself. There were not many in the household, yet the
relationships were always tense and complicated. The wife of Elder Cousin Number Three did not really want us
under her roof; we had to go without food sometimes, and it was these circumstances that finally decided Mother
to get a job as a servant in another house. I clearly remember her saying to Venerable Elder Sister,
“I’ll be gone a lot, I’ll have to leave the child with you. Take good care of him, for the sake of your departed
uncle.”
The kind woman swore to my mother that she would do her best. She did indeed. When Elder Cousin Number
Three punished me by making me kneel for hours on end, she would slip me a cup of hot tea when he wasn’t
looking. When he beat me she would either beg for mercy on my behalf or even try to protect my body with hers.
She washed and mended my clothes. It was also she who would have to wake me up before daybreak when I
started going out to work.
She was also my first teacher, even though she was only semi-literate. She sang to me and told me stories from
books. She could recite almost anything after a single hearing and she loved a work called The Book of Adages:
“It takes a long ride to know a horse; how then can one hope to know a man quickly?” There was one about
snobbishness, too:
“A rich man is visited by distant relatives though he lives in the mountains; a poor man gets no callers though
he lives in the centre of town.”
Edifying or not, these scraps of philosophy were the first to come my way.
Elder Cousin Number Three himself was quite intelligent. He was good at the two-stringed fiddle, good
enough to accompany himself as he sang Peking opera. He couldn’t find work when he left school, so he entered
Chaoyang University, hoping, although severely pock-marked, to become a lawyer. But no matter how hard he
looked he still couldn’t find work. His temper, bad to begin with, grew worse than ever. He became head of the
house when his father died and he often took his anger out on me. I was scared of him. The moment he entered
the yard, I would fetch his bicycle and busily start polishing it.
At the time of the Chinese New Year he would go to Northern New Bridge and set up a stand where he sold
lucky New Year’s couplets written to order in his expert calligraphy. I went as his little helper, grinding the ink for
him to use. It was so icy cold that the backs of my hands cracked, and the blood from the sores froze.
I still had to smooth his red paper before he could write on it. The piercing wind played havoc with the paper,
even blew holes in it if I wasn’t careful. He’d give me ugly looks and curse me between his teeth:
“I’ll settle with you when we get home!”
When business was good, though, he’d pull out a few coppers and let me buy fritters and my favourite sweet,
fried wheat cakes. Later he found a relatively secure position in a Protestant church. His duties mostly involved
propagating Christianity—there was a “China Belongs to God” campaign on at the time—but actually, once at
home he put his faith in just about everything but Christianity, from the Diamond Sutra to the Great Fox Spirit.
But of these strange spirits and not so strange expediencies, more later.
My mother was a meek woman. My earliest memories are ofher and my spinster cousin taking in sewing and
laundry. Sometimes they sewed for the army supply depots. Piles of finished and unfinished uniforms and cotton
wool for padding always lined our kang; the two women were seldom without needles in their hands. As I grew
older I used to accompany them when they went to get new work and drop off the old. This is how my mother
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supported me before she went out to work—this and selling off what little remained of her dowry. In those days
dealers in secondhand goods could often be seen making rounds through the lanes and back alleys. They held a
drumstick in one hand and a little tabor smaller than your palm in the other, which they rapped every few steps.
Hence the townspeople called them “drumbeaters.” To me they were no more than a very polished kind of robber.
Even so, they put on airs, often wore the long gown associated with the upper classes, and had a blue money bag
slung across their right shoulder. You had to chase after them and almost beg them to enter your house and inspect
your belongings. This was one of the most humiliating errands my mother ever sent me on.
“Drumbeater, please come to our house. Won’t you? Please?” Looking me over contemptuously and reckoning
that the profit would be slight, he gave a little snort:
“What do you have for me today?”
What indeed? Mama’s only pair of bracelets and a leather jacket Papa once wore were long gone. I remember
when she sold our last piece of furniture—a little table that we used for eating and writing. Pursing his lips, the
drumbeater told her:
“That’s not worth much—you’d be better off keeping it.”
But Mama insisted. She pleaded and pleaded with him, for she wanted the money for my school tuition, and
finally he parted with a few coppers.
Poor people can get by if they have rich relatives. Mother’s oldest brother was a porter who often did furniture
removals. In the winter he went around with his little pushcart, selling sweet potatoes, calling out
“Tasty as chestnuts! Tasty as chestnuts!”
I’d stuff myself with his wares. Sometimes I watched him help people move house. He must have been
immensely strong. He could bear a giant Dinner-for-Eight-lmmortals table on top of his head.
My mother’s other brother was a company commander under some warlord in the south of the country. I only
saw him once when I was young, when he gave me a very ripe banana. I told him I wanted to see the south for
myself, so he chucked me under my chin and teased me:
“Come with me, we’ll make a soldier of you!”
Immediately my mother clasped me to her bosom, as if afraid I might be press-ganged on the spot.
Whenever I eat roast duck I think of the mock Peking duck (bacon rolled up in delicious pancakes) of my
childhood. My mother occasionally made this treat possible for me at her sister’s home. Mama was earning three
yuan a month, most of which she had to hand over to the household for our upkeep, but somehow she managed to
leave a little with her sister, so that when I yearned for something special I could slip over and my aunt would
make me pancakes and roll them round slices of bacon into the shape of a horn. My aunt never ate with me, but
she enjoyed watching the food disappear. Feeling my bulging little belly, she would tell me,
“Now, child, grow up quickly so that you can support your poor mother.”
Alas, on the very day that I earned my first real pay packet my mother passed away.
Houses in the north-eastern slums of Peking were old and in terrible condition. Some of them collapsed with
every downpour of rain, crushing their occupants to death. When a roof leaked people couldn’t afford to repair it,
so they put a piece of matting over the crack in the tile, weighing it down with bricks. One day one of those bricks
flew loose while I was on my way to school. It was summer, so I was bare-chested. The brick scraped skin off
both my forehead and my chest on its way down. A second earlier and I would have been killed.
This had given my poor mother a horrible fright, of course. For a long time afterwards, on the first and the
fifteenth of each lunar month she went before the tutelary deity to burn incense on my behalf and perform a
kowtow. She only stopped when a wise old man in our neighbourhood assured her, after feeling the back of my
head to check my phrenology,
:”This child has a long life expectancy.”
With the approach of winter, the Red Cross or some such organisation would set up soup kitchens. When my
elder cousin was out of work, I would go with him to get some charity porridge. We had to make an early start,
while the sky was still black. Our room felt as cold as the North Pole and my quilt seemed like a tent pitched
beside an icy river, but I knew that every person in the queue would get a helping of gruel, and in the end I’d
struggle out and up from my bed and throw on my clothes. There were no streetlights in Peking’s maze of lanes in
those days, so we groped our way along to the soup kitchen. A lot of people in our district depended on the charity
porridge to get by, and in the darkness we could hear the clinking of many bowls.
The soup kitchen was in an open space at the end of Shepherd’s Lane. I stood in line with my family, each of
us clasping our own bowl. The queue was already long, but the doors of the kitchen remained firmly closed until
the official opening time, which was at dawn. Peking felt colder to me in those days. My eyes watered and the
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cold winds froze the mucus and tears on my face. We stamped our feet, rubbed our hands and sucked the air in
warily through our teeth. Most of all, we dreaded a long queue. As the sky turned from black to gray, we kept
looking back anxiously to see how far the line went. There was only so much porridge to distribute, so if the
servers saw the line lengthen, they had to water it down.
One morning the queue was joined by a “big nose” [a European]. This incident made a powerful impression on
me.
When the guns of the Russian Revolution drove the Tsar’s lords and nobles to flee with their valuables into
comfortable exile in Paris and Vienna, their doormen, gardeners, cooks and valets fled too. After trudging wearily
across the white expanses of Siberia, some of these poor White Russians landed up in China and came to live in
Peking. A primary attraction for them was the onion-domed Eastern Orthodox Church that stood beside Dongzhi
Gate in those days, complete with Russian monks intoning prayers and carrying lighted candles. When they first
arrived, the White Russians went about selling the tapestries and other goods they had brought with them.
Gradually they used up their capital, and then they had to beg. This particular big nose was one of these
unfortunates. After he’d slunk into the line, I heard someone yell,
“There’s not enough for us Chinese! Get the big nose out of here!” But someone else said,
“Let the old man be. I’ll put up with a little less.”
The argument raged. Perhaps it was a way of staying warm.
At dawn, the doors to the soup kitchen opened. People shoved forward expectantly. When I turned to look
back, I saw that the old Russian had withdrawn from the line, taking his bowl with him in the direction of the
Eastern Orthodox Church, wiping tears away with his sleeve as he walked.
As I was on my way home from school on Dongzhi Gate Street a few days later, I saw a crowd gathered
around a mat-covered corpse by the wayside. Such cases were by no means rare; they even had a special name,
daowo, which translates as ”the fallen down.” Ordinarily I would leave after a quick look, but this time I hung
about. From what I could see protruding under the mat, the skin colour was unusual, thick hair covered the legs
and the shoes were foreign-looking.
Soon the coroner arrived. When he lifted the mat, of course, it was the big nose who had turned away from the
charity porridge line, with his emaciated face, jutting cheekbones, and sunken eyes. There was a chain around his
neck, from which hung a little cross. His shirt had big holes at the elbows exposing his fleshless arms, and his
trousers were held up by a frayed cord. The coroner spoke out loud as he filled out the form:
“Name—unknown; nationality—unknown; relatives—unknown.” Two strong men then hung the body from a
carrying pole of the sort usually used to lift coffins, and headed off with it in the direction of the city gate and the
countryside beyond.
I had in fact seen my first foreigner some time before at about the age of five. Cigarettes had just been
introduced to Peking. One afternoon, two rickshaws came into the neighbourhood, one bearing a big-nosed,
brown-haired foreigner, the other a thin and bony Chinese with several cardboard boxes beneath his feet. The
rickshaws stopped and the thin Chinese man started blowing on a sort of trumpet. He looked quite pitiful as he
strained at it, his cheeks puffing in and out. Evidently the foreigner had hired him simply to attract a crowd.
Then, once enough people had gathered, the foreigner opened up one of the cardboard boxes, a green one that
had a picture of a swallow printed on it. He took cigarettes out of it, and distributed them to the onlookers. I
remember the incident because then he suddenly picked me up from the crowd and hugged me, scaring me half to
death.
I had another elder cousin, Number Four, who was the son of my older uncle. We never lived together, but he
had a significant influence on my life. He had converted to Protestant Christianity. Hence he opposed the
Buddhist practices in our home. One year on the twenty-third of the twelfth month, when we were making
offerings to the kitchen god, he arrived and chased us all outside, saying he wanted to make the “sacrifice” all by
himself. To everyone”s outrage he lit a fire instead, destroying the wooden shrine and all the sacrificial objects
with it.
Being already something of a rebel myself, I secretly began to look up to him. He had attended Cheeloo (Qilu),
a missionary university in Shandong, and even married an American missionary lady named Anna. That was quite
a thing in those days, and there were serious repercussions. The American Consulate was dead against it; they
warned Anna that if she married a Chinese, her American citizenship would be revoked. Her father wrote too,
threatening to disown her. No one in their church dared stand up for them, either. But Anna was resolute, and
eventually found a church whose pastor would marry them.
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When she got married and moved into her husband's household, she lived just like a Chinese bride, with a
mother-in-law above and sisters-in-law below. She spent her days washing and sewing. She also taught English
for several decades, and her income was often the family’s chief means of support. Yet she never breathed a word
of complaint. After living half her life in China, being widowed and too old to support herself any more, she
moved to America in 1972. Today she is ninety-five and living in Whittier, California.
*
It was through Elder Cousin Number Four that I first came into contact with the New Culture. It was also he
who first got me into a modern school.
Although my long-suffering mother was not very literate, her life’s wish had been for me to be educated. Even
as she was dying, she made me promise to aim high and make something of myself, which was her way of asking
me to get an education. When I was six years old, she had sent me to an old-fashioned, private, family-style
school that was located inside a Buddhist convent at Xintaicang in Northern New Bridge.
The school was situated in a dark corner at the right side of the main hall of worship. About fifty of us
squeezed in there, a desk built of layers of brick between each four of us. When I left for school in the morning, as
well as my bookbag I carried two small copper coins, to be exchanged for sesame cakes or “horseshoes,” wheaten
pancakes named after their shape. On the wall of the schoolroom was a crumpled rubbing from a stone tablet of
“Confucius, the Greatest Sage of All Ages” to which we had to bow three times before and after class. Each of us
had a copy of the Four Books by Confucius and Mencius in front of him, and all day we would yell out passages
from these ancient canons. A nursery rhyme says:
“It takes a tough backside to sit through the Great Learning and The Doctrine of the Mean [since the texts’
difficulty entails many beatings].” I was black and blue before I was halfway through!
Before six months were up I had to leave school. We could not afford the baskets of goodies the teacher was
supposed to receive whenever there was a festival; sometimes we couldn’t even pay the monthly tuition. In
punishment the teacher would knock my head with the metal bowl of his pipe, harder and harder each time until
finally I left.
By then the May Fourth student protest movement of 1919 in Peking had been born and the new learning was
blowing into the city like a fresh breeze. So my mother, who was now working as a servant, decided to send me to
a private “modern” school in Nine Turns Lane. It was on the west side of the road, with high stone steps up to the
gate. Mama bought me a set of the new-fangled textbooks: lesson one taught the characters man, hand, foot, knife,
and ruler with the help of illustrations. She sewed me a new long blue tunic for my first day of class and walked
with me all the way to school, stopping often to smooth any wrinkles out of my tunic and to remind me,
“You’re the only one left on our side of the family. You mustn’t let your mama down, boy.”
The classrooms were in the east and west wings of the usual four-sided compound centred on a courtyard; on
the northern side were the teacher’s living quarters. When we entered, Mama unwrapped the handkerchief that
held my tuition money, carefully saved out of her pitiful wages, and placed it humbly on a corner of the great
Dinner-for-Eight-lmmortals table. Then she said to the teacher,
“This is my only child. I beg you to make something useful out of him.”
For myself, I was anxious to find out just what this word “modern” meant when it came to teaching methods.
True, the textbooks were bound in the modern way, with the pages glued to a spine instead of laced together; they
were so new that you could still smell the printer’s ink on the pages. Also, instead of having to recite “Confucius
said this” and “Confucius said that,” I now had to read “horse, cow, sheep, chicken, dog, pig.” But we were still
expected simply to learn each passage by heart; just as before, the goal was to shout it out at the top of our voices,
rather than actually to understand it. Another difference was that the tuition fees were higher, and there were lots
more incidentals: gifts for the birthday of the teacher’s wife, for the marriage of the teacher’s sister and so on.
Limited as we were by my mother’s meagre earnings, I was soon persona non grata again. By this time, too, I had
discovered another difference between the old and new systems.
This teacher was younger, so his canings were heavier. Thick as his cane was, he even broke it once. When that
happened he brought a new one from his drawer without batting an eyelid!
If I encountered anything at all that was really new, it was outside school. At twilight on summer evenings, I
used to play with my friends in a meadow near Pocketbook Hollow. One evening while engaged in some game,
we saw a group of students suddenly appear at the south end of the field and rest a flag against the wall. On the
flag were written the words
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Society for the Promotion of Social Progress
Probably this was an anti-illiteracy organisation set up by some public-spirited townspeople. A young man in a
long gray gown and a young woman wearing a pale blue blouse and black skirt began holding forth to us about
the hardships of being “the sighted blind,” and how Europe, America and Japan were strong because of their
universal literacy. When they’d finished their speeches, they taught us a song, The Freedom Flower. It may well
have been the first time I heard the words “freedom” or “liberty.” Adopting the tune of a familiar North China folk
song, Lovely is the Jasmine Flower, the students simply substituted the word freedom for jasmine. It was as if
Scottish students had taken their own famous ballad and sung it thus:
O, freedom’s like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June.
O, freedom’s like the melodie
That’s sweetly played in tune.

I’ve sung that Chinese folk song very often in the years since. It was not only the beginning of my education in
music; more importantly, it created in me a yearning for freedom itself. Only later did I discover how many men
and women had laid down their lives for the idea expressed in that word.
Not long after I heard those students talking about literacy and freedom, Elder Cousin Number Four told my
mother that a foreign missionary school called Truth Hall (Chongshi Xuetang) in the Anding Gate neighbourhood,
was accepting new pupils. Boys there could study part-time and earn their keep by learning a trade the other half
of the day. I remember my mother was very ill then. I never learned what her ailment was, I only knew she was
unhappy and I often had to pound on her chest all night. When she got the news of the missionary school from my
cousin, she begged him, tearfully,
“Could you be so good as to get this son of mine into that school? If he learns a trade, as well as how to read,
then at least he won’t starve if something should happen to me.”
My cousin agreed and made some enquiries. Finally one morning Mama dressed me up and my cousin led me
off to Truth Hall. This was truly a new world. The school was situated in a five-story building, foreign in
architecture. Instead of piles of bricks, we had our little desks with drawers. There were big glass windows, an
electric light bulb suspended from the ceiling, and a shiny floor beneath our feet.
Since I’d already been to the family-style school and studied some English, I was placed in the third form.
Then they took me up to a rug-making workshop on the top floor, where I became apprenticed to a Master Pei.
Thus began my work-study career.
British and American Protestant missionary education in China seemed to have been carefully thought out.
Both the universities and the missionary secondary schools were distributed systematically throughout the
country. Peking had several secondary schools in those days, each with its separate buildings for girls and boys,
and each operated by a particular denomination. In the western end of the city, there were the Anglican-run
schools named Virtue and Earnest Endeavour. In the east end, there were the Methodist-run Assembled Culture
and Respecting Chastity schools, plus the Congregationalist Educating Heroes and the Bridgman girls’ schools.
Truth Hall, my school, was operated by the Presbyterian Church in the northern end of the city—we had Mercy
Hall also, a sister school for girls.
Truth Hall had two five-storey buildings. The North Building was the student dormitory. The central heating
only reached up to the third floor; the top floor where I lived was as cold as an icehouse. Mr. Ma, the master of the
dormitory, had a sideline apart from his teaching: he exported pedigree puppies. Even the poorer students could
get into his good books if they supplied him with a Pekingese puppy every so often. I couldn’t manage this so he
stuck me up on the fifth floor. All I had was a very thin quilt handed down from my mother, the cotton inside it
long since wadded into balls that left most of the quilt unpadded. Luckily my classmates would help me by
sneaking up after lights-out and putting their greatcoats or padded jackets on top of me.
Because Truth Hall was a work-study school, as well as classes it carried on three trades. It had a printing
shop, a dairy farm and a rug factory. Though I wove rugs for several years, I developed no interest in that line of
work—in fact, I detested everything about rug-making. To me, it was just a continuous process of being beaten.
The novice began by winding thread, then rolling the different-colored yams into balls. This was done by two
apprentices, with the younger boy, usually me, stretching the yarn between his arms and the more experienced one
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rolling it into a ball. The wool yarn was crudely spun and uneven, so it often got stuck. Whenever that happened,
the older boy would give me a hard kick or whack. Thus did apprentice take it out on fellow apprentice. After a
year of this I started actual rug-making, beginning with patternless pieces woven from leftover yam of many
different lengths and colours. While doing this work (as well as sweeping up and cleaning the windows) I was still
regarded as an apprentice and therefore still subject to beatings.
Rug-makers used three metal tools: knife, scissors and fork. All of them were sharp and all of them left scars
on my body. Then, as soon as my apprenticeship was over, I was entitled to make life miserable for the next
generation. It seemed a pointless way of getting revenge for what I had suffered before, so as soon as I’d finished
my training and learned to weave Turkish-style rugs with embossed patterns, I left and went to work at the dairy
farm.
The farm owned about forty smelly Swiss goats, and I herded these outside the Anding Gate on the slope of the
city moat. While they grazed I would lean against a weeping willow and read. But I also had to milk them and
deliver the milk to customers’ doorsteps at the crack of dawn. I had to carry the milk, in bottles, from Northern
New Bridge in the northern part of the city to the wealthy neighbourhoods down south, where the milk-drinkers
lived. The actual weight of the milk was in fact less troublesome than my customers’ dogs. When I exchanged a
new bottle for the empty from the day before, the dogs always gave chase, yapping down the street. This regularly
left me breathless and cross, and once with a tear in the back of my tunic.
Still, I liked the job of herdsman, for the goats were amiable enough despite their stench. Mama died at about
this time, and after that, apart from Venerable Elder Sister, the only sense of affection and consolation I felt was
when I pushed open the fence gate and forty bleating goats rushed out at me.
I always describe myself as having a poor educational background and this isn’t for the sake of self-effacement
or out of false modesty. Half the time other schoolchildren were at study, I was at work. And during my years at
the rug shop, when I worked from daybreak until noon, all the major subjects such as arithmetic, algebra, and
science were taught in the morning. In the afternoon, when I could attend, there were only courses like
handicrafts, music and gymnastics.
I did all right in the English classes, taught by the principal, and although my Chinese wasn’t nearly up to that
of those who’d studied at home, Teacher Li Maoqing praised my compositions in class anyway. But my
mathematics was horrible, and any interest I might have had in it was soon beaten out of me by the teacher we
called “The Pox.”
He always entered with a murderous look on his face, as if he were storming the classroom; his temper was
like dry tinder, ready to burst into flames at the slightest spark. His standby was a switch made especially for
beating children’s palms. The pockmarks on his face were purple and he never smiled.
Now, our textbook was by a Mr. Wentworth, very thick and costing more than one yuan. Every morning before
setting off I would wrap it in a blue cloth and tuck it very carefully under my arm. One day, as I was going down
Dongzhi Gate Street, a startled horse came charging up the street, right in my path. I rushed into the dark gateway
of a funeral home. My blue parcel came undone. I gathered up the scattered contents in a panic. Only that night
did I discover something horrible: my Wentworth was gone!
At school in the morning, after much persuasion, I got the pupil next to me to put his Wentworth between our
two desks, but this did not go unnoticed by The Pox. He called me up, and it was some minutes later that I found
myself back at my desk, eyes full of tears and palms all swollen and red.
“I’ll beat you every day you come to the class without your textbook,” he roared at me as he stood on the dais,
arms akimbo.
Fortunately it was the first of the month, time to pay the school for my board. The monthly fee was two yuan
fifty. I persuaded the official in charge to let me eat just two meals a day, breakfast and supper, so I could buy
another Wentworth with the one yuan that represented my lunch money.
For the next few weeks, therefore, while everybody else hurried towards the dining hall for lunch, I went into
the basketball court by myself and listlessly shot baskets. One day a teacher, Mr. Jia who taught geography to the
upperclassmen, passed by. He didn’t necessarily believe my sad story, but he made up my lunch money anyway,
so that I wouldn’t go hungry.
If I’d worked harder, I might perhaps have made up for my hours lost at rug-making, but instead I spent all my
spare time at temple fairs. Peking had lots of them, all held on fixed days of the lunar month. On the first and
fifteenth, there was a fair at Dongyue Temple, where the god of death was enthroned. On the seventh and eighth
of the month, the Monastery Protecting the Kingdom celebrated with a fair. The Longfu Temple had its fairs on
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every day with a nine in it, (the ninth, nineteenth and twenty-ninth), and there were fairgrounds by the Bridge of
Heaven and behind the Drum Tower.
These fairs were spectacular, far too busy and colourful for anyone to hope to take in everything. Just entering
the temple compound was like stepping into fairyland. There were kites in the shape of eagles and goldfish and
bright strings of red hawthorn berries to wear around your neck like the beads that bedecked high officials. I never
tasted anything so good as the mung-bean cakes we called “donkeys rolling on the ground,” and for one copper
you could get a bowl of delicious bean-curd milk. Peddlers sold fish glue for mending broken china and metal
powders that could shine up the rustiest pots and pans. In one corner you could find songbirds, goldfish, rabbits
and squirrels. In another corner people would be selling everything from rare flowers to the ubiquitous copper-abunch “you-just-can’t-kill-me” plants. There were fortune tellers and artists who would model your face in clay;
there was a mighty wrestler called Bao San and an acrobat adept at swordplay and seventeen other martial arts.
But I particularly liked the ballad singers. Their theatre was little more than a shack covered with a tarpaulin
and furnished with simple stools for the audience. There was no ticket for admission; at the end of each show, and
sometimes during it, the proprietor would pass a plate or hold out a cap to solicit donations. Huddled right at the
back, therefore, were two kinds of people, those who wanted to leave after a few minutes, and those like us who
had no money. The price we paid was the angry glares we got. Sometimes I was chased away. But there were
many other shows, so we would just slip out of one tent and into another.
My favourite act was a performer of xiangsheng comic cross-talk nicknamed Yun Li Fei (Flying in the
Clouds). His brilliant extempore wit now strikes me as my first experience of the literature of satire. And the
colorful vocabulary and vivid gestures of the pingshu (storytelling) actors had me so enthralled that on one
occasion I went home without the jacket I was wearing—either someone had stolen it right off my back or I’d
taken it off and simply dropped it.
Seemingly less of an influence on me were the lyrical chaqu folk songs often sung at these shows. However,
having learned The Boat Comes Home Midst Wind and Rain (Feng yu gui zhou) by heart, I was to sing it later in
life with serious consequences. My most momentous performance of it was in 1963, at a party hosted by the
publishing house which employed me. My singing became a big crime in the summer of 1966, when people
suspected I had been echoing a Ming dynasty verse that linked listening to the sounds of the wind and the rain
with paying proper attention to difficult national problems. And even worse, the words “wind and rain” had lately
been used by Deng Tuo, chief editor of the People’s Daily, who really did concern himself with affairs of state.
The price he paid in 1966 for using those words was his life.
People expect natives of Peking like myself to be able to sing Peking opera, or at least to understand and
tolerate it. This is not the case. For one thing, opera houses in those days were only for the rich. But for me there
is another, more personal reason. When I was three or four years old, some relation took me to the Jixiang Theatre
at Dong’an Market, which is still there today. I’ve long since forgotten what was performed. What intrigued me
most were the long-spouted teapots carried by the attendants and the hot white towels which they tossed to
customers over the heads of the audience. Then suddenly, during a battle on stage, while the actors paraded their
long-feathered headdresses and brandished swords to the sound of drums and gongs, violence broke out all around
me.
In those days soldiers of the local warlord could not only watch operas without paying but also demand special
treatment from the management during the show. And if the service was the least bit slow, then they often started
a riot. On this occasion the theatre was thrown into utter chaos as teapots, teacups, even stools and chairs came
raining down from the balcony. People began screaming and crying. Fortunately we were near a window and my
relation jumped out of it with me in his arms.
Since then, I’ve never really liked Peking opera. Especially since the hot summer of 1966: I came to feel I was
reliving the scene when Red Guards entered my house on a search-and-destroy mission.
One day in 1921, Elder Cousin Number Four took me to see an Englishman named Monroe, a pastor, and I ate
my very first Western-style meal. My cousin had told me all about it beforehand, even giving me a little pamphlet
in English called Good Manners. He told me how to use a knife and fork and explained that I must cut my meat
before eating it, not lift it all up on my fork and take bites out of it, and that I must not put the knife up to my
mouth.
I was nervous, of course, but our host was very friendly, and I soon settled down and was able to try out my
English on him. When we sat down to eat, I didn’t realize that I could pick up the bread roll off my plate. Instead I
tried to cut its tough crust with my knife, and of course it slid off onto the floor. Nervous as I was, I managed to
give my cousin a pained glance as if to say:
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Look, I did just as you told me, but what if the food doesn't mind its manners?
Later that night we went to a cinema on East Chang’an Boulevard and saw Charlie Chaplin in Gold Rush. That
was a first for me too; it expected nothing of me and I thoroughly enjoyed it.
I don’t believe in gods or ghosts, but when I was little I was very credulous and superstitious. When I
graduated from primary school, a photographer was invited to come take a composite rotating picture of the
whole class with its teachers. But I’d heard someone say that a camera could capture your soul and shorten your
life if it snapped you, so on the day of the picture, although I was made to sit cross-legged in the front row, when
the lens got to us, I turned away and hid my face. When the picture was developed, I got a stern lecture from my
teacher for spoiling it.
Another time, a friend invited me to take a tram ride with him. The trams were brand new to Peking; the line
went from Northern New Bridge, where we got on, to Dongdan. It was fun to see the driver step on the bell pedal
as we went ding-donging along. Suddenly one of the passengers started muttering,
“Electricity is so dangerous. I just hope it doesn’t get out. If it does and passes through us, we’ll all go blind.” I
believed him, I’m afraid, and jumped off in a panic at the next stop.
Then again there was a student in my class who was clever and also very athletic. He got straight A’s and was
always the fastest runner at our annual track meetings. Suddenly he was absent, said to be in the hospital. Then
came the explanation that he’d had to have his legs sawed off, because his father continually debauched himself
with prostitutes. Later on I saw a syphilitic displayed at a medical exhibition, with his nose and much of the rest
of his face all rotted away. The two events left a lasting impression on me. For the rest of my life I’ve not only
stayed away from prostitutes, but even, whenever possible, from those who visit them.
Born into a Buddhist family and brought up in a Christian environment, I can say that conventional religion
played an important part in my childhood. Even now in my seventies, I still thrill to the sound of bells in old
churches or temples, and am particularly fond of religious music, including Christmas carols as well as the
oratorios and masses of Bach, Handel and Mozart. I enjoy the smell of incense, the tranquillity of a chapel, and
the sight of a Gothic spire on the distant horizon. But I have to admit that in my youth religion raised only doubt
and resistance, and brought me far more oppression, humiliation and injury than comfort.
When I was five or six, a distant paternal aunt who was even poorer than we were turned up unexpectedly on
our doorstep. Childless and having just lost her husband, she announced that she was turning to us for help. But
Elder Cousin Number Three had just lost his job and the family was pawning and selling things daily, so she soon
realiszd that she wouldn’t be able to sit back and rely on our support.
Suddenly she told us she had found a backer—she had become the medium of an immortal called the Great
Fox Spirit. Thereupon she went about curing every ailment in the district. First, while chanting, she burned a stick
of incense. Then, putting the ashes into a bowl and adding water, she claimed she had created the miracle
medicine of the Great Fox Immortal himself. I became very familiar with its taste. Before long she had changed
from an unwelcome poor relation into a Living Bodhisattva, beaming celestial radiance up and down the street.
And as well as faith healing, she picked up fortune telling too.
Although her position in the household stabilised, I was frightened to death of her, for I had to sleep on the
same kang with her at night. For years afterwards I was afraid of the dark; this I owe partly to that aunt. To prove
her close relationship with the Great Fox Spirit she would go into a trance every night at a certain hour. She made
terrible noises, kowtowed and screamed, and then the god would possess her. I shivered under my quilt, well able
to believe that a magical fanged monster had come among us.
When poverty and hardship push people to their wit’s end, and when they are ignorant as well, they try to find
something outside themselves to rely on. After trying his luck with the Great Fox Spmt, Elder Cousin Number
Three went back to his Buddhism. That turned out to be yet another disaster for me.
In the daytime I had compulsory religion at school; they forced me to commit the Christian Bible to memory
chapter by chapter. But in the courtyard my cousin was leading the whole family in monotonous kowtowing.
Moreover, my aunt was not the only one who knew how to turn the supernatural to her own advantage. There
came a beggar who suddenly started ranting in a dilapidated temple just outside the Dongzhi Gate. He claimed
that the temple’s deity had been reborn into his body, and the news spread far and wide. My cousin was interested
in any god who might get him reemployed, so he decided to give this new beggar spirit a chance. He took me with
him as he went to pay his respects with incense.
The temple was tiny and previously had been quite off the beaten track. Now its gable ends were covered with
red and yellow banners bearing solemn phrases like “If your belief in him is sincere, he will be efficacious,”
followed by the names of pious donors. We had to force our way through a huge crowd before we could
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reverently approach the great censer in the main entrance hall. Only after performing many deep kowtows were
we fit to enter the throne room beyond, where the beggar was lazily reclining on a kang.
I was certain he’d never had a bath in his life, for his skin was earth-coloured and greasy. My cousin gave him
a nudge, making me kneel down with him as he presented the box of cakes he had brought as his humble offering.
I admired the beggar for his calm effrontery. Hardly bothering to look up, he lifted his dirty hand, broke off a
piece of the apple he was eating and bestowed it upon my cousin, who accepted it as if it were a great treasure.
Then he implored the beggar to intercede for him with the Bodhisattvas, so that he might find work again.
He waited. The beggar god gave us an enigmatic grunt. We stood up and departed. At least my cousin treasured
that piece of apple stained with the beggar’s saliva too much to allow me to share it with him, for which I was
very grateful.
My most genuinely interesting encounter with Buddhism was a pilgrimage I made to Miaofeng Shan, a sacred
mountain roughly a day’s journey north-west of Peking. It was the first long trip I ever took. I must have been ten
or eleven years old at the time. It was around the time of the Duanwu Festival (the fifth of the fifth month). I
travelled with an old man, well over seventy, who was going to redeem a past vow he’d made to the gods (they
having answered his prayers in the meantime), and I had been sent to do the same on behalf of Elder Cousin
Number Three, who was always making vows of one kind or another. We set out early in the morning from
Dongzhi Gate, walking all the way across to the other side of the city. There were no trams or buses then, only
rickshaws, which were beyond our means. At Xizhi Gate there was a tarpaulin-covered mule cart that would take
us as far as the Summer Palace, about halfway, for a few coppers. After lifting me into the cart, the old man was
obliged to find a place to sit on the running board, for the cart was already chock full of pilgrims. The road northwest in those days was made of big black flagstones. They made the ride extremely bumpy; it was continuous
punishment for my backside, and sometimes I felt as if my heart was about to be shaken up into my throat.
Alighting from the cart at Green Dragon Bridge at the back of the Summer Palace, we resumed our march
north-west. There were priests and monks all along the way, which was lined with graveyards. The distance was
too much for us, and every now and then the old man would subside onto a tombstone. While he smoked, I looked
round at the scenery and asked him how much farther we had to walk. He pointed to hills in the distance and said,
“Somewhere behind them, past the Black Dragon Pool.”
It was quite dark by the time we reached the River of Northern Peace at the foot of the sacred mountain. We
bought some sesame cakes at a little shop. Then, like all the other pilgrims, we bought ourselves torches to light
the way up. Above us we could see the torch procession like a giant fire-dragon winding up towards the sky.
Halfway up it grew dangerous—the path was narrow, with cliffs and an inky abyss below.
“I’m afraid!” I cried out. The other pilgrims didn’t approve.
“If you are pious, your fear will go away,” one said. It was of little comfort at the time, but in later years this
struck me as an apt characterisation of the power of belief.
We got to a level area just before dawn. It was customary for pilgrims to stop here for a rest, so as to be fresh
later on in the day for the last short climb up to burn incense for Buddha. Innkeepers solicited customers there in
the dim light:
“Our kangs are warm and our quilts are big. We don’t have lice and we don’t have bedbugs.” Actually there
were both, and fleas to boot.
We went into one of the inns and laid down on the corner of the kang, where two strangers already lay snoring.
I crawled over them and fell asleep the moment my head hit the greasy pillow.
The shrine on Miaofeng Mountain was made up of several temples. None was very large compared with the
famous temples in town, but their incense and smoke sent vast white clouds billowing over the landscape. Each
temple hall seemed to be dedicated to one particular profession, such as carpenters or bricklayers. The temple of
the god of joy, patronised by people in the entertainment business, was decorated with the names of famous opera
singers who had contributed.
Years later, I realised I had been present at a rare confluence of art and religion. The pilgrimage to Miaofeng
Mountain was like a grand exhibition of North China folk arts and entertainments. In front of the temple and all
the way back to the city there were stilt-walkers, all sorts of actors and dancers performing traditional skits, and
stands draped in yellow cloth representing every trade imaginable. It was summer, just after the wheat harvest,
and the peasants had dyed the new wheat straw many different colors and from it had woven marvellous straw
hats, lanterns and all sorts of simple toys. When a pilgrim bought one of these it was called “taking some good
fortune back home.”
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Though strangers from all parts of North China, the pilgrims somehow formed a community of their own.
Belief linked them together. Many tradesmen had pledged to Buddha that they would set up shelters along the
way, where weary pilgrims would have a place to sit and rest, and at some places they even offered free hot cups
of porridge and white bread. I had a hole in my shoe, but the cobblers were doing service for Buddha, too, so I got
it repaired for nothing.
What disturbed me about the pilgrimage was its masochistic side. The believers had come, mostly on foot,
from provinces as far away as Henan and Shandong, either to beg for dispensations for themselves, or to redeem
pledges for critically ill family members at home. Many tortured themselves cruelly in order to please the gods
and show their piety. I saw one pilgrim who had been stopping every two or three steps to strike his head on the
ground for the last hundred miles or more. Then there was a man who had crawled on his knees through the hot
sun all the way from Henan, wearing a mock shell on his back to suggest that he was a turtle (a cuckold). His
knees were a mess of blood—even the bones seemed to be exposed. He was accompanied by a little boy, his son,
who carried a kettle of water for the old man when he grew thirsty. I was told that both were good examples of
filial devotion. When the older man’s mother had fallen ill, he had promised Buddha that he would crawl all the
way to Miaofeng Mountain if she got well.
That was not the worst. There were those who had promised to jump off a cliff at the back of the temple to
show their piety. Some crippled themselves, some met their death. I thought of this when reading of the mass
suicides in Jonestown, Guyana.
My first Christmas at Truth Hall was very happy. In the days leading up to it, we made coloured decorations
and sang the traditional carols. The coloured lightbulbs on the little Christmas tree filled my lonely heart with a
special joy. I was moved also by the story of little Jesus, born in the manger, the son of a carpenter who bravely
took on the oppressive empire of Rome. And I admired the way he drove the money-changers out of the temple,
thinking that he might be something of a revolutionary too. Many other Bible stories (especially those in the Old
Testament) fascinated me, like the story of Joseph and his coat of many colours. The poetry of the book of
Psalms, Proverbs and the Song of Solomon, and the exposition of a philosophy of love in First Corinthians,
Chapter 13, left a very deep impression on me.
My antipathy to Christianity did not come from the faith itself. It was Elder Cousin Number Three’s practice I
despised, the way he propagated Christianity during the day and worshipped the Buddha at night. And sadly, after
entering the missionary school, I discovered that there were a lot of people like him, just using religion as their
rice bowl. The dormitory master at the Presbyterian school had two faces: there was the mask he wore for the
principal, and the one for less important people; the mask he wore before the wealthier students, and the mask for
the poorer ones. During religious services he spoke of love and more love, but in fact he loved no one but himself.
After some reading in the history of art and literature, I came to understand Christianity’s important cultural
legacy all across the globe. The Old Testament is a treasury of the Jewish people’s poetry and history,
accumulated across a vast span of centuries. Regardless of his divinity, Christ has clearly inspired great writers
and artists from Dante, Leonardo da Vinci, Bach and Milton, right down to today. The theses accusing the Vatican
which Martin Luther nailed up in 1517 fuelled the Renaissance that ended the darkness of the Middle Ages and
culminated in a great intellectual liberation for humankind.
And Jesus was a true proletarian, for his disciples were fishermen, shepherds and labourers. Unfortunately, the
only Christians I knew in my childhood, including even Anna, of whom I was so fond, were extreme
fundamentalists. In one rural Chinese village, (in Xianghe county, I think), I even came upon a shocking service
of so-called worship by a Pentecostal sect called the God Summoners (Shenzhaohui). About fifty believers knelt
in a compound outside the church, each with a small pile of bricks in front of him. They bashed their heads
against the bricks during prayer until their foreheads were bruised and bloody, and then began screaming
gibberish like madmen. They said they were speaking in tongues in all the languages of the world.
Admittedly I personally was much better off in a missionary school like Truth Hall than I had been in the
Chinese convent. After all, regardless of their religious motives, the schools and hospitals which the churches had
been running since the nineteenth century played an undeniable role in both China’s modernisation and mine. But
the religious instruction I received at Truth Hall was completely under duress. We had services in the school early
every morning, and on Sundays lined up to march to church—always after a roll-call had been taken. I had to
memorise the Collects just as I had memorised the words of Confucius before. And if I failed, just as before I’d
get smacked.
The pastor said we must close our eyes during prayer. But I was a rebellious child. The more they told me to
close my eyes, the more I refused to, and I was not the only one. Teacher was furious. While the pastor led us in
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prayer, Teacher would walk down the aisle, checking to see that we had our eyes shut. If he caught us, he’d
sentence us to several hours of detention out in the yard once the service was over, so we learned to close our eyes
the moment he drew near, and then open them again when we heard him walking away. Perhaps this may be
counted as my first act of political resistance.
Some of the other practices at the school were even sillier. There was a girl student in Mercy Hall, an orphan
like me, who was really rather pretty, and a boy at Truth Hall was so taken with her that he wrote her a letter. It
was intercepted and ripped open by the dormitory house mother. The whole affair was hardly the poor girl’s fault
—she didn’t even know the correspondent—but the house mother considered it a grave offence, and scrubbed the
girl’s lips and neck with harsh kitchen soap for several days running, until she was bleeding. It was the purge of
the girl of her sin, the woman said.
Again, as up on Miaofeng Mountain, I saw religion as cruel.
As I grew older, still more questions began to trouble me. On Sundays we lined up and walked to church in
file, passing through the big cantonment reserved for the mission’s foreign teachers. The paved path was lined
with pine trees, but you could see past them to the lush green lawns and the grand two-storey houses, each with its
own garden and its own swing and sand pit—I noted the blond and blue-eyed children at play. When we passed
through the compound again after the service, delicious smells of roast beef wafted out towards us. There were
verandas with potted plants, cooks in white uniforms, gardeners and amahs—it was a life of luxury and
extravagance a world apart from ours. I went back to my cousin’s house, to sip watery corn porridge. If the
Christians’ God really existed, I wondered, how could He be so unjust? Did He love the white people better than
us?
Later I learned about the political and historical background to the Church in China. Foreign preachers
wouldn’t have been able to enter China had it not been for the humiliating treaties negotiated by the Qing dynasty
—especially the corrupt emperor, with his eunuchs and sycophantic officials, who virtually gave away our
sovereignty. Frankly Christianity had entered China in the wake of British gunboats and that is why, in my eyes,
missionaries and their converts have always represented a relationship of the strong over the weak. I was
particularly influenced by the May Thirtieth Incident of 1925, when students demonstrating in Shanghai were shot
dead by British troops. After that, whenever a preacher pointed at us and called us sinners, I always asked myself,
“Who is the sinner?”
Love is the central tenet of Christianity—“Whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other
also.” Why, then, did the Christian nations force China to pay reparations for attacks upon their merchants? They
retaliated as fiercely as the so-called pagans! How did they dare preach this doctrine of submissiveness in a
country under their rule when they didn’t practise it themselves?
I finally had a falling out with Elder Cousin Number Three (which is to say, since my mother was dead by
then, with my only remaining family in the household). He was urging me to become a postman, for he
considered it an iron ricebowl (a job for life), one that would enable me to support him. He even got me a letter of
introduction from an Anglican bishop, as China’s postal system was then in the hands of the British. I had no
desire to be a postman, for I’d heard that they mostly sat around translating into Chinese the addresses that people
abroad had written in foreign languages. My cousin was angry, and made wild threats:
“If you don’t do what I say, I’ll break both your legs!”
But I was no longer one to take such things without protest. I rebelled against him. I wrote him a long letter,
more than three thousand words, all in red ink. I can still recall my solemn, innocent words at the end:
“Enough of your nagging. Enough of your anger. You’ll have no chance to break my legs—I’ll use them to
walk my own way.”
With that I ended my dependent life and at the age of fourteen became the captain of my own little ship.
*
Every day I read the classified “help wanted” columns in the newspapers. I first applied to become newspaper
apprentice at the World Daily (Shijie Ribao) but they did not hire me. I heard it was because I was too short. But I
kept an eye out and continued answering the advertisements. Finally I was taken on as a trainee at the Beixin
Book Company.
The Beixin Book Company was located in a traditional square compound off Azure Lane. It occupied three
rooms on the south side of the inner courtyard, two of which were interconnecting and served as the salesroom.
The editorial department occupied a single room on the east side. Li Xiaofeng, the proprietor, and his wife, lived
in other rooms off the courtyard. Yuan Jiahua (who today works in China’s Languages Institute) was the sole
editor.
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It was a modern press devoted to post-May Fourth ideals. At its nucleus was a group of like-minded friends,
mostly professors at Peking University, headed by Lu Xun (Zhou Shuren). Other key personnel were his younger
brother Zhou Zuoren, Liu Bannong, Jiang Shaoyuan and Xu Zuzheng. The press also published a periodical called
Threads of Talk (Yusi).
The company printed a great deal of the New Fiction, but the proprietor smoked a traditional water pipe, like a
gentleman of the old school, and he always had an abacus at his elbow, its beads black from printer’s ink. When I
reported to him on the first morning he raised his head slowly and I sensed a man who would not suffer fools
gladly. He was only middle-aged, but his long, thin face was sharp and filled with wrinkles put there by his
philistinism.
“Oh, so there you are. Take these proofs and correct them!”
I went and sat down at a small desk against the wall and began. The work was wholly new to me, and I
imagined the boss checking up on me out of the corner of his eye, between the hisses of his pipe. Too nervous to
think sensibly, I just went down the manuscript character by character, so mechanically that I didn’t get the overall
sense of the piece, my head reeling with the noxious smell of printer’s ink. But I must have done a reasonable job
because nobody ever complained and I was given a lot of proofreading after that.
A list of the writers who came and went in Azure Lane would virtually comprise a literary history of the era. In
those days, Zhou Zuoren was still writing elegiac couplets for the martyrs of 18 March and polemicising with Lu
Xun against the narrow-minded teachers at the Peking Women’s Normal College. In 1936 when I was a writer
myself, and I got to see Lu Xun again in Shanghai, I asked him if he still remembered the little errand-boy who
used to deliver royalties and manuscripts to him. After a long hard stare, he recognised me and broke into a
friendly smile.
I saw a lot of authors on that job. The poet Liu Bannong visited often, speaking in his stentorian voice and
chain-smoking; there was the romantic writer Zhang Yiping, tall and thin and always dressed in a silken long
gown; Xu Zuzheng, author of China's first modern love story, The Diary of Younger Brother Lansheng; Zhang
Jingsheng, just back from Paris, who had written a book most considered pornographic, The History of Sex; the
writer of metaphysical fiction Feng Wenbing; the anthropologist Jiang Shaoyuan; the linguist Qian Xuantong; and
many others.
I was mostly occupied with odd jobs. I ran errands by bicycle to the post office, the printing press, and the
homes of the authors. I proofread Threads of Talk and books on all sorts of subjects, fighting of nausea from the
printer’s ink. I was particularly scared of delivering royalties—such thick wads of bank notes, how could I ever
make it up if I were to lose one? Each time I would ask my fellow workers to tie the money to my wrist in a
handkerchief, so that I could keep my eye on it as I cycled.
One day the manager gave me a new errand; to go and copy out by hand books from the Peking University
Library.
“Don’t skip or miswrite a single character. Don’t even change a single dot of punctuation.”
This was my first literary training, a chance to get to know some fine works in detail. Going through the Short
Story Monthly and Modern Critic I copied out every translated work in what was to become Xu Zhimo’s Short
Stories by Katherine Mansfield. It was the first time I had closely read a text.
When scholars abroad ask me which foreign authors have influenced me most, I answer as follows. A writer
reads much as he plans his dinner: he wants greens and fat, starches and proteins, native foods and imported ones.
(The staple food is his own experience.) They all turn into calories after they’re eaten and digested, but you can’t
be sure which calorie was produced by which food. The first works by a modern author that I really got to know
were those short tales by the delicate New Zealander, Katherine Mansfield. To me, they read like vignettes from
the Song dynasty. The people in them were ordinary enough, and the plots were simple, but the underlying
emotions were so deep and the pathos so intense that I was profoundly touched.
The books displayed on the Beixin salesroom counter were marvellously varied. I roared with laughter over
Hedian, Zhang Nanzhuang’s satiric late-Qing novel in Suzhou dialect, and shed many a tear over Goethe’s The
Sorrows of Young Werther and Theodor Storm’s Immensee. I loved the legends about Xu Wenchang collected by a
Chinese woman, “Miss C. F.”, and was fascinated by the documents from the Taiping Rebellion copied by Liu
Bannong from the Louvre. There was no time for reading during the day, of course, but I was allowed to borrow
one or two books from the rack to take home overnight.
The Beixin bookshop was in a sense another school for me. I discovered all sorts of May Fourth intellectual
influences and ideologies, and got a taste of some of the new literary works. The book that had the biggest impact
on my moral and intellectual values was Hua Lin’s Neo-Heroism (Xin yingxiongzhuyi). I must have read that little
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book a dozen times or more. Before I came into contact with it, my ideal was simply to strive for myself and win
glory for my ancestors. Neo-heroism, though it strikes me now as muddled and platitudinous, did lead me to a
more selfless level. I began to think of my fellow countrymen, and even of humankind as a whole.
Another work I read very avidly was Ibsen’s An Enemy of the People, translated by Pan Jiaxun. I wrote out the
last sentence in the play, “the strongest is the loneliest,” on a slip of paper and pinned it on the wall as my motto
(it gave me comfort to think of it again when I was branded a Rightist in 1957). My mind must have been quite a
hodge-podge of influences in those days!
There were two apprentices about the same age as I at Beixin, one dark and rough, the other fair-skinned and
delicate like a girl. As a trainee, I was paid a little more than these apprentices, five silver yuan a month, and
treated much better. They had to sleep on the office desks at night, while I was given a room to myself opposite
the Red Building of Peking University (then located in the centre of town). I also ate my lunch with the boss and
his family; the apprentices were summoned to the table for the leftovers only after we had eaten. I remember how
the dark-faced one came up during my first day on the job and said,
“Lunch is ready, sir.”
Dropping my work and weighing the pages down, I went into the dining room. During the meal, the boss
inquired about my schooling and vaguely promised to give me a raise after a year if I did well. It was then that I
timidly asked him for permission to borrow some books to read after work. He nodded. As we ate, the two
apprentices were busy outside the shop tying up bundles of books. The boss called them in after we had finished.
While he paced watchfully up and down the room, the apprentices fed on our leavings.
“I must eat less and spare more food for them,” I told myself, suddenly understanding how things worked.
Gradually I became accustomed to the place. Every day after work I would borrow a book to occupy my
evening. Sometimes the other two boys would drop in to my room for a chat, and we became friends. I learned
that the fair boy was an only son, much doted on by his widowed mother. He was only thirteen; he had lost his
father as he was about to enter secondary school, so he’d had to come to work instead—most folk considered this
work quite exalted. Still, his mother missed him. She came to see him every other day, talking nineteen to the
dozen\fn{Talking very quickly} and bringing him homemade cakes. My envy of him because of her made me
miserable.
The darker boy was young too, but very ambitious. He kept his little kerosene lamp burning till midnight,
studying in the hope of being able to enter a military academy. He was not in good favour with the boss, but he
had a strong body and an equally strong will. He was very conscientious about his work, even worrying over
mail-order receipts until they were safely posted in the mailbox. He’d return soaked with sweat and didn’t have
sense enough to change; on a hot day he’d be pretty unapproachable. But it didn’t bother me too much, for it was
a sign of his dedication and honest simplicity.
*
One of the manuscripts I had to proofread was a little book about socialism. The company was going all-out to
promote it. It helped crystallise certain ideas in my mind which previously had been vague and disorganised. I
began to realise that society was divided into classes; that they came about due to differences in economic
interests and that there was a struggle between them. A chapter dealing with strikes especially caught my
attention, particularly since we had just received a pamphlet from Shanghai about how to organise a strike. A light
went on in my little mind. One evening I showed the booklet to the apprentices.
“We are all labourers,” I told them. “We have the right to demand equal treatment from the boss.”
Next day the three of us left our work at eleven in the morning and stealthily crept out of the printing room.
Before we left I wrote a note to the proprietor saying,
“We demand that the apprentices eat at the same table as the family and are not given leftovers. We also
demand every other Sunday off.” Grinning at each other, we signed it “Your Labourers,” adding our three names
in full underneath.
It was very pleasant to leave that dim, stuffy room and come out into the fresh air. But where were we to go
now? Only the fair-skinned one had a home to return to, and he didn’t dare. Without fully realising what we’d
done, we still felt a vague dread, like children who were playing hookey.
With the sun on our backs so warm that we soon began to itch, we stood watching the traffic. It was diverting,
but not enough to make us forget our worries. We hurried out to one of the major thoroughfares and wandered
along the pavement, trying to enjoy our freedom. We stopped at a fortune-teller’s stall, asked him a question and
listened as he mumbled some unintelligible reply. Then we squatted down alongside a secondhand goods
dealer, .gazing at some of the treasures he displayed.
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By noon we were hungry. Even after pooling our resources we didn't have enough for a proper meal, so we
went to a stall selling bean-curd soup. We had one bowl apiece and pretended to be satisfied. It was then that the
fair-skinned one asked me, with tears in his eyes,
“When do you think we should go back to the shop?”
Frankly, I’d no idea. At dusk, when we could wait no longer, we went back for our reply.
We found the boss sitting on the steps with his legs crossed, smoking his waterpipe as usual, watching over
two new boys in the compound who were doing the work we used to do. He did not even look at us.
We were mortified.
After the fiasco, the dark-faced lad was enrolled in the Whampoa Military Academy that was training the
officers who would reunite China in 1927. The fair one probably just went home. I went back to Truth Hall,
looking for a job. The new school year had just begun and luckily the school office needed someone to handle
their mimeograph machine. So I returned to printer’s ink.
I had been too young to take part in the May Fourth movement, which surfaced when I was barely nine. I had
however become politically aware by the time of the May Thirtieth massacre in 1925. The books I had read at
Beixin and some of the iniquities I’d witnessed at the missionary school had filled me with strong nationalistic
feelings. The blood shed on May Thirtieth in Shanghai on Nanjing Road joined with my own misery to become a
mighty torrent inside me. And I was but one small drop within a flood that was bigger still.
In 1925, after the British massacre, a campaign committee to support the Shanghai strikers was formed and all
the students in Peking, including those in missionary schools, went on strike. It turned into a great movement
against British imperialism. The principal of Truth Hall, who was a foreigner, naturally sympathised with the
British, and at first he tried to prevent the students from striking. When he failed in that, he tried to discipline us
poorer students who were receiving aid from the school. But we too refused to obey—the slaves of yesterday had
become rebels overnight. Ultimately, as the storm mounted, he and his family had to take refuge in the seaside
resort of Beidaihe.
I still rose before daybreak, but no longer to go to work. Instead I rushed to the school, where we made little
flags with slogans written on coloured paper for the demonstrators. Then I joined a small group going from street
to street shouting anti-imperialist propaganda. I was still very short and had to climb up on the stone slab beneath
the Dongsi Arch to get myself seen and heard.
“Don’t buy these Japanese Jintan pills! Buy our own herbal medicine, biwensan (fever breaker) and
wanyingding (all purpose tablets) instead!”
I also joined the demonstrators who were marching and shouting slogans out on the main streets. When we
passed the Legation Quarter off Chang’an Boulevard, machine guns were in place to meet us, along with soldiers
in foreign uniforms who from time to time would point their rifles at us, as if to say:
The massacres of your people in Nanjing Road, Shameen, and Wanxian could easily be repeated here.
What these oppressors didn’t realize was that their guns served only to strengthen our determination and
deepen our hatred.
It was at this time that I made the acquaintance of Li Anzhai, a college mate of Cousin Number Four. He lent
me some radical pamphlets from his own collection, some about humiliating treaties negotiated by the Qing
dynasty, some about more abstruse matters such as historical materialism and the liberation of humankind. Each
time I visited him to return the booklets, he would briefly discuss their contents with me and encourage me to pass
them around to the other students—to “our brothers in poverty,” as he put it. Thus it was that, without going
through any initiation or filling out any form, I found myself a member of the Communist Youth Organisation.
In our talks I often attacked religion, but Anzhai persuaded me to use Christianity as a cover for our activities. I
organised a Mutual Help Corps at Truth Hall and, with help from Anzhai, joined a committee with ten members of
other Peking high schools. At Truth Hall, we pretended our meetings were Bible study classes. My letters to
comrades in other schools too, were full of fake Bible talk. On holidays I attended meetings at Tiger Cave
(Laohudong) in Haidian, where Li Anzhai lived. One day he told me he was going on a trip—only later did I find
that it was to Ulan Bator, a Soviet satellite and one of the main sources of Communism in the Far East.
Meanwhile he turned me over to Yu Daoquan, the man who would recommend me to teach at the School of
Oriental and African Studies in England in 1939.
I spent that winter vacation with Zhong Yiyan, a radical Cantonese schoolmate. His home was in Qinghe, near
Peking. His father, who had studied in England, was chief engineer of the nearby woollen textile factory. They
had a very large compound with a vegetable garden at one end and a fishpond at the other. They also kept twenty
beehives and a beautiful flower garden. Yiyan’s father was affable and full of good humor. While tending his bees,
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he would discuss with me from behind his apiarist’s veil the question of how to liberate China. He thought the
answer was education and heavy industry. I know now that the old man was trying to induce me to study
something practical. After getting no response, he suddenly cast a sidelong glance at me and asked point blank,
“Bing Qian (for that was my name then), what do you want to be when you grow up?” I’d never thought about
that before.
“I want to be a revolutionary!” I blurted out.
At this, Yiyan’s father laughed and laughed. He said I had no idea of what that meant. And to tell the truth, I
didn’t.
But I was soon to find out. Peking was at that time under the rule of Zhang Zuolin, a warlord based in
Manchuria whom the Western press called “The Old Marshal.” He was so terrified of being inundated by a red
tide that he even banned Master Ma’s Introduction to Grammar, a nineteenth-century textbook by Ma Jianzhong,
because he thought Master Ma might be a cover for Mr, Marx.
Zhang had three different police branches under his control: the regular police, a Public Security Corps, and a
secret Detective Corps with special responsibility for tracking down reds. Little did I realise that the father of one
of my classmates, Peng, was head of the last group. His specific responsibility was to expose reds in the
classroom.
One day, at dusk, I was playing with some friends making caves by Sand Dune Pond. Just as a group of bats
swooped down over our heads, a boy suddenly ran up to me. Dragging me behind the handball court, he
whispered,
“Bing Qian, something awful—they're coming to arrest you.”
“But what for?” I asked, my hands on my hips.
In fact I didn’t really understand the word “arrest.” But we used it to mean “you lose” when we played hideand-seek, sol guessed it must mean something unpleasant.
Later someone told me on the sly that the detectives had already chosen their informer, my classmate Peng.
Although in his teens, he was short, and scrawny as a chicken. But we were usually friendly with each other. I
couldn’t believe it, so I sought him out and asked him,
“Would you ever do anything to hurt me?” He smiled quite calmly and shook his head. That was enough for
me. The next Saturday, when I was all alone on the playground reading my books, Peng suddenly ran up to me.
“Bing Qian, there’s a telephone call for you in the porter’s lounge.”
Weekends were the worst time for a homeless child like me. A little warmth was just what my soul ached for,
so I went there quite unsuspectingly. But there was no call for me, and the old doorman was nowhere to be seen,
either. Instead there were two plainclothes policemen with fierce faces.
“Now Mr. Hsiao, come with us and have a cup of tea,” they said, smiling contemptuously.
Peng had disappeared.
“I don’t know you,” I said.
“Come on!”
One of them grabbed my arm and the other pushed me out. I remember it as if it were yesterday: one with a
goatee beard wore a short, gray, padded jacket and had bound his legs with silk; the other wore a black long gown
and dark glasses—he was missing an eye. Struggle as I might, I was unable to escape from their rough hands.
They dragged me onto a tram, and that night I found myself locked in a room with sixteen or seventeen others,
squatting with them on a kang not six feet wide. No talking was allowed. My belt and even my shoelaces had
been taken from me, lest I attempt suicide. I used my shoes for a pillow, like all the other prisoners.
Who could sleep on a night like that? My heart was pounding wildly and I had no idea what might happen to
me. The guards talked loudly the whole night long, warming themselves at the stove. Some talked of the
prostitutes they’d visited during the daytime, others of their luck at yabao, the game of gambling with dice under
a dish. From their conversation I also learned how much they had got for catching each of us: five silver yuan.
This detention centre was in Baofang Lane, quite near the city’s pork market, where pigs were butchered
before daybreak. I listened to them shrieking and imagined the butchers (half naked, I was once told) attacking the
poor animals with their sharp knives. I had eaten pork many times, but this was the first time I felt sympathy for
the pigs.
Come dawn and at the blast of a whistle all seventeen of us had to get up. Half an hour was allowed for the
latrine, after which we all silently squatted back down on the kang again for the rest of the day.
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I discovered that there was a nine-year-old boy among us political prisoners. He smiled at me and soon we
were friends. For talking to him I got a whipping, but on the sly we managed to play the finger-guessing game of
stone-scissors-paper anyway.
We were having so much fun that it seemed to make the older prisoners even more depressed. One of them I
still remember well. He was a middle-aged man with whiskers. Later I learned that he was a well-known scholar
who had studied economics in Paris for eight years. He and his wife returned to China with their newborn baby,
hoping to serve their country with the help of what they had learned abroad. But when they landed at Tianjin a
couple of mildly radical books were discovered in their trunks and they were immediately arrested. They were
sent to separate prisons and the man had no idea how his wife and baby were faring.
Every day we just sat and watched the shadows that fell across our paper window move from one end of it to
the other. We were waiting to be tried. We wanted a chance to defend ourselves, to tell our own tales, and to find
out where they meant to send us.
But nothing would happen all day long. We all started making wild guesses. Some said we might be paraded
through the streets and then shot, or perhaps just be shot without ceremony in the back yard at midnight. Others
said we’d be chained together and marched over to police headquarters for torturing. One night I was summoned
at midnight.
“What’s your name?”
The man who had spoken was the middle one of three. He wore a big black beard like the King of Hell. The
ones on either side seemed to be his assistants.
“My name is …” It was a big, dark room. Suddenly I shuddered.
“Speak up little boy. Confess and we’ll let you go.”
I told them that according to the Bible I had sinned, but then so had everybody.
“I’m not really guilty. I don’t know anything.”
“You don’t know? Is that so?” he said leaning forward, “In that case, you’re going to get beaten until your
memory improves.”
But I really had nothing to tell. Even though they whipped me I couldn’t invent something.
After that they dragged me back to my cell. My back was so bruised that I could hardly crawl up on the kang.
When I tried to lie down, hoping for a short respite, I felt the lash of the whip again. I couldn’t help sobbing.
I was questioned three times in all, always by the same three interrogators. The chief, in the middle, liked to try
to intimidate me.
“Let’s shoot this little runt!” he’d mutter.
One of the assistants took notes all the time. The other pretended to be on my side. He smiled and told me
“I have a kid just your age. I wouldn’t want him to die like you.”
They wanted to know who was directing me, who was my supenor. My political consciousness was in fact
quite vague, but I could count: Yu and Li were my big brothers and the sacrifice of one person was better than that
of three. I was guided simply by a traditional sense of loyalty. I’d rather die than hand them over. I doggedly
insisted that I knew only the pastors in the church and the teachers in the school. I was a devout Christian who had
only organised a Bible study class. I tried to prove it to them by reciting one long passage after another from the
Good Book. On the third day, just as I was repeating what a devout Christian I was, the chief interrogator
produced a mimeographed booklet he said had been found during a search of another school. It seemed to be a list
of all the members of the Communist Youth in Peking (or maybe just of the East City area), with names, ages,
native places, and even brief appraisals of them. My name was of course on the list. At the sight of it, I was
stupefied. Inwardly I blamed the organisation for having let the list fall into enemy hands, indeed for having
printed such a list in the first place, but now that I think about it, the list might not have been genuine. Naturally I
still insisted I was just a pious Christian and denied having joined anything. So they kicked me a few more times
and took me back to the cell.
Back on the kang, the littlest political criminal wanted me to play games with him again, but I couldn’t
concentrate any more. I kept worrying about whether letters from my committee had fallen into their hands. If
they had, what had I written in them, and how could I explain it?
At night we had to sleep on our sides; there was no room to turn over. I was far too preoccupied to sleep,
anyway. I overheard the guards by the stove saying we would soon be sent under guard to Swallows Alley, by the
Drum Tower.
“Then they’ll get to meet their maker!”

657

I began to wonder how they’d escort us—all in one chain gang, or in groups? Would any of my classmates see
me along the way? For the first time in my life death was real and I had trouble facing it. I tried to recall passages
I had read in Neo-Heroism and to instil in myself a martyr’s courage. But 1 also felt regret for having to die so
young, before 1 could repay my mother for her suffering on my behalf. Two days later I was still working out the
possibilities in my mind. None of them was good.
I was summoned to the interrogation room again. I had thought I was on my way to Swallows Alley for sure,
but instead I saw the principal of Truth Hall, Mr. William Gleysteen, talking to the superintendent. He had come
to bail me out. The conditions, laid down by the superintendent in my presence, were that I was to be under house
arrest at the school (I couldn’t leave the grounds), subject to further interrogation if summoned, and barred from
participation in all political activities.
Later I learned that my Little Cousin Number Six had chanced to see me being forced onto the tram by the
undercover men. He ran to tell Elder Cousin Number Four, and his American wife, Anna, who rushed to the
school and pleaded with the principal to save me, stressing that I was an orphan and the sole issue of the eldest
branch of the family.
My departure from the detention centre was also my first ride in a motor car. Once we were outside, the
principal asked me if I knew why I had been arrested and I told him I was a socialist. Surprisingly he did not
reproach me but only said,
“You’re too young for politics. Why not leave it alone for a few more years?”
During the period of my house arrest in the school grounds, my American relative came with some fellow
church members to see me nearly every Sunday. They would sing hymns, and then pray for me. In their prayers
they referred to me as a lamb who had strayed, but who was forgiven and spared by God.
This failed to win me over. There was an even younger lamb still in the detention centre. Why had God not
saved him? Clearly I had been saved simply because I had a foreign relative who could appeal to a foreign
principal.
My release left me with feelings of guilt and I tried to console myself by remembering that my release had
been arranged without my consent and not because I had broken or confessed during the interrogations.
My house arrest did not last long. June 1928 saw great changes in Peking. The National Revolutionary Army
[the forces of the Kuomintang and its allies] captured the ancient city, and the warlord Zhang Zuolin was forced
back into his old Manchurian base, where he was ultimately blown up in his own private railway car, by Japanese
army officers.
Now the streets of Peking were filled with banners saying “Down with the Great Powers,” “Abolish the
Unequal Treaties,” and “Celebrate the Success of the Northern Expedition of the National Revolutionary Army.”
The principal and dean of Truth Hall now smiled when they met me, and my classmates dared to speak to me.
Sadly, this would prove to be only the first in a succession of drastic public re-evaluations of me.
Originally the only student organisation allowed in missionary schools had been the Y.M.C.A.\fn{ Young Men’s
Christian Association} which was run by converts, a minority of the students. Non-Christians in the student body had
always resented this. When the revolutionary army reached Peking, each missionary school was ordered to
establish its own student committee, and Truth Hall was of course no exception. Suddenly I was a hero: elected
chairman of the student committee by acclamation, and editor-in-chief of the school magazine. As such, I was
able to attend a great celebratory outdoor meeting in Nankou. On the dais were Chiang Kai-shek and his warlord
allies of the time, Yan Xishan, Li Zongren and Feng Yuxiang. I was very excited. I really believed that the
revolution had succeeded: that China, antiquated, feudal and divided as she was, had in the twinkling of an eye
become a united and progressive democratic nation.
There was a great night-time procession, in which we all marched in the streets carrying lanterns. We paraded
our lights through all the old government quarters, through Beihai and Zhongnanhai down to the Gate of
Heavenly Peace, shouting slogans until we lost our voices.
The school principal was convinced that China had turned Red. For safety’s sake, he fled with his family to
Beidaihe and handed over the school administration to the stout old dean (a Chinese we all called Fatso).
I went back to my work at the mimeograph machine in the school office.
One day the portly acting principal came up to me all smiles and asked me to put down my work for a
moment. He gave me a heart-to-heart talk. Evidently he wanted me, the new head of the student body, firmly on
the side of the school administration.
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“Your Elder Cousin Number Four is a graduate of Cheeloo University,” he reminded me. “:If you watch your
step, later on we can recommend your admission there, too. After that, who knows, maybe you’ll go on to
America the way I did.”
At first I found myself intrigued. But then he asked me to resist student pressures to disband the YMCA. He
warned me against consorting with the wrong people and ended on a threatening note:
“Don’t fool yourself that everything has changed now.”
Our student committee held a big meeting. Although I knew everybody there, since they were my classmates,
it was the first meeting I’d ever chaired. Some of them gave impassioned speeches denouncing the Y.M.C.A. as
simply a mouthpiece of the school administration and biased against the poorer students. There was a motion to
disband the organisation and let our own student committee take over its office on the school grounds. When this
motion was put to a vote, every hand in the hall went up.
That evening I wrote a letter to a friend of mine, Zhao Cheng, detailing all that had happened that day. Zhao
was a Chinese from Vietnam who’d been at Truth Hall and had just been admitted to Yanjing University. In a flash
of anger at the end, I wrote:
“Fatso wants to buy me off, but I’ll never give in.”
Sometimes people are incredibly naïve. I had absolutely no sense of how dangerous I had become in the eyes
of the school administration. Since I was no longer under house arrest it never occurred to me that I might still be
under surveillance.
In the past I’d never bought stamps for myself. To mail a letter, I’d simply sealed it and handed it through the
window to the school porter with two cents for postage. And that’s what I did with my letter to Zhao.
It wasn’t long before I found myself called into the principal’s office. The moment I walked in I could see that
the acting principal’s fat face was livid with rage. On his desk lay the letter I’d sent off to Zhao—ripped open.
“The school gave you the opportunity to study and pay us back through work. Is this how you reward us?”
“What right have you to open other people’s mail?” I retorted, feeling very self-righteous.
“I can not only read your mail, I can expel you,” he sneered. Then he went on about how I didn’t know what
was good for me.
I had wrongly assessed the situation. Believing that the national revolution had really succeeded, I had
assumed that everybody now had rights as citizens. I told him I would sue him.
“Fine, fine—go to it.” He pointed to the door. “But first you’ve got to move yourself off school property.”
I was up the creek. Where would I sleep tonight? I no longer had a home at Elder Cousin Number Three’s
place. Biting my lip, I left the office.
By this time the stairs outside Fatso’s office were crowded with students trying to listen in. On hearing that I
was expelled, several boys who lived at home shouted
“Come to my house!” I discovered that I wasn’t as alone as I had thought.
“OK, I’ll stay with you,” I gratefully told a friend called Zhang who lived in Fragrant Cakes Lane.
I walked out of Truth Hall. The real world was a lot different from how I had imagined it. I was reminded of
what the acting principal had told me:
“Don’t fool yourself that everything has changed now.”
The old five-bar flag of the early Republic might be gone for good but, far from the country having turned
Red, everything even touched with the color was fair game for the secret police who still remained. Though I was
absolutely determined to go to the municipal offices to plead my case, friends wiser than I persuaded me that I
would just be setting myself up. The Kuomintang had apparently inherited the black list of the outgoing warlords,
so I was in serious danger of arrest again.
Just then Zhao Cheng, the student to whom I had written the fatal letter, got a telegram telling him that his
mother was seriously ill; he was about to leave for his ancestral home down south in Swatow and he generously
offered to take me with him. …
195.87 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ts’ai Ting-li (1910- )} Chinghai, nr. Swatow, Kwangtung Province,
China (F) 8
If you go to Kwangtung you will see that none of the women under forty have bound feet. In other places girls
of fifteen and sixteen can still be seen hobbling on these stumps. The women of Kwangtung were never so
suppressed as in other parts of China, and have always carried on work in the fields and even as carrier coolies.
They are proud and independent. Of all Kwangtung women those in the Tungkiang\fn{ East River} region are the
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most progressive. And in Tungkiang, it is in Hailu-feng—where the most violent revolution took place—that
women are the most spirited.\fn{More accurately, one who refuses to submit to being oppressed } I was in Hailufeng during
part of that time and knew P’eng Pai,\fn{ Who established the district soviet there; he was executed by the Koumintang in 1929 }
though I was only seventeen. Hardly anyone is alive now of the leaders of the Hailufeng soviet, which was the
first in China. I left there just a little while before the soviet was formed.
*
I am a native of that region. I was born at Chinghai, near Swatow, in 1910. My family were small landlords
and my mother was a Christian. In Kwangtung, and especially in the Tungkiang region, there are more Christians
than elsewhere. The people are more modern-minded because so many of them have relatives overseas and
receive letters from them abroad full of new ideas. In Hailufeng maybe one or two percent were Christians—more
in Lufeng than Haifeng. The attitude of the Christian church was not the same then as now.
My mother had a great influence on me, and had had enough education so that she could teach me. I began to
study in school at thirteen, skipped classes, and entered middle school immediately. At sixteen, because of my
mother’s help, I graduated from normal school in Swatow,
My grandfather had been a Ch’ing Dynasty official, and my father did no work—he lived on his inheritance.
He died when I was three, and my mother was oppressed and mistreated by the feudal family. She was unhappy,
and my earliest memory is of her reading to me many works of old fiction dealing with the suffering of people.
She was humanitarian and wanted to find a way out from poverty and tragedy for mankind, so she became a
Christian. All my family are emotional—my own mother, especially. She understands the suffering of others
through her own personal suffering from feudal surroundings. From her I received my own understanding of the
problems of people other than myself and a tendency toward Christian humanitarianism.
P’eng Pai’s name was known among all the peasants in Kwantung and I was much influenced by the stories
about him. At last I met him in Swatow in 1926 and determined to join in his work. He was then the leader of the
Communist party in the Tungkiang region, which includes the cities of Ch’aochow, Swatow, and Huichow and the
famous Hailufeng district. Tungkiang means merely “east of the river”—the river which flows through Canton.
The region near Canton is divided into the East River, West River, and North River districts. Swatow is a seaport
between Canton and Hailufeng, but very near Hailufeng. If an army wants to attack Swatow, it must hold
Mei-’hsien and Tapu. Yet, Tungkiang is not so important strategically as economically—it is very important in
this latter respect because so many overseas Chinese come from there.
P’eng Pai was about thirty when I first saw him. He was tall, compared with the average Cantonese, and
everything about him seemed big in body and spirit. His face was big and square. His mouth was big and his nose
was big, and he had a peculiarity of letting his hair grow a little long. He was a healthy, strong-looking person, not
at all the scholar type. His eyes were bright, intelligent, and kind. He was a kind and humanitarian person, and I
consider him a very great man. He is a figure in Chinese history who must not be forgotten. In my contacts with
Communists, nearly all were kind and humanitarian, but none could compare with P’eng Pai in this respect—or in
any other. He was by nature emotional, affectionate, and earnest, and he loved people. In his private life he was
uncommonly sentimental, but in his work he was strong and determined and showed no weakness.
There was a joke that was told about him when he was a student in Japan. His wife was an old-fashioned girl,
and before the Moon Festival,\fn{ When it is traditional that husband and wife should be together } he wrote to her, saying that
on that day she must sleep facing a certain direction and he would do the same. On the fifteenth of the Eighth
Month he put her picture in the proper position, but a careless student stumbled over it and broke the glass, and
the whole story became known among all the Chinese students in Japan.
His wife was killed by the Kuomintang. They took everything away from his house, even the last matchbox.
P’eng and his wife had two or three sons who were sent to Moscow to study, though one may have been killed by
the Kuomintang. Later, when P’eng Pai was in Swatow, he fell in love with a girl student named Hsü Yü-ch’ing
and they had a daughter. She worked in the secret soviet district near Swatow after P’eng Pai was killed but I have
not heard anything about her since.
P’eng Pai was born in the hsien city of Haifeng about 1896. Haifeng and Lufeng are neighboring hsien. Feng
means “prosperity.” Hai means “near the sea.” Lu means “inland.” Together they are called Hailufeng. Haifeng
hsien had about thirty or forty thousand population. Lufeng was smaller. Haifeng was much more progressive
because it was poorer and more oppressed than Lufeng. Ch’en Ch’iung-ming, the noted general, was a native of
Haifeng. He thought P’eng Pai was very capable, and tried to make use of him.
P’eng was the son of a wealthy landlord and inherited at least three or four hundred mu of land. He was a
landlord, but he was also the first leader of the present agrarian revolution. I think he learned Marxism when he
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was a student in Japan. He set his mind to the problem of helping the peasants in Haifeng and wanted to
redistribute his own land among them. In trying to find the best method, he used to make every effort to talk with
the tenants. It was the peasants’ custom when they had leisure time to come together to talk and eat or drink tea.
P’eng took these occasions to try to learn about their problems, and also to explain to them the cause of the
injustice and suffering they had to undergo and to point out the solution. Of course, they did not trust him—he
was of the landlord class—and they wondered what new devilment he was up to, to squeeze even more out of
them.
“You say these high-sounding words,” they would say to him, “but the actions of you landlords are entirely
different.”
He explained his Marxist theories at great length and also promised to redistribute his land as soon as he could
arrange it. But the peasants were skeptical until he actually redistributed the land. This was about 1924 or 1925—
before the revolt of Ch’en Ch’iung-ming against Sun Yat-sen.
The father of P’eng Pai, of course, had died. But his mother is still alive. She was progressive, and was
arrested for ber political views. She went to the U.S.S.R.\fn{ Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, as Russia and the countries
she dominated militarily were called when the country was under Communist government } with the sons of P’eng Pai, her
grandchildren.
Ch’en Ch’iung-ming was the governor of the province and was reactionary and always suppressed the
peasants, but he was loyal to his friends and didn’t like to hurt P’eng Pai. He asked P’eng to be head of the Bureau
of Education of Kwangtung Province. Because of Ch’en’s friendship, P’eng was often able to escape when he had
to flee for his life.
After redistribuing his own land, P’eng tried to help the peasants to organize. He thus built a small foundation
for a mass movement among the peasants. As soon as the Kuomintang’s Second Eastern Expedition took
Huichow, his followers were strong enough to organize a Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps, and all the landlords fled
to Hong Kong. This was about 1925.
Hailufeng was where the first peasant uprising of the revolutionary movement occurred. It is not surprising.
The men and women of this district are all good people. In all the area around Canton and Hong Kong, no woman
dared to go out at night for fear of bad men or gangsters, except in Hailufeng.
*
The Communists had already done educational work among the Hailufeng peasants, even before the SelfDefense Corps had been organized. Practically all the Kuomintang people in Hailufeng were Communists. Ch’en
Ch’iung-ming had established a number of private factories—for weaving, papermaking, umbrella making, and
other small industries, and trade unions had been organized among these workers. In the three weaving factories
nearly all the workers were women, and their union was very strong. All the workers were devoted to their unions.
At the time of the Kuomintang Eastern Expedition, Ch’en Ch’iung-ming’s factories and all his property were
confiscated by the Kuomintang and were run by the workers.
P’eng Pai also founded the Hailufeng Peasant Union, which spread out to every small village. This union was
unusual, being made up of both men’s and women’s unions. The Hailufeng Women’s Peasant Union was the only
one in all China, and about one-fourth of the seven thousand members of the joint union were women. This shows
how strong the peasant movement was—organization had spread even to women. Nearly every peasant joined the
union—if he was not a member, he had no privileges.
During the Hong Kong strike against the British in 1925-26, the Peasant Union was strong and patriotic and
tried to prohibit any exports from going to Hong Kong. Eggs, pigs, or chickens being sent there were confiscated
and distributed to union members or to those who were poor and hungry.
Both in the Peasant Union and the trade unions there were special organizations for children. The Lao Tung
T’ung-tzu T’uan\fn{Workers’ Children’s Corps} had only about two hundred members because there was little child
labor. However, in the Peasants’ Union there were many children, and all received special privileges. Primary
schools were started for them, and also such recreations as singing and dramatics. The children were active in all
kinds of work and happier than they had ever imagined possible. They were from six to fifteen, most being from
about eight to ten. Haifeng organized children before any other hsien.
All this organization was purely spontaneous. The workers and peasants trained themselves. So far as I know,
nothing was known of similar organizations in Russia at that time. Not a person concerned with Hailufeng had
been in Russia until later, when a few students returned from there and told about that country. One of the leaders
was a Whampoa Communist named Wu Ching-ming, about twenty-four years old, who lived among the peasants.
The Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps protected the district from the bandits, who were numerous near Hailufeng, and
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also against pirates on the coast who tried to make marauding expeditions. Many peasants were killed in a severe
battle against the pirates. The Corps wore uniforms, not plain clothes, and all were volunteers.
There was also a General Women’s Union made up of peasants, students, teachers, and industrial workers. It
had over a thousand members. All were young, and they were enthusiastic because of their recent release from
suppression. Some of the men hated this organization because it defended the rights of women and took care of
the divorce problem. A woman would come to the union to complain against her husband’s or family’s treatment,
and the union would investigate the case and see to it that the women either received better treatment or was given
a divorce. It was teasingly called the “Bureau for Divorce and Remarriage.” The concubines of rich men were
prominent in the leadership—these women are often the real wives in China, yet they have no legal rights or
protection whatever. The oldest in the union were not over thirty; some were girls of twelve or thirteen. This
organization was active and effective.
In the early period women did not do any of the fighting, but in fighting pirates and bandits they did
transportation work in the rear. Many times the bandits scattered when they had been defeated, and the women
and children acted as spies and caught them. The men in Hailufeng were not nearly so opposed to women’s
activities as men elsewhere and were not so reactionary in their views on this subject.
In women’s work the industrial girls were the most progressive, but the Haifeng peasant women were more
advanced than the women in other hsien. In the trade unions the women usually took the leadership, but the real
direction came from the Communists. Industrial girls were more determined. One reason was that they had
already had experience in struggling against the exploitation of Ch’en Ch’iung-ming.
The Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps had new guns and bullets from the Kuomintang. Those who did not belong
had only their old guns. The Kuomintang sent a magistrate to Hailufeng, but he was merely a puppet of the mass
organizations. In all dealings he had to refer to the Peasants’ Union and to settle disputes by collective bargaining.
The common people settled their own troubles, though they got nominal approval from the magistrate’s office.
*
I went to Hailufeng in 1926, one year before the Kuomintang attack, to do women’s work. I was then not quite
seventeen. I later became secretary to Chang San-ming and wrote his letters. Chang San-ming had visited the
U.S.S.R. and had been political director of a division of Chang Fa-k’uei’s Fourth Route Army commanded by Li
Tzu- hsin. (Chou En-lai was then political director of the First Route Army.) Chang San-ming was very ill with
tuberculosis, so he had been sent to Hailufeng—he helped us a great deal and became the head of the Hailufeng
Communist Party. Another important leader was a native of Hailufeng, named Ch’en, and there were many other
members. Even boys of thirteen and fourteen were active in Party work.
The organization of the people’s government when I was there was not soviet but transitional. The two
responsible authorities were the principal of the Hailufeng middle school, who was not a Communist, and a
Communist who was head of the Kuomintang tangpu.\fn{Local or district office} All the old officials had run away,
and the leaders were all Communists or leftists. There was not much change in the form of government when the
soviet idea came in, as it was revolutionary already. The chief difference was that this government decided to
defend itself by force against any Kuomintang attack.
In 1927 the Right-Wing Kuomintang decided to use force to suppress the peasant movement against the
landlords. This decision was one of the chief causes of the split between the Kuomintang and the Communists,
though the Communists tried to compromise on this issue and actually tried to hold down the peasant uprisings in
many cases. Most of the liberal and Left-Wing Kuomintang members were in favor of the antilandlord measures
and sympathetic with the Communists. In fact, many of them were also Communist Party members. The
Kuomintang was an entirely different organization after it had “purged” itself of all these progressive elements.
The present Kuomintang is not at all like the Kuomintang of the 1925-27 period, except that a few of the leaders
remain the same. The Right-Wing Kuomintang killed and suppressed far more “Kuomintang” members than
straight Communists in 1927, and it turned against Sun Yat Sen’s peasant program.
In Kwangtung, one month before the so-called “purge” began by armed force, the Kwangtung provincial
committee found out that Chiang Kai-shek and his group were intending to betray the revolution and had made
plans with the landlords to destroy the peasant movement. Hailufeng sent Wu Ching-ming to Canton to discuss
what was to be done in self-defense. When Wu returned from the meeting, the Tungkiang Military Council was
formed to work secretly in organizing the peasants to defend themselves. One of the men responsible in this field
was Ku Ta-ch’en—a peasant native of Meihsien, not an army man.
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This military council was formed in Tungkiang; there was none in Canton. Only a few knew about it. The
peasants were already aware of the threat against them and the plans of the landlords to return but the attitude of
the Kuomintang was not so clear to them. Therefore the Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps was always vigilant.
Its members now prepared to meet the offensive against them. In a few days a telegram came from Canton
telling Hailufeng of the open hostility of the Kuomintang. We called a mass meeting of all classes, though mostly
peasants came. One hour later the Hailufeng People’s Government was formed by decision of the meeting.
The telegram from Canton was not sent until after the “purge” had already started in Canton. It was censored,
but we received the news through our connections, a little delayed. It was four or five days after the purge had
started in Canton, and we called the mass meeting immediately. This was in April or May of 1927, not earlier.
One month after the purge started in Canton, the Kuomintang sent troops through Huichow to attack
Hailufeng. As I was secretary to Chang San-ming, I knew of all that was going on. As soon as we learned of the
attack, all the defense forces were called out to join near Huichow to resist the invading troops. These forces were
led by Wu Ching-ming, who was in constant contact with Chang San-ming. Hailu-feng then had only two or three
hundred members .in the Self-Defense Corps, aside from spontaneous peasant volunteers. Many boys of fifteen or
sixteen volunteered to fight. The Hailufeng people wanted to defend their homes and their lands, and they were
strong and bitter because they had formerly suffered so much under Ch’en Ch’iung-ming and the old landlords.
They did not want any of the old regime back. Enthusiasm was high.
The Kuomintang sent two divisions altogether,\fn{A Kuomintang division usually numbered about 10,000 men } though
maybe not all came at first. We knew there were two divisions against us. I was in a town, not at the front. This
town was Shanwei, the trade center of the whole Hailufeng district. All the peasants pass through there on the way
to market. The fighting area was about fifty Ii from us. Supplies and food were transported to the front by the
people. Nearly every day I saw peasants who had been hurt by their own homemade guns. The bullets flew back
and wounded them. Most of them used bamboo pikes with iron tips.
In the first battle, Hailufeng had a big victory. Many Kuomintang troops were killed, but only a few peasants,
so the peasants were very proud. This fighting lasted only one week because of lack of training and guns. After
the retreat there were still a hundred of the Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps alive. This was a difficult week, as only
two thousand had received any military training whatever and our weapons were poor. Really, only enthusiasm
supported the peasants. The Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps had the guns and uniforms previously supplied by the
Kuomintang, but these were the only good guns. Maybe two hundred peasants in the Self.Defense Corps had
good new-style guns.
After the defeat, our men retreated to a district called Kungp’ing. The many ordinary volunteers went back to
their homes, but the Self.Defense Corps went to Kiangsi. They were sure of protection in Kiangsi, since the
Kuomintang army there was sypathetic to the Communists.
Of course, the Kuomintang troops occupied the region easily after the retreat, and everyone was miserable. The
women and children cried, and many of them took their belongings and tried to run away. I was in the city when
the Kuomintang entered, but I retreated with the people. So many left that it showed clearly that all the sympathy
was with the former government. The people now adopted passive resistance and mobilized secretly. The unions
could only exist secretly.
Strategically, if Huichow were lost, all Hailufeng was lost, so the people in the hsien did not then attempt a
useless resistance. The troops, therefore, did not massacre the population at that time, but upon arriving they
raided all organizations and arrested many persons. They didn’t get any realleaders—only a few wavering
elements and rightist Kuomintang sympathizers—all the others had run away. The Communists had been prepared
and were not easily caught. However, the Kuomintang made no distinction, and killed and tortured almost
anybody. In the first occupation, about a hundred were executed when the troops entered. The old officials and
landlords came with the army for their revenge and killed innocent people as they pleased.
About a hundred Hailufeng Corps men joined the Kiangsi army, and later a temporary people’s government
was established near Kiangsi at Swatow. Kuo Mo-jo and Soong Ching-ling were elected to this government. Wu
Ching-ming led his Self-Defense Corps to attack Swatow with the Kiangsi troops and was killed in battle in the
winter of 1927.
The Kuomintang soldiers never dared stay in Haifeng city at night—only in the daytime. At night they went
back to Huichow. They were afraid that there would be night raids and that the people would put poison in the
wells and the food. There was no co-operation at all on the part of the people. This showed clearly the political
line. On any suspicion, the Kuomintang executed people.
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These Kuomintang soldiers were ignorant and had had no political training—except that they were told many
lies about the Communists—that all the Hailufeng peasants were Communists, for instance, and that none could
be trusted. The distance between the troops and the people was very great, and there were no sympathizers in this
army. It was impossible to make friends with these soldiers. Only by political work is the bridge between the
mercenary soldiers and the people built, and when this is cut away there is no connection. The original
Kuomintang armies of the Northern Expedition had many sections which had had political training and were
friendly to the people. This was not one of those armies. It was impossible for the peasants to complain to the
army about anything. There was complete hostility.
Haifeng being Ch’en Ch’iung-ming’s native place, the army gave back to him everything that had been taken
by the peasants and workers, and the peasants and workers became indignant. Our government had given half the
land to the peasants and let the landlord keep half. Now the Kuomintang gave all the land to the landlord and
raised taxes, too. Formerly our chief political work had been done in the towns; now it was done I secretly in the
villages. A mass basis was developed at the lower level instead of at the top.
The Kuomintang troops never dared go to the villages. They were afraid of the people. They came to only a
few towns and to these in the daytime. Any isolated group of soldiers might be cut off, and nobody would tell. It
was easy to organize the Hailufeng peasants secretly because of their past experience and because the old
Kwangtung custom of fighting among the tribes and clans had made the people used to fighting. It was a regular
custom for each village to have one sentry standing duty near by and other sentries on each mountain.
After we left the cities, our first work was to reorganize the local labor and peasant unions and to check up to
see how many members were still alive. Though we were safe from the Kuomintang soldiers in the villages where
the people protected us, there were still many reactionary village elders of Ch’en Ch’iung-ming’s regime who
could act as spies and turn us over to the troops for execution. A few of the sons of the village elders also were
unreliable and had to be watched. The members of the peasant and labor unions were always vigilant and checked
on all possible spies. No open leader was safe nor any open work. It was the women and children who carried on
the communications system, carrying messages secretly from one place to another.
It is hard for me to remember all the incidents of those exciting days, but it was the great experience of my life.
The women of Hailufeng were different from those in Swatow, which is a seaport. They worked on the farms, and
it was the custom for them to carry burdens on their shoulders with bamboo poles and to take the produce from
the village to market. They were not secluded but moved about freely, so they formed a good communications
system. They were not timid at all, but responsible and courageous. They used to put paper messages in their
bamboo hats, wrapped up in leaves, and also carried messages inside their bamboo poles. Although these villages
were traditionally suspicious of one another, at this time any stranger who came to a village was given food and
shelter and was carefully hidden and guarded as soon as it was found that he was connected with the peasant
unions.
Here we see the revolutionary change in the old feudal character of village life. No Kuomintang sympathizer
was safe in any village. If anyone came who was suspected, he might be executed by the village authority. Life
was very irregular. Communists and union leaders had to move every night to new places for safety. Most of the
work could be done only at night. The whole region was one big conspiracy. Sometimes the leaders walked all
night, and often they lived in stables. I remember staying in a small room once, on a bed full of bugs, with the
pigs rooting underneath, the cow inside the room, and the chickens coming and going through the door—not to
speak of mosquitoes, which are bad in this region. I am what is called a “student,” and this life was extremely
hard for those of us who had never been accustomed to it.
The peasants’ life is always hard. In famine time they have nothing to eat, and ordinarily they live on rice and
gruel. At this time food was scarce and we lacked money to buy it from poor families. Sometimes for several days
we were without rice. We lived mostly on sweet potatoes. In Swatow sweet potatoes were considered fit only for
pigs. There were some farm production co-operatives in Hailufeng on a small scale before I went there. Most of
these were for raising pigs, and there were some for raising chickens, but there were none for weaving. The pigbreeding co-operatives also killed and salted the meat and had their own shop for selling it. The Kuomintang
dared not destroy these co-operatives because they were in the villages, so the co-operatives continued under the
occupation.
I often stayed in a fishing boat, as it was easy to move, and sometimes I stayed in a cave in the hills because
the Kuomintang people never dared follow a hill trail for fear of ambush.
This was a period of reorganization and preparation to throw off suppression by an uprising.
*
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Now let me tell you of the Kuomihtang wei pao, or “surrounding attack.”
After a time the towns were so quiet that the suspicions of the troops were lulled, and soldiers began spending
the night in the towns. It was decided that so many troops were not needed, so only one division was kept at
Huichow. We set the date of the uprising on the fifteenth or sixteenth of the seventh month,\fn{ August} as I
remember. All plans were decided upon by the Communist Party organization. I see now that it was a mistake to
try to take Hailufeng back—it could not be defended with Huichow in enemy hands, and Huichow is the key to
the control of the region. It was not of much value to take the cities.
The region was divided into districts, with responsible people in each, and the Communist Party had branches
everywhere to serve as liaison between the peasant and the labor unions.
The signal for the uprising was to be a fire on a beautiful hill where there were lovely trees and a pavilion.
Everyone was excited and pleased to learn of the plans for the uprising. Everyone wanted revenge for his
sufferings under the disruption and occupation. They were all willing to fight to re-establish their own
government.
At this time, Chang San-ming and I and two or three others stayed in a village about fifty or sixty li from
Haifeng. Chang organized the whole uprising, deciding which of the villages should take first action and how. He
was to be the leader, and when he went to the scene of action in a small boat, I asked to be taken along. The others
came, too, though none of us had had any military experience.
I have never seen any place with such natural beauty as Hailufeng, though I have seen Hangchow and
Soochow and Japan. The river ride from Kungp’ing to Hailufeng is unimaginably beautiful. I remember the
moment we rowed into the narrowest part of the channel, which was the prettiest place of all. There we took
Chang San-ming to the bank and said good-bye as he went to the city to command the uprising. We stood there
with proud hearts, watching as he waved to us and disappeared in the trees.
After Chang San-ming had left us, we were unhappy in the boat because we also wanted to participate in the
uprising. We hid in the trees near by, awaiting his return.
He left us at eleven o’clock and within three hours came back and told us that the city of Haifeng was ready,
with the workers and peasants divided into separate forces, each waiting for the signal from the pavilion on the
hill. He then left us again.
We watched. The signal appeared at the agreed time. Yet the peasants and workers did not attack.
Later we learned what had happened. Our forces inside Haifeng city did not attack in response to the signal,
but those outside launched their attack as scheduled. The Kuomintang troops tried to defend themselves, and the
outside forces with Chang San-ming were unable to enter the town. Our people inside the city failed to act on time
because there were so many enemy troops inside that they became afraid that their forces were too small to gain a
victory. There was serious fighting, but we were defeated.
This attempted uprising roused the Kuomintang to destroy our power. They had never suspected what had been
going on in the villages. Now they planned to attack the villages one by one to destroy the whole people’s
movement.
This failure caused the Party to realize that our forces were not prepared to meet the Kuomintang head on, so
we took wei pao as our slogan and aimed to concentrate on training and preparation for the future. There were
many hills around the villages near Hailufeng, but between Kungp’ing and Hailufeng were big mountains. The
order was given that those who wanted military training should come secretly to these mountains.
In the villages there were still many of Ch’en Ch’iung-ming’s group of landlords. These individuals seldom
went out of the villages. Some had left the villages several years before and returned now and found themselves
isolated. As the uprising had failed and no open fighting was permitted by the Party, the peasants became
impatient and spontaneously killed some of the landlords and took their money, which was all given to the
Peasants’ Union—not to the Communist Party, which gave no orders for this confiscation.
The killing of the landlords was not directed by responsible leaders of the union. It occurred as a natural class
revenge. This proved that political education of the people of the region was not widespread. The peasants took
Left infantilist\fn{The Communist term for leftist actions of an amateurish nature} actions on their own initiative.
I remember one incident in Swatow which was like these in Hailufeng. Once some peasants captured a
landlord’s house and two of them guarded the gate. A man tried to come out, and the sentries asked who he was.
“I am a friend,” he replied.
“No, you’re not,” the sentries said. “You haven’t brought out anything in your hands.”
So the man went back to bring out some property to prove himself.
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This shows the peasant’s idea that not only must the landlord be driven away or killed but also the property
must be redistributed.
Some of the landlords escaped and went to the Kuomintang army, asking the troops to take their revenge for
them. When the troops came to a village, most of the peasant leaders had usually escaped. But a landlord was as
anxious to torture one tenant as another. He would order the soldiers to hang peasants on trees and expose them to
the sun. This was very cruel in the hot sun, and the victims often died of sunstroke. They also drove needles into
the fingernails of children as well as men to force them to give information. Everyone they caught—on whom
there was any evidence—was badly tortured by many methods. Others were killed, if they did not die of torture.
Nearly every peasant in the villages be- longed to the Peasants’ Union, which was not a Communist Party organ
and had been permitted under the rules of the Kuomintang.
And now, here is an interesting thing: The peasants did not understand the Communist program clearly. They
did not understand why the Party did not want confiscation and killing of landlords but only quiet organization to
prepare for retaking power later.
But they understood what the Kuomintang now stood for and they hated it bitterly, as it was on the side of the
landlords. The Kuomintang gave them such severe punishment that ordinary peasants who hardly knew about the
Communist Party used to learn the party’s slogans and shout them at the Kuomintang out of hatred and spite, even
though they did not know the meaning of them. They only knew that the Kuomintang hated to hear them. And as
the Kuomintang hated the Communists so much, the peasants reasoned that the Communists must be their own
best friends.
Thus, the peasants thougbt it a great honor to be considered one of the terrifying “Communists,” whether they
were or not. They could see that the very name had a magic effect on the Kuomintang. The peasants were always
careful about having guards. There were always three—two outside the village and one inside. After the uprising
they paid special attention to sentries. The outer guard would report instantly, and the whole village would be
roused. In an hour or two the women and children would all be gone to the hills.
The Kuomintang was afraid of the hills, not knowing how large a force might be hidden there. All the villages
did this when Kuomintang movements were reported. The peasants tried to estimate the size of the enemy force,
and information was relayed from one village to another. If their situation was favorable, the men stayed and
fought, sending the women to the hills. If they were too weak in numbers, the men went to the hills, too.
Sometimes a village received a message from the city as to when the Kuomintang might arrive and how large
the force was. If the peasants were strong enough, they ambushed it on the road before it could get near the
village. If too weak, they always evacuated. As soon as the Kuomintang arrived, the troops burned all the houses
and then went back to the city. All the people in the hills saw the smoke and watched the troops march back to the
town. I used to watch the faces of the peasants as they all cried aloud. This was not a sign of weakness but of
unrepressed emotion and deep hatred. The burning of their houses deepened their hatred of the Kuomintang and
made them more determined.
When a peasant's home was destroyed, he had to make a hut of bamboo or go to another village, where he
would be treated with sympathy and welcomed. This village would also become indignant on learning of the
attack. As more and more people became refugees, the revolt spread with them.
The Kuomintang burned about one-fourth of all the villages in Hailufeng during the three or four months of
their occupation up to the time I left. Hailufeng was divided into nine ch’ü\fn{Districts} of different sizes. In the
second and third districts where I went, there were fourteen or fifteen villages in each ch’ü.
Some of the villages were far apart, and when the peasants evacuated they had to walk over difficult paths that
cut and bruised their feet. When they arrived, they were worn out, but they were always received well by the
strange village. It was especially hard for the students and the Communist Party members who had to move
around constantly, as many of them were not used to hard work. There was a middle school in Hailufeng, and all
the students there were revolutionary and belonged to the student union. There were also quite a few artists and
writers in Hailufeng. The Hailufeng students had important leadership in the whole movement as political workers
in the peasant unions, the labor unions, and the Communist Party.
It is a strange thing, but true, that in revolutionary work like this the intellectuals can scarcely endure the hard
life. Many must give up because of physical weakness. Yet those who stayed on in Hailufeng got strong and
healthy. The hard and simple life was good for them. Chang San-ming had such bad tuberculosis that he had had
to give up his Kuomintang work before coming to Hailufeng. Yet, he got well, greatly to his own surprise. He was
a member of the Kwangtung provincial committee and later went to Canton to help direct the Canton Commune
in December 1927. He was killed during the Commune.
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A characteristic of Hailufeng peasants was that they never blamed the Communist Party for bringing down the
wrath of the Kuomintang upon their villages, as the peasants sometimes did elsewhere. This idea was never even
mentioned. The Kuomintang always says that it burns the villages to destroy “Communists.” In Swatow, some of
the peasants were enthusiastic about the revolution occurring there at this same time, but others were not
susceptible. Hailufeng was different. All were united. One important reason for their unity was that the seeds of
revolt had been sowed by P’eng Pai, their native leader. Of course the real reason was that the peasants had
experienced two kinds of life: Under Ch’en Ch’iung-ming, life had been hard and unsatisfactory. When they were
their own masters, life was good and enjoyable even without enough food. Therefore they all agreed that
revolution was best.
It was not uncommon that when old women looked down from the hills and saw their houses burning, they
would lift their arms and cry out:
“When will P’eng Pai come back to us? Everything will be all right again then.”
P’eng Pai had gone away to organize other work, as he was a leader of the whole province. He soon came back
and organized the Hailufeng soviet, the first in China. He escaped to Shanghai after Hailufeng was again occupied
by the Kuomintang, but he was arrested there and was executed in 1929.
Once I was in a village near a lake. I was very tired, and an old woman took me into her big house. I had slept
until ten in the morning when she woke me and said that the Kuomintang had attacked and had been repelled. She
told me that her son was a member of the Peasants’ Union and that her grandson had been taken in the attack and
that her neighbors had seen the Kuomintang soldiers hang him to a tree and torture him to death to make him give
information. He was only ten years old, but he had refused to speak. He was a member of the Young Vanguards.
The grandmother was proud that he had not betrayed—she told me this story with calm emotion as if she
understood that her grandson belonged to the people as well as to herself. This woman was over fifty but very
capable. She directed her daughters-in-law also to help the Communists, and they were all active. She warned me
that a second attack would come and that I should leave immediately. Most of the Communists were not peasants
and could not walk fast, so the girl Communists would go to the hills during an attack while the men stayed to
fight alongside the peasants. If the whole village was defeated, the Party group would then rejoin in the hills to
make new plans.
This woman not only directed family affairs. She was also the leader in her village. Her son was a member of
the standing committee of the Peasants’ Union, but her activity was more important than his, and it was she who
directly influenced and instructed him. She told me quietly that the Kuomintang could not take her village easily
because of the lake but that I must go into hiding since I was a “delicate young student.”
“All the women in my family can fight, too,” she informed me. “I have had them trained. Our whole village is
well equipped.”
Chang San-ming was hiding with me in this village. He and the old woman mapped out the strategy and
arranged to ask other villages to help when the attack came. They estimated that the village could hold out three
days. The woman directed people to transport food to another village so that the Kuomintang could not seize it. It
was a big village full of shops, and the people were all well trained. Most of the villages had no shops.
My feet were bruised and bleeding, and I could not walk. The old woman made a chair of bamboo and two of
her daughters-in-law carried me on their backs out to the hills. We had no shoes at this time. Of course, the
peasants were used to going barefoot. A boy student who had returned from the U.S.S.R. went with me. He was
exhausted and his feet, too, were in bad condition. The struggle was about the same in the other villages. The
Party in Hailufeng did not divide the duties of the members very distinctly—all were combined. Life was
extremely hard for the girls in the Party, who were mostly students. A girl named Hsü Chin, a young primary
school teacher, worked with me. She was pregnant, but continued to work very hard. She could not go back to her
home, as it was known she was a Communist. She had to hide in a cave, where she died in childbirth. Her
husband was with her in the cave, but there were no doctors. He told me how she hated so to die because she did
not want to leave her work unfinished. All the women in Hailufeng worked hard. Even the wife of the head of the
Department of Education went barefoot and carried water on a bamboo pole.
I left the region because I also was having a child, and my husband was afraid I would die as the other girl had.
This was in the autumn of 1927.
What I have described was the preliminary struggle in Hailufeng. It was followed, when P’eng Pai returned in
the autumn, by the establishment of the first soviet district in China. It was intended that the whole Tungkiang
region should be made into a soviet, but the attempt failed. The Kuomintang carried out a great massacre in
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Hailufeng. They would have destroyed the Hailufeng population down to the last child if the soviet had not given
up in 1928. The real fighting in Hailufeng began after the Canton Commune in December 1927.
195.114 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Wu Liang-p’ing (1910- )} Fenghua, Chekiang Province, China (M)
6
I was born in 1910 in the same town as Chiang Kai-shek—Fenghua, Chekiang, a shore town where commerce
was much more developed than elsewhere in the region. My great-grandfather and my grandfather had operated a
grocery shop, selling sugar, flour, food, and utensils, but my father became principal of a normal school. The shop
had been started with small capital, and my grandfather had learned to read and write by himself. He saw from his
own experience that it is unfortunate not to be educated, and determined that his son should go to school.
My father, therefore, was placed as a boy under the tutelage of an old scholar, and afterward graduated from
Chekiang Provincial Normal College. He was for a time principal of the Normal School in Ningpo, but when it
closed for lack of funds, he became principal of the Fenghua Normal School.
My father then decided to try his luck in the commercial field. He went to Shanghai and entered a
stockbrokerage business, but he was not a good businessman and he lost money. He had to abandon this effort and
retired, living at home until his death in 1935.
Because it was known that I was a Communist, no one would give my father a post as government official,
although he was a Fenghua native and had good connections with the government personnel.
My mother was a country woman, illiterate but a good mother. She had eight children—four daughters and
four sons. All the girls died, but the younger boys are now in school. My great-grandfather was still alive when I
was born. He loved and treasured me greatly because I was the first great-grandson and the first son in my father’s
family. My mother also had an excessive regard for me, and at meals on every festival day she set aside the most
delicious part of the food for me. Though I have been away a long time, she still does this, hoping I will return to
her.
We were a peculiar family in that we lived well but had no real property and father was always losing money.
My family originated in the old gentry and was well known and respected in Fenghua, though never having
landed estates. In my time, it was a petty-bourgeois family, based on commercial capital, but our economic
condition changed for the worse until we were only rootless intelligentsia.
As a boy, however, I grew up under good conditions, entering primary school at five. I had an unusual memory
and always ranked first in examinations. I remember that I did not like school when I first went there, being so
young, but my grandfather insisted on my going as young as possible and an aunt, who studied at the same school,
took care of me.
I was neither naughty nor obedient as a child. My father was severe and beat me at times if I did not come up
to his approval, but my mother was gentle. I feared my father, but my mother loved me so much that she spoiled
me and made me selfish.
By the time I was eight, I was always the leader of my group because I was an oldest son. When I was nine,
my father took me alone to Ningpo, where he was principal of the Normal School. Mother did not come, and for
six months my father and I were together. He took me along with him wherever he went, to shops, to government
offices, and to dinners. I liked to wander around alone, however, buying candy, playing ball, and seeing old plays
on the street corners. Several times I was gone a whole day, and my father called out many men to help search for
me.
I now discovered that my father wanted to take a pretty concubine. Just as he was about to do this, I hurried to
Fenghua on the steamer to tell my mother. She rushed to Ningpo and threatened to kill herself, so Father dared not
carry out his plan.
After this, Father left Ningpo for Feng-hua and I entered the Ching Ch’i Higher Primary School there, the
same school that Chiang Kai-shek attended. He was entirely unknown then, and when he became famous later, the
townspeople could hardly place him in memory. The Chiang family is unknown in the region, but he is also
related to the Sun family, which is one of the good families and of gentry-merchant background.
In school days I liked to read the old Chinese romances—the San Kuo, Chih Yen I, Hung-Iou Meng, Shui Hu
Chuan, and all such. I read all the time, and I also soon liked stories of great people in the West. My favorites
were Napoleon, Washington, Lincoln, and Nelson. As I read, my young brain was always wanting China to have
such great men—so rich and powerful. I liked them better than the old Chinese heroes, and I never had any old
Chinese hero in my mind to emulate.
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I studied the Classics some, but I hated Confucius and Confucianism and all it stood for. My father was
modern and never quoted Confucius to me. Yet I thrived on the “older brother” theory of Confucius. My young
brothers respected me and were as obedient as servants just because I was the oldest son. We did not fight much.
The rule of precedence was fixed.
I knew already about Sun Yat-sen and the Kuomintang, but I had no particular interest in Sun, for he seemed
outdated. I liked modern things and European culture. Of course, I knew nothing then of any Russians. Most of
the students merely wanted to be modern. In our school there was a new European-type building and it was so
much better than the Chinese architecture that we all wanted to live in houses of the same kind.
I first studied English at the age of nine. Father wanted me to be a successful businessman, and for this English
was important, because of our compradore economic system.\fn{ In which foreign companies employed natives to interface
between them and native employees}
My happiest days were on trips to the mountains. But I was always happy at home, too. Our home was very
pleasant and had no conflict, even after the concubine incident. My mother was so kind that she made the house a
refuge of comfort.
I was supposed to be the best student in the school, and the local gentry were anxious for their daughters to be
connected with such a promising business future! One landlord—incidentally, he is connected with Chiang Kaishek’s family—arranged with my father for a marriage for me. I was only eleven and knew nothing about it until
it was fixed. I had no way of objecting, anyway.
*
The May Fourth Movement broke out in 1919 when I was in primary school. It affected even us young pupils.
We had a demonstration and talked to people on the streets. I remember being impressed by some students who
had come from Ningpo and held a meeting and put on patriotic plays. I wanted to be patriotic. I knew China was a
weak nation and I wanted her to be made strong. I knew the slogans of the May Fourth Movement:
“Oppose the Twenty-one Demands of the Japanese!”
“Down with the Three Traitors—Ts’ao, Lo, and Chang!”
“Down with the Anfu Clique!”
But I did not understand what imperialism meant. I had seen foreigners and received a bad impression of them
because their attitude was arrogant. I contrasted their wealth with the poverty and backwardness of the Chinese
and felt bitter. I never liked foreigners, even though I liked their books and national heroes.
My father wanted me to join the Christian church, as he had learned that this was useful to anyone engaged in
foreign trade—but I refused even to go to the Y.M.C.A., though Father bought me a ticket. Once a Christian
missionary came and read verses from the Bible. I did not understand it and thought it was all nonsense. There
were Christian schools in Ningpo and they gave religious plays, but I could not like even these.
Ningpo is the cradle of compradores and Shanghai servants, and it is a tradition to look for a job with the
foreigners. Yet, for some reason, I did not like this attitude and felt that it was servile, no matter how well paid. I
made no distinction then between any kinds of foreigners. I never had seen any Japanese, and knew nothing about
them except that they were foreigners who were making demands on China.
After May Fourth, I began to read popular essays on the political situation in China in New Youth and other
student magazines. On May Fourth, in Fenghua only students participated, but my father was liberal toward the
movement. Nobody was arrested. The local militia and the troops were near our school, and I thought that if we
had to fight against the foreigners we would win because of having such a large population.
I finished this school at thirteen, and Father took me to Shanghai with him. I was sorry to leave Fenghua,
which is a beautiful place. Again, Mother did not go with us. She was a Chinese woman of the old type who
considered it not good to go to big cities or to insist on following the husband.
Shanghai surprised me, even though I was already accustomed to Ningpo, which is a big city, and was not
quite a clodhopper. The noise bewildered me. I felt there was something wrong because all the big modern
buildings were owned by foreigners, not Chinese. Why?
Father chose the best middle school for me—Nanyang—and I passed my exams. I now systematically read the
newspapers and modern magazines, and even began to write short articles. I felt that I wanted to be a literary
writer and I loved to read foreign fiction, even though I hated the foreigners in China and their injustice. I liked
this fiction much better than Chinese and was surprised at the quality of the writing. I remember how absorbed I
was by Tolstoy, Dickens, de Maupassant, Dumas, Shakespeare, the Lambs,\n{ Charles (1775-1834) and his sister Mary
Ann (1764-1847), English writers} and Turgenev. The Three Musketeers was a favorite, also Camille. I cried and cried
when I read the scene of Armand at the grave of Camille in the rain. The story reminded me of Hung-tau Meng, as
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both heroines have tuberculosis and sad love affairs. I like de Maupassant very much because his characters are
cunning rogues, and Chinese always love this kind of thing.
I read Ch’en Tu-hsiu’s and Hu Shih’s works, and various social theories. Finally I read Kautsky’s The Class
Struggle, translated by Wen Te-ying, and was stimulated to learning socialist ideas. When I finished middle
school, in 1923, the New Youth era was already over. We read Chueh Wu,\fn{Waking Up} edited by Shao Li-tze
when he was a Communist—he later became governor of Shensi. I also read Hsiang Tao\fn{Guide} an organ of
the Communists, but I had no definite opinions then.
From 1920 to 1923 there was no student movement in China. We had no student union and no activity. I
learned chiefly geography, history, physics, biology, and mathematics. I also wrote some short stories which were
published in magazines and some articles on student life for Chueh Wu.
I was much impressed by my study of American history, especially the period of the freeing of the slaves. I
read Uncle Tom’s Cabin with intense interest. I always liked Lincoln. I also liked to read of the American colonial
war against Great Britain and thought China, too, was a colony under the British boot.
I was much impressed by Western science. At first I wanted to be a great author, but now I wanted to be an
engineer, as I longed to know the technology of industry.
I had many friends and amused myself in this period, being not very diligent. I always sat on the last row in
class so I could read books instead of listening, for I was ahead of the class usually and passed exams easily by a
little cramming. I would drink coffee and stay awake the night before, cramming.
After school I often went to the Lungwha Pagoda for an excursion. I now began to distinguish among
foreigners. I received a good impression of America because of its good attitude in the Washington Conference
but I hated the Japanese after May Fourth, and I questioned the British.
*
I decided to go to Amoy University in Fukien, and passed my entrance examinations. This university was
founded by T’an Ka-k’i, the rubber magnate from Singapore, and had more money and better professors and
equipment than most. I had also applied to Shanghai College but changed my mind because of the Christianity
there. I could not face hearing prayers and blessings said all the time. I was never interested in any religion. My
father’s family had none and my mother’s were all Buddhists.
At Amoy there were coeds. Also, my English teacher was a girl who had been in America. In middle school
there were no girls and I was very shy. On the first day, I had not yet bought a book and the teacher asked me to
sit beside a girl to read with her, there being two students to each desk. I was so startled that I ran across the room
and pushed over two boy students to make room for three.
Another woman who had been in America taught music. She was pleasant, but I did not like her because she
wore such fine clothes and was too bourgeois.
During this year I paid much attention to the natural sciences and also received good marks in chemistry,
mathematics, and the like. At the end of the year there was a student strike against the president because some
good teachers had been fired. The Amoy district people fought against outsiders, but we demanded the return of
the teachers and, when the president refused, sent a telegram to T’an Ka-k’i in Singapore demanding the removal
of the president. T’an replied:
“I give full responsibility to the president. He can settle matters as he likes.”
Nothing could be done peaceably. We called a strike, which most of the students joined. We had pickets, and
the strike lasted a week. It was a democratic move against the tyranny of the president. It was settled by putting
summer vacation forward and dispersing the whole student body to their homes. No compromise was reached.
We now drew up a plan to organize the “Great China University” in Shanghai. Five or six professors agreed to
teach, and a student committee was started which got the signatures of two hundred students who would attend.
Money was paid in advance to this committee, which sent delegates to Shanghai to rent furniture and private
houses. I was one of the students who were active in this plan.
We collected only several thousand dollars, but in the autumn of 1924 the Great China University opened in
Shanghai near Ferry Road. I became editor of the weekly magazine of the school and was also propaganda chief
of the student union.
We started the school in a factory district and the students organized night schools for the workers, thus getting
into close contact with them, especially the textile workers. This area had a concentration of many Japaneseowned mills. I received a deep impression of the exploitation of the workers when I compared their misery with
the big estates of the Japanese. There was a Japanese school on the same street, and the students were driven up in
motorcars with chauffeurs, but the children of the workers lived lower than animals for they were not so clean.
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*
The initial episode that caused the May Thirtieth Incident took place in our district. During 1925 a general
depression existed in China’s textile industry. The Japanese owners wanted to lengthen working hours and reduce
wages, and the workers objected.
The Japanese foremen were always beating the workers for little or no reason. Every day there was news of
such beatings. I remember that one small girl was beaten so seriously as to endanger her life.
In March the workers in the Mill Number Seven of the Nei Wai Mien Company demanded better conditions of
the Japanese owners but were rebuffed and went on strike. The police wanted to drive all workers out of the
cotton mill, and those who lived outside were trying to rush in to present their demands. The police closed the
gate to the compound and the trouble began. The Japanese fired a pistol, and one of the strike leaders, Ku Chenghung, was killed and several seriously wounded. The workers dispersed and the factory was cleared out. Because
of the depression the owners were not anxious to reopen, and the strike lasted about a month. The strike soon
spread to other Japanese factories and the strike movement had not been stopped at the time of the May Thirtieth
Incident, though some strikers had resumed work.
This factory where Ku Cheng-hung was killed was very near our university. We became much exercised about
the trouble. At first the Japanese and the police tried to keep the whole episode a secret, so we students felt called
upon to go out and tell the citizens the whole story. The student union sent delegates to all other universities,
asking the students to do propaganda work and collect money for the strikers. It was voted to have a sympathy
campaign on May 30.
I was propaganda chairman of my school and led a propaganda corps along Jessfield Road while others went
elsewhere. Groups from different universities went to Nanking Road and other main thoroughfares to do street
publicity. The crowds gathered more and more around our speakers—the police wanted to drive them away but
couldn’t.
Near the Louza Police Station on Nanking Road—the main street of Shanghai—the British and Sikh police
saw a crowd gathering around one of our student speakers, and the British officer in charge ordered the police to
open fire. Seven students and one or two workers were killed. Several tens were wounded. The firing continued
several seconds into a crowd of one or two thousand, until it dispersed. The students had given no provocation
and there had been no demonstration, only a speech, but it was near the big Wing On Department Store, the most
crowded corner in the city.
The news spread instantly and all the Shanghai students were deeply upset. The federated Shanghai General
Student Union called an emergency meeting and voted to go on strike. The municipal council mobilized all its
police and its armed volunteer corps.
I was appointed delegate to go to the Chinese Chamber of Commerce to ask them to protest the incident to the
municipal council, but they were afraid and said it was not their business. They said that they sympathized, but
they took no action. On the one hand, the students united with the labor unions; on the other, they wanted support
from the owning class. We did not get support from the big merchants, but the little merchants sympathized—they
had a merchants union of small shops. The three big organizations now joined and formed the United Committee
of Labor, Students, and Merchants, composed of the Shanghai General Labor Union, the Student Union, and the
Merchants Union.
The workers were much stirred by the May Thirtieth Incident and more and more went on strike until over
three hundred thousand were out. Almost all Japanese mills and many Chinese mills were on strike. The
movement spread all over China, partly because of student propaganda everywhere. This became the greatest antiimperialist movement China had ever seen.
I was one of the members of the executive committee of the Shanghai Student Union, which was dominated by
the Left, with no Right opposition. The whole student body was unified. The Student Union, which had great
authority, began a big propaganda drive. Over a million dollars to help the strikers was collected from students in
many parts of the country and even from overseas Chinese. Money came pouring in. Even merchants gave. One
mass meeting that we held at the West Gate was attended by a hundred thousand persons.
But the backbone of May Thirtieth was the working class. Some of their strikes lasted two or three months,
until August, and many lasted one month. The second influence was the petty-bourgeois students who did
effective propaganda in every city in China and even out in the country. The small merchants sympathized and
even went on strike for several days. The Shanghai Chamber of Commerce never joined the committee and was
afraid of the mass movement, though we did everything to urge them. At this time the Fengtien Tungpei Army
from Manchuria was garrisoning Shanghai, and the soldiers were impressed.
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At first all organizations were open and legal, and right after May 30 mass meetings were openly called. But
gradually the authorities hindered them. Then, at the beginning of September, Sun Ch’uan-fang attacked
Shanghai. After this the authorities began to repress the Student Union, and the Labor Union was closed down.
Gradually students went back to school and strikers back to work. The foreign powers had to appoint a committee
to investigate, though the incident was never settled. After a year or two, however, compensation was given to the
families of those killed. The main slogan of May Thirtieth was:
“Down with British Imperialism!” Others were:
“Cancel the Unequal Treaties!”
“Drive Away the Military Forces of the Imperialist Powers in China!”
“Get Back Control of the Customs!”
“Oppose Extraterritoriality!”
All were anti-imperialist slogans and it was a united front movement. But the big bourgeoisie did not
participate, only the middle and lower middle classes and the students and workers. The May Thirtieth Movement
directly affected over a million people in Shanghai, including the three hundred thousand striking workers and
their families. We had 120 schools in the Student Union, numbering about thirty thousand students. Many
Communist Party and Kuomintang members participated and helped to spread the movement.
The May Thirtieth Incident was the beginning of the Great Revolution of 1925-27, though we did not suspect
what we were starting, down there on Ferry Road.
At this time, Yang Hsi-min and Liu Chen-huan were liquidated in Canton by the Whampoa cadets, and a big
demonstration was held in the city. As it passed Shameen, the foreigners fired killing many and wounding others.
This was followed by the Hong Kong strike, and the revolution was on in full force.
I worked in the Shanghai Student Union office from June to September, 1925. I was the delegate from Great
China University, as each school elected its representative. The Shanghai University led the movement. Of the
original Executive Committee, only two of us remain active, myself and one in the Red Academy. One went to
Moscow later, and others were killed in 1927. Some who joined the Kuomintang dropped out of all activity. After
May 30, many students joined the Communist Youth as I did, though my family did not know about it then.
After this I had little contact with my family and supported myself by working in various ways. During 192425 I had a big conflict with my family over the marriage question, and we fought back and forth a whole year.
They were eager for me to marry Chiang Kai-shek’s relative, but I refused. I had known the girl in Ningpo and
she also wrote to me every day, saying how much she cared for me. I did not have any real reason for not wanting
to marry this particular girl except that I refused to permit my family to govern this part of my life and wanted
free choice. Though my family loved me dearly, they began to threaten me and that made me stubborn. They also
objected to my work in the Student Union. Finally, I ran away to Russia at the end of October and did not write to
them till I had reached there safely.
*
After May Thirtieth, the Sun Yat-sen University was established in Moscow and the Russians welcomed
nationalist students. But, as for me, I joined the Communist Party when I left China. During 1925 I had read a
good deal on Marxism and the U.S.S.R. and my contact with the workers in the nearby factories caused me to
sympathize with their cause and to want to spend the rest of my life fighting for them. I remember that a book
called A New Viewpoint on Society by some Russian influenced my mind greatly, and I decided China had no
other way out.
I was a member of the first class at Sun Yat-sen University in 1925. There were one hundred eighty students,
including a few workers. Thirty were from Shanghai but I was the only one from my university. It was not
necessary to be a Communist member—some were only Kuomintang and all of us went as Kuomintang members.
I had joined the Kuomintang in 1925.
I arrived in Moscow at the age of eighteen and studied there four years. I first worked as a translator, and
organized an “English group” of eleven students, of whom most were killed or later betrayed. I studied Russian in
a group of five, and we had a pretty Russian girl teacher. Karl Radek lectured to us on China’s problems. At
nineteen, I taught a class in world economy. When I left, the university had three hundred students.
I was favorably impressed with the Soviet system as soon as I arrived at Vladivostok. I saw that the working
people were not despised as in China and that they had good jobs, time to rest, vacations, and freedom, and that
they were happy no matter what material conditions existed. What impressed me most was the hopefulness
toward tomorrow: everyone had a future and worked toward it. In China nobody could be sure of tomorrow. I also
liked the friendly attitude of equality toward the Chinese. In Shanghai, foreigners despise Chinese, but in Russia
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all kinds were made welcome, whether or not they were Communists. I had read many old Russian novels, and I
compared the ignorance and darkness of the conditions described in them with the conditions in the modern farms
and other collectives of the peasants. I saw that the peasants had found a way to raise their standard of living by
collectivism.
During 1925-27 we eagerly and constantly discussed the China situation and the world situation. We traveled
all over Russia and the comradely spirit everywhere was warm and made us very happy. In 1927 there was a
political split in the university, and the Kuomintang students went back to China. Many of these students betrayed
later because they feared to die for their beliefs and wanted to keep alive under the Kuomintang. Some of them
even became Fascists, using their Marxist training to destroy the working class. There were fifty or sixty Chinese
girls in the university. Of these, some became passive, some betrayed, some worked in the Communist Party, and
some were killed. One girl I liked was executed in 1932 by the Kuomintang. I was in love with a Russian girl but
I did not marry her as I could not bring her back to China with me, and so I have never married.
*
In 1929 I spent several months in Berlin and also traveled in France, Belgium, and England. Then in the winter
I returned to Shanghai. As soon as the ship passed east of Suez I noticed the change in attitude of foreigners
toward the Chinese. In their own country people are more democratic, but when you enter the imperialist zone the
contrast is very sharp and marked. In Singapore, especially, I noticed how arrogant the British were. They seemed
always worse than the Americans.
I went home secretly to Fenghua for two days. Mother did not recognize me as I was now wearing glasses. The
marriage contract had been broken in 1926, so we only made jokes about it now. This was the last time I saw my
mother. She does not know know if I am still alive, as I have not been able to write to her.
I worked a year and a half in the underground in Shanghai and compiled and translated three books. I compiled
a history of socialism, compiled and translated a book on historical materialism, and translated and published
Anti-Duhring.\fn{A book by Frederick Engels, Marx’s Communist associate in Germany}
*
One day on the street I accidentally met a former schoolmate from Moscow who was then a member of the
Central Committee of the Kuomintang. He recognized me and asked what my business was and I told him I had
none. He reported to the police and my room was raided. They found some Marxist books and took them as proof
of my being a Communist. I was arrested and put on trial, but they had no proof. My younger brother was then
living with me and he was arrested too, but I proved that he had nothing to do with me or my work and he was
released. My father came to Shanghai instantly to help, and my family and friends had enough influence to
prevent me from being executed. I was sentenced to two years in prison.
When I was arrested, Pat Givens\fn{ Then head of the Shanghai Civil Intelligence Department } talked to me and asked
about the Communist Party. He tried to get information from me and said that if I would give the names of other
persons and of organizations I would be released. Otherwise, he threatened, I would be turned over to the Chinese
and probably would be executed. A man named Robertson also tried to influence me to betray. These two men we
call “man hunters,” for they hate the Communists and love to arrest them. The young people of Shanghai hate Pat
Givens very much and all know about him. Because of one such man we hated the British a thousand times more.
I was a prisoner in the Ward Road Jail in the International Settlement. I was told that this municipal prison is
the biggest in the world, with nine thousand prisoners, Sing Sing in America having fewer. Before 1931
Communists were tried in the foreign settlement and afterward were extradited to Chinese authority. Sometimes
there were sixty to a hundred political prisoners in this jail. They were kicked and beaten by the foreigners. This
also happened to me. There are now\fn{1937} probably at least ten thousand political prisoners in China.
I was put in a “black cell” for one month and was not permitted to come out for even an hour. The reason was
this: Once when the British jailer came, I said:
“We are all prisoners and beg you to allow us to work.”
He took this word “we” as an excuse to think I had been organizing political prisoners, so I was put in the
“black cell” and isolated from all other prisoners. Those who worked had more freedom and better food, but the
Communist suspects were not permitted to be associated with the other prisoners for fear they might influence
them. If we tried to talk together, we were beaten, but we could get news from the outside. I was always hungry
and thinking of food, as I did not have enough to eat. This was my experience of imperialism. However, when
prisoners are turned over to the Chinese authorities, they are likely to be executed. Once the Chinese government
demanded that I should be turned over to them but luckily this was not done.
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One cell had either three prisoners or only one—never two—to prevent trouble. The three were permitted to
talk on any subject so long as the warden did not know. Every day I walked around and around in my cell, eight
feet square, for exercise. Some prisoners were in irons. I was not permitted either to write or read, except the
Bible. If one pencil was found, the prisoner was beaten with stripes and fined. I read the New Testament twice and
to my pleasant surprise found it was based on a concept of Christian socialism. The foreigners were more afraid of
books than the Chinese, for in a Chinese prison you can get books to read—but you are likely to be shot at any
time.
Friends could visit a prisoner only once in three months. Three times a week we could walk outside for a few
minutes. If the foreign warden liked a prisoner, he could let him out more often for good behavior. I hated
foreigners and they did not like me. We privately called the wardens “Senior Big Nose” and “Junior Big Nose.”
Prisoners were punished by being deprived of food or exercise, or by being put in irons.
I counted the days and estimated how many were past and how many were ahead. Just before I was released in
1932, I was very hungry all the time because rations had been reduced one-third because of the Shanghai War
between the Japanese and Tsai T’ing-k’ai. Our regular food was this: rice and water in a tin for breakfast, rice and
a vegetable and salt at noon, rice and soya bean or a sliver of beef, pork, or fish at night. But the meat was so
small you could not see it—only taste, and if distinguishable it was usually nothing but skin.
The first day of my freedom, the sensation was so great that I could not sleep or stand still. I rested a whole
month, just enjoying the feeling of not being a prisoner.
*
In 1932 I went to the Kiangsi soviet region by a secret route. first doing political work in the Red Academy.
Then I became people’s commissioner of economics of the Central government at Juikin.
After about two years, we started the Long March. During the march I worked in the political department of
the Red Army and also specifically in that of the First and Third Army Corps. It was not so difficult. I both rode
and walked, but I got stomach trouble. Yet, my health was actually helped by the Long March. When I reached
north Shensi with Mao Tse-tung, I was made responsible for the propaganda department.
195.170 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chi P’êng-fei (1910- )} Hungchi, Shansi Province, China (M) 3
I was born in Yungchi, Shansi, in 1910, of a family that were then middle peasants but later became poor. I
went to a middle school in Yunch’eng, Shansi, and also to one in Sian, Shensi, but did not graduate from either. I
then entered the Sian Army Hospital in 1926 to study in a medical training class for army doctors.
On graduation, I joined the Second Army of the Kuominchuan as a doctor. This force was commanded by Hu
Chin-yi, while Feng Yu-hsiang\fn{General commander of the Kuomintang armies } was in personal command of the First
Army—Feng was then in Nankow, near Peking, fighting the Fengtien troops from the Northeast.
After a year, part of the Second Army was disarmed in Honan by Liu Cheng-hua and I joined Liu’s army,
which was later under Wu P’ei-fu. Liu’s territory was Shensi and Honan. I was with him for eight months in
1927-28. During those eight months he besieged Sian, with Yang Hu-ch’eng bottled up within. Food inside the
city became scarce, and the civilians were all sent out, leaving only Yang’s two divisions of troops inside. Still,
Liu couldn’t take the walled city. Then Feng Yü-hsiang returned by way of Paotow and Wuyuan and defeated Liu
at Sian, releasing the city. On the East Gate of Sian, Feng opened a new gate and closed the old one, but nobody
ever knew why.
The majority of Liu’s troops were disarmed or dispersed by Feng, and I rejoined Feng’s army, in the 10 th
Division directly under Feng. I then transferred to the Fifth Route Army, which was disarmed by Chiang Kai-shek
in the fight between him and Feng in 1929, in Honan. After this I went with a group to join the Twenty-sixth
Route Anny of Feng Yü-hsiang, commanded by Sun Lien-chung. This army was reorganized by Chiang Kai-shek
when he defeated Feng, but I continued to work in it.
After a stay in Shantung, the Twenty-sixth Route Army went to Kiangsi to fight the Reds in 1931. It was now
under Chiang Kai-shek. We began to fight constantly as soon as we arrived, being first at Nanchang, then at Ifang, and finally at Ningtu. We were not defeated by the Red Army—we disarmed two regiments and captured a
number of guns—but our soldiers did not have much interest in fighting because of their sympathy for the ideas of
revolution. Every day many of our soldiers deserted to the Red Army even before the Ningtu Uprising.
The soldiers of the Twenty-sixth Route Army were natives of northern provinces, chiefly the very poor
provinces of Shensi and Kansu, and their families were all poor. In 1925-27, many Communists joined this army
and did propaganda, so that after the army was reorganized under Chiang Kai-shek the soldiers were discontented.
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They all hoped to return to the north, but Chiang ordered them to Kiangsi, wanting to destroy this army by hurling
it against the Red Army. He never trusted the Kuominchün. It was treated worse than other armies, too—we
received bad food and for three months had no pay. The men hated Chiang Kai-shek very much, for one reason or
another. The men liked Feng Yü-hsiang—he treated them as his own sons and always had a good relation with the
rank and file—but they felt no loyalty to Chiang Kai-shek.
We stayed in Ningtu quite a while and there was much sickness, twenty men dying every day. At the same
time, the anti-Japanese emotion of the men was high as this was just after the Mukden Incident of September 18,
1931. They sent telegrams to Chiang Kai-shek asking to be sent north to fight the Japanese. Chiang refused, of
course.
There were other reasons why the soldiers had neither fighting will nor power. Sun Lien-chung had left Ningtu
for Nanking, saying he was sick and needed a rest and also that when in Nanking he would get Chiang Kai-shek
to order the army north to fight Japan. His absence intensified internal conflicts. There were two divisions in the
Twenty-eighth Army, the 25th and the 27th, totaling twenty thousand men. Sun had personally commanded the 25 th.
When he went to Nanking he appointed Li Tsung-k’un, one of the three brigade commanders, to his post. Li’s
rival, Chi Chen-t’ung, who was very active, did not like this and was insubordinate. The chief of staff of the
Twenty-sixth Army was Ts’ao Pao-sun, secretly a Communist Party member. He took this opportunity to get Chi
Chen-t’ung to unite with the other brigade commander, Tung Cheng-t’ang, against the new chief, Li Tsung-k’un.
One day the Red Army attacked Ningtu but failed to take the city. Then Ts’ao Pao-sun called a secret meeting
to prepare the uprising. Tung Cheng-t’ang showed a tendency toward joining the Communists. This whole
uprising of twenty thousand troops was organized by only ten Communist Party members, though the soldiers did
not know they were Communists. None of the common soldiers and only ten of the officers were Communists.
The most important of the Communist officers were: Li Ch’ing-yün, a company commander—he was killed in
Kiangsi in 1934; Ma Liang-jui, a lieutenant, now in Kiangsi; Yüan Hsieh-tso, chief secretary to the staff, now in
Kiangsi; and Liu Chen-ya, a squad commander.
The Communists had been active, always talking with the common soldiers at meals and telling them that it
was wrong to fight the Red Army and that we should go north to fight the Japanese. They also said that the power
of the Communists was very strong and that if we fought them we should have no future, for they were sure to
win out in the end, even if we won a few battles.
Tung Cheng-t’ang now joined the Communist party and at the same time Chiang Kai-shek discovered the
whole plan and the names of all the Party members except Ts’ao Pao-sun. He sent a telegram on December 13 to
Ts’ao Pao-sun ordering him to arrest the eight persons on the list. Ts’ao kept this telegram secret but called a
secret meeting to discuss the plan for the uprising. Originally the uprising had been slated for the sixteenth, but
now no time could be lost, so it broke out on December 14, the next day.
Chiang Kai-shek had appointed a military adviser named Chu, and on the eve of the uprising, Ts’ao asked Chu
to invite all the lower and higher officers to have dinner with him. About forty officers came to dinner—this being
the night of the thirteenth. They talked over the problem of fighting the Reds. Ts’ao and other Communists said
that we couldn’t fight Japan if we continued to fight the Reds. The response showed the attitude of each officer.
About thirty percent wanted to stop the civil war. The soldiers had advance orders from Ts’ao and surrounded the
dinner party, Ts’ao ordering them to arrest about ten officers who wanted to continue the attack on the Reds. Then
the purpose of the uprising was explained to all the officers.
Meantime, headquarters had also been surrounded at nine o’clock by my regiment, but Li Tsung-k’un escaped
in disguise.
One regiment of the army was stationed sixty li from Ningtu and their officer did not come to the dinner, so
when the uprising began this regiment ran away and did not join the uprising, not knowing what it was all about.
On the morning of the fourteenth, the officers were set free and new officers replaced them. News was reported
that the Red Army was on its way to join us. This uprising had been planned by Liu Po-chien, who was the liaison
in the Red Army—thus communications were good. He was chief of the political department of the Red Army. In
1925-27 Liu had heen chief of the political department of Feng Yü-hsiang’s army, and he and many officers under
Sun Lien-chung had good relations. Liu was later killed in Kiangsi in 1935.
During the night the local people did not know what was happening but next morning they were pleased and
were not afraid. Many raised red flags. During the night a few soldiers took property from rich people but
afterward the army gave it back to keep discipline. We did not have time to confiscate the rich because the plan
was made in such a hurry and Chiang Kai-shek’s army was so near. We had time only to gather up a hundred
prisoners and go, and we were not sure what to do with them.
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At nine o’clock that morning—December 14, 1931—the army started to march out of Ningtu to the soviet
district at Ku-k’ou. Both divisions joined—all the twenty thousand men except the outpost regiment.
We took along to the soviet districts about a hundred landlords and leading merchants of Ningtu, including the
mayor, all very much terrified. Chiang Kai-shek’s adviser, Chu, was also taken under arrest, but was given money
and set free, and he went back to report to Chiang.
At Kuk’ou, Lin Po-chien came to a hig mass meeting and made a speech, explaining to the troops the meaning
of the uprising and the principles of the Red Army. Then the Twenty-sixth Army was reorganized into the Fifth
Army Corps of the Red Army, with two other armies, under command of Chi Chen-t’ung.
The hundred prisoners were released, after many of them had paid money. None were killed. The mayor paid
ten or twenty thousand dollars to get his freedom and the others paid several hundred dollars.
We did not change uniforms the night of the uprising, waiting until we met the Red Army. We had no slogans,
but the soldiers were all happy, especially after Liu’s speech at Kuk’ou, and there they repeated his slogans:
“Down with Chiang Kai-shek!”
“Long Live the Revolution!”
“Long Live the Communist Party!”
“Welcome to the Whites to Join the Reds!”
Liu talked about the Mukden Incident and also about the foolish policy of Feng Yü-hsiang in making his
soldiers simple-minded with feudal personal loyalty instead of giving them a real political consciousness. All
twenty thousand were present at this mass meeting—including myself, of course.
At Kuk’ou we also received good food and many comforts from the Red Army, and they welcomed us with
slogans. Meantime we changed to the Red Flag and the Red uniform.
The Ningtu uprising was the biggest ever held by soldiers who wanted to join the Red Army. The whole
Twenty-sixth Army joined except five thousand stationed in the rear at Nanchang city and the regiment of one
thousand who were at an outpost and were not informed. All the soldiers stationed in Ningtu joined and all
officers but ten. However, when we marched from Kuk’ou to Tzuch’i, many officers wanted to return home. Their
wish was granted and several hundred officers left, but no soldiers deserted. The Red Army at that time sent
political workers to reorganize the army. After this the army fought very well and never ran away from battle. I
hear that now only about a thousand are left.
The force in this uprising became the main armed power of the Red Army at that time and was considered a
good army. It was the only positional force, other units maneuvering around it. The remnant is now in the West
River district with the Fifth Army.
*
In Ningtu I was captain of the medical department. I was informed about the uprising before it happened and
was sympathetic, for my regiment was ordered to surround the headquarters and to guard the street. Because I had
received political training during the 1925-27 revolution, I already had a clear concept of the Communist
ideology. I joined the Red Army voluntarily, but only four other doctors stayed with me, the rest going home with
the officers.
I left Tzuch’i for Chupao, where I rested two months. Then the fighting for Chang-chow, Fukien, began. At
this time our secret police discovered that our commander, Chi Chen-t’ung, had secret relations with the local
Fukien militarists. He was an opportunist, thinking to lead the army to Kwangtung to join the Kwangtung
provincial army. When Changchow was occupied, Chi was arrested and also two other persons, Huang Chung-yü
and Hsiao Shih-tsui. Tung Cheng-t’ang was now made commander of the Fifth Army Corps, and Ts’ao Pao-sun
vice-commander. Tung Cheng-t’ang was killed in March 1937, fighting Ma Hung-p’ing and Ma Hung-k’uei. He
was my friend. He had become very famous and was a good Communist.
The three plotters confessed frankly, and two of them, who repented, were sent to Juikin where they studied at
the Red Academy and were given special work to do such as taking care of books. They also received ten dollars a
month salary, which was higher than usual. But Hsiao Shih-tsui was executed for treason because he was the chief
plotter and would not repent.
The lessons of the Ningtu uprising are these: that even a small Party organization can influence a large body of
troops; that economic conditions determine the subjective attitude of men in armies, as elsewhere—the
Kuominchün were easily influenced by Communist propaganda because they had poor food and clothes and pay,
and came of poor families; that the opportunist will always fail—as in the case of Chi Chen-t’ung; that officers
cannot influence an army which has received political training; that this uprising was an important incident—
causing Chiang Kai-shek to change his whole military plan and to reorganize all his armies, fearing mutiny
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everywhere, thus bringing about more efficient and modern organization in the Kuomintang forces; that, although
the Kuomintang troops had been told that the Red Army was very cruel, the handling of the Ningtu officers
proved to the outside that this was not true—the released officers went back and told the real story, and also the
mayor of Ningtu and the landlords who were freed spread the story of what they knew, which was not
unfavorable; and that—as my own experience and that of the other doctors proved—although the medical
equipment of the Kuomintang armies was better, the medical work and the health of the Red armies were much
better than theirs because of good nursing and because of organized public health work, which was never done by
the Kuomintang armies in the places where they were stationed.
*
I stayed with my own army of the Ningtu uprising, leaving Changchow in 1933 to attack Kwangtung. We were
the main force of all, then, and we destroyed many Kwangtung troops. At this time the Fifth Army Corps
cooperated with the Third Army Corps in every campaign. At Huangp’o we surrounded two divisions and
destroyed them, capturing the two division commanders—one died from wounds; the other is now a teacher in the
Red Academy here in Yenan.
After Huangp’o we fought every day and in many noted battles. When the “Fifth Campaign” began, the Fifth
Army Corps was reinforced by new troops from other armies. After that we started on the Long March, which was
very difficult, especially in the Grasslands. During the Long March I was transferred to the Medical Department
of the Military Committee, and in Szechuan I left with Mao Tse-tung for north Shensi.
I am now chief of this department. Every regiment has a medical officer. We now have one hundred doctors—
only ten are qualified, however—and three hundred trained nurses, but we need many, many more. We do not care
whether they are Communists or not.
Medical work was extremely difficult on the Long March. We were always in the rear, which is not the safest
position. We had many patients, and a lack of medicine and food, but we continued to try to do ordinary work. It
was hardest for the nurses, of whom we had about a thousand. Most of these were boys; only a few were women.
They had to prepare meals, wash feet and clothes, rub bodies, and the like. The boys are usually from twelve or
thirteen to eighteen years of age. They are the true heroes of the Long March, working hard with a good spirit and
never showing fear.
195.174 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Chu Kuang (1910- )} Canton, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 3
I have nothing to tell of my early life, as nothing happened to me until the Canton Commune. I was only
seventeen at the time of the Commune, in 1927. After participating in it I went to Shanghai to study dramatic art. I
entered the Shanghai Art College, where T’ien Han was a teacher—he became one of China’s leading
playwrights. He quarreled, however, with the principal, Chou Ch’ing-hao, and decided to start a new school of his
own, called the Nan Kuo Art College. Over a hundred students went with him from the Shanghai Art College, and
I was one of them. That was in 1928.
The students were all very poor and the new college was unable to continue, but the Nan Kuo Dramatic
Society flourished. It had been started by T’ien Han to give the students practice and the chance to earn money by
acting. Half the members were girls.
The plays were romantic and senti- mental, mostly French. It was before Ibsen was accepted. No Japanese
influence existed, either. Oscar Wilde’s Salome, who had John the Baptist killed, was the favorite. The favorite
Chinese play was Talking at Night in Soochow by T’ien Han. Another of his was Nan Kuei, or Turn Back to the
South. Yü San was the actress of the period.
*
This was the first modern dramatic school in China. Until that time there had been no modern drama. The
purpose was to launch a new and modern movement. There was no revolutionary political idea behind it. T’ien
Han’s was the whole influence, though Hung Shen, who was also a teacher, later caught up with him. T’ien Han
had been educated in Japan and France, and was later the translator of Ibsen. At one time he was more or less an
anarchist, and in France he had been connected with the “Kuo Chia Chu I” nationalist group organized by Li
Huang and Chen Ch’i.
When he returned to China he was sentimental and romantic, and vaguely wanted to start a new movement.
This was just after the defeat of the revolution of 1925-27, and the intellectuals all felt lost. Seeing no future in
revolution, they turned to love and introspection.
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As a reaction against this, a Creative Dramatic Society, part of the old Creationist literary group, began
opposing the Nan Kuo. I joined this faction, which included Ch’eng Fang-wu—now teaching in Yenan, Chang
Tzu-p’ing, Cheng Po-ch’i—now in Shanghai, Wang T’u-ching, and new members such as Feng Nai-tsao, P’eng
K’ang, Chu Ching-ho, and Li Ch’u-li. The most important member, Kuo Mo-jo, had to escape to Japan because of
the danger of arrest. There were also old members, such as Chiang Kuang-ssu and Ch’ien Hsing-tsun.
The quarrel between the two societies rose out of the fact that the Nan Kuo wanted art for art’s sake and the
Creative Society wanted social literature. Then the Creative Society had a split over the nature of expression. The
old members, including Kuo Mo-jo, Ch’eng Fang-wu, Chiang Kuang-ssu, and Ch’ien Hsing-tsun, wanted to
concentrate on “revolutionary” literature, but the new members wanted “proletarian” literature.
Kuo Mo-jo and Ch’eng Fang-wu didn’t quarrel much, as they soon went away, but one group splintered off
and started the new “T’aiyang Society,” with its own magazine, led by Chiang Kuang-ssu, Ch’ien Hsin-tsun,
K’ung Pin-lu, Yang Ch’un-jen, and Hung Ling-fei. Feng Nai-tsao did not join T’ai- yang.
Although the Creative group and the T’aiyang fought, they agreed on attacking Nan K’uo and Lu Hsün and the
Yu Ssü I group. It was really all nonsense, a quarrel over words. After they had been arguing all during 1928 and
1929, the Communist Party finally took up the question and decided that there was no difference except in
degree, “revolutionary” being a large-scale I concept and “proletarian” a narrower one.
*
After that the term “proletarian” was never used. And the problem was very soon solved when both societies
were closed down by the government in 1930. The T’aiyang now dropped its name and operated through the
Hsiao Shan Bookshop, while the Creative group used the Chang Nan Bookshop. It was this bookshop which
published Ssu Hsiang, or Thought, edited by P’eng K’ang and Chu Ching-ho.
In 1930 the Nan Kuo was also closed by the government, as T’ien Han had by then turned to the Left. At this
time repression of any kind of cultural activity became very heavy. As a result, both T’ien Han and Hung Shen
changed to become progressive in the same year.
In 1930 an American movie called Pu P’a Ssu, or Dare to Die, caused a big quarrel. It showed bandits in
China. When it was played in the Ta Kuang Ming Cinema in Shanghai, Hung Shen led a demonstration in the
theater and was arrested for this and was held a few hours.
When Nan Kuo was closed, the Artistic Dramatic Society was started by Li Ch’u-li, Cheng Po-ch’i, and
myself. Our object was to influence the old members toward starting a new revolutionary drama opposed to the
old sentimental ideas. We had fifty persons in it, including the writer Liu Chien. The well-known movie star, Miss
Ch’en Po-erh, was a member and also Miss Wang Ying, another movie star. We tried to welcome T’ien Han as the
leader, as he had changed his ideas, but he did not join.
In 1930, with T’ien Han as chairman, we held a conference of the former members of Nan Kuo and the
Creative Society and of the new Artistic Society. Playwrights and fiction writers were well represented. We passed
a resolution to direct our efforts against imperialism and feudalism. This was preparatory to forming a new
organization—the League of Left Writers.
The Artistic Society had never been able to have any public activities, and after six months the Nanking
government forced it to close down. We went underground and took a new name—the Ta Tao\fn{ Highroad}
dramatic society. It had the same membership as the former society—about fifty persons. The plays we put on
were Carmen, in which Hu P’ing and An O (now a composer) took the lead; Negro, by Yang Sao, expressing the
oppressed condition of minorities; Coal Miners, by K’ung Pin-lu; Night Scene in a Factory, by Yuan Shu; and All
Quiet on the Western Front. We also put on several Russian plays, one being Forty-One, adapted from a short
story, and a Japanese play called Broken Electricity, by Lin Fang-hsiung, translated and adapted to Chinese by
myself.
The Ta Tao society was also suppressed by the government. For a time we gave up and decided to do no public
work, as it would only be banned. Ten of us then did plays privately for the workers in the Shanghai factory
districts. These were plays such as The Way to Live and Bloody Clothes, written by Liu K’uang. The purpose of
the latter was to combat the error of the Li Li-san Line, in which workers were being killed by too many political
strikes. Several times a group was arrested, though the plays were stopped immediately whenever the police
appeared, and the workers kept careful watch for them. Finally, we could not produce any plays except in the
Christian schools in the factory districts.
The League of Left Writers had had a nucleus in 1930, but it was not until the early part of 1931 that it was
organized, by P’an Tzii-nien, Hua Han, Yao P’eng-tzii, Miss Ting Ling, and Mao Tun. Lu Hsün, the greatest of all
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Chinese writers, had now come over to our side and gave us the name for the new group, though he was not very
active until later. The Union published the Great Dipper magazine, edited by Miss Ting Ling.
Next, in the winter of 1931, we organized sister-groups, the Association of Left-Wing Dramatists and the
Association of Left-Wing Artists. Overall these and in the background was the Cultural Committee of the
Communist Party, which selected people to go to many different regions to do cultural work. When it was decided
to strengthen the cultural work in the soviet districts, artists and writers went there to propagandize and organize,
especially just before the Fifth Campaign.
The Artists’ Association included Miss Liang Po-po, Lin Ssu, Hsiung Hsi-ling, and others—together there were
sixty artists, chiefly doing woodcuts. This movement was influenced by the same activity in Japan. Artists who
returned from study in Japan brought back new techniques and ideas. The Left Artists had their home base in
Hsing Hua Art College in Shanghai, in Chung Hua Art College, and in the Eighteen Woodcuts Society. Later some
of them went to the Hangchow Art College and started a branch there, the Eighteen Woodcuts Society being the
nucleus for this branch.
The Association of Left-Wing Dramatists was organized by T’ien Han and myself, as well as Tsen Chün-li—
now a famous movie star, Chou Po-hsüan, Hsiung Hsi-ling, Cheng Po-ch’i, Hung Shen, and Miss Pai Wei. This
association led the movement for dramatic work in all Shanghai, including every school. Nearly all the schools
had new dramatics groups, such as those in Ta Hsia, Futan, Chiaotung, and Chung Kuo universities.
In the factory districts we also organized Lanpu, or Blue Denim, dramatic groups, named for the heavy blue
working clothes of the factories. We had four groups, in several factories, all made up of local factory workers.
First we started evening schools, and then the dramatics groups developed from these. We also had branch
associations in Peking, Canton, and Sian.
The Association of Left-Wing Dramatists was the main impetus in starting the making of motion pictures,
which until then had been only feebly initiated. Many of our members became prominent motion picture actors.
At the end of December 1931, we started the Union of Motion Picture Workers, which led this activity.
The whole cultural movement in Shanghai, however, could not expand. This was partly because of suppression
and partly because of an erroneous “closed door” policy which insisted that all members must be active
revolutionary workers as well as artists. Because of this, many intellectuals did not want to join, though they were
sympathetic.
When the Shanghai War occurred in February 1932 and General Ts’ai Ting-chieh began fighting the Japanese
locally, the whole Association of Left-Wing Dramatists went to the front lines during the fighting to do antiJapanese propaganda work. Some were arrested. The men also helped to destroy the Nanking-Shanghai railway,
while the girls became nurses doing war work at the front. The suppression was soon intensified, however, partly
because Chiang Kai-shek feared we would influence a strong anti-Japanese movement. Our leaders were arrested:
P’an Tzu-nien, T’ien Han, Yao P’eng-tzu, Hua Han, and Tzu Ching-Io, and later Miss Ting Ling and Hung
Taman-ager of the German bookstore which sold leftist books. Earlier, in 1931, after the Li Li-san period, P’eng
K’ang and Li Chi’u-li had been arrested. P’eng K’ang is still in prison, but Li Ch’u-li was released in March 1937.
*
The highest period of the new cultural movement in China was from the Mukden Incident in 1931 to the end of
1932. The lowest period was in 1934 and 1935 during the Fifth Campaign, when a great many Left intellectuals
were sacrificed. Chiang Kai-shek had then two programs, one at the military front and one in the cultural rear: the
“surrounding attack” on the Communist armies and the “cultural surrounding” against intellectuals in his own
areas. In 1931 the Right Kuomintang had started an ineffectual dramatic society, in Shanghai, organized by Yin
Yün-wei, to combat the Left cultural influence, which was completely dominant.
In 1935, when the Communist Party changed its policy to that of the United Front, the National Salvation
Cultural Movement began to develop, and also the student movement. The basic work done in the past in cultural
circles still showed its influence.
*
In 1932 I left Shanghai, where I had been a member of both the left-wing dramatists and artists associations,
and went to the Oyüwan soviet to do cultural work. When I arrived, I was made chief secretary of the political
department of the Fourth Front Army. On the Long March I was chief of propaganda of the Fourth Front Army
and organized dramatics as part of this activity. I am now chief of propaganda for the Central Politburo.
Most of the plays we put on in the Communist-led regions are brought in from the outside, not many being
written here. We have been so busy fighting wars that we have not had much time to write plays. In the Fourth
Front Army each unit had its own troupe, and the work was excellent.
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We do not usually use the old technique of the Chinese theater in the armies but we intend to develop it, since
the people in backward regions like it better. In Szechuan and in south Shensi it was necessary to use the old-style
Szechuan drama. What we do is to use the old technique but change the content, and to use new words with the
old songs and instruments. The people love the old songs, and some of them are very good. We adapt them in
every district, and they make effective propaganda.
However, we never use painted characters or symbolized costumes or any of the old tricks in place of stage
properties, and we never put on the old dramas. The old drama is moribund everywhere except in Peking. In the
former soviet districts, the people preferred the modern drama, but the people here, especially the peasants, still
have a taste for the old.
This is a job for our writers to work on. The people enjoy the old type of play with music, like opera. In
adapting the old plays we do not have a realistic theater, as the West does, but use music, as in Chinese opera: The
old style is more fitting in historical plays, which can be adapted with changed content. We are now writing a
drama of the Taiping Rebellion with this idea.
I consider that no Chinese writer has yet adequately expressed the proletarian class of city workers. In a
semicolonial society like ours, the workers cannot get education enough to write, and the students have to try to
interpret the life of the workers. All our writers are of the lower middle class, except possibly T’ien Chün, yet
their products are sound because they are revolutionary and have allied themselves with the working people.
Some good plays have been composed by the soldiers of the Red Army, but no short stories to speak of.
My old friends and colleagues of the Shanghai days have many of them been executed. Most of those killed
were not well known, however, since the Kuomintang hesitated to execute famous writers and artists for fear of
the repercussions. Some of my close friends who were writers and have been executed were Hu Yeh-p’ing; Hsü.
Po, killed in Nanking in 1931; Sao Wen-ch’iu, executed in Canton in 1928; and Sun Pao-shen, killed in Soochow
in 1932. Ling Po-shui is still in prison. P’an Tzu-nien was not released. Many unknown artists, chiefly young
students, were executed for their political activities. Of the dramatists, Tai Ping-wan, Meng Tsao, Chao Ming-yi,
and Liu K’uang were imprisoned.
Others betrayed. Chou Ch’uan-p’ing and Yao P’eng-tzu betrayed in 1930. Chou, who was head of the Mutual
Aid of the Communist Party, took money entrusted to him and joined the Trotskyists. Hua Han confessed and was
released. Feng Nai-tsao is now an official in Wuhan.
192.204 Excerpt from Annals Of a Provincial Town\fn{by Kao Hun-lan (1910-1953)} Amoy, Fukien Province, by
Ch’ien Chung-shu (1910- )}China (M) 11
Our elders often told us—the interior of Fukien Province for years had been ravaged by soldiers, officials and
kidnappers, and torn by strife. Refugees from all parts of the province constantly poured into Amoy—a small city
on an island off the coast that had been opened up as a “treaty port” less than a hundred years before. Vagabonds,
robbers, prostitutes, sneak-thieves, beggars. … As earlier arrivals died by the roadside, new batches arrived to
take their place.
In 1924, when Ho Chien-ping was ten and living in the interior with his family in Tungan Township, a fierce
struggle broke out between the Ho clan and the Li clan.
The clans had been bloodily feuding for generations. This clash occurred because plague wiped out a number
of people in the Ho clan. The Ho’s maintained that the clan temple which the Li’s had just erected had disturbed
the geomantic “pulse” of the Ho’s ancestral home. The heads of both clans—hereditary landlords and gentry—
played on the superstitions of the country folk to stir up trouble.
The leaders of the Ho clan made a deal with the local officials and established a “Peace Preservation Corps.”
The leaders of the Li clan formed an alliance with a bandit gang and organized a “militia.” But officials or
bandits, they were all cut from the same cloth. Both groups seized conscripts, commandeered food, extorted
money, and worked hand in glove with the landlords. When the big dragons clashed, the little fish were injured in
the battle.
Chien-ping’s father, Ho Ta-tzu, a stone-mason famed for his terrible temper, was assigned to a “dare-to-die”
squad. In a savage engagement, he was fatally stabbed in the chest by Li Mu, and was carried home. As he lay
dying, he ground his teeth and raged,
“I must live! I can’t die yet! I have to get my revenge!”
That night, his younger brother, Ta-lei, hurried through a heavy rainstorm to see him. Ta-lei was twenty, a
powerfully built young peasant with a hooked nose like a hawk.
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“Li Mu! … Li … Mu! …”
Ta-tzu’s breath was nearly gone. His feet were already cold and his eyes stared in a terrifying manner. Tears
ran down Ta-lei’s cheeks. Tohis dying brother, he vowed:
“As sure as the Lord of the Heavens is above, I shall kill Li Mu and avenge Second Brother! May lightning
strike me dead if I don’t!”
Before .the words had left his mouth, an enormous clap of thunder split the sky and shook everyone in the
room.
Having heard his brother’s vow, Ta-tzu closed his eyes. This simple, unfortunate stone-mason, even as he
breathed his last, still didn’t know for whom he had laid down his life.
*
Li Mu, equally simple, when he heard that the stone-mason had died, was scared silly. In the middle of the
night, taking his wife and fourteen-year-old son Li Yueh, he fled to Amoy and moved in with his uncle’s family.
The uncle was an honest old type-setter.
Later, Ta-lei and his nephew Chien-ping pursued their enemy to Amoy. They lived with the family of Ho Tatien, eldest brother of Ta-lei and the boy’s deceased father. Ta-tien was an old lacquer worker. He and his wife had
been married for thirty years, but they had no children. When they saw their ten-year-old orphaned nephew for the
first time, tears came to their eyes. Chien- ping became as precious to the old couple as the flesh of their own
hearts.
Ta-lei made contact with a neighbourhood bravo and waited for an opportunity to strike. The clap of thunder
that boomed out the night he vowed vengeance still reverberated in his ears; sometimes it shook him leaping from
his dreams. Honest Old Tien frequently remonstrated with him..
“Why must you? All this killing—when will it end?”
“Be good to all and have malice to none.”
Ta-lei paid no attention. One day he took Chien-ping. out for a walk. They came to a small street. Pointing. at a
one-storey house in a lane, Ta-lei said,
“The man who murdered your father lives in that house. I’ve been waiting here for him every night for the past
nine days. But he doesn’t dare to come out.”
Suddenly, Ta-lei pointed at a boy in the lane.
“Look, there’s Li Yueh! Go over and hit him!” Ta-lei broke off a branch from a tree and handed it to Chienping.
“Go ahead, don’t be afraid. I’m here!”
Chien-ping remembered how his father had been killed. He took the branch from his uncle, rushed at Li Yueh
and struck him a blow on the forehead. Blood spurted from a gash in Li Yueh’s temple. Chien-ping stood aghast.
He had just missed the other boy’s eye. Li Yueh didn’t cry. He doubled up his fists and was about to charge when
he noticed the black mourning band on Chien-ping’s sleeve. Recalling that it was his fatber’s knife which had
made an orphan out of Chien-ping, Li Yueh hesitated. He looked coldly at Chien-ping a moment, then turned and
ran away.
Ta-lei was delighted. He walked over and patted his nephew on the shoulder.
“You’ve got guts! See, he’s. afraid of you.”
After that day, Chien-ping didn’t meet Li Yueh again for a long time.
*
When Li Mu learned that Ta-lei had trailed him to Amoy, he fearf:ully hid in his house all day. A shadow
seemed always to be lurking behind him. Sometimes it was Ta-lei; sometimes it was his victim, Ta-tzu.
Not long after, Li Mu disappeared. People said he had crossed the sea. This was followed by another rumour
that he had perished on an uncultivated island off Sumatra, in Indonesia.
But Li Mu had not died. One day a commission agent had arrived in Amoy harbour on an American steamship.
He visited Li Mu’s uncle. On hearing about Li Mu’s situation, he expressed the deepest sympathy. The evening
the ship was to sail, he generously bought a ticket for Li Mu, saying he could find a job for him in Hong Kong.
Here was an opportunity to get out of Ta-lei’s clutches; Li Mu was grateful beyond words. When the ship
reached Hong Kong, his benefactor told him that someone else had already taken the job. He advised Li Mu to
stay on the ship and go to Medan, in Sumatra, to “dig gold.” On board were more than two hundred other
passengers from Canton and Swatow, who said they were also going to “dig gold.” When they reached Medan, Li
Mu discovered that he and the other “prospectors” had all been indentured by his “benefactor” as plantation
labourers.
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They were herded by armed overseers to a tangled jungle. From then on, Li Mu was like an exiled criminal. He
was completely cut off from the outside world, and Heaven ignored his cries. Day after day he slaved under the
lash, clearing the jungle, planting tobacco. The land belonged to a joint Holland-American business concern. It
was worked by seven hundred indentured labourers who had been tricked into coming by the company’s agent.
The tobacco was converted into piles of American dollars and Dutch guilders which the bosses, “gentlemen of
culture,” spent in riotous living in New York and The Hague, while the poor cheated slaves eked out a miserable
two guilders a month in the murky overgrown wilderness.
Li Mu spent all of his coolie wages on drink. He ran away twice the first year. But each time he was brought
back and terribly beaten. He was forced to continue the ceaseless, gruelling labour. . . .
Eight years of this work changed the stalwart Li Mu into a thin stick of a man, hunch-shouldered, weak in the
legs, half deaf, his right arm paralyzed so that he couldn’t even lift a hoe. Finally, they kicked him out. Or perhaps
we should say, they were kind enough to leave him his life. A local Chinese, also named Li, paid his passage back
to Amoy.
*
Li Mu had never dreamed he would be able to get home again. His son was already a grown man. Li Yueh had
married and was working as a first-class compositor. Li Mu alternately wept and laughed to see him; he wasn’t
sure how he felt.
The next day Li Yueh brought a young man to meet his father. He shouted in Li Mu’s ear,
“Pa, do you remember him?” Li Mu looked the young fellow over, and shook his head. Li Yueh smiled.
“He’s Chien-ping, Pa. Don’t you remember?”
“Chi~n-ping?” Li Mu again shook his head and sighed. “My memory’s so poor now.”
“Pa, he’s Ho Ta-tzu’s son, Chien-ping.”
Li Mu trembled all over. Throwing himself on the ground he pleaded,
“Spare me! Spare me! I—I—”
Startled, the young men hastily raised him to his feet.
“The thing is past, Uncle Li,” said Chien-ping, his voice loud with emotion. “You see, aren’t Li Yueh and I
good friends?” Li Yueh gently helped his father to his room. When he returned he said to Chien-ping,
“The old man has lost his nerve. It’s the life he’s led. The first half of his life he was pushed around by
landlords and officials; the second half he was pushed around by foreign capitalists. I don’t think he’ll last much
longer. …”
*
Indeed there were not many days left for Li Mu. Shortly after the Rice Dumpling Day of the New Year, leaning
on a stick, he was tottering along the street to enjoy a little wihter sunshine. Suddenly, someone blocked his path.
Li Mu looked up. Before him was a man in an expensive serge suit; he had a hooked nose; two gold teeth flashed
in his mouth.
“Ha, so I’ve found you at last!” the man said with an evil laugh. “Do you know who I am?”
As soon as he heard the man’s voice, Li Mu began to shake. His stick dropped from his nerveless hands. In his
hysteria, he seemed to hear the cry,
“The Heavens will avenge!”
Then he was punched hard in the chest; blood flowed from his mouth and he fell senseless to the ground. After
he was brought home, Li Mu revived, but he was unable to rise from his bed. He kept muttering to himself,
“The Heavens will avenge! The Heavens will avenge!”
A broken ship cannot withstand heavy seas. The shock Li Mu had received was much more devastating than
the blow in the chest. In less than three days, he breathed his last. Just before he died, he said to Li Yueh:
“We ought to thank our ancestors. At least these old bones won’t be buried in foreign soil.”
The day of the funeral, Chien-ping was one of the leaders of the procession. Ta-lei rushed to see Old Tien,
fuming with indignation.
“That worthless whelp! It’s an insult to our ancestors! I avenge his father, and he goes to the enemy’s funeral!
Where are his principles?”
2
How had. these two young men of feuding families become friends? Let’s go back a bit to the time when
Chien-ping and his uncle first arrived in Amoy.
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Chien-ping the boy had been disappointed on learning that Li Mu had disappeared, for that meant he would be
unable to take his vengeance. But to Ta-lei the news was very welcome. He was secretly pleased to be relieved of
his vow; at night the sound of thunder would no longer disturb his dreams.
Chien-ping was then in the sixth grade, primary school. Old Tien’s lacquering work was not regular. He was
unemployed six or seven months out of the year. Their financial situation grew steadily worse; Chien-ping could
afford only wooden clogs for shoes. When the rich students teased him, he gave up the clogs and strode about
proud and free in his bare feet. Nor did he care that they laughed at his patched clothes. He was not ashamed of
his poverty.
In his second year of middle school, Chien-ping was unable to raise the tuition and had to quit. At home, he
hungrily pored over the proletarian literature then circulating widely. His mind was filled with pictures of
revolutionary heroes.
Soon there was not even food in the house. Chien-ping got a job in a wine-making establishment as an
apprentice. But after a few days, the master punched him, and he angrily returned the compliment. He was
promptly fired.
Not long after, Chien-ping found employment as a sales clerk in a drug store. The boss was always creating
remarkable new medical formulas; his advertisements appeared in all the local newspapers. Only recently he had
concocted a worthless potion, which he gave a fancy name and grandly introduced in the pages of the press as a
wonderful monkey gland remedy discovered by a German professor—it could make the weak strong and bring
the dead back to life. Chien-ping was ashamed to take the customers’ money.
Strangely enough, his fraud of a boss was very much respected. Everyone praised him for his philanthropy.
Besides growing sleek and fat on the gains he milched from the public, on the first and fifteenth of each month he
performed “an act of kindness.” This consisted of buying a few turtles, taking them to a Buddhist temple and
setting them free in a pond especially reserved for the purpose.
But he never forgot to haggle with the turtle-seller.
“I’m buying these to set them free. You ought to give them to me cheap,” he would urge. “Do a good deed and
you’ll share in my Heavenly Merit for releasing them.”
Before the end of the month, Chien-ping rolled up his bedding and left. Out of school and out of work; Chienping was very depressed.
*
His uncle, Ta-lei, had long since given up the idea of going back to farm in the country. Ta-lei knew something
of rough-and-tumble fighting; he joined a gang of neighborhood bullies who earned their living by extorting
“protection” money from homeowners and shopkeepers. Ta-lei changed his peasant garb for silk and beige city
clothes. He gambled, smoked opium, swaggered along the streets with his rascally cronies. One evening after
supper, Ta-lei was expanding to Old Tien on his financial philosophy.
“Money-makers don’t work hard. Hard workers don’t make money.” He offered several examples—men who
were selling arms for the Japanese gun-runners, kidnappers, counterfeiters. All were earning big money. Ta-lei
boasted that he had recently become acquainted with some local Japanese. Through them he intended to bribe a
foreign official in the Amoy Custom Office and smuggle in a shipment of opium.
“No, no, you mustn’t!” cried Old Tien, pale with fright. “If you earn money that way you’ll disgrace us. People
will curse our family!”
“You’ve got to play it a little rough, or you never get anywhere, brother. When a chance comes, you have to
grab it. Do you want us to be poor all our lives?”
Chien-ping despised Ta-lei as it was. Now, hearing him rant, Chien-ping couldn’t restrain himself.
“You never have a decent idea in your head,” he said contemptuously. “Those are all scoundrels’ and traitors’
games. You’ve got your nose in the mess but you don’t even know it stinks!”
Ta-lei retorted with an oath. Chien-ping wouldn’t yield. They quarrelled hotly. An ugly look came over Ta-lei’s
face. He whipped out a knife. Chien-ping’s expression hardened. He rushed into the kitchen and brought back a
cleaver.
“Come on!” he said, taking a stance.
Although Ta-lei was a vicious snake on the streets, the murderous light in Chien-ping’s eyes frightened him.
He knew his nephew’s temperament. If Chien-ping fought, he’d fight to a finish.
Old Tien, trembling, intervened, pleading with them both. But it was the old lady, sometimes known as “the
tiger woman,” who put a stop to it. Hearing the angry voices, she came rushing out into the courtyard.
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“Get inside, you!” she roared at Chien-ping. “So you’re learning from him! Taking up a knife! Hmph! …
Inside!” She turned and shook her finger at Ta-lei.
“A fine uncle you are! A member of the older generation!”
“He cursed me first.” Ta-lei assumed an air of injured virtue.
“You deserved it!” The old woman clamped her hands on her hips. “Who told you to be such a scamp! A fine
uncle! Out of my sight!”
Old Tien was worried at this turn of events. Scolding and coaxing, he led Ta-lei from the compound.
*
Smuggling arms and opium in cahoots with his Japanese friends, Ta-lei did indeed soon earn a little cash. He
bought a house, “rented” a prostitute for his exclusive use, and moved with her into his new residence.
That spring Chien-ping started teaching in a primary school for fishermen’s children. The kids were so poor
they couldn’t afford shoes. Chien-ping was crazy about them. Although he earned only eight dollars a month and
received only three months’ salary per term, he developed a real interest in the job.
Chien-ping was then just sixteen. He was tall, with broad shoulders. His eyes turned up at the corners and. his
face was healthily tanned. You could see at a glance that. he was brimming with vitality.
The day of the sixteenth anniversary of “May Ninth,” Chien-ping and his students took part in a big protest
parade. Passing a foreign-style house, the marchers waved their paper flags and shouted slogans. Chien-ping
looked at the bronze placard affixed to the compound gate. It bore the inscription:
Citizen of the Great Japan—Ho Ta-lei.
Chien-ping blushed.
“Down with the traitorous running dogs!” yelled the demonstrators. Chien-ping furiously joined in the cry. He
shouted till his throat was hoarse.
After the parade, Chien-ping reported to Old Tien what had happened.
“You can tell him for me,” he angrily concluded, “either he takes down that dog’s placard and gives up his
Japanese citizenship, or I’m through with him for good!”
“Don’t say that, Chien-ping. After all, he’s your uncle.”
“He’s no uncle of mine. He's a traitor. Our family doesn’t want his kind!”
Old Tien had no choice but to go to Ta-lei and plead with him to renounce his Japanese citizenship. Ta-lei’s
reply was frank.
“I can’t do that, brother. Without that placard, my business would be ruined!”
“You can quit the business. Our family has its face—”
“You mean I haven’t any? Let me show you something.” Ta-lei proudly pointed to the pictures hanging on his
walls.
“Know who that is? The chief of police! And that’s the chairman of the board of directors of the Tungshan
Department Store. And there’s a man who calls me ‘brother’—the head of the Detective Bureau. They all treat me
like an equal. Who says I have no face?”
Old Tien couldn’t out-talk him. Sadly, he returned home.
*
That evening, Chien-ping went to see a play at his old middle school. The hall was packed. People were even
sitting in the aisles. The name of the play was “Firm unto Death.” It was being performed by the Amoy Theatrical
Society. A man named Chao Hsiung played the male lead. The female lead was acted by another man, called Wu
Chien. The drama is a story of a pair of young lovers. Because their feudal families won’t permit them to make
their own choice in marriage, they run away from home and join the revolution. The man kills a traitor and is
executed. The girl also dies in the end.
Still burning with the emotions of the parade they had participated in during the day, the audience responded
with thunderous applause to the hero’s defiant words; when the character of a Japanese army officer appeared on
the stage, they hissed him vigorously.
Someone must have been careless in issuing the tickets, for among the audience were several reporters from
the Japanese-language newspaper, several Japanese residents, and a number of Chinese rascals. Chien-ping saw
Ta-lei sitting among them. During the third act, the rowdies suddenly began whistling, howling cat-calls, talking
loudly and laughing boisterously whenever the rest of the audience applauded.
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Chien-ping’s ire grew. When the act was over, he left his seat like an arrow from a bow and dashed over to
where the rascals were sitting.
“Hey, you fellows are disturbing everyone. You’ll have to keep order!”
One of the gang was a neighbor of Chien-ping’s, a tough named Crocodile. He leered at Chien-ping evilly.
“What are you crying about, stupid? Nobody’s dead—yet!”
Flame burst in Chien-ping’s breast. He clenched his fists. Several rows of gangsters rose to their feet.
Just then someone put a restraining hand on Chien-ping’s arm. Turning; he was startled to see a huge hulk of a
man, a head taller than himself and built like an iron pagoda. The man had whiskers all over his face, a prominent
nose and forehead, and thick bushy eyebrows over bold round eyes. Now he stepped forward and pushed his
millstone of a waist against Crocodile’s flat nose.
“Watch the play and behave yourself, little ape,” he said coldly. “Don’t be putting sand in other people’s rice
bowls.”
Crocodile’s evil expression promptly vanished. Forcing a laugh, he stood up respectfully.
“Brother Seventh, so you’re here too. Please join us—”
“Sit down!” The big man stared at him icily, and with one hand shoved him back into his seat. “I’m telling you
—this is a school. Don’t forget where you are!”
Crocodile sat woodenly, not daring to move, as if in the clutches of a bear. The other rascals sat down quickly;
they didn’t utter a sound. People in the audience all around looked very happy. Chien-ping gazed at the big man
with admiration. When he returned to his seat, a former schoolmate who was sitting beside him whispered,
“You know who that fellow is? He’s Wu the Seventh.”
*
Wu the Seventh! Chien-ping almost shouted it aloud.
He had first heard of Wu some time before. Wu had been a polesman on a boat, then a bone-setter and curer of
wounds, and finally a teacher of boxing and traditional weapons. He had many devoted students in and around
Amoy. The three big clans backed him, the local rowdies feared him, the criminal scum hated him—but they all
smiled at him with an ingratiatingly smiling face.
Every bully has his master, thought Chien-ping. He stole another glance at Wu the Seventh.
After the performance, Chien-ping walked over and shook hands with him. Wu the Seventh was unaccustomed
to this foreign style of courtesy. He smiled shyly and lowered his head. His smile was very attractive—spotlessly
white teeth flashing through his dark heavy beard.
“Do you know Wu Chien?” the big man asked Chien-ping.
“No. But I’ve heard of him.”
Wu Chien was editor of the magazine section of the Luchiang Daily. Chien-ping had contributed a few articles
to the paper.
“Would you like to meet him? I’ll introduce you. He’s a relative of mine.”
Chien-ping went backstage with Wu the Seventh to Wu Chien’s dressing room. Wu Chien was removing his
makeup. He had changed to a faded tunic buttoned high at the neck. About twenty-three or four, he was slim and
well-proportioned, with a face of almost feminine delicacy beneath which lay the firm reserve of the scholar.
Shaking hands with him, Chien-ping felt fingers small and tender as spring bamboo. Wu Chien smiled when he
heard Chien-ping’s name.
“I’ve read several of your articles. I didn’t realize you were so young.” He asked Chien-ping what he thought
of the performance. Chien-ping promptly gave his honest opinion, concluding with,
“In spite of its faults, today a play like that makes a definite contribution.”
“I don’t like it very much,” said Wu Chien modestly, “espacially the girl I play. Killing herself for love is
pointless and vulgar. Since she has the courage to run away from her feudal home, why must she meet one of
those ‘rather death than dishonor’ ends? Isn’t that a contradiction?” In the opposite corner of the dressing room, a
man said something in a loud voice.
“That’s Chao Hsiung,” Wu Chien said softly. “He’s not only the male lead—he wrote the play, too.”
“His acting was awful,” Chien-ping burst out. “Posturing and posing every minute—it made me squirm.”
Wu Chien smiled faintly.
Chao Hsiung dried his face and began putting on his tie. Viewing him from the side, Chien-ping could see that
he was big and handsome. He was talking with one of the amateur scene-shifters.
“How did you like my death scene?” Chao Hsiung was asking. “Not bad, eh? Many people cried.”
“I didn’t,” said the scene-shifter.
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“You? What do you know?” cried Chao Hsiung scornfully. “You’re a cold-blooded animal!”
Chien-ping wanted to leave. To his surprise, Wu Chien had already gone to Chao Hsiung and was bringing him
over. Wu Chien introduced them.
Chao Hsiung shook hands and made some polite small talk. With the modesty he always assumed on first
acquaintance, he asked Chien-ping to criticize his performance. Thinking he was in earnest,. Chien-ping frankly
pointed out a number of faults.
“Too much talk and not enough action,” said Chien-ping. “And you speechify too much. For example, that
scene in the park. Your every tone and gesture are as if you’re addressing a mass meeting. It’s not true to life.”
Chao Hsiung’s expression changed. While Chien-ping was speaking, Chao Hsiung examined him—from his
wrinkled jacket to his broken shoes. A look of contempt came to Chao Hsiung’s face. Chien-ping finally noticed
it. He stopped talking and proudly raised his head. Then he turned away.
Wu Chien was embarrassed. But before he could do anything to ameliorate the awkwardness that had set in,
Chien-ping said to him and Wu the Seventh with a smile:
“I must be going. Goodbye.”
Chien-ping walked off without so much as a glance at Chao Hsiung. Wu Chien saw him to the door. They
arranged to meet again in two days.
*
Two days later, Wu Chien came to see Chien-ping at the primary school for fishermen’s children. He said the
night of the performance, he and Chao Hsiung had been set upon by thugs on their way home. Luckily, Wu the
Seventh had caught up with them and their assailants ran away.
There was a rumour that “Firm unto Death” was considered an insult to Japan; hoodlums were planning to
break it up. People had advised the actors to be careful. Chao Hsiung had become frightened. He took the boat for
Shanghai this morning.
Wu Chien asked whether Chien-ping would like to join their “Weed Out the Traitors Corps”—a semi-public
organization working to stop the sale of Japanese merchandise. Chien-ping accepted the invitation gladly.
From then on, the two met every day. When the activities of their “Weed Out the Traitors Corps” kept them
working late, Chien-ping often slept over at Wu Chien’s house.
3
After the sixteenth anniversary of “May Ninth,” the movement to end traffic in Japanese goods gradually
spread. Traitorous merchants were warned by the “Weed Out the Traitors Corps.” Some, afraid of popular
resentment; desisted. Others, confident that they had strong backing, continued business as usual.
Then, for several days running, one big traitor merchant after another was caught out on the streets at night and
had his ears sliced off. The people secretly applauded. Trade in Japanese merchandise immediately came to a
standstill.
Next, nearly every Chinese who had taken out Japanese citizenship awoke one morning to find the doorplate
proclaiming his nationality smeared with tar. Ta-lei was no exception. Again the people secretly cheered.
The anti-traitor corps had public support. Any Japanese goods found on the small local steamers were
promptly burned. Chien-ping was the leader of the search team. Returning home one day from the docks, he was
greeted by his uncle, Old Tien.
“Your uncle Ta-lei was around,” said the old man. “He says he’s got some merchandise on a ship here, but
can’t find anyone to unload it. He’s afraid it will be burned.”
“Of course it will!” retorted Chien-ping promptly.
“He says his whole capital is tied up in this shipment,” Old Tien continued lamely. “If it’s burned, he’ll be
bankrupt.”
“Bankrupt? Fine! That’s just what people like him deserve!”
“I cursed him too. But he swore by all that’s holy he’ll never do it again. He says if he goes bankrupt, he’ll
throw himself out of the window.”
“Rubbish! Don’t you believe him. If he really killed himself, it wouldn’t be so bad at that. It would show
everyone how traitor merchants wind up!”
As he talked, Chien-ping walked into the adjoining room. A huge pile of Japanese merchandise on the table
struck his eye—cloth; rayon, shirts, canned goods.
“Where did this come from?” asked Chien-ping, startled.

686

“Your uncle sent it. He—”
“You accepted it?”
“He … he …” the old man mumbled. “He hopes you’ll speak to the ‘Weed Out the Traitors Corps.’ Let him
unload his goods. This is absolutely the last time.”
Furious, Chien-ping shoved the pile with both hands. The merchandise tumbled to the floor.
After a moment of stupefaction, the old man glared angrily at his nephew, then stomped from the room.
Chien-ping was sorry he had lost his temper with Old Tien. He heard hia aunt hurrying out of the kitchen. She
carried a stick in her hand. Panting, she berated him.
“You’re grown up now so you think you can be disrespectful! You! … You! …”
She hit Chien-ping with the stick. He stood quietly and let her beat him. After a few blows, her heart went soft.
She threw the stick aside and ran out. He could hear her scolding in the next room.
“ld muddlehead! I told you not to take those things from that stinking dog! Now how do you feel? Proper?
Righteous?”
*
Chien-ping's finger had been gashed by the stick, but he felt no pain. After a while he went to his uncle and
apologized. He gently urged the old man to return the things to Ta-lei. Although Old Tien grumbled a bit, in the
end he consented.
That night, as Chien-ping was dozing off, he was aware of someone by his bedside bandaging his finger. He
didn’t open his. eyes, but he knew it was his aunt.
*
On the recommendation of the “Weed Out the Traitors Corps,” the stevedores and boatmen organized
themselves and refused to move Japanese goods for the traitor merchants. The goods lay in the holds of anchored
ships; Ta-lei and his ilk were unable to hire lighters or stevedores anywhere. Desperate, they engaged a gang of
local toughs, all armed with knives, and went down to the docks to force the stevedores and boatmen to work for
them.
A fight broke out. Our side were few in number and had no weapons. They were getting the worst of it, when
somebody yelled:
“Here comes Wu the Seventh!”
The hoodlums were panicked at the big man’s ap- pearance. Wu at once spotted their leader and with one kick
sent him rolling to the ground. Our side counterattacked with renewed vigour. The rascals broke and ran.
This was only the beginning. Both sides mustered forces and prepared for war.
On our side were the stevedores, the boatmen, the three big clans; and friends and relatives from the men’s
native villages. They chose Wu the Seventh as their leader. He was joined by his old boxing and traditional
weapons pupils.
“We’ll do whatever you say, Brother Seventh,” everyone assured. him. “Just give the word!”
The fighting started. At first there were only small clashes. But the encounters grew fiercer and larger. Soon
there were pitched battles in the streets.
Wu Chien was invited to direct the military strategy. He secretly organized a General Headquarters. Chienping asked for an extended leave from his primary school. He moved into General Headquarters to help Wu
Chien.
Headquarters of the other side was in the spacious residence of Shen Hung-kuo, head of the Amoy gangsters.
Ta-lei and Crocodile were begged to join, as jewels of great worth. Shen sent a confidential report on
developments to the Japanese legation every day. .
The Amoy officials had to preserve an appearance of courtesy to Wu the Seventh and his men, although in
their bones they hated them. On the one hand they hoped to use the gangsters to oppress the dock workers. On the
other hand they thought they could use this spontaneous workers’ uprising as diplomatic capital for bargaining
with the Japanese legation. The officials were quite content to let the two sides fight it out, while watching safely
from the sidelines.
*
The streets became battlefields. Rifle fire, exploding land-mines, sounded day and night. People barred their
doors and windows. Rascals took advantage of the disorder to rob and loot. Policemen idled in corners, feigning
deafness.
Wu Chien quietly organized a dozen friends with telephones in their homes. They became a communications
network.
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Gradually, the hoodlums found they were fighting under very disadvantageous conditions. Wherever they
went, they were discovered. People’s eyes peered at them through windows, through cracks in doors. Every move
they made was immediately reported via the telephone network to General Headquarters.
“Blind groping” couldn’t stand up against “clear-eyed blows.” In little over a month, the rascals were reduced
to hanging around Shen Hung-kuo’s residence; they were afraid to go forth. Out at his summer home, Shen
consulted daily with the chief of police.
*
Who would have thought that at this crucial point splits would occur in Wu the Seventh’s ranks. It started with
dissension among the three big clans. Then one of Wu’s pupils was bought over and became a traitor. Next, a few
of the leaders of the dock workers were invited to a private chat with the Chief of Police. When they returned they
began spreading rumours—the Japanese navy was going to blockade the port; the provincial government was
going to send troops to “kill with no questions asked”.
Not only did the rumours increase, but men believed them. A few fled to the interior; others went into hiding;
some of the drifters in the ranks took this opportunity to stir up trouble.
Wu the Seventh was drinking a lot; he pounded the table and cursed freely. No one dared say anything to his
face, but behind his back many were dissatisfied.
Wu the Seventh wanted to catch a traitor and kill him, '”as an example.” Wu Chien and Chien-ping were
opposed. They said it would only increase the confusion and make things worse. Wu Chien tried talking privately
with the men, one by one. The drifters pretended to agree with him; in fact they stirred up more trouble than ever.
Things plainly were going from bad to worse. Chien-ping was nearly beside himself with annoyance. One day
at dusk, seated beneath the lamplight in General Headquarters, he said fretfully to Wu Chien:
“Just when the enemy’s ready to collapse, we turn into an unorganized mob! How are we ever going to get
anywhere this way?”
“It’s true—we have too many different types among us; it’s hard to work together,” Wu Chien agreed. “But
you must admit it’s our first attempt at this sort of thing; you and I have been naïve and amateurish. We blame Wu
the Seventh for being tyrannical, but we ourselves haven’t anything positive to offer. I keep feeling that we’re
lacking a focal point.”
Outside, suddenly there were cheers. Men came pouring into the room, yelling,
“We’ve won! We’ve won!”
It seemed that the other side had voluntarily released twelve prisoners. Flushed with their so-called “victory,”
the men proposed releasing the prisoners they had captured and sending them back to Shen Hung-kuo.
After the enemy prisoners were set free, no one came to General Headquarters any more. The struggle was
dead; street fighting seemed to stop of its own accord.
*
On September 18, 1931, Japan invaded China’s Northeast Provinces and the whole country was thrown into a
turmoil. A hundred thousand people staged a protest demonstration in Shanghai. Eight handred thousand workers
formed a Federation to Resist Japan and Save the Country.
But wherever students and the people demonstrated, Kuomintang soldiers and police blew the call to charge.
Students’ blood was shed in Nanking, in Canton, in Taiyuan. Group after group of students going with petitions to
the Kuomintang capital in Nanking were forcibly driven back. . . .
On September 23; the Chinese Communist Party issued a proclamation, calling for armed resistance
throughout the land against the enemy invasion. But two days later, at a meeting of the Nanking Branch of the
Kuomintang Party, Chiang Kai-shek in a speech spinelessly proclaimed:
“These are times requiring unity from top to bottom. We must endure our adversity quietly, and wait for the
judgement of international justice.”
Wu Chien wrote an editorial in the Luchiang Daily, urging national resistance to Japanese encroachment and
criticizing the shameless conciliatory policy of the Kuomintang.
*
Four months later, on January 28, 1932, the Japanese attacked Shanghai, and the people of the little city of
Amoy were aroused to fury. The day the news came that the Chinese Nationalist troops had been withdrawn from
Shanghai, Amoy citizens stormed into a pro-Chiang Kai-shek newspaper office. They wrecked the composing
room and beat up the chief editor.
The same day Wu Chien carried an article in the Luchiang Daily entitled The True Face of Chiang Kai-shek.
The edition sold out as soon as it was published.
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*
In March of that year, Wu Chien joined the Communist Party. In August, Chien-ping became a member of the
Communist Youth League.
“Now, at last, we know where we’re heading,” Wu Chien said to Chien-ping the day he joined the League.
“I’m going to follow this road as long as I live!”
“I’ve got to really dig into political theory,” Chien-ping cried. “I don’t even know what materialistic dialectics
is. I’m such a dunce!”
“I have a copy of Dialectical Materialism at home, and The State and Revolution. You can borrow them if you
like.”
To Chien-ping it was like entering upon a newly discovered continent. Every night he read for hours.
Whenever he ran across something he didn’t understand, he would go and knock at Wu Chien’s door. Once, well
past midnight, he pulled Wu Chien from his bed.
“Lazy! How can you go to bed so early?”
According to Chien-ping, twelve o’clock was still too early for sleep.
“Come on, come on, answer my question: Is truth relative or absolute? What do you say? I can’t figure this
thing out!” He pointed to a passage he had underlined in red pencil in Dialectical Materialism.
Rubbing his eyes, Wu Chien looked at Chien-ping’s animated face and laughed. He loved Chien-ping like a
spoiled kid brother. He wasn’t a bit angry at this friend who had roused him from his sleep in the middle of the
night.
Wu Chien replied with anotheor quotation. He explained what was meant by “The sum of innumerable relative
truths constitute absolute truth.”
Chien-ping still didn’t get it. He began by asking more questions, and ended with heated refutation. The two
argued, wandering far from the original point. Before they knew it, cocks were crowing.
“To sleep, to sleep. It’s almost dawn,” said Wu Chien. He hustled Chien-ping off to bed, then he himself
crawled into his covers. The lights were out, but Chien-ping continued muttering in the darkness:
“There’s a flaw in what you say, I’m positive! There must be! I’ll look it up tomorrow. I know I can disprove
you. You’re much too sure of yourself.” Wu Chien pretended to sleep. He smiled inwardly.
“Are you asleep yet?” Chien-ping asked in a low voice.
“Let’s talk a little longer, what do you say? It will be dawn in a minute, anyhow. What do you want to sleep
for? It seems to me you’ve been influenced by Hegel. I don’t want to pin any labels on you, but you have an
idealist tendency. Right? I’m pretty sure of it!”
Wu Chien didn’t hear the rest of this speech, for Chien-ping was already snoring. As Wu Chien began to doze
off, Chien-ping mumbled in his dreams:
“No, no … that isn’t what Marx said at all! … You’re absolutely wrong! …”
*
Wu Chien rose at daybreak. Chien-ping was still asleep. Wu Chien tiptoed out to wash his face.
“Hey!” Chien-ping threw back the covers and jumped out of bed. “That’s very wrong of you; Wu Chien!”
“What is?” asked Wu Chien, startled.
“I have a class at nine o’clock,” said Chien-ping, hastily putting on his clothes. “You got up first—why didn’t
you call me? How could you let me sleep?” Wu Chien smiled.
“Hurry arid wash. I’ll wait for you. We’ll have breakfast together.” While they were eating Wu Chien asked
Chien-ping,
“Are you coming this afternoon?”
“No,” replied Chien-ping. “This afternoon I’m going to do some research, so that I can open fire at you again
tonight.”
“Forget it. We ought to cease fire for a while. Last night we only had two hours’ sleep.”
“Nothing doing! See you tonight at midnight!” said Chien-ping mischievously. Wu Chien laughed.
“Stop your nonsense. Come this afternoon at five.” His face became serious. “There’s a comrade coming I
want you to meet. He’s a compositor. A very able comrade.”
Chien-ping nodded. He clapped his battered felt hat on his head and rushed off. At five p.m., Chien-ping
returned. As he entered the door, he saw Wu Chien sitting and talking with a young man wearing a gray tunic.
“Come in, Chien-ping. Let me introduce you.” Wu Chien rose and pointed at the young man.
“This is Comrade Li Yueh.”
*
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Chien-ping froze. Seeing the colour drain from Li Yueh’s face, Chien- ping also paled. It was Li Yueh all right!
His forehead still bore the scar Chien-ping had given him seven years before! Chien-ping turned and sped from
the room.
“Chien-ping!” he thought he heard Wu Chien call after him.
But Chien-ping didn’t pause. He hurried away, as if afraid of being pursued. His mind in a turmoil, he drifted
aimlessly along the bustling streets. Soon, he had left the busy part of town and was walking through an outlying
hilly section near the sea.
He climbed a bluff overlooking the ocean, and there he halted. The sky was high; the sea was huge. Houses in
the distant city looked like little match-boxes. Nearer at hand, from spiny cliffs silvery waterfalls, gurgling
merrily, tumbled down upon large boulders at their base.
“Sure, it’s easy enough to talk about being reasonable.” Chien-ping chose a large rock and sat down.
“But … but … suppose there was a comrade, the son of the enemy who killed your father, what should you do
—shake his hand? No, I just can’t do it!”
A breeze carried the pungent aroma of drying jellyfish. The sun was setting into the sea. Flaming clouds joined
at the horizon with a swath of fiery waves. Black rocks jutting out of the water seemed to be floating. Hundreds of
white gulls wheeled on outstretched wings against a backdrop of sea and sky that were red as blood.
How vast the world is, Chien-ping thought. The magnificent beauty of the sea enchanted him. Thousands of
waves dashed against the foot of the cliffs; like soldiers attacking a city wall. They pounded against the rocks, fell
back and rose again, never daunted.
From afar came the sound of shouting. Chien-ping stood up to look. A fishing boat had come home, and a
crowd of fisherfolk were running to help unload. In an instant everyone was busy carrying nets and tackle and
baskets of fish. It was like a woodcut of harmonious co-operation. . . .
Chien-ping watched in a reverie. The sky slowly darkened. The outlines of the city dimmed. Here, there,
pinpoints of light began to glow. As he descended the slope, Chien-ping felt considerably eased. He returned to
the noisy city.
*
At an intersection, he met Wu Chien, who was on his way to the office of the Luchiang Daily. Wu Chien fell
into step beside him.
“I know,” Wu Chien said. “Li Yueh just told me.”
Chien-ping remained silent.
“Why did you rush off without a word? Is there anything you can’t talk over with him face to face?”
“I don’t feel like talking.”
“You don’t?” Wu Chien smiled. “It would upset you emotionally, is that it?”
“I can’t say it wouldn’t.”
“Fine! You’re great on theory and discussing other people’s problems. But when it comes to yourself you run
into a blind alley. Right?”
“It’s nothing serious. I was just a little uncomfortable, that’s all,” Chien-ping muttered. He was feeling rather
abused.
“And what is the cause of emotional upsets? If you thought it all out, would you still be uncomfortable? Li
Yueh just told me—he wants very much to talk with you.”
“Talk with me? Uh … I once hit him. Did he mention that?”
“Yes. He thinks it’s funny, now. He seems a very easy-going sort. Not the kind to harbour a grudge.” They had
reached the door of the Luchiang Daily. Wu Chien halted.
“I have to send some items to press. Come and see me tomorrow afternoon, will you? We can talk some more.”
“All right. See you tomorrow.” As Chien-ping walked home, the words kept running through his head: “He
seems a very easy-going sort.Not the kind to harbour a grudge.”
*
The next day, when Chien-ping arrived at Wu Chien’s, he took a letter from his pocket and said,
“I’ve written this to Li Yueh. Please give it to him. It isn’t sealed. You can read it.” Wu Chien took the letter
from the envelope. It said:
Last night, when I saw you, I ran away. If this were six months ago, I admit I wouldn’t be able to cast aside the
hatred I’ve cherished for so many years. But today, having learned proletarian truth, it’s easy for me to understand—
any hatred or love other than class hatred or love is stupid and pointless.
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The man never lived who hasn’t loved and hated. I have changed from hating you to not hating you, from not hating
you to offering you my hand in friendship. In the process, there has been much confusion and conflict in my mind.
That I should be your friend is clear and simple. But for me to see the reason for this has not been simple at all.
And precisely because this thing is difficult to reason out, there was endless armed strife in our native village for
many years, and peasants were fooled into shedding each other’s blood. They killed each other instead of those who
were sitting on their necks.
Who borrowed an honest hand to take an honest life? Who made my father die in vain and forced your father to
suffer exile in a foreign land? I recognize the true criminal at last.
Our fathers’ generation is gone. Now is the time for their sons to come forward. Let us fight shoulder to shoulder,
and put the old world in its coffin.
I hope I will be able to talk with you.
Chien-ping
1911

195.110 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Lily Wu (1911- )} Honan Province, China (F) 4
I was born in 1911, the first year of the Republic, in Honan Province, but when I was two years old my father
moved to Peking where he worked as a government official in the Salt Gabelle for the next twenty years. He was
a scrupulously honest man and worked hard, seldom associating with any friends. He had a good position, neither
high nor low, and his salary was enough for the family to live comfortably.
In my family, there are my parents, two older sisters, one younger sister, and one younger brother. My mother
also came from a good family. She has bound feet and can read but cannot write. I consider her a great woman
because, though she is now fifty-two, she always received the new thinking and even quarreled with my father on
political subjects almost to the point of divorce. She can talk with people of all ages and classes and everyone
likes her. She is kind and always helps others without being asked.
Her only backwardness is that she still believes in the Buddhist goddess Kuan Yin, though she no longer prays
to her. Her marriage was arranged and was neither happy nor too unhappy. Neither of my parents had any bad
habits such as smoking, drinking or playing mah jong, but my father is a very selfish man. Neither is a Christian.
My oldest sister graduated from P’ei Hua Middle School in Peking, a Christian school, and immediately
married a returned student from England, a railway engineer. She was then nineteen and now has five daughters.
My second sister graduated from Shih Ta University and at twenty-six married a professor at Fu Jen University,
who is now dean of Tung Hu Middle School. She teaches there also and has two children. My brother is weak
because he was spoiled as the only son, but the sisters are all strong and healthy. He is bright and handsome but
has tuberculosis. The doctors would not even permit him to enter middle school, and he now studies French,
piano, and violin in the national conservatory in Shanghai. He is twenty-four. He likes to take watches apart and
put them together again, and he plays chess well and is a good photographer. My youngest sister is now studying
in a commercial school in Shanghai, where she also graduated from middle school. I advised her to do this
because the university is no place to learn a technique for use in earning a living. My father is not at all
sympathetic to revolutionary ideas, and none of the others are either except one sister and my mother.
I studied in a Christian primary school in Peking, graduating in 1925 during the May Thirtieth period, which
had great influence on me. I hated the British and Japanese so much that I changed from my school because it was
English and entered Chin Shih Middle School, also a Christian school for boys and girls. The standards in this
school were higher than in others, and all the students came from Christian schools. The spirit was good and
teachers and students were friendly to each other. It had just recently been started by Feng Yü-hsiang, who was
liberal, and the students were much more active politically than in other schools, holding regular mass meetings
and joining in the May Thirtieth movement. The Christian students everywhere were active in this period and had
a revolutionary tendency.
When the Japanese attacked Tsinan, a student demonstration was organized on March 18, 1926, to protest to
Premier Tuan Chi-jui. About two-thirds of the older students joined but we little girls and boys stood out in the
rain waiting for them to bring back the answer from Tuan Chi-jui.
They came back with no result. Four or five had been wounded by the police, and one schoolmate, Li Minghsueh, only eighteen, had been shot by Tuan Chi-jui. We all cried when we heard that many others had been killed
and wounded, and we hated Tuan Chi-jui. The graves of those killed are at Yuan Ming Yuan near Tsinghua
University.
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I studied hard in middle school and won the highest prizes in my classes. Then I went to Shanghai and entered
the girls department of a commercial school for the purpose of studying, English. The principal was from the
South Seas and gave us the same lectures as he gave to the rest of the school, in English, Chinese, history, and
other subjects. Commercial subjects, however, were not taught to girls but only to the boys. I liked to play volleyand basket-ball.
I also was interested in the lectures given by our dean, a Cantonese with a B.A. in social science from the
United States. She was fond of social work and took us to visit factories and plants in Shanghai. After this, I
received high marks because I took a real interest in the subject and wanted to improve the terrible lives of the
workers. At the Nanyang Tobacco Company I saw young girls and old women pale and yellow, almost too tired to
pick up the dirty leaves, and, in the stocking factories, conditions were even worse. I felt very sorry for them.
The dean was popular with the students, and the principal was afraid she would seize his position. She did not
receive a new contract when the old one expired and this made us angry. I led the campaign to fight the principaland was delegate of the girls’ department. When we went to see him, he hid in his own room. I went in and was
told he had gone by plane to the South Seas, but I knew it was a lie. I returned to the meeting and asked everyone
to come with me to pull him out of his hiding place.
When we found him he was frightened and denied that he had refused the dean a job. We were so young we
didn’t make him sign a document but thought we had been successful and were satisfied. Of course he cheated us.
After a few days he still had not given the contract to the dean so I tried to organize another fight, but summer
vacation had started and the students had nearly all left. He instructed his running dogs to tell the dean that he
would have the police arrest her as a Communist if there was any more trouble. Of course, I had to leave the
school too. This was about 1929.
I went back to the Chin Shih school, and the teachers welcomed me because I had been a good student.
However, the principal was no longer Chien Yu-wen but a man named Pao Kuan-lin, a typical Christian preacher
whom I disliked; he did a good deal of talking but nothing to improve the school, letting it run down day by day.
Many students educated in Christian and foreign missionary schools have a great dislike for the hypocrisy they
see there. In the mouths of such Christians are always words of kindness and charity, but they do nothing. Often
they are even much more cruel than those who profess no humanitarian Christian principles, especially where the
word Communist is concerned. Instead of a social program to help the people, they have silly prayers. Foreign
Christians do a good deal of charity work, but some of them hate the Chinese who want to fight for their rights
instead of being beggars!
The students were now against the principal, the dean and the teachers, for they were doing nothing to help the
school progress. The dean had just got married and slept all the time. He failed to come to classes and the dust
piled up on the desk in his office. We asked the principal to get rid of him but he thought some graduate student
merely wanted a job in the school and refused. I was one of the student leaders, and thirty of us were expelled.
The rest were so disgusted that nearly a third left the school.
There were three of us girl students, and we were in a predicament because we could not graduate from any
other middle school without two years attendance, and this would mean paying an extra year’s costs, not to speak
of wasting an extra year before being able to enter college. The brother of one of these girls was an artist so he
made diplomas for us. One girl entered Yenching University and later went to the United States to study; one went
to Hopei Professional Normal Academy in Tientsin; and I entered Shihta University. There were about fifty in our
class and many faked diplomas because of being expelled. Some had trouble with these. Most of the class went on
to Tsinghua University.
My first year at Shihta was hard because I had missed several subjects and had to catch up, but the teachers
liked me as I was a good student. The first composition I wrote was a criticism, Education in China Today, which
was well received and other students read it over and agreed with me.
The last three years, however, I did not study at all because I fell in love and paid no attention to my studies.
Another reason was that nearly all my teachers talked only nonsense and I felt they were a waste of time. Their
understanding of the problems of China and of modern society was so limited I soon became completely
disgusted with the whole college curriculum. They had no new ideas and no original thinking.
For example, the chairman of the education department used exactly the same material he had studied in
America ten years before, which we had to copy from the blackboard. The whole system of education was weak
in China, I saw, and entirely superficial, carefully ignoring all the pressing problems. Most thinking Chinese
students really interested in their country are disgusted with the spirit and method of education in nearly all the
schools in China. It has no aim except providing the barest superficial academic training. Any good Chinese
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student can get through school without studying by merely memorizing what is taught. We are actually taught not
to think but only to repeat what is told to us. Professors who do their own thinking are often dismissed. We
students always defend them, and that is one of the chief causes of all the trouble in school between the students
and the administration.
I already realized, however, that this poor education was a part of the whole backward framework of Chinese
society and that the individual teachers were not to blame but were merely earning a living and saving themselves
trouble. At Hung Ta University in Peking, the spirit was different, however, and classes more interesting. I was
anxious to come to Yenan to see what was being done in the new methods of education. Here we have an aim and
study the real problems of our country.
After four years, I was graduated from college and taught at Chung Hua Dramatics School. This is a modern
school for the opera outside the south gate in Peking, and the principal was a writer named Chao Chu-yin. I taught
Chinese and the natural sciences, not dramatics. All the dramatics teachers were old-style. In order to earn my
own living, I also tutored a boy in a family who was attending Fu Chung Middle School, teaching him Chinese,
English, and mathematics. I earned sixty dollars a month and spent twenty dollars to live. The rest I sent to my
husband to help him through the Imperial University in Japan.
Finally I went to Tokyo to visit him. We had been married on March 1, 1934, when I was twenty-three at
Shihta and he was a student at Peita. He left for Japan in August the same year. I stayed in Japan three months,
and I was greatly impressed by the much higher educational standards. Even old peasant women there read the
newspapers every day, and the maidservants, too. The order and courtesy were a change from China, and I was
astonished at the wide use of electricity. I liked Japan and especially the simple country people.
We are still married. My husband is progressive but inactive, like so many other Chinese. However, I feel that I
cannot waste my life on ordinary family affairs. Housework is trivial, and there are important things to be done in
China, requiring that women take leadership in action, as well as men. It is better for both the husband and wife in
progressive circles to do their own separate work, neither hampering the other. Otherwise, it is better to live alone
to be more effective.
On my return from Japan, I entered the National Dramatic Academy at Nanking started by Yu Hsiang-yuan. I
had never been in dramatics before and liked it very much. My chief interest, however, is that I think it is a good
medium for raising the revolutionary consciousness of the people because of illiteracy. You in America do not
have this problem as everyone there can read and write.
I look upon dramatics as a form of mass education. I learned techniques at this school but soon found the
training very limited. Yu Hsiang-yuan was a “pure artist” type and could not develop his art because of fascist
influence in Nanking. For example, the chairman of the board of directors was Chang Tao-fan, a fascist and head
of the communications department of the government. No clubs or discussion groups were permitted. This was a
modern dramatics school but it had no future except to provide amusement for the rotten officials. It was entirely
different from the old Peking opera and much better, but still of no consequence.
The old opera in China has no thought or meaning nor is it capable of it. It is not worth cultivating except for
historical tradition. It is a part of our feudal culture and must be superseded by the modern drama. In its own time,
some of the operas were of value but now they are mere second-rate entertainment and have no relation to the
problems of the day.
*
I went back to Peking and spent much of my time reading in the Peking National Library. In this way, I made
up for some of the time wasted in attending school. In the summer of 1936, I took a position in Sian as clerk in the
Provincial Government for sixty dollars a month. I was the only girl in the office. This was the civilian
department headed by P’eng Tao-hsien, a Nanking official, and it gave orders to the hsien governments, also
receiving orders from Nanking. At first I worked on plans for the election of a people’s assembly—which, of
course, was never held and if it should would be only a comic opera. We collected reports on people to be
selected.
I had been in Sian only eignt months when the Double Twelfth occurred—Chiang Kai-shek’s arrest. I joined
the work of the women’s department of the Northwest National Salvation Union. I helped organize mass
meetings, led the slogans and songs, and did general propaganda. We tried to organize all the Sian women to
participate. I also helped write the manifestos, and we printed them in my office. My boss, P’eng, ran away, of
course, and Mi Tsan-cheh took his place. He was not unsympathetic.
It was a happy time for me; I felt I was being useful for the first time in my life. I lived with a friend who knew
political affairs and she introduced me to a Communist. I was eager for revolutionary work and worried about
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what I could do best. I learned that it was possible to come to Yenan to study and arrived here on February 19,
1937. I hope to become a party member after I have been thoroughly trained.
The Double Twelfth influenced me to join the Communists, and especially the anti-Japanese movement. There
I realized better how Nanking had suppressed the patriotic movement all over the country and what lies had been
told about the Red Army. When I saw the spontaneous rise of this movement in Sian, I saw that it was suppression
which was destroying the morale of China and not that the people were asleep or stupid.
Until the Sian Incident on December 12, I had had no political training and my ideas came almost entirely
from my own experiences. In Peking I had read chiefly the magazines World Knowledge and Translated
Literature. I liked Gorky, Dostoevsky, Mérimée,\fn{ Prosper Mérimée (1803-1870) French novelist and historian; perhaps for
his enthusiastic admiration for the history and literature of Russia, much of which was avidly studied by many early Chinese
revolutionaries; particularly for his translation of Gogol’s The Government Inspector and such like themes in his own short stories, of
which he was an acknowledged master} Mark Twain, and similar writers. During my time in Nanking I was influenced

by articles in a liberal magazine by Shen Chih-yuan, Chien Chün-jui and Chao T'ao-fen, the liberal who was
arrested by Nanking with the seven National Salvation leaders.
However, I had been interested in the Communists as early as 1932 from hearing some of my friends talk of
them. I dreamed of seeing their regions and wondered about their schools. There were some Communists in the
schools I attended, no doubt, but I did not know a single one. The students of China are progressive and proCommunist without having any contact with Party activities, which have been severely suppressed all during my
school years. In the Chin Shih Middle School, I should say about two-thirds were leftist, and in Shihta maybe
half. In the Dramatics Academy, perhaps a fifth were sympathizers, and some were Fascists. Most of the students
hate Chiang Kai-shek and the whole rotten Kuomintang setup, even though they may not be pro-Communist.
After September 18, 1931, the students were isolated from the Communists and had no way to learn anything
factual about their activities. We wanted information and wanted to study Marxist ideas, but we had nowhere to
turn to get in touch with these things. We were still sympathetic even though we did not know whether most of the
stories told against the Communists were true.
My experience in the Sian office was interesting. I wanted to break down the old idea that a girl is only an
ornamental “flower jar,” so I worked hard and proved my ability. The old men in the office talked of mah jong
and never read the magazines. After the Sian Incident I wrote articles for the newspapers and for the magazine
Tung Wang.
One day on the streets I met an old schoolmate from the Chin Shih Middle School, Wang Chiin-wen, who was
writing a play Mountains Out of Fire, about the eve of the Double Twelfth. He made clear all the Fascist ideas and
crimes of Chiang Kai-shek’s Blue Shirts and guards in Sian. I had a leading part in this play, and it was the most
successful drama that had ever been shown in Sian in living memory. The theater was jammed and even the
streets outside. We also took it around the countryside and it had a great influence on everyone who saw it. Our
purpose was to take the truth to the people.
Here in Yenan I had a part in Gorky’s Mother, and I was Madame Chao in Ah Q. I also had a part in the play
Sha Ying by the leftist writer Ch’ao T’ien Yu Che.
At the university here, we have no printed textbooks yet, except some translations of Marxism and Leninism.
We learn chiefly from lectures. Po Ku teaches Leninism, Chang Kuo-tao teaches political economy, Mao Tse-tung
lectures on dialectical materialism, Ch’ang Wu-hsin teaches the history of the Chinese revolution. We have free
discussions all day and all night and we are all very excited and happy. It is a thousand times more interesting
than any other school I have ever been in. Here there is a rich intellectual life, and everyone is mentally alive. And
there is an aim and we are able to ask why and how for every subject that comes up and to be sure of finding
intelligent answers.
No, I don’t miss my old life. I have always hated domestic duties and now I have to wash my own clothes and
help to clean, but I feel I am not wasting my time and I hardly miss not having servants. I always lived at the
YWCA when I was away from home, so I am used to living alone. At first my husband objected to my coming
here, but now he does not mind. Love is a drug. I wasted three or four years that way. I have no more time to
waste on this. There is work to be done, and I have failed to do my part in the past. I must make up for it in the
future.
118.209 On The OxCart\fn{by Hsiao Hung [Xiao Hong] aka Zhang Naiying, (1911-1942)} “town outside Harbin,” Hulan
County, Heilongkiang Province, China (F) 5
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Late March. Clover covers the banks of the streams. In the early light of the morning our cart crushes the red
and green grasses at the foot of the hill as it rumbles through the outskirts of Alter-grandfather’s\fn{ A note reads: The
distinction between maternal and paternal relations is marked in Chinese kinship terms. In this translation, the prefix “alter-“ is used to
distinguish maternal grandfather from paternal grandfather.} village. The carter is a distant uncle on Mother’s side. He

flicks his whip, but not to strike the rump of the ox; the tip merely dances back and forth in the air.
“Are you sleepy already? We’ve only just left the village! Drink some plum cider now, and after we’ve crossed
the stream you can sleep.” Alter-grandfather’s maid is on her way to town to visit her son.
“What stream? Didn’t we just cross one?” The yellow cat we’re bringing back from Grandfather’s house has
fallen asleep in my lap.
“The Hou-t’ang Stream?” My mind is wandering. The only things from Alter-grandfather’s village still visible
in the distance are the two gold bells topping the red flagpole in front of the ancestral temple.
“Drink a cup of plum cider, it’ll perk you up.” She is holding a cup of the dark yellow liquid in one hand as she
puts the lid back on the bottle.
“I don’t need anything … perk me up? You perk yourself up!”
They both laugh as the carter suddenly cracks his whip.
“You young lady, you … you sharp-tongued little scamp … I, I …” He walks over from alongside the axle and
reaches out to grab hold of my hair. Drawing my shoulders back, I clamber to the rear of the cart. Every kid in the
village is scared of him. They say he used to be a soldier, and when he pinches your ear it hurts like the dickens.
Wu-yün Sao\fn{A note reads: The term sao designated the wife of one’s older brother, but it is also used loosely in informal familiar
address to any middle-aged woman.} has gotten down off the cart to gather a lot of different kinds of flowers for me.
Now the wind blowing in from the woods has picked up a bit, and her scarf is flapping around her head. It
reminds me of a raven or a magpie, like the ones I saw in the village. Look at her jumpin’ up and down, just like a
kid! She’s aback in the cart now, singing out the names of all kinds of flowers. I’ve never seen her so happy and
carefree.
I can’t tell what those low, coarse, grunting noises from the carter mean. Puffs of smoke from his short pipe
float back on the wind. As we start off on our journey, our hopes and expectations are far off in the distance.
I must have fallen asleep. I remember waking up once, somewhere after we crossed Hou-t’ang Stream—I
don’t know exactly where—and through the cobwebs of my mind I thought I saw the boy who watches over the
ducks beckon to me. There was also the parting scene between me and Hsiao-ken as he straddled the ox. And I
could see Alter-grandfather again taking me by the hand and saying, “When you get home tell your grandpa to
come on over during the cool autumn season and visit the countryside. You tell him that his old in-law’s quail and
his best sorghum wine are waiting here for us to enjoy together. You tell him that I can’t get around so well
anymore; otherwise the past couple of years I would have gone.”
The hollow sound of the wheels wakes me up. The first thing I see is the yellow ox plodding along the road.
The carter isn’t sitting there by the axle where he should be—there he is, on the back of the cart. Instead of the
whip, he’s holding a pipe in his hand. He keeps stroking his jaw with his other hand; he is staring off into the
horizon. Wu-yün Sao is holding the yellow cat in her lap and stroking its’ tail. The blue cotton scarf around her
head has dipped below her eyebrows, and the creases on her nose are more distinct than usual because of the dust
that has gathered around them.
They don’t know I’m awake.
“By the third year there were no more letters from him. You soldiers …”
“Was your husband a soldier too?” I couldn’t hold back. My carter-uncle pulls me backwards by my pigtail.
“And no more letters at all after that?” he asks.
“Since you asked me, I’ll tell you. It was just after the Mid-autumn Festival—I forget which year it was. I had
just finished eating breakfast and was slopping the pigs in front of the house. ‘Soo-ee, soo-ee!’ I didn’t even hear
Second Mistress from the Wang family of South village as she came running up, shouting, ‘Wu-yün Sao, Wu-yün
Sao! My mother says it’s probably a letter from Brother Wu-yün.’ She held a letter right under my nose. ‘Here, let
me have it. I want to see …’ I don’t know why, but I felt sick at heart. Was he still alive? He … a tear dropped on
the red-lined stationery, but when I tried to wipe it off, all I did was make a red smudge on the white paper. I
threw the slop down in the middle of the yard and went into my room to change into some clean clothes. Then I
ran as fast as I could to the school in south village to see the schoolmaster. I was laughing through my tears. ‘I’ve
got a letter here from someone far away; would you please read it to me? I haven’t had a single word from him for
a year.’ But after he read the letter he said it was for someone else. I left the letter in the school and ran home. I
didn’t go back to feed the pigs or put the chickens to roost; I just went inside and lay down on the brick bed. For
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days I was like someone whose soul had left her.”
“And no more letters from him since then?”
“None.” She unscrews the lid from the bottle of plum cider and drinks a cupful, then another.
“You soldiers, you go away for two or three years, you say, but do you return home? How many of you ever
do? You ought to at least send your ghosts home for us to see.”
“You mean …?” the carter bursts out. “Then he was killed in battle somewhere?”
“That’s what it amounted to; not a word for more than a year.”
“Well, was he killed in battle or wasn’t he?” Jumping down from the cart, he grabs his whip and snaps it in the
air a couple of times, making sounds like little explosions.
“What difference does it make? The bitter life of a soldier doesn’t allow for much good fortune.” Her wrinkled
lips look like pieces of torn silk, a sure sign of an uprooted nature and a life of misfortune.
As we pass Huang Village the sun begins to set and magpies are flying over the green wheat fields.
“Did you cry when you learned that Brother Wu-yün had died in battle?” As I look at her, I continue stroking
the yellow cat’s tail. But she ignores me and busies herself with straightening her scarf.
The carter scrambles up into the cart by holding on to the handrail and jumping in, landing right above the
axle. He is about to smoke; his thick lips are sealed as tightly as the mouth of the bottle.
The flow of words from Wu-yün Sao’s mouth is like the gentle patter of rain; I stretch out alongside the
handrail and before long I’ve dozed off again.
I awake to discover that the cart is stopped alongside a small village well—the ox is drinking by the well. Wuyün Sao must have been crying, because her sunken eyes are all puffed up and the crow’s feet at the sides of her
eyes are spread open. The carter scoops up a bucket full of water from the well and carries it over to the cart.
“Have some—it’s nice and cool.”
“No thanks,” she replies.
“Go ahead and drink some. If you’re not thirsty, a least use some of it to wash your face.” He takes a hand
towel from his waistband and soaks it in the water. “Here, wipe your face. Your eyes are all dusty.”
I can’t believe it, a soldier actually offering his towel to someone! That strikes me as peculiar, since the
soldiers I’ve known only know how to fight battles, beat women, and pinch children’s ears.
“That winter\fn{The carter continues speaking.} I traveled to the year-end market to sell hog bristles. I stood there
shouting, ‘Good stiff hog bristles … fine long hog bristles …’ by the next year I had just about forgotten my
husband … didn’t let him tear at my heart anymore. What good was there in thinking of him, I told myself. After
all these years, he’s got to be long tone! The following autumn I went into the fields with the others to harvest
kaoliang\fn{A grain sorghum, native to Africa and Asia and used there as a staple food .} … here, look at my hands—they’ve
done their share of work.
“The next spring I hired myself out for a season’s work, so I took the baby with me, and the household was
broken up for two or three months. But I pulled it back together the next winter. All kinds of ox hairs … hog
bristles … even some bird feathers, I gathered them up. During the winter I sorted them, cleaned them, and took
them into town to sell whenever there was a thaw. If I could catch a ride on a cart, I took Little Baldy into town
with me.
“But this one time I went in alone. The weather that day was awful—it had been snowing almost every day—
and the year-end market lacked its usual bustle. I’d only brought a few bundles of hob bristles but I couldn’t sell
them off. I squatted there in the marketplace from early morning till the sun was setting in the west. Someone had
put a poster up on the wall of a large store at the intersection, which everyone stopped to read. I heard that the
‘proclamation’ had been put up early in the morning, or maybe it had only been there since around noontime.
Some of the people read part of it aloud. I didn’t know what it was all about. They were saying, ‘proclamation
this’ and ‘proclamation that,’ but I couldn’t figure out just what was being ‘proclaimed.’ I only knew that a
proclamation was the business of officials and had nothing to do with us common folk, so I couldn’t figure out
why there were so many people interested in it. Someone said it was a proclamation about the capture of some
army deserters. I overheard a few other tidbits here and there … in a few days the deserters were going to be
delivered to the county seat to be shot.”
“What year was that? Was that the execution of the twenty-odd deserters in 1921?” The carter absentmindedly
lets down his rolled-up sleeves, and strokes his jaw.
“How should I know what year it was? Besides, execution or not, what business was it of mine? Anyway, my
hog bristles weren’t selling so well and things were looking bleak.” She rubs her hands together briefly and
suddenly stretches out her hand as though she were catching a mosquito.
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“Someone was reading out the names of the deserters. I saw a man in a black gown and said to him, ‘Read
those names again for me!’ I was holding the hog bristles when I heard him say Chiang Wu-yün … Chiang Wuyün … the name seemed to be echoing in my ears. After a moment or two, I felt like throwing up, like some foulsmell thing was stuck in my throat; I wanted to swallow it, but couldn’t. My eyes were burning, The people
looking at the ‘proclamation’ crowded up in front of it, so I backed off to the side. I tried to move up again and
take a look, but my leg wouldn’t hold me. More and more people dame to look at the ‘proclamation,’ and I kept
backing up … farther … farther.”
I can see that her forehead and the tip of her nose are beaded with perspiration.
“When I returned to the village it was already late at night. Only when I was getting down from the cart did I
remember the hog bristles … they’d been the farthest things from my mind at the time. My ears had turned as stiff
as two chips of wood … my scarf had fallen off, maybe on the road, maybe in the city …”
She lifts up her scarf to show us and, sure enough, her earlobes are missing.
“Just look at these; that’s what it means to be a soldier’s wife …”
The ends of her scarf, which she has fixed tightly over her head again, flutter slightly when she speaks.
“So Wu-yün was still alive, and I wanted to see him; after all we had been husband and wife for a time.
“In February I strapped Little Baldy on my back and went into town every day. I heard that the ‘proclamation’
had been put up several more times, though I never went to see that God-awful thing again. I went to the yamen to
ask around, but they only said, ‘That’s none of our business!’ they sent me to the military garrison … ever since I
was a kid I’ve had a fear of officials … a country girl like me, I’d never seen a single one. those sentries with their
bayonets sent shivers up and down my spine. ‘Oh, go ahead!,’ they said. ‘After all, they don’t just kill people on
sight.’\fn{The text has, italicized as follows: Oh, go ahead! After all, they don’t just kill people on sight .} Later on, after I’d gone
to see them lots of times, I wasn’t afraid any longer. What more was there to lose? After all, out of the three
people in our family, they already had one in their clutches. They told me that the deserters hadn’t been sent over
yet. When I asked them when they would be, they told me, ‘Wait another month or so!’ But when I got back to the
village I heard that the deserters had already come from some county seat or another—even today I can’t
remember which county seat it was, since the only thing that mattered to me was that they had been sent over—
and they said if I didn’t hurry and go see him, it’d be too late. So I strapped Little Baldy on my back and went
back to town, where I asked around again at the military garrison. ‘Why all the impatience?’ they asked me. ‘How
many dozens of times are you going to ask? Who knows, maybe they won’t be sent over at all.’ One day I spotted
some big official riding in a horsedrawn carriage with its bells jingling as it came out from the garrison buildings.
I put Little Baldy down on the ground and ran over; the carriage was heading straight toward me, so I knelt down
in front of it …I didn’t even care of the horse trampled me.
“‘Venerable sir, my husband … Chiang Wu- …’ before I even got his name out I felt a heavy blow on my
shoulders … the carriage driver had pushed me over backwards. I must’ve been knocked over … I crawled over
to the side of the road. All I could see was that the driver too was wearing a military cap.
“I picked myself up and strapped Little Baldy on my back again. There was a river in front of the garrison, and
for the reset of the afternoon I just sat there on the bank looking at the water. Some people were fishing and some
women were washing clothes. Farther off, at the bed in the river, the water was much deeper, and the crests of
waves passed in front of me, one after the other. I don’t know how many hundreds of waves I saw passing by as I
sat there. I felt like putting Little Baldy down on the bank and jumping straight to the bottom. Just leave that little
life behind; as soon as he started crying, someone would surely come and pick him up.
“I rubbed his little chest and said something like, ‘Little Baldy, you go to sleep.’ Then I stroked his little round
ears … those ears of his, honestly, they’re so long and full, just like his daddy’s. Looking at his ears, I was seeing
his daddy.”
A smile of maternal pride spreads across her face.
“I kept on patting his chest and said again, ‘You go to sleep, Little Baldy.’ Then I remembered that I still had a
few strings of cash\fn{A Chinese coin of copper alloy, usually about the seize of a quarter, with a square hole in the center for
stringing; since 1919 it was official Republican policy to phase them out, replacing them with new copper coins with values of 1/10 of a
cent, ½ a cent, 1 cent and 2 cents .} on me, so I decided to put them on his chest. As I reached over … reached over to

put … when I was putting them on his … he opened his eyes … just then a sailboat came around the bed, and
when I heard a child on the boat shouting ‘Mama,’ I quickly picked up Little Baldy and held him against my
bosom.”
Her tears fall as she tightens the scarf under her chin.
“But then … then, I knew I had to carry him back home. Even if I had to go begging, at least he would have
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his mother … he deserved a mother.”
The corners of her blue scarf quiver with the movements of her jaw.
A flock of sheep cross our path; the shepherd boy is playing a willow whistle. The grass and the flowers in the
woods all blend together in the slanting rays of the sun, so that all we can see is a vast jumbled patch of yellow.
The carter is now walking alongside the cart, raising trails of dust on the road with the tip of his whip.
“It wasn’t until may that the people at the garrison finally told me, ‘They’ll be coming soon.’
“Toward the end of the month a big steamship pulled up to the wharf in front of the garrison. God, there were a
lot of people! Even on the July Fifteenth Festival you don’t have that many people coming out to watch the riverlanterns.”
Her sleeves were waving in the air.
“The families of the deserters were standing over to the right, so I moved over there with them. A man in a
military cap came over the pinned a kind of badge on each of us. I had no idea what the badge said, since I can’t
read.
“When they were about to lower the gangplank, a troop of soldiers came up to those of us who were wearing
the badges and herded us into a circle. “Move a little farther back from the river, move a little farther …’ they
pushed us back some thirty or forty feet from the steamship with their rifle butts. An old man with a white beard
stood next to me, holding a bundle in each hand. ‘Uncle, why did you bring those things along?’ I asked him.
‘Huh? Oh, I have a son and a nephew … one bundle for each … when they get to the next world it wouldn’t be
right for them not to have clean clothes to wear.’
“They lowered the gangplank. Some of the people began to cry as soon as they saw the gangplank being
lowered. Me, I wasn’t crying. I planted my feet squarely on the ground and kept my eyes on the ship, but no one
came out. After a while, an officer wearing a foreign sword leaned over the railing and said, ‘Have the families
move farther back; they’re going to be leaving the ship now.’ As soon as they heard them back out the order, the
soldiers herded us even farther back with their rifle butts, all the bay back to the bean field by the edge of the
road, until we were standing there on top of the bean shoots. A rumble sounded on the gangplank, and out they
came, led by an officer, their leg-irons clanking along. I can still see it: the firs tone out was a little short man …
then five or six more … not one of them with broad soldiers like Little Baldy’s daddy … really, they looked
wretched, their arms hanging stiffly in front of them. I watched for a long time before I realized that they were all
wearing manacles. The harder the people around me cried, the calmer I became, I just kept my eyes on the
gangplank … I wanted to ask Little Baldy’s daddy, ‘Why couldn’t you just be a good soldier? Why did you have
to desert? Look here at your son; how can you face him?”
“About twenty of them came down, but I couldn’t spot the man I was looking for; from where I stood they all
looked the same. A young woman in a green dress lost control and burst through the rifles holding us back.
Naturally the guards didn’t allow her to pass; no, they went out and grabbed her, and she started rolling in the dirt
and crying, ‘He hadn’t even been a soldier for three months … not even …’ Two of them carried her back. Her
hair was all mussed up and hanging over her face. After God knows how long they finally led those of us wearing
badges over. The more we walked, and the closer we got, the harder it was for me to spot Little Baldy’s daddy.
My eyes started to blur … the weeping all around made me panicky …
“Some of them had cigarettes dangling from their mouths, some were cursing, some were even laughing. So
this was the stuff soldiers are made of. I guess you could say that soldiers don’t give a damn what happens to
them.
“I looked them over; Little Baldy’s daddy wasn’t there for sure. That’s strange! I grabbed hold of an officer’s
belt: ‘What about Chiang Wu-yün?’ ‘What’s he to you?’ ‘He’s my husband.’ I put Little Baldy down on the
ground and the little pest started to cry. Pah! I slapped him across the mouth, then I began hitting the officer:
‘You’ve destroyed him! what have you done with him?’
“‘Good for you, lady, we’re with you!’ The prisoners shouted as one, stamping their feet. When the officer saw
what was happening, he quickly called some soldiers over to drag me away. ‘It’s not only Chiang Wu-yün,’ they
said. ‘There are a couple of others who haven’t been sent over yet; they’ll be over in a day or two on the next ship.
Those three were the ringleaders of the deserters.’
“I put the child on my back and left the riverbank, with the badge still pinned on, and walked off. My legs were
all rubbery. The streets were filled with people who had come over to watch the excitement. I was walking behind
the garrison buildings, and there at the base of the garrison wall sat the old man with the bundle, but now he had
only one left. ‘Uncle, didn’t your son come either?’ I asked him. He just arched his back, chewed on the ends of
his beard, and wept.
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“He told me, ‘Since he was one of the ringleaders, they carried out their capital punishment on the spot.’ At the
time I didn’t know what ‘capital punishment’ meant.’
At this point she begins to ramble.
“Three years later, when Little Baldy was eight, I sent him to the beancurd shop … that’s what I did. I go to see
him twice a year and he comes home once every two years, but then only for ten days or a couple of weeks.”
The carter has left the side of the cart and is walking along the berm,\fn{ The shoulder of the road.} his hands
clasped behind his back. With the sun off to the side, he casts a long shadow which makes a huge fork with every
step he takes.
“I have a family too …” The words seem to fall from his lips, as though he is speaking to the woods.
“Huh?” As Wu-yün Sao loosens her scarf a little, the wrinkles above her nose quiver momentarily. “Really?
You’re out of the army, and still you don’t go home?”
“What’s that? Go home, you say! You mean go home with nothing but the clothes on my back?” The carter
sneers as he rubs his nose hard with his coarse hand.
“Haven’t you put a little something away these past few years?”
“That’s exactly why I deserted, to make a little money if I could.” He cinches his belt tighter.
I put on another cotton jacket and Wu-yün Sao throws a blanket over her shoulders.
“Um! Still another mile to go. Now if we had a cart horse … um! We could be there in no time flat! An ox is
something else. This beast just plods along with no spirit, and it’s no good at all on a battlefield.
The carter opens his straw bag and takes out a padded jacket. Pieces of straw fall off and swirl in the wind. He
puts it on.
The winds at dusk are just like February winds. In the rear of the cart the carter opens the jug of wine that my
mother’s father had brought for Grandfather.
“Here, drink! As they say, ‘In the midst of a journey open a jug of wine, for the poor love to gamble.’ Now
have some.” After drinking several cups, he opens his shirt and exposes his chest. He is chewing on some pieces
of jerky, causing froth to gather at the corners of his mouth. Whenever a gust of wind blows across his face, the
bubbles on his lips expand a little.
As we near the town, through the gray overcast we can tell only that it is not a patch of open country, or a
mountain range, or the seashore, or a forest. The closer our cart comes, the more the town seems to recede. Our
hands and faces feel sticky. Another look ahead, and this time even the end of the road is lost from view.
The carter puts the wine jug away and picks up his whip. By now even the ox’s horns have become indistinct.
“Haven’t you returned home even once since you left? And you don’t hear from them either?” Apparently the
carter doesn’t hear her. He whistles to urge the ox on. then he jumps down from the cart and walks along up front
with the animal. An empty cart with a red lantern hanging from its axle comes rolling up to us.
“A heavy fog!”
“You said it!”
The carters thus hail each other in passing.
“A heavy fog in March … that means either a war or a year of famine …” The two carts pass on the road.
292.130 Excerpt from What Shall We Do Tomorrow?\fn{by Mary Hayley Bell (1911-2005)} Shanghai, China (F) 10
1\fn{I have divided this excerpt—which in her memoirs is but the first of 22 segments which she groups together into four general areas—
into three parts: the first, where the author talks about herself and her immediate surroundings on her ninth birthday, her relationship with
her father, and various adventures of the present and past connected with her home in Macao; the second part, where she goes into
considerable discussion about both sides of her family; and the third, which are her first memories of existence. She is in here, of course,
because she was born in China. Had she not been, I should probably never have been aware of her. One of the many fortuitous occurrences
in the 15½ year journey it has taken to assemble the 45,000 pages of text for The Protocol for World Peace:H }

He towered above me, a lean, taut figure, chiseled from the granite rocks themselves.
“Go away and sit by yourself until you can show a proper spirit to Bebe,” he said evenly. Eyes blazing, I faced
him.
“It’s my birthday!” I sobbed. “And Nosey Parker is my rat!”
“That is no excuse for making her cry,” he replied quietly. ”If you don’t learn to control that temper, you’re
going to store up a lot of trouble for yourself.”
“I might die—and then you’ll all be sorry!”
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I paused long enough to see the fear on my sister’s face, and then wrenching myself away from the small knot
of children on the grass among the ponies, I snatched up the bewildered black and white rat, stuffed him into my
shirt, and stumbled away though the lacerating undergrowth with tears of humiliation streaming down my cheeks.
Flinging myself face down upon a huge slab of rock, I gave myself up to heavy self-pitying sobs, unobserved.
It was my ninth birthday,\fn{Which sets this part of the book in the year 1920:H } and it wasn’t fair! I was only trying to
show her how to put knickers on Nosey Parker! What did she have to go and blub for? They’ll never understand
me, never … Nanny day’s voice echoed in my ears:—“Don’t be such a plaguey nuisance”—and my mother’s
soothing, gentle “Quiet, Baba, don’t get so excited! Oh dear, you do remind me of Auntie Alice!”
I had frequently heard Auntie Alice referred to as being “cracky” and having a screw loose, my misery
deepened. The remembered picture of Auntie Alice in an old album floated before me, her smiling mouth hanging
half open, a garland of flowers between her hands, and I howled aloud, aware at the same time of the warm
comfort of the rock beneath me, the cracks full of long dead insects, he humming of wings close to my ear.
A large praying mantis alighted on the slate-blue rock beside me, its forelegs folded in prayer, its hypnotic eyes
turned warily upon me. With pleasure and wonder, I regarded the palely green creature, transparent as a blade of
grass. Slowly my hand crept towards it. Could I catch it? It would undoubtedly put me back into favor with the
others; but in one gigantic leap, it was lost among the cactus bushes.
I sat up, chewing the ends of my long red hair thoughtfully, staring out across the Praya Grande to the Bay of
Macao. The fishing junks were hanging out their amber and red nets in the late afternoon sunlight. The distant
Islands of Ladrones across the sea thrust out their headlands like grim warriors, bold and defiant, guarding the
secrets of the Chinese pirates who lay beyond. Brown sails of junks turned as if by magic to burnished gold in the
fiery rays of the departing sun, gleamed and glistened as they emerged from the molten sea, and the sky above
turned suddenly from dark-egg blue and lilac to amethyst and rose madder.
I rolled over on my back with a sigh of contentment and well-being, and stared up into the growing darkness of
the banyan trees. My ninth birthday had come and nearly gone, for I could hear the distant angelus from St.
Joseph’s church drowning the cries of the bean curd seller in the street below. The garden around me was full of
whispering evening noises, the creaking of crickets, the laughter of a child …
“There’s nowhere like this in all the world,” I thought, although this had been our only world, through all our
formative years.
Macao, “City of the Name of God”—this slumberous old world of pink, discolored churches and monasteries;
silent witnesses to the splendor of the bold seamen of Portugal, once masters of the Southern Seas; and this
enchanted garden under a spell, this Eden of fascination and wonder.
The Garden had always been known as Bom Jesus for as long as anyone could remember, and its history never
cased to entrance us. On this very hill, behind its wall, now a tangle of trees, faded grasses and cactus bushes,
there had once existed, centuries ago, a temple dedicated to the sea and sea rovers.
When the Portuguese began trading from Macao over four hundred years before, the men of Albuquerque had
sought to dominate the peninsula an clear it of the pirates who ruled the Southern Coast, but the Chinese under the
Manchus fought desperately to hold it and it was many years before the Portuguese, with their long swords, won
their way to this temple on the crown of the hill.
“With the last of the Sea Gods, died the Priests of the Sea,” my father had told us. “And the story goes that the
aged bonze, with his last breath, laid a curse upon any man who should so much as break the soil in this Holy
ground.”
Hugging ourselves with anticipation and excitement, our eyes alight, we rolled ourselves into four small balls
of silence as he talked.
“Many attempts have been made, because it stands in the best part of Macao, but centuries have stolen through
the city and the Garden has become untrodden, inviolate …”
The Garden now belonged to the Chinese Imperial Maritime Customs, of which my father was he
Commissioner. Years before, a former Commissioner had bought the unwanted place behind the high walls for a
song, thinking it to be a splendid site for a new Commissioner’s house. It was never built.
An architect came from Hong Kong, and enough of the undergrowth was removed for retrenching in order to
determine the nature of the subsoil and the foundations which would be required. A clerk of the works came from
Canton with his men—since no one in Macao would take part in the building—and even the coolies came from
the Pearl River, sixty miles away.
Not a single stone was ever laid; for one reason or another, six white men and thirty-five Chinese died within a
few weeks of each other.
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There was nothing unearthly for us: mysterious, yes, especially at night, when the night-scented moon cactus
filled Bom Jesus with the possessiveness of incense. The kanmenti, our night watchman, had another tale to tell,
that spurred us into an endless hopeless search.
Fighting our way on hands and knees through the dense and obstinate tangle of creeper under the banyan tress
in that ghostly garden of gray stone, scratched, bleeding and incredibly dirty, bringing Nanny’s wrath down upon
hour heads, we crawled daily in our quest for pirate treasure. Once, we found a flight of narrow stone steps,
leading from nowhere to nowhere, half buried in the accumulation of age old moss and leaf mould. To my father it
suggested a building now walled up.
“You’re to go no farther!” he said, and refused to share our excitement.
There was something else we had found; but we kept this to ourselves until much later …
*
I sat up, pushing the long, tiresome hair out of my eyes, and looked across the garden at the others, now
rubbing down the ponies. My father was sitting on the grass beside them, laughing at something one of them had
said, and I was reminded of another birthday, when with one of his sudden secret smiles he had summoned me
into the street outside our house to see my present. Wee Willie Winkie, a white Yunan pony, stood by the gateway,
a grinning mafoo holding him by the reins. My shriek of delight brought tears of disappointment to my brother’s
and sister’s faces, but as if by magic and a clap of my father’s hands, round the corner trotted Brownie and Hooky
Walker!
“You’ll all have to fall off a hundred times before you can ride!” he said.
He was right. As an ex-cavalry officer, he taught us like troopers. No bridles, no saddles, our arms folded
before us, driven round and round a circle on a long leading rein, reliant entirely upon the pressure of our knees to
remain vertical. Falls were followed by tears, protests an intercessions, but at the end of it we could ride! A
bucking buffalo wouldn’t have shifted us …
There were five of us, all saddled with those comical, bizarre names with which children reinforce themselves.
The eldest, I had the greatest variety of names. To my mother I had always been Baba, to my father for some
unexplained reason I was Muggins possibly because he enjoyed the alliteration; and to the Chinese I was Oongdeu, Redhead.
Bebe was Winifred, with the two blue bows in her brown hair, her missing front teeth, and an everlasting
forgiveness for those things I had done and those things I had left undone.
Beak was Dennis, his wing of white hair hiding eyes so often clouded with tears he struggled to hide.
Beattie was Elizabeth, a child with gazelle-like eyes, and lastly there was Johnman, the baby, from whose
quick observations and unprejudiced wisdom so much was expected, but who was the first to leave his uniform in
a sailor’s grave overlooking Plymouth, where some of his forefathers left the coast of England for America in
1666.
We ran more or less wild. Our mother, Nanny Day, and the Chinese amahs between them managed a pretence
of cleanliness. Our long hair shone with brushing, and so did our teeth, and under Nanny’s tyranny we went to the
bathroom morning and evening, these requirements being the only ones of importance in their eyes. When Nanny
was in Hong Kong on one of her weekends off, the Number Two Boy took the responsibility upon himself, and
Nanny’s morning cry of “Quickly do your duties and come to breakfast”, translated into his pidgin English, with
complete ignorance of its meaning, became “Quick do stews go beliefossay.”
We were the only English children in Macao and he few friends we had were Chinese or Portuguese. Oscar, the
son of D. Schmitto, was one, and Yvonne Lebas, daughter of the Portuguese Governor, a willowy, cinnamoncolored girl with sorrel hair, another. None of us had ever seen a film, or been near to the theatre.
Lovely, long, loitering days! Days of sapphire and turquoise seas, an mother-of-pearl skies; shimmering
mornings, an shadows of evening creeping along the narrow cobbled streets like tallow-faced ghosts when the sun
had vanished in the West, and doors that had stood open all morning were barred and shut against the evil spirits.
*
The light was dying rapidly; no twilight here with its deepening blacks and grays stealing across the faded city,
but sudden lavender everywhere, the moment the last of the sun has fled the sky. I saw my father coming towards
me.
“Hallo,” he said and grinned. “Big thoughts, Muggins?”
“I don’t want to lose any of this. I want it to go on for ever and ever, and never grow any older or bigger.” He
regarded me seriously.
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“Nothing is ever lost, Muggins. We’re a great big storehouse of everything that’s ever happened to us. The
important thing is to enjoy every moment of it now … you never know.”
“Never know what?”
“When it might end.” He picked up a stone and wrote the word in capital letters: NOW.
“Now … always remember that word, then you’ll miss nothing! Today and now are yesterday and tomorrow,
but sometimes tomorrow never comes.”
“I was eight yesterday, nine this morning, and now I’m on my way to ten … I don’t like it,” I said.
“Why not? Most children like the idea of getting older. It’s only when you are older, that you want to stop!”
“Don’t want to get older and go to a beastly English school—and that’s what’ll happen,” I said darkly.
“Now, Muggins! Don’t let go of it for one second, and all your life you will have no regrets.” As we walked
towards the others, I squeezed his hand. He looked down and wrinkled his nose at me, and I knew he understood.
“We want a stable,” said Bebe, in her high, small voice. “Even a mat shed would do, for rainy days.” He
frowned.
“Better out at grass.”
“The kanmenti says this is a magic garden,” I said suddenly.
“What else?” he asked quietly.
“Things weren’t put back in the right place,” Bebe said.
“What do you mean?” he turned his eyes to her.
“You can’t build, he sways, because it’s already full of houses,” Beak chipped in slowly.
“Yes,” I added. “Chooldren\fn{So the text: there are no quotes around the word to indicate that the author intends to reproduce a
mispronunciation; but the context virtually assures that “children” is meant:H } can use this place in daytime, but in the night,
it’s theirs.”
“Whose?”
“He didn’t say. He just said it would be too crowded,” ’cos sometimes things aren’t put back in the right
place.” I put Nosey Parker round my neck like a scarf; his loose legs scratched and made me laugh. “That’s why
we didn’t find the steps at first,” I added.
“It’s the Night People,” said Bebe. My father didn’t reply. He was busy securing the ropes that tied each pony
to a stake. Nanny’s voice floated from far beyond the garden.
“Bath tiiiime!”
“Oh bother!” I said irritably. “How I hate bath time. Why can’t we eat and sleep when we want to?”
“And never wash,” added Beak hopefully.
“Because when you’re small there have to be rules.”
“Bother rules!” we chorused, and followed him out of the gate.
We padded along the cobbled road on our bare feet, until we came to our home, the Commisioner’s house on
the top of the thick, four hundred years old unwelcoming wall of the earliest navigators to China. A sentry
guarded the door, and innumerable stone steps led us to our mother’s joyful garden of color and scent. White
marguerites and Easter lilies stood in huge green and blue glazed pots. A sheet of mesembryanthemum now closed
and sleeping, but a burst of vermilion in the sunlight. Drooping bamboos, bananas, an elegant frangipane, and
great drifts of bougainvillaea over walls and up pillars: it was surely this place that imbued me with my love of
flowers.
It was an exceptional house, even for Macao, standing alone in the garden a few yards away from the servants’
quarters. In style it was early colonial Portuguese, its façade supported by four white pillars. Lofty rooms looked
out across the top of the wall to the Bay of Macao. Stained floors, high windows, folding half doors, rattan
matting … long bamboo chairs, a profusion of flowers everywhere, and in the dining-room, overhead, solemnly,
gracefully, a white punkah swung, worked by pulleys and ropes and hauled at by one of the coolies, ”giving a
delicious scent of relief and cool air”, I wrote in my journal.
The most significant part of the house and the best remembered by all of us, was the wide verandah known as
“the Tiles”. It swept out from the bedrooms, and ran the length and breadth of the whole building, entirely open to
the sky, with a balustrade of peacock blue porcelain, copied years before from the Temple of Heaven in Peking. It
was here that night after night, in any weather, the four of us slept under the stars. The mattresses lay on a
groundsheet, and in the event of rain or storm, we automatically in our half-sleep pulled a tarpaulin over our heads
or retired to bedrooms.
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Our father had the odd idea that not only should our heads be out of the bedclothes, but that it was healthy for
our feet to be out too. To this day, I sleep with my feet out, and in Chelsea in 1944, during an air-raid, it was so
that my father died.
Here, guarded by three Chow dogs, Wang, Pongo and Tootles, with Nosey parker tucked under my pyjama
jacket, the four of us lay, staring at the empurpled vault above us, showered with a million stars, and watching the
moon grow from a slim silver dagger to a full yellow balloon; playing games and making up stories of galleons
crossing uncharted seas through the Milky Way to the Southern Cross. The notes of the Last Post from the
Portuguese Fort were our nightly lullaby.
“That’s the most beautiful sound in the world,” I said sagaciously. One day I was to discover it to be the most
mournful.
The other three were forced to listen to my tale of adventure and terror, and if anyone so much as dared to fall
asleep I was up and clambering over them, prodding and pummeling them awake to hear the end.
“Babe, remember this line and tell it to me tomorrow, so I can put it in my journal.”
“Oh, what is it now?” And solemnly I said:
Here the Tartar Horseman stood—
And bowed to Buddha, who must be obeyed.

“All right,” she said sleepily. “Why can’t you remember it yourself?”
“I’m too busy with the next bit.”
*
As we reached the top of the steps, we saw the short, sturdy figure in clerical black, with dog collar and thick
silky white hair above the fiercely blue eyes set in a brown face.
“Grandpa!” we shrieked and fell on him as he flung open his arms. Grandpa, my mother’s father, Dr. John
MacGowan, was a missionary in Amoy for fifty years until he died, aged ninety-two.
He was a writer of some repute, who knew more about China than almost anyone we had met, except my
father. The first, most prized book that I ever owned or read, was his collection of fairy tales, Beside the Bamboo.
His friendly arguments with our father amused and confused us; for though Grandpa carried the Gospel of
Jesus Christ, my father lived by the Philosophy of Buddha, and the two of them were nearer than either liked to
admit.
“Gautama Buddha, Confucius, and Lao-Tze, bequeathed human doctrines that dignified the human spirit!
Confucius, moral nobility, and Lao-Tze, humility.” The old man would smile gently as he stroked Beattie’s head.
“And Christ, the universal brotherhood of man, Hayley! He laid down the rules for the most perfect world
order!”
For myself, at that age, the Religion, or Philosophy of Buddha, already appealed to me the most, probably
because of my father’s teachings. The religion of Buddha was altruistic, it dovetailed its transmigration into
ancestor worship, and as it had captured most of the East so it captured my imagination.
“Chia chia yu Kuyanyin—‘Every place has its Buddha, every home has its Kuyanyin.’\fn{ Now Kwanyin, the
Goddess of Mercy:H} The Home with the Buddha—mother and baby—the Buddhist anticipation of the Virgin and
Christ.”
“When Matthew, Mark, Luke and John were writing their gospels, Buddha had been dead for five and a half
centuries!” my father told me, his eyes alight.
“My duty to God,” said Grandpa, thoughtfully, “is to love my neighbor as myself. One religion for North,
South, East and West, a religion which shall know nothing of assumption, prosecution or ban, a religion that shall
stand with its temple door open for every truth to enter, every falsehood to flee away.”
A dear, remarkable man, one of thousands who came full of Faith to China, his life in his hands. If he fell, he
fell of his own free will; if he succeeded, to God the Glory. His safe-conduct was in the words “I am with you
alway”,\fn{So the text, of Matthew 28:20, in the King James version of the New Testament:H } for in his youth, in the early days
of the first missionaries, no consuls, no gunboats, accompanied them, and uncomplainingly they put up with every
possible hardship, with death and torture. St. Francis Xavier had died in Macao in 1552, and many others had
followed him, sometimes violently, in the centuries which followed.
“What about Grandmama?” I asked. “Tell us about Grandmama.”
2
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On both sides of our family there were families of twelve, fourteen and sometimes seventeen children, fanning
out like flights of geese, from Scotland to Ireland, and England to America, India, and finally China. One
characteristic persisted from both sides: red hair!
Among the early tortuous branchings of my father’s family, William Hayley, the poet and biographer of
Romney and Cowper, sprouted, and later, by marriage and other slips, came Rudyard Kipling, Stanley Baldwin,
and Burne-Jones, the painter.
In 1424, the Early of Douglas granted a Charter to William Bell in the lands of Kirkconnell in Annandale,
under the seal of James I of Scotland. He built a tower, called Bell Tower, at Blacket House. They were brave and
warlike men, “standing firm” to the Black Douglas to whom they were allied in blood. Though they lost their
lands in the rebellion against James II, the kept Blacket House for several centuries. We were always told that
“Fair Helen of Kirkconnell” was one of the “Indies”.
They moved eventually to Ireland, the family splitting up, some drifting away to the south and embracing the
Catholic Faith. The coat of arms which hung in a disreputable frame in our nursery, was azure, three bells and a
hand holding a dagger. A bad drawing of this haunted most of my school books.
Hugh Bell, born in 1761, married a lady named Bethia. Little is known of her, but she did produce my greatgrandfather William. He in turn became enslaved by a forceful lady, Elizabeth Kinnear of Edinburgh, whose
portrait by Raeburn hangs in the Scottish National Portrait Gallery., He moved to London and joined a firm of silk
and tea merchants belonging to Jo Mackrill Smith, who lived at the time in Canton on the Pearl River.
William and Elizabeth Bell had fourteen children, several of whom died, and although the ninth child could
never have been called lusty or vigorous, he, Frederick Hayley, found himself by his father’s orders on his way to
Shanghai to join the House of Mackrill Smith.
This was a powerful family. Jo Mackrill Smith, one of the early settlers in China, had gone out to Canto in
1818 in one of his own tea clippers (or “tea wagons” as the East Indian tea clippers were called). His wife, Mary
Ann Lefeaux, daughter of a Huguenot, was one of the first women to step ashore on the Bund at shanghai. She
was, we were told, an irresistible creature with the rare combination of red-gold hair and violet eyes and a
collection of amusing sons and daughters, one of whom riveted the attention of Frederick Hayley. This was
Elizabeth Mary, a replica of her mother, and though Frederick was fifteen years her senior, in due time they were
married. He was a quiet man, more immersed in music and playing the organ in the Anglican cathedral than in silk
and tea, but Elizabeth Mary was a chip off the Mackrill Smith block, and when she wasn’t peering out of her
sedan chair at the silk and brocade, she was amassing a good collection of rare Chinese porcelain.
I remember my grandmother in her later days. She moved before me like a galleon in full sail, on her head a
vast hat of osprey feathers tilted on red hair which remained that color unaided till she was sixty, and clothed from
head to foot in violet to match her eyes. When she died, she left me her splendid Siberian amethysts and jade, but
alas they found their irrecoverable way to the pop shops during my early struggles in the theatre.
She had eight children. The youngest, Francis Hayley, was my father. He was born in shanghai in 1877. His
parents were wealthy, and he thought so little of money all his life that at the end of it he had none. Like all
children in the East, he was sent home to school at the age of seven. His schooling at Oakfield, the preparatory
school for Rugby, was only significant because of his real friendship with the Headmaster, who, although the boy
was a nonconformist from the start, understood him, loved him, and was more of a father than his own, who died
while he was at school.
Music, which he had taught himself, languages and literature, were the only things that interested him. School
he considered a waste of his life, and at the age of fifteen he begged his mother to allow him to return to the sun.
Back in China, he was left much on his own. Although he adored his mother secretly from afar, there was never
any communication between them, for she had other favorites. She had remarried, a rich and gentle man, Edward
Jenner Hogg, several years her senior again, who idolized and spoilt her.
“Angel one moment, fury the next,” my father old me. “You remind me of her!”
He wandered from Shanghai to Chefoo, to Hong Kong, working with various firms, his mind in his books his
eyes on the mountains and undiscovered places of China. In 1896 he joined the Imperial Maritime Customs under
Sir Robert Hart, and for the first time he was happy, but even during this period he was always alone, and on one
three months leave he walked from Hong Kong to Burma.
In 1902 he was to find himself in a state of exhilaration, caught up in the Boxer Rebellion, where he looted
with the best and the worst of them, bringing back rare treasures to Unkaza, his family’s beautiful home in
Shanghai.
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He went to South Africa in 1905 and joined the Natal Carbineers as a trooper, and in his diary of January 1906
there is this entry:
Anchored at Table Bay at last after the longest twenty-four hours voyage in the Braemar Castle. Had a good clean
tiffin at Mount Nelson with Baden-Powell.

He explored Madagascar, Egypt, Ethiopia. He went to Russia, and Jehol. He was mauled by a tiger in Pakhoi
and carried the scars to his grave. The mountains like the sacred Tai Shau that he had stared at and read about, he
had now climbed. Kilimanjaro, Kancherjunga—and years later he stood with his friend the old Dalai Lama at the
Rongbuk Monastery watching Leigh-Mallory make his ascent on Everest.
His knowledge of China hgad become enormous; he spoke with the dialects of seven different provinces,
Kangsi, Szechwan, Kiangsu, Hunnan, Honan, Kiangsi, Chekiang, as well as Mandarin and several other
languages including Russian.
He thought it was tine he settled down. Sir Robert Hart agreed and sent him to Amoy to study Fukien as well!
In Amoy he met my mother.
*
My mother’s family were descended from a wild extrovert called Recompense Sherrill of Plymouth, who in
1666 followed the Mayflower to America. He was shipwrecked off the coast of East Hampton, Long Island, and
swam twenty miles before he was rescued. A tall, powerful man with a mane of auburn hair, a book on the Sherrill
family declares that he “set all the girls in a fine twitter concerning him”.
From the Sherrills, eventually, a girl, Clemence. She fell in love with Lyman Peet, who had recently graduated
in Divinity from Middleburn College, Vermont. He had his dark brown eyes set far away beyond the horizon to
the mission fields in China, in the footsteps of the celebrated Dr. Peter Parker of the American Mission.
Against fierce opposition, and with a tenacity which would have warmed the cockles of old Recompnse’s
heart, they were married and set sail in a Baltimore clipper in July 1839. It was a journey of many mishaps,
including the occasion when that ill-omened bird the albatross took a header through the main rigging in the
Indian Ocean. Many died of sunstroke and dysentery, but the Peets weathered every storm and Tai fung that came
their way.
“Down the Atlantic and round the Cape of Good hope,” Clemence wrote in her meticulous hand. “Across the
Indian Ocean to the Golden East. Pictures of hospitals and dispensaries, scattered through China, where crowds of
sick can be healed, and where the gospel of Great Salvation can be preached, never cease to wander like a fairy
procession before our eyes. The prospect is an alluring one, fascinating and most thrilling.”
One hundred and fifty days later, to their mild surprise, they found themselves in Siam, where they remained
for seven years! Early in 1846, my grandmamma, Jennie, was born. In the same year, still determined to reach
their goal, Lyman and Clemence set off again for China, with baby Jennie in a clothes basket.
*
Of the 300,000 inhabitants of Amoy in he Straits of Formosa, there were only sixty Englishmen and five
Americans. They were referred to as fung yang, foreign devils, for they wore no pigtails; worse, one of the Peets
had red hair. Both facts were a source of amazement, and red hair was an undoubted mark of barbarism—but the
real wonder was that she had the face to appear in public with hair of such a color. Nevertheless, they labored
unstintingly in the mission field of Amoy for twenty years, and during them had two more daughters and a son.
They had a son and seven daughters. The fifth daughter was Agnes, my mother. She was unforgettably
beautiful. With her dove-gray eyes and an abundance of dark red hair handed down from Recompense, she was
the most diverting companion, her ringing laugh echoing down the passages of the hospital in Amoy where she
worked as a young woman. When she was not on the wards, she was on a horse, a slender figure in a tussore,
side-saddle skirt, a green tam o’shanter perched on the top of her long coiled hair.
Was it by chance that she so frequently cantered past the bungalow where the young Customs officers were
studying? Did she turn her eyes his way, or was it his imagination? Was it by chance that he, too, took to riding at
the same hour?
A raising of the hat … a courteous exchange of the time of day, which lengthened not only into conversations,
but became a relentless pursuit, until one day he chased her from Telegraph Hill to the White Stags Temple, where
he proposed to her among the joss sticks and Buddhist priests, and was accepted!
They celebrated with a cup of thin oong cha, sweetened by candy. Two years later they were married from
Unkaza, with its flying Chinese roof, its conservatories housing rare plants from all over Asia, and its lawns
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paraded by strutting peacocks—a house which is now Jessfield Park, a university for students in the new,
Communist China.
Hayley and Agnes went to live in a small house in Love Lane and one night a year or so later, when they were
at the opera, my mother leaned across to my father during the first act of I Pagliacci, and said in her soft, halfAmerican voice:
“Haley, Mary’s in a hurry to arrive. I’d better withdraw.”
So, one cold 22 January, with undeniable signs of Mary Lefeaux’s and Recompense Sherrill’s red hair, I, Mary
Haley Bell, was born, under the waving yellow flag of the Green Dragon of China.
This flag has been one of the few valued possessions of mhy life. It hangs on the billiard room door in
Richmond today, a torn, tattered talisman of yesterday.
3
I sat up in the bath and peered at myself intently in the mirror. My father’s eyes stared at me from the mirror
and I sank back into the water. The smell of rice rose from the servants’ quarters.
My memories of babyhood were nearly all smells. The smell cigars and horses; the upholstery of my
grandmother’s carriage in Shanghai; Chinese drains and Chinese food; bean shoots and dried fish; frangipane and
English roses. My grandmother and my mother had their own individual smells; so did my father and my uncles
and aunts. Saddles and smell of heat; morning coffee and the heady delight of Lapsang tea when the teapot was
open. Fur and perfume, elderly Chow dogs, wood smoke, tweed and wild azaleas.
My father’s eyes regarded me solemnly from the mirror.
He was tall, this as a Ghurka blade, with piercing, dark blue eyes and a nose like Wellington’s—which
unfortunately he has handed down to all of us. A strange, complex man, spiritually proud, with the heart of a lion;
sometimes too strong, and in his early years viewed with benevolent intolerance or amusement by many; though
the friends he had, he kept always. Only my mother knew his private heart.
To Francis Hayley Bell, love was the mainspring of his life; susceptible, he was ever in search of the ideal and
demanded and was dependant upon unstinting affection. He idealized those in whom he placed his affections,
clothing them with the reflection of himself, often suffering the searing pains of disillusionment. Yet he never
looked at himself for the cause of any failure, but blamed it elsewhere!
There were stormy scenes with me sometimes, for even as a child I would stand up to him, and though he
punished me there was a flicker of admiration which I recognized instantly and cherished.
He was my first teacher. He taught me to read at an early age. He showed me the magic world of books
through Spencer’s Faerie Queene, Tennyson’s Collected Poems, and Scott’s Marmion—I decided to change my
name to Marmion, but it was not always easy to refuse to answer to Mary, and Marmion never caught on. He gave
me my first diary and in his handwriting in the now faded brown journal are Drake’s lines—“There must be a
begynyng of any great matter, but the continuying until the end, until it is thoroughly ffynyshed, yields the true
glory—which my impatience has found a difficult axiom to follow!
*
I can remember an occasion when the question of courage arose.
At five years old, my brother Beak was terrified of deep water, and refused to learn to swim. We were out at
sea in one of the little armed Customs launches, Lung Tsing.
My father was in the water and repeatedly called to Beak to jump. Naturally, being the big Show Off of the
family I was already in, squeaking, “Look at me, Daddy, look at me!”—but it was his son he wanted in the water.
He climbed aboard, and threw Beak in, hoping his instinct would make him strike out. It didn’t and my father
had to leap in immediately and get him out.
My mother burst into angry, frightened tears, and so did we. The day was ruined and we returned to shore in
silence. Beak’s voice comes down the years:
“I don’t like him much, I hate boxing gloves and the sea and always wanting to be away somewhere on some
Adventure.”
*
My father’s gay, towering personality reacted on all who came into contact with him. Passionate; emotional
with a thundering temper; sometimes arrogant and self-indulgent; selfish on his own admittance; never amenable
to censure from others; slightly ostentatious and grandiloquent at times, with a splendid rhetoric:
“I must know everything of something, Muggins, and something of everything.”
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His vitality was unbounded. His laughter filled the house, for he could and did laugh at himself continuously.
Yet I have looked up into his face in church when he was singing, seen his lips trembling and the tears splashing
down his cheeks, but if I dared to slip my hand into his, he would draw sharply away.
There was something distinctly feline about his unleashed claws when angry:
“Take care, Hayley,” my mother’s voice. “Tread warily!” And his answer:
“Oh bosh!” He saw himself as a figure of Destiny.
“We whom the gods love are hunted in the end, Muggins.”
In the end Destiny itself turned away from him, and he only emerged as a glorious failure.
My mother, on the other hand, lived for he most part in an aura of smiling detachment. She was deeply
religious, modest, and unemotional, a shade over-critical perhaps, with a desire for exactitude and perfection
which she endeavored to instill into us. Beneath her calm assurance, I believe she had a sense of inadequacy, yet
she was fiercely intolerant of any backslidings.
Unlike father, she had no inspirational, no really creative ability, except in her gardens, which seemed to loom
and flourish at the very sight of her.
“What are you doing, you naughty Japonica, coming out so early?”—and I do believe the wretched plant
closed its eyes in shame and embarrassment.
If there was passion, it was in the possessiveness of her family:
“Too many generations of us in China have perhaps injected into me the Chinese loyalty of ‘Family only’,” she
said—“Smotherlove” one of us said, years later. She clung to us with her small, birdlike hands, and try as we
might, she never would, an never did, admit any son-in-law or daughter-in-law to the magic kingdom of her
nursery, where all her geese were swans!
Of us all, perhaps she loved Johnman the best. I would see her staring at his short red curls, a little frown
between her eyes, as though in her strange, psychic way, she knew he would be taken from her first.
*
“Come on, out of that bath.” Nanny’s voice smashed my meditations.
“Why?”
“You can’t lie there forever! It’s bad for your skin, and its bedtime.” Then:
“Your grandpa is waiting.”
That got me out quickly, too quickly for Nosey Parker, who slipped on the soap and fell in.
Grandpa was sitting on the end of my bed when I arrived with the wet rat tied up in a face towel. Through the
windows I could see my mother dressing for dinner, and down in the drawing-room below my father was playing
the piano, the strains of a Chinese boat song, which he had written down and added the harmonies to, a sad and
plaintive melody which has haunted me down the years.
“You’re very late, Oong deu,” Grandpa said. “What have you been doing?”
“Thinking,” I answered. “I wish I wasn’t Oong deu—the village kids laugh at me and point.”
“So they did to your great-grandmother!”
“I wish I could have seen Jennie,” I replied. “Everyone who is interesting is always dead.”
“Yes … isn’t it a curious thought, that somewhere in the world today are boys and girls, already born, whom
one day you will meet and marry, and whom I shall never see.”
“Why not?” asked Bebe.
“Because I should be over a hundred,” he said.
“You could be,” added Beak. Grandpa gave my hair a tug.
“A small boy, eh? A few years older, perhaps, running across an English field with a butterfly net. I wonder
what he’s like.”
“A sailor, he must be a sailor,” I said firmly.
“His name?” He stared up into the night sky. I paused, then wanting to pleas him, I said brightly,
“I know! His names begin with—J.M.! Like yours!”
“John … John and Mary. That’s a good old-fashioned combination,” he said. Bebe sat up abruptly.
“She only said that ’cos she’s in love with the captain of that gunboat! John Millet!”
“I’m not in love with anybody!” I answered hotly.
“I’m in love with Captain White,” said Beak.
“He’s got a red nose,” I said unkindly.
“Someone once said that every complete soul is half male and half female,” said Grandpa. “And the one half
must forever wander through the world till it finds its twin.”
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We stared at him, round-eyed.
“I can’t for the life of me remember who said it,” he went on, “but I remember liking the idea that if your
spiritual twin is living in Patagonia you are separated by Space, but if he or she is not yet born, they may, as
Maeterlinck suggests, be separated by Time—”
“I like Patagonia,” said Bebe.
“I like Maeterlinck,” said Beak, not to be outdone.
“What happens if one of the twins dies before he meets the other one?” I asked him. “Does he go on searching
forever and ever and getting old with no one?”
He looked at me curiously, and got up.
“You think too much about death for a child,” he said jokingly. “Say your prayers now and go to sleep,” and he
disappeared into the shadows.
We lay back on our pillows and stared up at the stars. Nosey Parker was still wet, so I stuck him under my
pyjama top, the sudden dampness making me shiver as the misty figure of mother came out into the verandah to
kiss us goodnight. The cloud of her scented hair drifted across us, and then she was gone again. My heart swelled
with love for her.
“I hope she doesn’t die in the night,” I said softly.
“Why should she?” asked Bebe.
“Because that’s when people do,” I said with great authority.
As the mesembryanthemum closes its petals at the departing rays of the sun, one by one they were asleep, but
long after that I lay, contemplating the heavens, with the exhilarating sensation of sunburnt legs and arms under
my pyjamas, watching the Milky Way through a cloud of fireflies and considering Death, which in my child’s
mind was all mixed up with Buddha, Confucius, Christ and Captain Millet. I could hear my father’s voice below
and my mother’s infectious laughter. I put my hands together under the bedclothes:
“Please God don’t let anybody die, or anything be different,” I prayed fervently.
*
My abiding obsession at that time was to be their favorite, and I would go to any lengths, however dishonest,
to achieve it; to hear father say, “Well done, Muggins!” would give me the greatest joy.
“Anyone coming for a bit of Adventure?”
He would be standing in the doorway of the nursery, looking round at us all. Before anyone had a chance to
answer or accept I, disgracefully, had literally stamped upon their feet under the table—and being King of the
nursery, no one dared to move.
“I will, Daddy! I will!” I shouted, springing to my feet.
“Muggins is the only one with any spunk, dammit,” he would say, turning to go, and as I followed him I turned
wickedly to look at the silent, flattened faces of disappointment around the table.
“Just this time,” I pleaded.
Nobody answered.
Today, I look back with a sense of shame on such incidents; but those Adventures—“Just alone, with you”—
took me through some unforgettable, secretly guarded experiences. Standing on the bridge of his little armed
launch, beside Captain White of the red nose, when a volley was fired to stop an opium junk off the Ladrones
island. Boarding the great swaying hulk with them—for there was too much confusion and shouting for anyone to
notice Oong deu—and standing close by, watching as the sailors opened the wooden casks to reveal the precious
contraband cargo, looking like hard, earthy balls about the size of a small cannon ball. They were packed in
almost the same condition in which they were scraped from the poppies in the Yunan Province, and needed little
melting to transform them into the glutinous mass, ready for the addicts’ pipes.
Another Adventure. Beyond the Barrier which separated Macao from the mainland of China, far beyond, after
a long day’s walk, to an evening in a Buddhist monastery, supping with the monks, listening to my father as he
talked to them in their own vernacular, their saffron robes against the darkness of the room while they ate shark’s
fin, toadstools, and twenty-three-year old eggs. “Fishes maw” I wrote in my diary—the lower lips stewed in
snail’s broth; I put my handkerchief to my mouth and spat out the accumulated mouthful, which brought me
raised eyebrows from my father. The endless diversion of the monks, applying their own chopsticks and shoving
various selections down my throat, waving their long thin hands and indicating that I should wash it all down with
samshu, a rice wine, heady stuff with a horrible flavor. Then the hard trestle bed under the sloping roof, the
wooden pillow at my neck, while the whispers of the night closed in around me. …
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187.150 Excerpt from A Cadre School Life: Six Chapters\fn{by Yang Jiang (1911-after 2012)} Peking, China (F) 13
We both worked in the “Academy of Studies”—that is what everyone calls the Chinese Academy of Social
Sciences—formerly the School of Philosophical and Social Studies of the Chinese Academy of Science. My
husband, Mocun, was in the Institute of Literature, and I was in the Institute of Foreign Literature.
In 1969 all of the research personnel in the Academy were undergoing political reeducation under the direction
of the Workers’ and Liberation Army Mao Tse-tung Thought Propaganda Team. During the first phase of this
process we were all ordered to move into our respective office buildings and to turn them into dormitories. Six or
seven, sometimes as many as ten, people lived in each room.
The day would begin with communal exercises out in the open, followed by group political study sessions that
ran through the morning, afternoon, and went on even after dinner. This type of intensive ideological reform went
on for a time, and then it was decided to let the older and more sickly intellectuals live at home; political study
was cut down so that we only had sessions in the morning and afternoon. Both Mocun and I were allowed to
move back home because of our age, yet we sensed, however, that our time together was limited and that it
wouldn’t be long before we were “sent down” to a cadre school. The rumours that had been circulating in the
Academy finally pinpointed the location of the school, but the date of our departure was still a matter of
conjecture, so we had no choice but to wait.
Every day we would line up for our midday meal in our respective institute canteens. You could never get out
of the line with a meal in anything under half an hour, and it was too much trouble to go all the way home to make
something yourself. Besides, there was not enough time between political meetings to do so. The Propaganda
Team gradually relaxed its supervision a little, and we were able to meet for meals outside. There wasn’t much to
eat in the restaurants either, and you still had to queue up for everything, but at least we were together and could
talk to each other while we waited.
*
On the 3rd of November I was standing at the bus stop outside the main entrance of the Academy when Mocun
came along in a crowd of people. He walked over, stood beside me and whispered,
“I’ve got something important to tell you, but wait until we’re on the bus.”
I studied his expression but couldn’t guess what it was. After we had pushed and shoved our way onto the bus
he finally said,
“I’ve been put in the advance party that’s being sent down on the 11 th.”
Even though I had been preparing myself for this news, it still came as a great shock. The 11 th was only a few
days away, and we had wanted to celebrate his birthday together. We had been planning to have a special meal of
shou\fn{Longevity} noodles as it was Mocun’s sixtieth “empty year”\fn{ A reference to the Chinese practice of calculating a
child to be one year old at birth } birthday. After all, we said to each other, the way things were going it was not likely
that we would be around to have the noodles on the proper occasion—our seventieth birthdays. Now even our
hope of spending this day together had been shattered.
“Why have you been put in the advance party?”
“Because of you. Everyone else is going to be busy getting their families ready to go with them or making
other arrangements for them, but they think I should be able to leave everything to you.”
Their cadre school was located at Luoshan in southern Henan Province. The whole Institute was being sent
down on November the 17th, about a week after the advance party set out.
We went to our usual restaurant and had a chicken hot-pot. The chicken was only bits of skin and bone, that
added to the news I’d just heard, took my appetite right away, and even with the help of some soup from the hotpot I couldn’t manage to finish my rice.
Although there was only a week in which to get Mocun packed up and ready to go, they did not give him any
time off from the Academy until two days before he left. I was able to take some time off so that I could help him
prepare. Unlike previous stays in the countryside, this time everyone had been instructed to take all of their
possessions; it seemed that in transplanting whole families this way, none of us was supposed to come back.
Everything he owned had to be bundled up and taken, including the things that he virtually never used: clothes
that had been lying unworn in drawers, all of his books, notes, and so on. It made a surprisingly large pile of
luggage. As both my daughter, Ayuan, and her husband, Deyi, had been sent to work in factories, they could only
get away on their day off. They were a great help and used the now popular technique of tying up all of the
luggage tightly with thick rope to protect it on its rough-and-tumble passage to the country. Heavy rope bindings
could keep wood and steel trunks together well enough, but I came to learn that people are the most durable of all.
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Durability, being able to endure, is, I suppose, what “being tempered” is really all about. In the end, all you really
had to do was to prepare yourself for what was coming.
If the clothing he took with him was too old then it would never last; if it was too coarse then it would be
difficult for him to wash. I had not done any mending for some time, but I took out the sewing machine and made
a pair of coveralls for him out of the leftover material I had. Mocun could wear them for a long time without
having to bother about washing. I also mended a pair of his old pants and stitched a large patch on the seat so that
it looked like a flattened picture of the earth sewn together by cotton lines of longitude and latitude. It was as
thick as cowhide, but he seemed very happy and remarked that now he had a built-in seat so that he could sit
down anywhere without worrying about getting dirty. He told me there was no need to get everything ready all at
once since I would be able to take care of the rest when I was sent down. As for the children, he thought they
could come and take care of both of us after they were posted to the countryside, too.
*
th
In no time at all the 11 arrived. Ayuan, Deyi and I went to the station to see him off. He was not travelling
with very much hand luggage, so we found ourselves a corner in the waiting room to rest. It was a scene of utter
confusion, with people in the advance party rushing around, all looking like they needed a few extra pairs of
hands. Families and friends called each other, adding to the general chaos. Deyi immediately put down the things
he was carrying and went to give some people a helping hand. Mocun and I looked on approvingly. We
commented that the spirit of helping people in distress was something the new society really had taught the
young. It was also a relief to know that our daughter was in the care of such a gentle and considerate young man.
As Deyi was still busy lifting and carrying other people's belongings, Ayuan and I helped Mocun with his
things. After squeezing our way onto the platform, we hustled him onto the train to find a seat. Once he was
settled in, the three of us went back out onto the platform and waited silently for the train to leave.
I remember how people seeing friends off on ocean voyages in the past used to throw coloured streamers on to
the deck. There would be cheers and applause when the wispy paper lines snapped as the boat moved slowly away
from the dock. There were usually tears among the happy shouts of well-wishing and farewell, as if the broken
streamers had somehow torn the travellers and their loved ones apart. Although there were no streamers at the
train station, there was an almost visible knot between the families and couples that were saying goodbye; but
unlike those fragile strips of coloured paper, the poignancy of this farewell would not snap and flutter away when
the train finally moved off.
After some time, Mocun walked back to the train door and told us not to wait any longer. We stood there
looking at each other for a moment; there was nothing more to say. I decided it was better for the three of us to go
rather than wait and let him see how worried we were that he was leaving alone. As we walked away, I could not
help looking back after every few steps: the train still had not moved and people were milling around on the
platform. We went home in silence. Ayuan and Deyi headed back to factories that they had been sent to by their
university.
*
A few days later, someone from the Institute of Literature told me that Mocun’s group could have their own
beds shipped down to the cadre school provided they were tied securely with rope and sent to the Academy
immediately. I set to work at once. It wasn’t long before I found out that there was a knack to making stiff thick
rope stay in one place once you have something tied up. The secret lies in what you do with the ends—whatever
you do you shouldn’t tie a knot; you have to stuff the ends under the rest of the rope so they will not slip out. I
also soon realized that you need at least two people to “draw and quarter” a normal size bed but, since I was by
myself and only had a day to get it done, I forged on regardless.
Once the small wooden bed of ours was dismantled, however, no matter how I juggled the individual pieces, I
just couldn’t strap them together in one parcel. By this time I regretted that I had not been blessed with an extra
arm, my teeth being the only unoccupied part of my anatomy with which I could hold the loose end of the rope
steady. Finally, out of sheer frustration, I decided to separate the pieces into a few bundles. To make things more
manageable I added a length of string to the end of the rope and tied up the dismembered bed in three sections. On
each section I wrote Mocun’s name a couple of times. It was only a bed but I worried over it as if it were a family
of refugees, and I fretted that once the pieces were separated they would never find their way back together again.
At last I sent it off. From the letter I later got from Mocun I gathered he had as much trouble locating those three
parcels as I’d had in tying them up.
The Institute of Literature and another institute were sent down first. As military vocabulary was then in vogue
no one called them institutes, but rather “regiments”. On the day that these two regiments were officially sent
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down we were all given a “free day” to go and cheer them off on their trek. They had all lined up in ranks and
marched past us to the sound of cymbals and drums, proceeded by a large red flag. Our old colleague and mentor,
Yu Pingbo, and his wife were at the head of the columns. Seeing this seventy year-old scholar lining up as though
he was in kindergarten I felt sick at heart; I had seen enough and turned away. I was not the only one who lacked
the required enthusiasm for the ceremony and I noticed that a number of others were heading back to the offices
as well.
All of us knew we were going to be sent down to be reformed, yet no one had the heart to reflect on the
poignancy of separation from family and home as the literati of the past had done in their poetry and writing.
Some sections of the Academy had already left and those of us who remained had to work harder than ever. We
were made to do political study all day every day, so much so that even the “worker teachers” assigned to
reeducate us became bored. One of them, in his early twenties, grumbled,
“Standing all day long in front of a blazing steel furnace never bothered me, but now my head aches, my back
aches—all this sitting around is killing me.”
It seemed that tempering hardened intellectuals was far more demanding than tempering steel. Learning how to
be occupied by doing nothing was also quite an art.
The key to our ideological reformation was participation in manual labour. After completing a network of
underground air-raid shelters at the Academy, we began moving books. This consisted of bundling, tying and
carrying heavy volumes from one building to another. Or, for a change, we would shift piles of books from one
room to another. When we had finished relocating the books of our own institute, we set to work on the books of
another institute. Once we were directed to clear out a one-room library smothered under years of dust and
obvious neglect. Our job was to remove all of the books, book cases and shelves so that the room could be used
for some other purpose. While we busied ourselves, anyone who walked into the room would nearly choke on all
of the dust that we had stirred up, sneezing non-stop for several minutes. Although we all wore surgical masks we
still ended up with dirty faces, coughing up black phlegm. The bitter cold of winter had given way to the heat of
early summer, and the heavy work of carting steel bookcases and huge card-files—each brimming with now
useless index cards—made us all break into a sweat. The heaviest work was left to the younger and more ablebodied of our group who carried everything out on their shoulders. The friction gradually wore through the
material to the flesh underneath. Flesh and bone were still the most durable.
The weaker ones always had it easier. I only had to do a little light work—nothing to speak of really.
Whenever I had some free time I would make up a small package for Mocun and send it off to him at the cadre
school. He wrote to me every chance he had. They were short sketchy letters, but he wrote every day. Had I been
able to save them, what interesting reading they would make today! Then again, far more important and valuable
letters were destroyed without a second thought, so this hardly seems important now.
When Mocun’s group arrived at Luoshan they had to clean up an old labour reform camp barracks to live in.
The building, abandoned years ago, was covered in cobwebs and dirt. The weather was already very hot, and
though they had spent the first night sleeping on straw mats he said they were still sweltering. But suddenly there
was a freak snowfall and the weather turned bitterly cold again, the ground outside dissolving into slippery mud.
On the 17th the rest of the Institute arrived and the eighty “bachelors” squeezed onto a long earthen kang\fn{The
long brick platform headed from below and commonly used as a bed in northern China } under the same roof. One fellow had
taken his young son with him, a little devil who urinated allover the kang before going to sleep, “fertilizing” the
bed for his elders.
On their day off everyone went over to the nearby township to buy food. Mocun told me that they had roast
chicken and cooked tortoise on sale at the local market, but when I asked him what the tortoise tasted like, he
wrote back that he had not eaten any. He also sent me a few rough poems.
As there was no tillable land at Luoshan, none of them had anything to do, so after a month or so of complete
inactivity, all of the “students” in the regiment packed up their belongings in cases and baskets and moved off to
Dongyue in Xi County. I managed to find the county on the map, but Dongyue was too insignificant to be marked.
It turned out to be a desolate and remote place where there was hardly enough kindling around to keep a fire
going in the winter.
Quite a number of women in the company developed chilblains on the face because of the cold. They had to
wash clothes by pitching them into a pond before beating them clean. Mocun gave his new shirt to an old woman
from the village to wash, but she took it away and he never saw it again. I was worried that he might lose his
footing on the slippery edge of the pond if he tried to do his own washing, so losing the occasional piece of
clothing in this way was not too great a price to pay for his safety .
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*
All the people in Peking who were waiting to be sent down were anxious to hear about conditions in the cadre
school, so I was being asked constantly for the latest news from Mocun. Among the more factual pieces of
information were a few anecdotes, the most popular one being about the poet He Qifang and the fish.
The cooks in the mess decided to treat everyone to a meal of red-fried fish freshly caught from the newlydrained marsh. On hearing the news, Qifang grabbed the mug in which he kept his toiletries and went to buy
himself a serving of fish. As he was eating he noticed that it had rather a strange flavour. Finally, after a few more
mouthfuls, he used his spoon to dredge the largest piece out of the bottom of the mug to make a closer inspection.
Only then did he realize he had been eating fish seasoned with an old piece of soap that had stuck to the bottom of
his mug.
When I told everyone this story they burst out laughing, but it was a laughter softened by a feeling of
sympathy for the old man. They in turn told me an anecdote they had heard about Mocun. He and a friend called
Ding apparently had sat together for hours nursing a pot of water while waiting for it to boil. When all my
colleagues started laughing 1 became a little defensive and tried to explain that the stove was a very slipshod
affair that had been built outside and was exposed to the wind and snow, so naturally it was difficult to get a pot of
water to boil. Nevertheless, a joke is a joke and everyone giggled on merrily despite my explanation.
After Chinese New Year, they started building themselves some new housing. The women pulled carts of mud,
made bricks and laid them just as the men did. Mocun, Yu Pingbo and a few other “old, weak, ill and disabled”
members of the regiment were excused from this heavy labour, but helped out anyway doing odd jobs and some
light work. After they had been out there for eight months, our regiment was finally sent down to join them. By
that time they were already settled in barracks which they had built themselves.
Our regiment set out on the 12th of July, 1970. When Mocun had left Peking, Ayuan and Deyi had come along
to the station to see him off. Now that 1 was going, Ayuan was the only one left to come and say goodbye. Deyi
had killed himself a few weeks earlier.
Deyi had never made a secret of the fact that he was “a little to the right” in his attitude to the Cultural
Revolution; he said he just could not accept the way the ultra-leftists were carrying on. When the purge of “May
16th activists” began, a few extreme leftists who were suspected of belonging to the banned organisation
“confessed” that Deyi was the head of their cell, and that he was in possession of a full name list of the other
members. Having already finished his stint of labour in the factory, Deyi had meanwhile returned to the
university. Ayuan was still at her factory, and as they had different days of the week off they were never home at
the same time. The last time he went back to school he said to me,
“I can’t let them accuse me of refusing to cooperate with the revolutionary masses, but what chance do 1 have
of standing up to the Propaganda Team? The only alternative is to make up a list of names and get a lot of other
people into trouble. But I’ve never been a convincing liar.”
As soon as he got back to the university, he was detained. Class struggle had enveloped everything and Ayuan
was ordered back to the university immediately along with all of the other students who were still working in
factories. The Workers’ Propaganda Team took charge of Deyi’s case, and arranged for everyone in the
department to “struggle” him. They wanted to pressure him into producing a list of names. Instead he committed
suicide.
Once I had settled into the carriage, I went out just like Mocun had and told Ayuan not to wait for me any
longer. I knew very well that she was not a helpless child and that I could leave her to fend for herself without
worrying, but as I watched that listless, solitary figure walk away from me, I felt as though I was abandoning her.
I forced myself to shut my eyes, but in the darkness I could see her even more clearly—returning alone to that
disordered, comfortless place that used to be our home, and cleaning up after my final rushed packing. As I could
not bear the thought of this, I opened my eyes wide again, but she was already gone. I shut them once more and
let the tears flow down into my heart. The train slowly creaked into motion and I left Peking.
*
Mocan was so dark and thin that he looked like a complete stranger. But no matter how much his appearance
had changed, I recognized him in an instant. There was a doctor by the name of Huang in the school clinic who
was known for being very frank and stubborn. Once when Mocun had gone for an appointment, she had glanced
at the name in the register and exclaimed,
“What? You’re not Qian Zhongshu. You can’t fool me, I know the man.”
Mocun stood his ground and refused to be intimidated. Doctor Huang was adamant:
“I know his wife too.”
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Refusing to be put off, Mocun told her my name to prove that he was my husband. To spare herself any further
argument she dropped the matter, though she wasn’t really convinced that he was not an imposter. When I
mentioned the incident to her later she burst out laughing,
“Well, you can hardly blame me, can you? He doesn’t look anything like he used to.”
I cannot remember now just what he did look like at the time, or even what he was wearing; my attention was
rivetted by an ugly red pimple on his jaw. Although no larger than a hazel-nut, it had a nasty head on it and looked
very angry. The tip of the head was a bright red surrounded by dull yellow pus. It was the first thing I noticed
when we met again, and I remember saying,
“That’s a very bad ulcer. We’ll have to get a hot compress on it at once.”
If it had not been for me who would have given a thought to treating it with a hot compress? I looked through
their Red Cross medicine chest and discovered they had gauze and absorbent cotton, but there wasn’t a scrap that
had not been dirtied by careless muddy hands.
Mocun told me that this was his second ulcer. After the first one had come up, the leadership had given him a
few days rest and moved him away from the boiler where he had been working. By the time we met he had been
allocated new duties: he was in charge of the tools during the day and was on duty at night as a watchman. His
immediate superior had given him half a day’s leave in honour of my visit, but my brigade leader was not so
lenient, and I was only permitted to make a short visit to Mocun’s regiment with someone from my brigade who
had some business there; I was expected to return almost immediately. Mocun walked back to my regiment with
me, and we parted again, hardly having time to say anything to each other. Ayuan and I still had not told him
about Deyi’s death, and it was hardly the appropriate time to tell him then and there. I got a letter from him two
days later and he told me that the pimple was an ulcer, just as I had said, and that after it had been lanced they had
given him a few injections and it was starting to go down.
Even though we only lived an hour away from each other we were at the command of our respective leaders
and had to “follow orders and obey the rules”. Not being free to do what we liked, we continued to communicate
by letter, though they did let us see each other on our days off. This “day of rest”, though not on a Sunday, only
came once every ten days, so we all called it “the big Sunday”. If the leadership decided there was something
more important to do on the day then the holiday was cancelled. Despite everything, however, we were more or
less together, unlike Ayuan, who was all alone in Peking.
*
There was always lots of work to be done in a cadre school. Labour out in the fields consisted mainly of
planting beans or wheat. In the hot weather this meant that the day would start in the early hours around three
when everyone would set off to work on an empty stomach. Breakfast would be brought out to you at six, then
work continued until midday before you headed back for lunch. Following the afternoon rest, you would return to
the fields around dusk and work into the night.
At the beginning we stayed in the peasants’ houses in the village, but work started on our own accomodation
almost at once. As bricks were unavailable we had to make our own mud substitute. Brick-making was regarded
as the most backbreaking work. Looking after the pigsties and tending the pigs ran a close second, since it was the
dirtiest and most unrewarding job of all. Most of the older and less robust “students” such as myself were
assigned to the vegetable gardens and kitchens, all of the heavy and tiring work falling on the shoulders of the
young.
One night there was an evening of performances and skits on the theme of manual labour. Among the sketches
was a short play about a member of a certain regiment who risked life and limb to keep the fire in a brick kiln
going even though the roof was about to cave in. Someone said it was based on a true story. Another regiment put
on a performance that was simply called “Well-digging”. The whole regiment crowded on to the stage and moved
around in a large circle as though they were pushing a well drill while they chanted a work song in chorus. There
was no script and no other action apart from the circling movement and rhythmic chanting. Everyone moved and
worked as one, drilling on without stopping until they reached the right depth. “Hey-ho, hey-ho!”—the choral
reverberation reminded me of a once-popular film theme song, The Song of the Volga Boatmen. Listening to the
performers, I could nearly see the boatmen on the riverbank pulling their boats along, step by step, struggling
forward exhausted and leaning all of their weight against the ropes. Although the well-digging piece was a little
monotonous it was more realistic and moving than the heroics in the kiln with its message “to fear neither
hardship nor death.” At the end of the evening everyone went away full of praise for the well-digging
performance; after all, people said, it didn’t require any rehearsal: all they had to do was climb on the stage and do
it. Suddenly someone blurted out,
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“Just a minute. There must be something ideologically wrong with it. It must be—that is, if intellectuals are so
impressed by it, it must mean—” Everyone understood the point he was trying to make and laughed knowingly.
This was followed by an uncomfortable silence. We quickly changed the subject.
I was assigned to work in the vegetable brigade. One of our major tasks was the digging of our own well, just
like those people on stage, and we did it without any machinery. The district in which our cadre school was
located had had a run of good luck—although it was right next to the flood-prone Huai River, the area had not
been washed out for a good two years. On the other hand, the ground was bone-dry and hard as rock, and this
made growing vegetables quite a chore. The local peasants had a saying:
“It’s muddy when it rains and like rock when it’s clear.”
A tractor had gone over the ground before we went to work on it, but all the plough had done was turn up great
sods of earth as big and as hard as small boulders, so we still had to put a lot of work into just getting the ground
ready to plant. Breaking up those sods into workable earth was not only exhausting, but it required the patience of
a saint as well. Once we had finally carved out a few patches of earth and dug out water channels, we discovered
that there was no water on hand. In a neighboring vegetable garden there was a motor-pump well that supposedly
went to a depth of ten metres. We were constantly going over to get drinking water from them. The water in a
hand-dug well of about three metres’ depth was always muddy. To obtain drinkable water from it you had to put
disinfectant in the bucket, which always made the water taste very peculiar. But the water from the motor-pump
well, ten metres down in the earth, was cool and sweet. Drinking that water after sweating in the sun for hours
was like sipping nectar. Our borrowing was not limited to a neighbourly cup or two of drinking water, since we
always took the liberty of washing our dirty hands and feet, too. None of this caused any trouble, but when we
tried to use the well to water our vegetables there were numerous problems. For one thing, without a pump we
couldn’t get any water over to our fields. Once we managed to borrow a pump, but the water from their well had
barely started its torturous route through our carefully dug system of channels—wasting most of itself in the dry
earth on the way—when it got dark and the people we borrowed the pump from came to take it back. The spinach
seeds we had planted took a whole month to sprout, and then did so only after a heavy rainfall.
In the end we decided that we would have to dig our own well. After selecting a site we all set to work. The
designated ground was as hard as burnished copper. I picked up a shovel and stabbed down with what I thought
was enough strength to gouge out a great hole in the ground, but only managed to make a white scratch on the
surface, much to the amusement of the younger people around me. But when even their more energetic efforts
were not getting them very far they agreed it was a job for pickaxes. Although I wasn’t very good with a shovel, I
was pretty fast on my feet, so I volunteered to run over to the tool shed to get them. Before long I was jogging
back with the picks over my shoulder to find the others still chipping away at the ground. As soon as I appeared a
couple of the young men took the picks from me and began loosening the earth with them. The stronger men
worked with the picks in turn while the rest of us shovelled the earth out of the way. We kept at it all day and by
dusk had managed to scoop out a fair-sized hole, but there still wasn’t a hint of moisture at the bottom of it. One
of the younger members of the group, Xiao Niu. began grumbling about women being bad luck and how they
were unlikely to find water with us around. There were only two women in the vegetable brigade: myself, the
oldest woman in the whole company, and Axiang, the youngest, an overseas Chinese girl barely half my age. Xiao
Niu’s loud comments came as a shock to her and she couldn’t make up her mind whether to be angry or amused.
Finally, with a grin she told me she was determined to give him a piece of her mind. In all honesty, however, we
were both a little worried that if we I didn’t find water very soon, everyone would blame us. Fortunately, the
ground became soggy and then water began i appearing at about a two-metre depth. Shovelling out dry earth had
been tiring enough, but scooping the heavy mud from the bottom of the well proved to be even more exhausting.
Two people stayed down at the bottom of the well and passed the mud up in buckets to be dumped to the side by
those standing at the rim. It didn’t take long before the ground around the well was muddy, and everyone was
slipping around in bare feet.
Axiang seemed to be enjoying herself the most and, having taken off her shoes, had jumped into the well to
help pass up buckets of mud. I wasn’t strong enough to lift even one of the buckets, but joined in the spirit of
things by shovelling the mud around the well into a pile in my bare feet. The distaste one has for mud—with its
usual mixture of phlegm, mucus, urine and faeces\fn{ Urban Chinese regard walking barefoot as distasteful and mud with
absolute revulsion}—vanished once we had taken off our shoes and socks and started walking around in the warm
and yielding ooze. It was slippery and wet, but it did not seem at all “dirty”. You felt the way you did about a
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loved one with a contagious disease, holding hands and kissing without concern for becoming ill yourself. The
thought suddenly struck me: is this what they mean about “changing your attitude” toward physical labor?
The digging became harder as water collected in the bottom of the well. Though it was not like using a
mechanical drill where you have to keep on digging until you reach the proper depth no matter how long it takes,
still we could not afford to slacken our efforts. We decided to follow the same routine as the people planting
crops, assembling in the vegetable garden every morning before dawn without eating breakfast. As the time for
the morning meal approached, Axiang and I would go back to get steamed bread, rice porridge, salted vegetables
and boiled water, load it onto a wheelbarrow and cart it back to the well-site. I would push it on the level and
downward sloping parts of the dirt path; Axiang would take over on the sharp turns, bumps and inclines. Although
it doesn’t sound like a very hard job, it took some practice to keep that cart on an even keel and the open tureens
of porridge and hot water from spilling. I tried doing Axiang’s job and quickly found that it looked much easier
than it was. Luckily for me she didn’t begrudge having to do the more difficult work and we got on very well
together.
At lunchtime, everyone went back to eat at the regimental mess, and after a midday sleep continued working
until dusk. We were always the last ones to get back for dinner. I don’t remember how long we kept this routine
up, but eventually we hit the three-metre mark. A few days before this the water at the bottom of the well was
slowing work up so much that we had to ask a couple of strong young men from other units to lend us a hand.
They jumped down into the well and set to work immediately in ankle-deep water. Wells are usually dug in the
winter when the earth below is warm, but it was the height of summer and the well was damp and chilly. Axiang
and I were afraid they would get a bad chill if they stayed down there too long, but they shouted back that they
felt fine and kept on digging. We didn’t want to seem like a pair of old hens, but we couldn’t help going over to
the well every so often to see how they were getting along.
The water gradually rose to knee level. After a while the diggers were splashing up to their thighs and then up
to their waists. We had calculated that a three-metre depth would be quite sufficient for our purposes, so when
they neared the mark I suggested that I go and buy some wine to warm the men who had been working in the
water and to celebrate the completion of the well. After all the work we had put into it everyone was very excited.
One of the men who had come over to help us dig was in charge of the rear-services unit. He gave me a few
pointers on how I could get some wine. I rushed back to the regiment mess hall to recite to the cook what I had
been told and got a bottle from him. On it was a threatening label with a skull and crossbones crudely drawn over
the word POISON!!! which was followed by three large exclamation marks—obviously scribbled on to keep others
from stealing it. Protectively clasping the bottle, which still had about an inch of wine left in the bottom, I hurried
off to the supply store at the central headquarters of the school, about one kilometre west of the vegetable garden.
I went as quickly as I could as I was worried about making it before closing time and wished I had one of those
old flying-horse talismans tied to my feet so that I could go even faster. But when I got to the store and found they
were still open, I still had to talk them into selling me wine without an official authorisation form. Luckily, the
fact that I had managed to get hold of a wine bottle seemed to be official enough for them and they sold me a
catty of rice spirits with no further questions asked. They didn’t have anything on sale to go with the wine so I had
to settle for some “sweets” that looked more like hard lumps of mud than anything else. Then it was back to the
well-site with my precious cargo.
They had finished the digging and everyone was sitting down for a rest. As soon as they saw me, they all
grabbed their drinking mugs and hurried over to pour themselves some wine. We managed to finish the whole
bottle I had bought, leaving only an inch or so at the bottom to be returned to the mess. The “sweets” also
disappeared and our victory banquet drew to a close.
I had only been doing light work cleaning up around the construction site, and I can’t say I personally
experienced the tremendous physical exhaustion of well-digging, but at the end of every day I would lie awake
listening to my companion tossing and turning in the next bed, moaning in her sleep as though struggling to tear
herself away from the aches and pains of the day’s toil. I listened with a sense of guilt, knowing I was not really
sharing the full burden of fatigue with her. During the day as we were working, you even heard the men say, “Ah,
I suppose we’re not as young as we used to be,” admitting that they no longer had the strength and energy of their
early twenties. So even the people who were so much younger than me seemed to feel that they couldn’t do as
much as they would have liked to.
By the time we bought and installed a hand-driven pump, the well was full. We placed a platform over the top
of the well with the pump positioned in the centre, so that a long handle was required to turn it. The advantage of
this was that you didn’t get dizzy pushing the handle since you had to walk in a large circle. The younger men in
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the brigade took turns at pumping water, doing from a few dozen to a hundred revolutions in one go. The people
who sometimes came over to give our brigade a hand with the vegetables were impressed. They had realized that
it took some time to get used to long periods of squatting when working in a vegetable patch, but not that turning
a hand pump was also an acquired skill.
I was truly part of the team, going out with everyone else before dawn and returning to base camp only after
dark. Though you couldn’t say what I did was manual labour in the strict sense of the word, just being with
everyone else and doing light jobs around the site made me feel part of it all. I gradually developed a sense of
group or team spirit, a fellowship in which I was part of the whole. There was a satisfying feeling of belonging. I
had never had this feeling when I had worked on short term community labor projects in the past; with those, once
the assigned work or construction job was completed, everyone had gone their separate ways. Intellectual work is
even less conducive to a team spirit. Even when you collaborate with other people, you tend to regard your own
individual contribution as the most important. If you write an article with someone else, the person in charge of
collecting and collating material and the person who actually writes it up very rarely manage to work as one. In
the cadre school it was different: the prospect of an indefinite future of working together with little or no hope of
ever going back brought about a strong feeling of community, of “us-ness”. I often heard people who had been
sent down to the cadre school comment,
“Well they never get soaked in the rain or sunburnt from working outside.” A few simple words would carve a
chasm between “them” and “us”. Being part of the “us” by no means meant that we thought and acted as one:
although we were now all in the same cadre school together, some had come down after being locked up in the
“cowshed”.\fn{Intellectuals were generally referred to as “cow spirits and snake demons” in the Cultural Revolution, and the temporary
prisons for confining them between struggle sessions became known as “cowsheds” } Despite these differences we were all part
of the same category because we were all under “them”. But you couldn’t say that all of the people in charge of us
were equally part of “them”, since they were only the ones who “never got soaked in the rain or sunburnt”. I
remember one person who really thought of himself as something special, giving orders and lecturing people in
liberal fashion. He was a typical one of “them”. Then there were others like “that thick-skinned old fart”, or “the
joker who thinks he’s God’s gift to mankind”—without a doubt also part of “them”. The difference between “us”
and “them really had little to do with political or social class, yet working in a group all the time did give me
much insight into the nature of “class feelings”.
The poor and lower-middle peasants—the people we were all supposed to regard as our teachers, the people
we had in fact been sent to the countryside to learn from and be reeducated by—actually took exception to our
presence. One morning we arrived at our vegetable garden to discover that a number of rows of sweet potatoes
had disappeared during the night. I lost count of the number of times vegetables we had planted were stolen
before that had grown to full size. If you said anything, they’d protest loudly,
“Look at you, you buy all of the vegetables you eat anyway. You’re only planting these for fun!”
They also took all of the saplings we had planted and sold them at the local market. When we were harvesting
our soya beans they relieved us of the rest of the crop before we had even finished. To add insult to injury, they
would shout out in self-defence,
“You people eat grain you’ve bought from the State anyway.”
We were never part of their “us”, but only another type of “them”, or, as they put it, “well-fed, wrist-watchwearing oddities who like to dress up in old clothes.”
*
Everyone in our regiment put all they had into their work and did their best to eat as much as they could at
each meal. I suppose you could see this as being a new application of the socialist principle of “from each
according to his ability and to each according to his needs”. That is putting it too simply since everyone was still
receiving their former wages, which weren’t based on the actual needs of the individual in the first place.
I never ate very much, and, because I was weak, didn’t do any heavy work, but my old salary remained
unchanged. As I was getting much more than most of the others, you could say I was really profiting from “the
superior system of socialism”, or more crudely, that I was living off the fat of the land. I wasn’t happy with the
situation, but since no one appreciated the guilt and embarrassment I felt, I had no choice but to keep quiet and
take care of my vegetables as well as I knew how.
There is always a lot to be done in a new vegetable plot. The first priority is to build an outhouse. As well as
providing for our own convenience, we hoped that an outhouse would entice passers-by to add to our stock of
organic fertilizer. With this in mind we decided to build it by the main thoroughfare at the northern end of the
vegetable garden. The structure was very basic—five wooden posts, one positioned at each corner of the
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enclosure and a fifth planted on one side to form an entrance. We made the walls out of straw, and inside we
buried a large pot up to the rim for our catch. On either side of the pot we dug shallow trenches, placing a few
bricks in them for foot-holds. When we had finished, Axiang and I decided to cover the gaping hole of the
entrance with a curtain, so we stripped the hard outer layer off some straw and hand-wove the stalk onto lengths
of thin rope. Before long we had a very presentable screen. After hanging it up on the entrance we felt quite proud
of our achievement. But when we arrived at the vegetable garden the next morning, our new screen was nowhere
to be seen. Moreover, the growing pile of human fertilizer had been spirited away as well. From then on whenever
Axiang or I went to the toilet, the other would have to stand at the entrance and act as a human screen
*
There were no fences around our vegetable garden and on three sides there were patches that belonged to other
regiments in the school. In one of these “brother patches”, our neighbours had built themselves a very fancy toilet,
the contents flowing into a pit to the side of it. The hole inside had been laboriously lined with bricks, but in spite
of this their “holdings” were often stolen because the peasants believed that the faeces from the cadre school were
especially effective as a fertilizer.
We decided to dig a long shallow trench for a compost heap to increase our yield of fertilizer. When it was
completed, everyone cut grass and weeds to mix with it, but while we were eating our lunch all of the green grass
we had cut disappeared, probably winding up as feed for the peasants’ stock. I suppose we really shouldn’t have
been surprised; there wasn’t very much vegetation in the area and even dry grass was pulled up roots and all to be
used as fuel.
The regiments that had been sent down before us had built quite a few brick huts in their vegetable gardens so
they could keep guard over their crops. All we managed was a hastily erected thatched hut on the southwest
corner of the well. First we set up a wooden frame and made a mud wall on the northern side; the other three sides
were built of thatched straw. The roof was also constructed of thatch with a piece of oil-cloth on top and a layer of
vinyl underneath.
To the northwest of the garden was a brick kiln that also belonged to the Academy. We went up with our
wheelbarrow and collected the broken bricks and shards lying around outside to lay on the floor of the hut so it
wouldn’t be too damp for whoever was on duty. On the southern face of the hut we left an opening for an entrance
and put a wooden door there with a lock on it. The head of our brigade, the brigade poet and Xiao Niu moved into
the new hut so there would be a twenty-four hour watch on the vegetables. The rest of us had a place where we
could take a rest under cover during the daytime.
Bit by bit we planted vegetables in all of the fields. We mostly planted Chinese cabbage and radishes, but there
were also a few rows of lettuce, chives, potherb mustard, asparagus lettuce, carrots, parsley and garlic shoots.
About this time we moved into our new accomodations. Unlike the barracks of a few of the regiments which had
been sent down before us, ours was near the school headquarters. As our regiment was also allocated a vegetable
patch right next to the new barracks, all of the able-bodied men in our brigade were transferred there to dig
trenches. Our main vegetable garden could not be left unattended, however, so Axiang and I stayed behind.
Our first job was to tie up with pieces of vine all of the cabbages that were growing loose-leafed. Some of
them had leaves that still had not opened out, but as they were not growing tight to the centre of the plant we tied
them up too. Besides that, all of the plants needed nourishment. Axiang was strong enough to carry a half-full
bucket of “organic fertilizer” in each hand out to me in the field where I would feed the plants with a cup. The
vegetables we gave our particular attention to were the long white radishes—our precIous Ivory and Taihu
varieties. They had just broken through the ground, about an inch tall and as big as the diameter of a small rice
bowl. We congratulated ourselves for their growth and were excited that our toil had begun to show results. We
were also proud that our radishes were the “cream of the crop”. Our brigade leader told us that we could put the
plant ash that had been set aside for the carrots on our radishes. When it came time to harvest, I went over to the
field thinking that I would be pulling up radishes at least six inches to a foot long, but when I bent over and gave
the first plant a mighty tug, the earth gave way easily and I fell backwards onto my behind tightly clutching a tiny
radish with a few spindly roots. At the end of the day we had what must have been the largest crop of pigmy
radishes in the history of farming. Some of the carrots were a little more substantial, though most of them were
about the size of small pears.
With the coming of the colder weather, you could feel the biting north wind as you squatted in the fields
loosening the soil or pulling out weeds. It would cut through your clothing and chill you to the bone. The days
grew shorter; and it was always pitch black by the time we got back to the regimental mess for dinner. In
December we were moved to the new barracks over by headquarters, Axiang was transferred to a new vegetable
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garden nearby, and the three men who lived in the hut only came back at night, so I was left during the daytime to
take care of things by myself.
Our brigade leader had let me stay on in charge of the old vegetable garden because it was only a ten-minute
walk to Mocun’s barracks up past the brick kiln. Mocun had been put in charge of the tools, and our brigade
leader often had me go and borrow things, so this always meant a second trip, of course, as I had to return the tool
to Mocun once we were finished with it. Everyone looked on with amusement when they spotted me scurrying
happily back and forth from the tool shed. Mocun not only had to register the name of people who borrowed
tools, but also took turns as a night watchman. His real job, however, was being the regiment’s courier. Every
afternoon he would go off to the post office to collect the daily papers, mail and packages, and distribute them to
the regiment. Our vegetable garden was between his barracks and the post office, so he would follow the winding
course of the stream that ran from the north past the garden. Sometimes he would take a longer route and pass
through the garden to say hello. Everyone would stop work and chat with him, but he never dared stay too long
and was sure not to take this “long-cut” too often. When Axiang was still working in the garden with me she often
caught sight of him first and would give me a friendly nudge, saying:
“Look who’s coming to see you.”
Mocun was usually on his way back from picking up the mail and the three of us would go and sit by the
stream for a while. By the time Axiang was transferred and I was left in the garden alone, the stream had dried up
and he would come through the garden on his way to the post office instead of walking a semicircle around the
stream. We were together for a short time every day, and I am quite sure these téte-a-tètes in the vegetable patch
were more enjoyable than the lovers’ trysts in dainty flower gardens so often described in the old novels and
operas. Later Mocun discovered he could walk in a straight line from the garden and cross a stone bridge near the
post office without having to worry about the stream at all. I would wait every afternoon for him to come ambling
down from the kiln. If the weather was good we would sit on the bank of the irrigation canal south of the hut
sunning ourselves. When he was running late he would only have time to exchange a few words, perhaps handing
me a short letter he had written before rushing off. Quite often I would lock up the hut and walk down to the
stream with him, then hurry back in time to see him head south and over the horizon until he disappeared from
sight. On his way back he was always in a hurry to deliver the letters and papers back at his barracks so he
wouldn’t cross over the stream to see me again. I always saw him walking along and could say anything I had
forgotten to tell him from my side of the stream.
The vegetable garden was the centre of my new world. To the south there was a hillock everyone called Tiger
Mountain after the Peking opera,\fn{Taking Tiger Mountain by Strategy, one of the eight revolutonary model operas composed by
Mao Tse-tung’s wife, much vauted during the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution } which formed a line with the brick kiln and
Mocun’s barracks behind it in the north. To the west of Tiger Mountain were the headquarters, the centre of the
cadre school, and our regiment’s barracks was on the eastern side of the compound. One of the other regiments
had built their mess hall at the foot of Tiger Mountain and I went to buy my lunch and dinner there every day.
Close by over to the west was a group of houses where I often went to get boiled drinking water. A little way to
the south was a small hut where a stove was kept going all the time, so during the day I’d occasionally go there
for water as well. I had my own small stove, of course, which was made from three old bricks and fueled with the
chaff and dry weeds which I managed to collect. Since it was open to the wind it was sometimes impossible to
light. Due south from the vegetable garden was the post office where Mocun went to pick up the newspapers and
mail every day. To the east past the stream were fields that stretched away as far as the eye could see, broken in a
few places on the horizon by clumps of trees—that was where the neighbouring village was. The house where I’d
been billeted when we first went down was in a hamlet called Yang Village located still further east. From my
vantage point I felt like a spider nestled in the middle of a web stretching out to the four corners of the world; my
catch was not stray insects or chance visitors, but ephemeral sights and sounds, floating thoughts and lone
reflections.
After an early breakfast I would start off to the vegetable garden by myself, and usually bumped into the three
men who lived in the hut on their way to eat at the mess at headquarters. When I got to the garden the first thing I
would do would be to go over to the hut, take out the key hidden in the straw next to the door and put my bowls
and anything else I had brought with me inside. After locking the door I’d set out on my rounds. The ground in the
eastern part of the garden was hard and sallow. Though it wasn’t particularly suitable for growing anything, we
had planted our crop of carrots there. Anything that did manage to grow was stolen before we had a chance to
harvest it. The thieves would tear the carrots roughly from the ground, usually leaving a part of the carrot in the
earth. I always made this carrot patch my first stop on early morning duty so that I could dig out the broken
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remains of the stolen carrots and wash them in the well for a snack later in the day. Then I’d head for the northern
end of the garden where we had planted cabbages. As soon as any of the plants started filling out, someone was
sure to sneak along and chop them off at the base, leaving the roots and the gleaming white wound of the base
gaping dumbly up from the ground. Once I found a few fully-grown cabbages that had been cut off at the roots
and just left standing there untouched. Thefts were so common that we finally decided to harvest what was left of
the crops before the vegetables were fully grown rather than wait until there was no more than a few cabbage
roots left.
One day after returning from my rounds, I went out to the back of the hut and found three peasant women
pulling out our Chinese lettuce. As soon as they caught sight of me they ran off, but they hadn’t expected I’d
chase after them. I was fast on my feet and was making ground on them when they threw the stolen vegetables out
of their baskets. Having rid themselves of their haul they didn’t have to worry about me catching them. In chasing
after them I was only doing what was expected of me. Frankly, I wished they hadn’t thrown the vegetables away.
Had they only gone a little further and got away, they could at least have had a meal of fresh vegetables at home,
instead of leaving the scattered lettuce, which was of no use to me.
They had probably been passing by when they saw our vegetables and decided to make a foray into the garden.
Usually it was a teenage girl or a woman in her late forties leading a dozen or so children out to collect wild grass
and kindling. They all wore clothes made from a patchwork of coloured scraps of cloth and carried wicker baskets
hanging from one arm and a small hoe or scythe in the other hand. At every stop they would fan out in groups of
twos and threes, and cut and gather everything in sight with mechanical precision, furtively stuffing the catch into
their baskets. Their raids on the sapling nursery were also carried out with considerable forethought and expertise.
At first they left the branches they had hacked from the trees in the nursery, and only later took them out in tied
bundles and concealed them in a ditch by the road. As mealtime drew near, you could spot these teams of
scavengers, weighed down with bundled lumps of kindling and grass tied to their backs and hidden treasures
stashed in their baskets, regroup and straggle off home. The more daring boys would go as far as uprooting whole
saplings, tying them together and throwing them into the stream for safe-keeping until it was time for them to
return to the village. They also made quick work of the stray straw and chaff left lying around our hut; and it
wasn’t long before two of the wooden posts holding up the outhouse were also taken. In the end none were left.
The thatched walls of both the toilet and the hut began to thin out visibly soon after we had finished building
them. It got so that I wouldn’t dare leave for the regiment mess at Tiger Mountain to buy my meal until I had
made sure that these teams of well-laden foragers were well on their way home.
When the time came to harvest the vegetables the villagers came over to cut the cabbages in their field south of
our garden. Their experienced hands did the work quickly and efficiently as our small brigade of old and feeble
novices plodded along. It made for an exhausting day, cutting and pulling the cabbages out of the ground, piling
them up so they could be weighed and the weights recorded, then loading them onto vehicles and transporting
them to the mess hall at headquarters. The peasants finished well before dusk and left their field as clean as
though it had been swept, whereas we were still working and our field was covered in stalks and scraps of
cabbage leaves. An old woman came over and sat outside the hut with a little girl waiting for our team to stop
work so that they could collect the pieces of cabbage leaf scattered in the rush to finish. The little girl ran over to
the edge of the patch where our brigade was working and then scampered back to the old woman to report on our
progress. When the old woman at last stood up and said that it was probably all right to collect scraps, the little
girl replied that there was nothing left. When they spoke quickly in their local dialect I couldn’t catch everything
they said, but I did hear them mention “pig feeding”. I heard her say, angrily:
“Even the landlords used to let us clean up the fields when they’d finished.”
When I moved a little closer and asked them what use cabbage scraps were to them, the girl’s eyes lit up. She
told me that they boiled the shredded outer leaves of the cabbage in water until they were soft, then poured in a
thick batter and mixed it together.
“It’s delicious,” she assured me.
I had seen the unappetizing dark brown lumps of steamed bread the local peasants ate, and suppose the batter
she was talking about was the same color. I never did find out whether the cabbage scraps and batter were as
“delicious” as the little girl claimed. The tasteless old cabbage and bitter radishes we ate at virtually every meal
probably wasn’t much better than what they had, but the flavour of the food they ate, which the girl had described
with such relish was something we should have experienced but never did.
We did not manage to grow anything worth harvesting in our patch of swede turnips at all. The biggest ones
were about the size of peaches, while the smallest were no bigger than apricots. I gathered a pile of them and was
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picking out the larger ones to send off to the cooks when I noticed the same old woman standing by watching me
closely. She asked me how we would prepare them. I replied that they might make good preserves or might taste
all right just boiled.
“What if I keep the big ones and let you have the rest?” I suggested.
She happily agreed, but moved quickly to pick the largest ones to put in her basket. I didn’t make a fuss, but
when she’d finished, I took a few handfuls out of her basket and replaced them with smaller ones. She didn’t
complain about this, but left quite satisfied. I feel a pang of guilt when I think about it even now, because in the
end the cooks did not use any of the vegetables I had saved for them. Then again, even if I had known the
vegetables were going to be wasted I wouldn’t have dared give her any more. You simply couldn’t afford to set
such a precedent.
When we were pulling out weeds some of the young girls from the village came to watch. We imitated their
local accent and struck up conversations with them. I gave them some green seedlings and they helped us do the
weeding. They called all males “big men”, and though none of them were old enough to be married—they were
all about 12 or 13—their parents had already chosen their future mates. One girl pointed to a friend who, she said,
already had “in-laws”. The girl in question blushed shyly and denied it, claiming that it was actually the girl who
had been speaking who had the in-laws. Neither of them could read.
The family I had been staying with was relatively well off—neither of their two ten year-old sons had to earn
their pocket money by herding cows, and both of them were still going to school, though their eighteen-year-old
sister was illiterate. Her parents had used a matchmaker to find a husband for her and she was engaged. The
young man was a PLA\fn{ People’s Liberation Army} soldier from a neighboring village who was about the same age
as she was. They had never met, and he wrote her a letter with a picture of himself inside; he only had a primary
school education and had the solid honest look of a peasant. Her parents called me “elder sister” because we had
the same surname, and they asked me to write a reply to the boy from their daughter. I sat, pen in hand, staring at
the paper in front of me for a long time before I was able to piece a letter together by asking for suggestions from
everyone in the room. Her future husband had never seen her picture.
I was constantly amazed that the young boys in the village, all of them in their mid-teens, never seemed to
have anything better to do than wander around with large wicker baskets tied to their backs, throwing into them
whatever they laid their eyes on. Sometimes seven or eight of them would band together to hunt rabbits by
beating the ground with sticks made from small stripped saplings, screaming and shouting all the while. Once,
when a few of them came stomping into the vegetable garden making a great commotion, I rushed over to see
what was going on. They told me they were after “cats”—cat being the word they used for rabbit. I had barely
finished telling them that our vegetable garden didn’t have any “cats” in it when a rabbit that had been hiding
under a leafy vegetable nearby suddenly sprinted for safety. It was so fast that they had to send their dogs to hunt
it down. For a few moments, there was some furious running and dodging before the rabbit was cornered by the
four yelping animals. After a final, desperate leap into the air it fell to the ground and was savaged. When it
pounced into the air my heart seemed to jump into my throat in sympathy. From that time on I never had the
slightest interest in watching the hunt when I heard the boys screaming and beating their sticks.
*
One day—it was the 3rd of January 1970, I remember—at about three in the afternoon, two men suddenly
appeared in the vegetable garden, and pointing over to the two grave mounds just beyond the southeast corner of
the garden, asked me if they belonged to the cadre school. They’d heard that one of the tractor drivers who had
been sent down to help set up the school overturned his tractor on a bridge and had drowned in the river. They
wanted to know where he had been buried. I pointed to a spot much further away and told them that the tractor
driver’s grave was there. They hadn’t been gone long when I noticed a few people digging on the bank of the
stream just east of the carrot patch. There was a utility truck parked near them with a mat covering the back of it. I
realised suddenly that they were going to bury someone, and that the men standing at the side in army uniforms
were from the PLA Propaganda Team.
From where I was standing I could just make out that there were three or four people digging very quickly.
Soon one of them jumped into the hole and continued digging, and it was not long before all of them were down
there shovelling out the loose earth. One of them suddenly came running towards me. I thought he probably
wanted a drink of water, but it turned out that he had broken his shovel and wanted to borrow one from me. I went
into the hut and got one for him.
No one from the village was around, and I was the only person who saw the grave-diggers frantically digging
away in the ground. When they had dug so deep that I could only see their heads and shoulders above the ground,
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they stopped: the grave was deep enough. I watched on in silent horror as they went over to the truck and, from
under the mat in the back, lowered a corpse into the pit and covered it with earth.
When the man who had borrowed the shovel came to return it, I asked him if the dead person had been a man
or a woman and what the cause of death had been. He told me what regiment they were from and said they’d just
buried a thirty-three-year-old man who had committed suicide.
Winter days were short and the half-light of dusk had surrounded them by the time they had packed up, got in
the empty truck and driven away. The lonely vegetable fields lay bare, and I slowly walked over to where they
had been working. There was a freshly-piled mound of earth on the bank of the stream, but no one would notice
that it was a new grave.
When I saw Mocun the following day I told him to be careful not to step on the mound of earth by the stream
on his way to the post office as it was a grave and the corpse wasn’t in a coffin. He returned from the post office
with a lot of news: he had found out the deceased’s name, that he had a family and that they’d sent a pile of
luggage back to his home that morning.
There was a fall of snow not long after and I was worried that the earth on the grave would subside and crack,
and that the dogs might find the body. The earth sank down slightly, but did not crack open. I kept a solitary watch
over the vegetable garden throughout the winter, even waiting there in the dark as the sun came up, shooting the
beautiful colours of the morning through the clouds in the east. Slowly, groups of peasants, young and old, would
come trailing along from villages all around dressed in colourfully-patched clothes, splitting into smaller teams of
twos and threes just near the garden, and disappearing from sight for the rest of the day. As the late afternoon sun
hovered in the west, they would gradually regroup and return home with the day’s prizes. I often stood in the
doorway of the hut with my dinner from the canteen looking at the dapple glow of twilight melting into night, the
early evening haze lying somnolently over the vast expanse of land that stretched out to touch the sky. While I
slowly ate my meal, the garden would fall under a cloak of darkness. There wouldn’t be a soul in sight, and not
even a flicker of light from the houses in the distant village was visible. Once I had finished eating I’d go inside
the hut, sometimes catching the sound of the playful scuffling of field mice in the thatched walls or the dead
leaves on the trees outside rustling in the wind. After washing my metal bowls and spoon in well water, I would
lock up and walk back to my dormitory alone.
*
Everyone else was always busy, and I seemed to be the only one who didn’t really have anything to do. So
thorough was my idleness that I felt guilty and restless, even bored. Although I wasn’t the Commander of the
Guard of 800,000, I now understood Lu Zhishen’s feeling of frustration at having to hide away as a Zen monk in a
temple on Wutai Mountain.\fn{Lu Zishen is one of the bawdy heroes of the classical novel, The Water Margin} When we were
all still living with billets I wasn’t working with the women I was rooming with, so I didn’t go back to the village
with them in the evening. I came and went by myself, and I suppose I really preferred it that way. Anyway, I liked
walking in the dark: if you used a flashlight you could only see the little patch of light in front of you and nothing
else. If, on the other hand, you walked in the dark you could make out what was around you. Every evening I
wended my way back to the village alone along a twisting and rocky path. As I neared the houses I could see the
lights in the house where I was staying flickering through the trees. There was only a bed in a room waiting for
me, a rectangular board covered by a mosquito net. Although I was living there it was not my home. I often found
myself thinking of a painting I had once seen of an old man with a bundle filled with all of his worldly belongings
slung over his back, a walking stick in his hand, making his way along a small track at the foot of a slope which
led to an open grave. I felt as though I was that old man.
In the New Year, at the beginning of April on the Qingming Festival Day, the cadre school moved to a new
location in Minggang. Before going, our whole brigade assembled in the vegetable garden one last time to tear
down everything that had been put up and pull out whatever could be moved. When we had finished, a tractor
came and turned the ground over so that not a trace of the fields or trenches was left. As we were about to set out,
Mocun and I sneaked back to have one last look: The hut, well-stand, irrigation ditches, fields—everything had
disappeared. Even the flat mound of earth over on the bank of the stream had gone. All that was left was a large
area of freshly turned soil. …
1912
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19.94 & 150.361 1. The Faraway Wind And Sand 2. The Sorrows Of The Lake Of Egrets: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Tuan-Mu Hung-Liang aka Ts’ao Ching-p’ing (1912- )} Ch’ang-t’u [or Chang-tü], Liaoning Province, China
(M) 13
1
By the last days of April, it would be the tail end of a joyous spring in other places. However, in Josutu
League, the spring breeze is still hidden behind the violent storms coming out of Siberia. Here one can neither
smell the moist fragrance of the cherry orchard nor expect to hear the tuneful and charming melodies of the birdwalker’s song-bird in the air.\fn{ A note reads: In China, bird-lovers used to take their singing birds in covered cages for a walk.
Each type of bird required its own style and rhythm of “walking.” Sometimes the birds were taken to the woods to learn songs of other
birds.} Instead, he sees only yurts and hears the sounds of the herding of horses—the crisp barrages of snapping

whips and their resounding echoes from the valleys. The neighs of the horses are like the sounds of swimming
dragons: “Hwee, tuoo … awl-do, awl-do.” Travelers from afar may not recognize these sounds as horses’ neighs,
and might think they come from strange beasts in the wilderness. How can horses make a noise such as awl-do,
awl-do? But truly, it is nothing less than the neigh of a horse. A horse makes this sound when it is trembling under
the whip, or when it is reminiscing about a former mate in the clear, windy, moonlit night, its front hooves digging
into the dirt beneath its feedbox.
It can well be said that horses’ neighs are the only sound heard beyond the Great Wall. For unlike the sparrow
hawks, gray hawks, and buzzards, which make all sorts of pretty chips and chirps on catching their prey, the
grassland hawk is as proud as the great eagle. He is always floating leisurely in the blue sky like a piece of
solitary cloud or a mysterious witch murmuring her incantations.
The yellow goats are exquisite creatures. Their delicate legs are fragile as tender bamboo shoots, and now and
then their thin round ears perk up to listen to noises from afar. Nervous and vulnerable, they would run off at the
slightest stirring of the grass or the wind. Their speed was astounding. In the twinkling of an eye, though the sand,
the distant mountains, and the old paths remained where they were, a whole herd of goats would have run away,
while a few forlorn whistles of wind adorned the distant skies.
These were our companions during our expedition.
There were also the homely larks with dirt-colored feathers, and other larks in the same family with a crest like
a hero’s plume, sadly calling out in the vastness. Don’t think that these larks could sing the eloquent songs of their
city cousins who live in gilded cages in bird shops. No, in this desolate, hungry land, they could never sing like
that. They chittered and twittered, and when mounted troops passed by, they weren’t too eager to fly away. It’s as
if they had never seen strangers before.
These were the only friendly creatures to greet us in the great vastness.
We had started the journey early the preceding morning, while there was still moonlight. At Chengs’ Cave I
deliberately ate a little more of the fried buckwheat noodles than I wanted, and now my stomach was upset. We
had not stopped to eat all the day, and as it drew to a close, the hawks, which had been circling over our heads,
began winging homeward. We whipped up our horses and rode on without knowing where we would spend the
night.
Suddenly someone called out: “We're lost.” Having endured cold, hunger, wind, sand, wading in the water, and
trudging over mountains, we were overcome with weariness, and for what? Just to get lost?
My horse’s girth seemed loose again. I dismounted to cinch it tighter. It really shouldn’t be tightened any more.
I felt guilty treating my curly dapple this way, my horse-raising experience having taught me that such handling
could cripple it. Nonetheless I grit my teeth, pulled the girth in another inch, and then lightly patted the horse on
the neck. Ever since I got the horse, in a less than honorable way, its fate and mine had merged into one.
Indignantly, it neighed once to the sky while its front hooves pawed the ground, spraying my boots with sand and
pebbles.
Double-Sting Scorpion jumped down from his horse and silently examined the ground, trying to find the
footprints of any cart-drivers who might have passed through before us. There were no footprints, nor goats’
droppings. If droppings were found, it would be pleasant and comforting news for everyone; for then we could be
sure that there were homes nearby where we might find shelter, in a goat’s pen at the very least.
Scorpion was looking at the gorge in front of us. Chia Yi, the one who first realized that we were lost, said:
“There’s a mountain stream ahead. We’ve been riding in a gully!”
This was really exasperating! What kind of guide was Scorpion?
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“I knew it all along. All I needed was one look at that face with its pigskin-glue color, and I knew he didn’t
have any magi’s treasure to deliver. Sure as hell, I didn’t expect him to know the damned road,” Coal Blackie said
to me hoarsely, not worrying that Scorpion might hear him. Every pimple on his face lit up and became as red as
the red lily.
Scorpion didn’t hear what Blackie had said—definitely, he didn’t! Imperturbably, he picked up a stone from
the gully, rubbed away the old horse manure and turned the egg-shaped stone over and over again. Eroded by the
wind and rain, its top surface was rough-textured, but the bottom was smooth. He finally threw it away and dug in
the cracks among the rocks for a long time.
“He expects to find rotten clams in there! If there are rotten clams, then no doubt it must be a gully,” Ch’en
K’uei said to me.
Scorpion dug for a long time but found nothing—except for a white shell. And when he pressed it between his
thin black fingers, it crumbled to powder. He got on his horse and lifted himself high in the saddle to have a look
at the area. Beyond the hill it was bright and clear, but there were no mountain ranges nearby. He sniffed; the air
was arid and heavily permeated with the smell of sand and dirt.
“Let’s go! Dragon Gate Pass is right ahead,” he said decisively.
That would be too good to be true. We were in fact as far away from the pass as the North and South Poles are
from each other. Who could believe him?
“You son-of-a-bitch, all you think about is Jumping the Dragon Gate!”\fn{ A note reads: “Jumping the dragon gate” is
slang for sexual intercourse.}
“Dragon Gate Pass, indeed: Dragon Gate Pass—it’s in a gorge! Have you ever gone through here before?”
asked Blackie in a voice reeking of Shantung garlic which gave added spice to his agitation and hatred.
We all agreed with him. Ch’en K’uei glanced at me with eyes full of doubt.
Scorpion said calmly: “Comrades, let’s hurry, we’ll be there once we pass this hill.” He spurred his horse
lightly. It started off, seemingly annoyed.
Blackie uttered a long and lethargic sigh. “Uhhh.” He took out his Mauser, emptied it, and then put the bullets
back in. Deliberately he cocked the gun. I saw a bloodthirsty look in his eyes, and a chill went down my spine. I
wanted very much to warn Scorpion not to ride in front of us, and to watch for Blackie’s dirty tricks.
Leading the party, Scorpion’s small horse was puffing and white steam was coming out of its nostrils.
Suddenly it stumbled.
On both sides were narrow gorges, in which were a few small elm trees. Here and there, protected from the
wind, a grass shoot could be seen in the dirt-filled cracks among the rocks, a sign of spring. But there was not a
single flower or singing grasshopper. Except for the sound of hooves, there was only the eerie silence.
Blackie cleared his throat and sang hoarsely:
Buckwheat roll, a good handful, ai-oh!
One roll, one flower, ai-yoo!
Flower crowns the roll, ai-yoo-yoo!
Roll drops in the center of the flower, ai-yoo-yoo!\fn{A note reads: Sexual images are apparent in the last line of his “verse.”}

What ugly verses had he conjured up to reveal his dirty mind! His big lips drooped to one side; his bushy
beard, as disorderly as a pile of bricklayer’s hemp,\fn{ A note reads: Chinese bricklayers used to mix cut-up pieces of hemp
twine one to two inches long with clay and lime to make plaster, which was used as mortar or to cover surfaces of walls and roofs .}
nearly covered up his nose. His eyes squinted so hard they seemed to be just two slits. The crow’s feet at the
corners of his eyes quivered repeatedly, and his nostrils twitched violently. His features, slanted to one side, were
mean looking. On his left temple was a large scar. It seemed as if he looked at people with that scar rather than
with his eyes. The scar had a dark red shine to it. He suddenly grinned at me. After chewing his beard with his big
yellowish front teeth, he spat on the ground.
“Hey, hey you … hee, hee.” His eyes were full of wild crassness and his face twisted lewdly.
We rode on in silence.
Blackie was not in our unit. Scorpion was one of us—our captain, in fact. His face was greenish, his body
blue-green, and for all I knew, his blood might have been green as well. Some said he was an old junkie, a heroin
addict; however, no one had any proof that he had ever taken heroin. Others said he had to eat a scorpion every
night or he couldn’t sleep well. His body, it was said, contained the “five venoms”\fn{ A note reads: Venom of scorpions,
centipedes, snakes, lizards, and toads .} and whenever he went near a snake it would coil itself up. Once we were on
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night-guard duty at Willow Barrel Valley. In the middle of the night, he got up and struck a match. I said to him:
“Hey, don’t, the enemy will see us!” He said: “Oh, I caught a scorpion.” Though I didn’t believe what people said
about him, his answer really threw me that time. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.
There was something extraordinary about Scorpion. He was not a perfect marksman, but he could, if necessary,
trick the enemy and guarantee him a sad ending. This was how he went about it: he would turn his horse, pull his
Mauser out from his armpit and shoot it while turning from one side to the other. The pistol was almost as
effective as a hand-held machine gun. Then he would take one foot out of the stirrup and slip down to hide
himself along the horse’s belly. Thus he would flee. What’s more: with his two hands he could simultaneously
load the chambers of two pistols. Holding them below the ribs on each hip, he forced the shell out of one chamber
with the muscle between his thumb and index finger, while at the same time reloading the second chamber. This
trick was deadly, and it was why he was known as “Double-Sting Scorpion.” As for the blue-green color of his
face, that was because of the “red caps”\fn{ A note reads: Japanese soldiers.} who, when he was twelve, forced him to
drink kerosene four times. Probably that had upset some balance in his physiology.
With a man like that as captain, one could be sure that things would always be under control and never get out
of hand. Who wouldn’t feel proud to be led by him? Nonetheless, we couldn’t admire that blue-green face. It
looked just like a centipede’s. Besides, he was, after all, responsible for having led us in the wrong direction!
Blackie was the number two chieftain of a newly converted group. Previously he had committed many
atrocities on the defense front. He had been, however, enlisted by our commander and had become one of us. In
fact, we were now going with him to Pala Gully, his old hideout, to look up his Big Boss and to finalize the
enlistment negotiations.
“Fuck that cock-sucker! Is this your Dragon Gate Pass?” Blackie shouted.
We were at the end of the gorge, and sure enough, instead of Dragon Gate Pass in front of us there was a big
river. It flowed past the mouth of the gorge and cut across our path.
“This is the damned Dragon Gate River!”
Blackie roared like thunder. It looked as if he were going to shoot Scorpion.
“Look to the west!” said Scorpion calmly and pointed in that direction. We shifted our gaze from the dazzling
torrent of water toward the west.
Longevity Peach Mountain! Dragon Gate Pass! At once everyone came alive. Ch’en K’uei, goading his horse,
was the first to gallop westward.
“That’s what they call Dragon Gate Pass. Look how gorgeous it is!”
Catching up with me from behind, Chia Yi explained: “That’s Longevity Peach Mountain. The King of Wu’s
Reviewing Stand is up there.\fn{A note reads: This is incorrect. The King of Wu could not have come here to review his troops .}
Down there is Self-Sacrifice Cliff. Once there was a filial daughter who vowed that if her mother’s life were
spared, she would die in her mother’s place. She sacrificed herself here. On the side of the cliff you’ll find very
large characters carved, each measuring a mou:\fn{A note reads: About one-seventh of an acre.}

THE CITADEL OF DEFENSE
and

THE GATE OF ALL ROADS
They were written by Yang Hung, the Marquis of Ch’ang Ping.”
Much impressed by what he said, I urged my horse forward.
When we reached midstream, the horses drank with gusto. We tried to force them on, for after galloping on the
road, they should not be allowed to drink their fill. But the horses didn’t seem to realize this, for they stubbornly
sank their necks deep into the water.
Longevity Peach Mountain was of dark blue granite that looked metallic. Thousands upon thousands of
mountain swallows were nesting on the rocks and chirping. When we came close to the mountain, the light was
blocked by the wings of the swallows and it was therefore shaded. They returned to the rocks and then flew away
again, chirping noisily. We couldn’t tell what the birds were doing and why they wouldn’t quiet down.
I strained my eyes searching for the inscription, “The Citadel of Defense.” Sure enough, I found it. The holes
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which the masons had drilled to hold the scaffolding still remained on the sides of the characters. One could
imagine what a gigantic task of carving it must have been.
Howl … ool … a gust of black sand came up suddenly, as if ordered by the devil. It blinded our eyes. Quickly
we covered our faces with our hands, trying as much as possible to avoid the sand.
The characters which read “The Gate to All Roads” were smaller in size than those which said “The Citadel of
Defense,” and the calligraphy was not exceptionally good. There were plenty of other verses written by regional
commanders and frontier officers. We couldn’t read them all; in any case, they weren’t legible. The Statue of SelfSacrifice was a gold figure sixteen feet high, sitting on the blue rocky cliff. At one time it had been securely
enshrined in a brick niche; but as a result of earthquakes and storms, the bricks hardly existed anymore.
“Charge through!” Scorpion shouted.
As soon as we turned into the gorge, there was a gust of powerful wind—whoosh, the sound of grains of black
sand striking against one another, fighting, whoosh, whoosh, whoosh … At a time like that even having ten faces
wouldn’t help. The lashing pain was enough to make you scream, but you couldn’t, because your mouth was
stopped by the whipping wind—gailo, gailo—and you were like a goldfish that had drunk nitric acid. Whoosh …
the whirling black sand sounded cruel and beast-like. Whoosh … whoo … whoo … the wind with its awesome
power sounded like a cheering bugle during combat.
We didn’t have face masks. Under the dual onslaught of wind and sand, we were completely at the mercy of
the elements.
Nonetheless, we got through. Our eyelashes were thickly crusted with yellow sand particles, but we dared not
brush them off with our hands for fear of getting the sand into our eyes. We gently flicked the lumps of sandy mud
from the corners of our mouths, spat on the ground and massaged our stiff, sore cheeks.
My curly dapple sneezed loudly, brushing and dusting its body with its tail.
“It’s easier to go to Heaven than to pass through the Dragon Gate Pass!” Ch’en K'uei said to me, gaping.
Blackie’s beard, a natural mass of bricklayer’s hemp, was now full of sand, dirt, and moisture. It could have
been used for plastering walls. “Son of a bitch,” he said, fiercely chewing his beard. The sand and dirt that had
gathered on his beard must smell like cocoa powder.
After Longevity Peach Mountain, the going would be easier. We were filled with awe and relief and dreamed
of what it would be like to eat again. But, oh God, not fried buckwheat again!
Our captain did not seem happy, and his face was still frowning; just as gloomy as his mood, the day was
getting darker. Suddenly, small mud huts appeared before us.
“Chia Yi, go in there and check it out; see if there’s any lodging. Case the place good.”
Chia Yi made a gesture with his mouth and tightened his knees; his horse flew forward.
On the mud wall were few black lopsided characters that read

Mule, Horse, Camel, Inn
After the word Feed, the plaster had fallen off and the words were no longer legible.
We all dismounted happily, found the trough, and tied up the horses.
Speaking in a literate manner but in the native dialect, the innkeeper greeted us. Reluctantly he put on a
welcoming air. With him was a middle-aged woman, well over forty, probably his wife, who had on the tight-fit
-ting quilted vest worn by the peasant women of Suiyuan and Chahar. She was breast-feeding a child, and her
arms and breasts were exposed. When she saw us approaching, she hurriedly ran inside, carrying the child under
one arm. The child screamed like a stuck pig.
I asked Chia Vi: “When you first went in there, why didn’t she run away?”
Smiling, he said: “She thought I was a country bumpkin, quite different from you lordly soldiers.”
“Oh, so there’s a piece of juicy meat here! … Hee … hee …” said Blackie, fixing up his saddle, and patting his
horse’s stomach. He shot an ugly, wicked smile toward me and his face appeared even more crooked. “Do you
have any soybeans?” he shouted.
Soybeans?
The innkeeper bowed several times. “Sir, we don’t have any. Really, we don’t. If we did, you wouldn’t have to
ask; we’d have offered them. We’ve good feed, specially good mixed feed. We depend on your patronage.” He
turned to call inside: “Erh T’ou!”
A small thin boy ran out, his long hair flying in the air. Wearing pants made of flour sacks, he peered at us with
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black eyes.
“Go and walk these horses for the officers! You, sirs, would you like to go inside and rest?”
We stared at one another, realizing that we were being treated as and mistaken for bandits.
When the boy took my horse, he exclaimed involuntarily: “Hey, what a good horse!” Then he gave me a
childish smile. When my curly dapple heard this, the sorrows it had gone through on the long journey surfaced.
Like a warrior filled with lamentation and indignation, it neighed wildly again and again. It was spring, and my
horse must have felt extremely lonely too. I smiled back at the boy. On his white pants one could still see the
characters for All Taxes Exempted in green ink.
At this moment, the innkeeper, who had already received one slap in the face from Blackie, said: “We really
don’t have any meat. Even with money, meat is not obtainable. Eggs we have. Yes, we have, sir, we do. Didn’t I
say we do?” He had also been kicked by Blackie, for his long gray gown showed the dusty boot prints.
“Hey, comrade!” said Scorpion, his eyes glinting. “We shouldn’t be too demanding. We’ll just have to change
our habits a little.”
“Shit! He shouldn’t have lied to us,” said Blackie, shrugging his shoulders. “Hey you, bring some fried eggs
and be generous with the oil.” He was the only one who ate fried eggs at supper. None of the rest of us wanted
eggs.
It was getting dark, and from afar came the sounds of people calling their horses: “Yo-ho, yo- ho, yo-ho, whoo,
whoo, whoo.”
We decided to spend the night there, so we went to bed and put aside our fears and worries. Some of us took
off our boots and brushed the sand off the bottoms of our feet.
Just then Blackie began hitting someone again. I went out to look and discovered he had found half a liter of
soybeans somewhere, so the innkeeper was again out of luck.
“You mother-fucker, this is the only way to deal with you! Go roast them.”
Roasting the beans for the horses? My heart was filled with gloom. How could they enlist soldiers like him?
He should have been shot years ago.
Blackie came in, fuming. Lying on the k'ang\fn{A note reads: A k’ang is a brick structure from four to six feet wide and
about two feet high from the ground built along the side of a room in parts of northern China. It is used for sitting and louging upon during
the day and sleeping at night. In cold weather a fire is built within it .} he told Chia Yi about the joys of looting.

“Hell, once I hacked off ten hands, got five pairs of gold bracelets—five pairs of them. Hell, five broads too!
First raped them, and then knocked ’em off!”
“Chia Vi, go feed the horses,” said the captain. Chatting spiritedly, Chia Yi had not expected the captain to cut
short his fun. Unhappy with the order, he went out reluctantly.
Obviously, the captain wanted to break it up. Bushy Beard’s lips drooped to one side, his eyes slanting. He
looked at the captain hostilely as if about to say: “Who do you think you are?” He was boiling with rage; even the
tips of his moustache were shaking.
“Go to sleep right now. Chia Yi take the first watch, Ch’en K’uei the second.” Scorpion issued the orders.
Pointing at me he said: “You take the third. I’ll take the fourth. Two hours to each watch.”
“Hit the sack? Like hell I will!” Blackie said spitefully, half to himself.
“The sky is getting cloudy,” Chia Yi said upon coming in.
Whether he was kidding or not, no one paid any attention to him. Everyone was thoroughly exhausted. We all
went to sleep; soon we slept so soundly that we didn’t even turn over.
“You’ve got the first watch,” Blackie said to Chia Yi, making all kinds of noise, laughing and chattering.
Gradually, I couldn’t hear anything clearly anymore. But the innkeeper’s voice seemed to be coming from the
next room. I heard a sigh, followed by “Twenty li\fn{A note reads: One li is about a third of a mile .} … You're too
suspicious … Don't be afraid …” “But we … better leave.” Those were the whispers of the innkeeper and his
wife. Soon I fell asleep.
Someone shook me. I thought it was my watch. I woke hurriedly out of a sound sleep.
“Listen!”
A child was crying in the next room. “Screw your ma! You’re not gonna spoil my fun!” Then there was silence.
Ch’en K’uei said to me sadly, “This is terrible. How could we have enlisted him? The commander saw only the
machine guns he has. What will this look like? I bet his Big Boss is even worse. He’s fooled us from the start.”
I was silent, trying to locate Ch’en K’uei’s face in the dark.
A moment later Blackie came in, walking unsteadily as if he were drunk.
“Hey, Chia Yi, go quickly, go!” But Chia Yi was snoring like a pig in deep sleep.
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Blackie struck a match to light his cigarette and he saw the two of us. “Ha, ha, ha, ha,” he laughed loudly,
revealing his feeling of sexual satisfaction. With his chin hanging down and his mouth wide open, he was
swallowing saliva.
“You two school- boys, go satisfy your hunger. Go!”
His big head nodding up and down, he finally fell asleep. His snores sounded like the first thunder of early
spring. In his throat a glob of phlegm went up and down as he breathed, sounding like the opening and closing of
a bellows.
Dawn was misty gray.
“Get up, saddle the horses!” Scorpion called. We hurriedly got up and washed our faces while our captain
settled accounts with the innkeeper, who thought we were playing games with him. His whole body trembled in
fear at the connotations of “settling accounts,” which could mean kidnapping, extortion, or even taking a person’s
life. When he saw that the captain really meant to pay him, he stuttered: “That’s all right; anything you care to
give will do!” His face was pale with fear, apprehensive that the man before him might flare up at any moment.
He took the money. With tears streaming down his cheeks, he quickly turned away.
By noon we reached the Gully of Peace; both riders and horses were again exhausted. Of course, there was no
place there to eat or rest.
We slowed the horses, but nobody had any idea what we should do. Scorpion coiled his whip around his wrist.
His lips moved as if he was going to say something. I thought he was going to tell us where we should stop, but
he said nothing, and his horse walked even slower than ours.
“Hey, hey, you fools!” said Blackie, unfastening his wide belt and taking out a fried buckwheat roll and
devouring it greedily. “You shitheads! What are you trying to prove? You even paid the inn-keeper before
leaving? Where did the money come from? Isn’t it from robbery anyway? You hypocrites, shit! After you leave,
you think he’s gonna say you were good guys?” His saliva and pieces of the roll spat out as he spoke and he
looked very proud of himself.
“Why’d I come? No grub—that’s why I thought I’d join you. And you, you sons-of-bitches, like blind cats
stumbling on a dead mouse, start this talk about re-enlisting. Just scratching your own itch …”
Ch’en K’uei looked at me and said: “That guy is really—“
“Look here! The bills you gave the innkeeper—here they are!” Tossing the roll of green bills in one hand, he
chanted with disdain: “Suckers, my God, big suckers, bigger than the sky itself!”
I remembered that when we left the inn he had said he needed to go to the toilet and had joined us later,
obviously hurrying. That was when he had robbed the innkeeper. He made our painstakingly established
discipline seem a trick twice as shameful.
Ch’en K'uei’s face turned white. He motioned to Scorpion, who was riding behind him, and stretched out his
thumb and middle finger. Each vein on his hand stood out distinctly.
“He’s going to finish him off,” I thought. Suddenly Blackie saw Ch’en K’uei’s gesture. He stared straight at
Ch’en K’uei, the scar on his tem- ple Rot redder, and his eyes shot an oblique look at Ch’en, while his fingers
slowly gripped his pistol.
Swish! A sharp crack rang out, and Blackie’s pistol dropped to the ground. Scorpion coiled his whip again and
tucked it in his belt, while Ch’en K’uei dismounted and picked up the pistol.
“Take off his bandolier. Give him five bullets and his pistol,” our captain ordered. Blackie looked at Scorpion
out of the corners of eyes full of hate. Blood dripped from his injured hand. He waved the hand in all directions;
the drops fell everywhere and covered the rear of his horse with peach colored spots.
“Spread out!’ the capitain commanded. He rode in the rear, sniffing at the air. His eyes lit up alertly.
Suddenly a shrill sound whistled past the ears of my horse. We all took out our guns. My curly dapple
courageously perked up its ears.
“Take to the hilltop!” commanded the captain. We quickly spread out.
“Man the area!” He examined our position and motioned to me. I understood and moved out rapidly about ten
feet.
Scorpion looked over the deployment; then he fired a shot in the air and called out something. There was no
reply from the other side. A moment later, a few men came out of the bushes. They were sizing us up. Finally a
big man came up to take a closer look. He threw down his weapon, motioned with his head to the others, and then
said: “Friends, keep your mouths shut.” Our band of cavalry passed. Down the slope they fired three friendly
shots and we responded with three shots in salute.
Our hunger, after this exciting episode, had long been forgotten. We only felt empty inside, having passed the
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point of hunger.
“Be careful. This is a major road leading to Dragon Fort, too dangerous. We’ll take a shortcut by way of a
small path, the Four-Lane Gully,” said the captain.
We turned our horses toward a small path, hoping to go faster. My curly dapple smelled a mare’s scent on the
ground. He made a big deal out of it and neighed long and loud. In the distance we heard another horse
sympathetically answering mine; probably a lovesick mare. I was annoyed, but the harder I hit my horse the
louder it called. A yellow goat rushed out.
Our captain yelled: “Hind leg!” Bull’s eye! As he raised his hand he fired his gun. The yellow goat rolled over
once on the ground, and then lay motionless. I got off the horse to pick it up. Right on the knee of its hind leg was
a layer of sand sticking to the blood.
Another shot rang out; another goat, I thought. But the company was spreading out. Sensing trouble, I left the
yellow goat, got into my saddle and moved to one side. Something must have gone wrong ahead.
A man rushed out; then he turned back in a flash. What group did he belong to? Blackie might know; after all,
his group often hung out around here. Up front, another volley of shots was fired. This was puzzling, for hadn’t
we made it clear that we didn’t mean to be unfriendly? So why did they shoot at us without even asking
questions?
We ought to have shown them our strength, and hadn’t. In the meantime, another shower of shots was fired,
followed by quietness.
“Two mountains stay apart, but two people will bump into each other eventually. If you come from someplace,
announce your name.\fn{A note reads: Ming (“call”), and there is another ming that means “name.” There was a traidition that
parties involved in combat must first announce their names.} Even a cock crows before fighting,” Blackie roared abruptly.
After a long interval, the opposite side bellowed bluntly: “The King of Hell!”
What kind of name was that? It sounded like a name from The Water Margin. “The King of Hell.” We
exchanged glances, but no one had ever heard that distinguished name before. We decided this must be a group of
blockheads.
“Daredevil Shih Hsiu!”
“Shih Pu-ch’üan!”
“Shih Kan-tang!”
With all these rocks being thrown into our eardrums simultaneously, we were dumbfounded. I recalled the
“Energizer” vendors at the marketplace of White Horse Fort who received accolades from the audience for
chopping stone slabs apart with their hands. The slabs had actually been soaked in vinegar to soften them. After
their act, the vendors went around trying to sell their “Energizer” drug. But the audience was only interested in the
stone-splitting act and no one was buying any. For the audience knew that as long as they didn’t have enough food
to eat, no “Energizer” would ever turn their hands into knives or saws. It must be those same vendors who, unable
to sell their drug, had changed their line of business and come here. They were green at this trade, unfamiliar with
even the most basic rules of first encounter.
“Friends, when we bump into each other like this, the rules of the game mean more than Heaven’s ordination.
If you’re friends, let us pass,” Blackie responded in a splendid series of catchwords.\fn{ A note reads: The exchange
between Blackie and his “friends” here and below is conveyed in the supposed passwords of the bandits; since they are all untranslatable,
no attempt has been made to reproduce them in english. Their meanings, however, have posed no problem thanks to the notes provided by
the author.} “If you know the rules, pay the tribute: five saddles and some shells.” From the opposite side these

words came flying back.
“Shells we have! But we hand them out one at a time, through a gun barrel. Friends, have you ever heard of
Coal Blackie? How long have you been at this trade?”
Obviously, things had gone drastically wrong.
Bang, a shot came from the opposite side.
Ch’en K’uei gathered all the horses together and led them to the rear. We all hit the ground ready to fire. The
opposition apparently hadn’t heard of Blackie before, and without the least courtesy, delivered a volley of shots.
Blackie was first on the line. When the opposition was not intimidated by his name, his anger immediately
flared. His three eyes—the scar on his temple could be counted as one—opened wide as brass bells. He stretched
out his hand to the captain asking for bullets. We knew we were deadlocked. Scorpion occupied the number two
position, not far from Blackie, and the two of them were in close and urgent consultation. A common enemy was
at hand.
With one shot, Blackie brought a man down. He turned his head, tipped his face, and smiled foolishly at
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Scorpion. Scorpion hit one too. The opposition was indeed a “rocky group,” hard and stubborn, with no intention
of pulling back. Their shooting was intense. Because they had lost the first round, their anger was fully aroused.
Continuously, bullets streaked over my head. Their sad, piercing whistles suggested chanting or groaning.
There were splashes of bright sparks where they ricocheted off the rocks.
Chia Yi fell down and lay still; he still had his hand on the trigger and a last shot came out of the barrel, after
which he was silent forever.
Barrages of shots kept going. Eventually we couldn’t hold out any longer. Ch’en K’uei had quietly brought the
horses closer. Scorpion crawled to Chia Yi to pick up Chia’s pistol.
In a situation like that, nothing was more unfortunate than to be driven into a confrontation. But this often
happened because there were so many greenhorns in the trade. Before they familiarized themselves with the rules,
they carried on much as they pleased. This cost many needless casualties on both sides. But we soon discovered
that our speculation had been incorrect. Our adversaries weren’t greenhorns, they were wearing armbands—the
kind of armbands we hated the most—those of regular soldiers! The lackey of the lackey.\fn{ A note reads: The
soldiers were lackeys of Manchukuo government officials who, in turn, were lackeys of the Japanese imperialists. In 1932 the Japanese set
up a puppet regime called “Manchukuo” (lit. the “country of Manchuria”). [The last emperor of the Manchu dynasty that had ruled China
and been deposed in 1912, Henry Pu Yi (1906-1967) was set up by them as its titular head. The son of the Emperor’s brother, he had been
selected by the real power behind the Imperial throne, the Empress Dowager, Tz’u-hsi, on November 13, 1908, to succeed his uncle (who
died just two days later). His father and the former emperor’s widow ruled the empire in his name as regents until February 12, 1912, when
they signed an instrument of abdication in his name in favor of a republican form of government. He had been held by them in the Japanese
concession of Tianjin since 1924, where he had gone after having been forced from the Imperial Palace by the Republican government of
Sun Yat Sen in 1924—they had let him remain in his residence in Peking, out of a deference to the sympathies of millions of his former
subjects in the traditional Chinese capital—and in 1934 he was crowned Emperor K’ang Te. A Soviet army unit captured him in Manchuko
subsequent to the defeat of Japanese imperial ambitions in 1945, and the Soviet government transferred him to a prison in Communist
China, where he was interned until 1959. He spent his last seven years as a gardener in Peking.] } There were so few of us left, we

decided to get out.
“You go, I’ll hold out.”
Scorpion waved his thin blue-green hand and ordered us to hurry. I was sad and worried about him;
meanwhile, I mentally said farewell to the dead Chia Yi.
Ch’en K’uei almost made it onto his horse, but fell back down. His horse stood stock still, waiting for its
master to try again to step into the stirrups. Blackiejumped off his horse, ran to Ch’en K’uei, and put a hand over
Ch’en K’uei’s heart. Then he tied Ch’en on the horse’s back; he turned his head to look at Chia Vi’s body. His
face twitched violently and he looked as if he couldn’t bear it any more. He raged:
“I’m not leaving.”
Scorpion's blue-green face seemed to fill with venom as he cursed:
“Bastards, run! What’re you waiting for?”
Blackie abruptly put Ch’en K’uei’s bandolier around his own waist. Then he slapped Ch’en’s horse hard; with
blood from its master dripping off its back, the horse galloped quickly away.
Blackie turned to me and smiled pleasantly. Before I could fully understand what he meant to do, he jabbed my
horse on its butt. My curly dapple at once ran after the horse in front. I tried my best to pull at the bit, but it just
reared briefly and then its four hooves galloped on faster than ever.
The sound of firing became louder. It was clear that the enemy was coming closer. I could now hear the sound
of machine guns, and was afraid that our side could not hold out any longer. I tried with all my strength to tighten
the rein and stop my horse; in the dusky wilderness, strong winds carrying coarse sands blasted at me. Finally I
was able to turn the horse and charge back.
A moment later I saw two horses stampeding, each with a corpse on its back. My curly dapple could not help
letting out an angry cry; it pursued the other two horses so quickly I felt we were plunging through the clouds.
The black sands of Dragon Gate Pass seemed to be blowing eastward and passing by my ears.
Suddenly one corpse stood up and waved to me with both hands. Truly a most painful and sad sight.
“Follow me quickly!” It was the firm, sonorous voice of our captain. He spoke as he did when he was alive.
But he had already—
Then I suddenly remembered that this was another of his famous tricks, feigning death. A ray of light flashed
over my eyes. My horse was already close to his. I thought that the other corpse would suddenly sit up too, but it
didn’t.
2
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The moon was slowly rising, encircled with a halo, like an eye reddened and swollen with weeping. It rose
over the luminous bronze mist which hung over the surface of the Lake of Egrets, a mist so suffocating that it was
as though a cloud of crystal dust hung dizzily in the air.
A swarm of egrets, stretching their wings and putting out their long necks, flapped slowly over the reeds which
border the bean-fields. And when they had passed, the air sank once again into its wonted silence, for the
kingfishers, with their tiny brilliant emerald head-dresses diving and skimming over the surface of the water
during the daytime, had long since disappeared. Only a few reddish-brown dragonflies were droning over the
rotten rubbish-heaps. Meanwhile two men came walking along the shores of the lake.
One, who was tall and swarthy, knelt on his knees and began to lay out a strip of straw matting on the earth.
The other, who was slighter and learner, held in his hand a spear decorated with red fringes, and he gazed into the
distance as though trying to discern the boundaries of the vast darkness.
“It’s terribly damp,” he sighed.
The other paid no attention to him, too occupied with the mat; and now he seated himself unsteadily, grasped
his knees in his hands and lifted up his eyes to the moon.
“There will be a full moon,” he said. “There’s no need to sleep in the hut tonight. We can lie here on the
ground and look at the moon.”
“It’s a fiendishly red moon tonight,” the other answered.
“Yes—ominous.”
“They say a red moon like that foretells a war.”
“Perhaps.”
The two companions were silent for a few moments. On the other side of the lake a gust of gloomy white
vapor arose to spread out on the surface of the lake. Far away in the valley, among the young bushy poplars, a
glimmering light emerged, but it soon vanished like a will-o’-the-wisp.
“Be careful. It’s likely that there will be a thief or two,” the stronger man said. “If they come, my nose will be
abler to smell them out.”
“Well, what if they come?” We can scare them away. There’s always one or two of them every night.”
“Scare them away? No, it’s better if they have a taste of my fist. The festival day of the Moon Goddess is soon
coming.”
The younger answered bitterly: “Your fist isn’t worth a moon-cake!”
“How do you know? At least it will have its fun.”
The younger laid his spear on the mat. “The fog is heavier than before,” he muttered, and at the same time an
incomprehensible and startling fear began to throb in his heart. He glared into the dusk with his deeply musing
eyes; but there was no relief from the pain.
As the moon rose higher, all reality seemed to melt away gradually and distinctly into a smoky haze. Shadows
peered out from everywhere, gazing at them. A dark poplar tree cast a shadow almost twice as long as itself over
the surface of the water, and a rock, which jutted clear out of the water, lay clad in gray mildew visible still under
the great mass of shadow. Over the whole lake there prevailed a mysterious air of disconsolate sadness.
“Brother Lai-pao, how old are you now?”
“Twenty-three—no longer a child,” Lai-pao answered.
“I am still sixteen, but mother says that next year I shall no longer be paid as a child worker.”
“The less you work the better. Don’t be so anxious to work, for everything in the world is wrong. You’re not
strong enough. If you work too hard, you will get consumption and for the rest of your life you will be miserable.”
“How can I avoid it? Father is old—last year he was given three pills by a man who loved charity, but it was
all useless. I’ll goon contract for a year and earn a hundred dollars, and then everything will be better.
“But who will take you? Who is going to be so generous as to pay you a hundred dollars a year? In the whole
place, there were no crops worth a hundred last year. And you are so thin …”
“I can work hard …”
“Well, don’t worry about tomorrow. There’s some wine here. Won’t you have some—it’s good wine!” He felt
under his girdle and brought out a small jug and a few pieces of bean-curd.
The younger one shook his head dreamily, and watched his companion eating.
“Yes, there is something I forgot to tell you, Mah-nao. Changes are going to take place. The little general is
going to the capital, and the soldiers will soon be starting for the front. And it’s quite true—not just the nonsense
that people are always talking. And there’s a secret order hidden in someone’s shoes, to be delivered t the
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guerrillas. That’s why they never examine the clothes of the people passing through the gates—they only examine
the shoes. They say there’s no harm in letting the guerrillas try.”
“Brother Lai-pao, let’s join the guerrillas one day.”
“Yes, when the time comes. Yes, everybody has to take his part. We are all Chinese, aren’t we?”
Mah-nao, the thinner of the two, sank in deep thought.
“Then we shall own a strip of farmland, eh?”
“No, it will still belong to the landlord, but the crops will be worth more, and besides—more workmen will be
wanted.”
“I see,” Mah-nao sighed. “So we are never going to be prosperous, we’ll never be rich.”
“Is your mother going to get you a wife?” Lai-pao interrupted bluntly.
“Mah-nao blushed and said nothing.
“There’s enough bean-curd here,” Lai-pao said. “I’ve got enough. Taking a wife is like buying cattle. Your
father will soon be retiring. I’ve seen him walking along the edge of the lake, so bent that his head and his feet
almost touch.”
“To take a wife, you have to have enough money. Mother gave me two pieces of clothing for my betrothal, but
the girl’s mother was not satisfied and said that girls are worth more this year. If we had not been engaged since
our childhood, they would have done everything they could to cancel it.”
“O curse the world—mothers, soldiers, wars—they take everything, even keep their daughters to themselves.
Well, why don’t you take some bean-curd? I can’t eat so much.”
“Allnight my father is coughing, and mother has to get up and bring him some hot water to soothe him.”
“It’s all a pity, Let’s lie down and sleep. We shall have to get up at midnight and look after the thieves.”
Lai-pao laid the spears between them and lifted a ragged cotton-padded coverlet over his head and ears.
“are you going to sit up for them?” he asked, looking up from under the coverlet.
Here was no answer. The other picked up a corner of the coverlet and silently lay down. Dogs could be heard
barking from a distant village, but soon the sounds died away. By now the mist had enveloped everything; still
more streams of impenetrable vapor arose, rolling in curls like milky smoke, hovering among the reeds which lay
before the two companions, congealing into tiny, cold, crystal balls, barely visible. And still the vapor rolled on,
scattering its white sticky matter, reaching little by little towards the yellow mist which hung over the lake,
pierced by the moonlight and resolving into great masses of boundless vague luminosity.
“Brother Lai-pao, you said that soldiers were starting for the front, are they starting in the light of the full
moon, as in the story of the Tartars?”
“…”
“Brother Lai-pao, have you seen my father?”
“…”
“Are you asleep—deep in sleep?”
“…”
He was turning from side to side, making a little noise.
“Brother Lai-pao …”
A pair of disappointed eyes were staring into the thick darkness.
The mist grew heavier; everything was hidden in this veil of obscurity. The two young men lay fast asleep by
the water’s edge. Behind them lay the bean-fields, checquered with ridges and furrows. The plants wee already
dry, withered. The beans in their shells were waiting for the moment when, fully ripened, they would be reaped
and cut. On such a moonlight night the grasshoppers did not chirp, for the damp air clung so tightly to their glassy
wings that they could not move them. A faint rustling stirred among the dry leaves, followed by silence.
Mah-nao murmured in his dreams: “Don’t beat me—no, don’t beat me there—not on my loins.” A hedgehog
with spotted quivers was aimlessly snuffing around his back; but now, alarmed by the sound of human voices, it
withdrew in the direction of the bean fields.
The dry leaves rustled still more, but by now the hedgehog was far away. Then they heard the sound of
reaping.
Mah-nao sneezed and woke up. He pressed his ears to the ground and listened attentively. He heard the sound
of a sickle, the dry stalks falling to the ground, someone binding them, footsteps, interminable shuffling. His eyes
were wide open in the dusk. He looked inquiringly at the moon and thought to discover the time.
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He pushed Lai-pao with his arm. “A thief!” he said, his voice almost inaudible. He pushed the boy again, and
suddenly Lai-ao rose, waving his arms in bewilderment. He pressed his ears to the ground. He could hear
something from the direction of the new fields. He grinned slyly: “Need of a good fist!”
“Shall we catch him?”
“Yes—we want that moon-cake!”
So they rose noiselessly and stealthily walked towards the new fields, bending very low let they should be seen
by the crop-stealers, who would run away before they could be caught. Mah-nao strode along and then threw
himself headlong into the thickly-grown bean-field.
“Curse the man!” he thought. “A good fist for a festival present—poor fellow!” Meanwhile he grasped tightly
the red-fringed spear.
The fog was so heavy that the two companions soon lost sight of each other, and only by the slight rustling of
the leaves could they make out each other’s movements. Lai-pao, more experienced than the other, went straight
towards the new fields, his fists firmly clenched, creeping forward like a lion through wild jungle, watching
eagerly for the approach of his victim. His glaring eyes groped through the reddish mist
Suddenly Mah-nao heard a yell of pain and the sound of something thumping to the ground. Lai-pao had flung
himself on a man, and they were wrestling grimly.
“Curse your hairs! Do you think it all belonged to you?” Lai-pao shouted, and all the while he was showering
blows with is fists o the helpless victim. “This time, you old gray-head, shout if you dare!” With all his strength
he was holding down the neck of the unfortunate crop-stealer.
“Father, father!” Mah-nao cried out with the voice of a madman, and he suddenly threw himself between the
two struggling on the ground.
Lai-pao was stunned. He rubbed his eyes. “Eh, what’s that?”
On the ground an old man was writing, pale, writing with pain, out of breath, a thin stream of blood on his ashwhite face.
The young men were dumbfounded and had no idea what to do.
As the old man made an effort to rise to his feet, he shook his head remorsefully. From his appearance it was
clear that he had been a strong workman in his day. Though his back was terribly bent, he had been a good
harvester thirty years ago.
“Uncle Mah, Uncle Mah,” Lai-pao muttered, wondering how he would ever be able to apologize to the old
man.
The old man paid no attention to him. He jumped up, picked up a coil of rope and a sickle and stumbled away.
After a while they heard him cursing them over his shoulder.
In silence the two youths wandered back to their resting-place.
“There’s no more sleep for me,” Lai-pao said with ill humor, as he sat down and once again grasped his knees
in his hands. “You can sleep if you wish.”
“You despise my father, don’t you?”
“No, I don’t despise him. Go to sleep,” he answered, straightening his broad shoulders.
“I shall have to earn more money,” he said after a while.
“What’s the use of earning more money when you are poor?” Lai-pao snorted contemptuously.
“My father … he’s an old man …”
“But he’s strong, anyway.”
“Strong?”
“Yes, why not?”
Mah-nao lay on the mat, overcome by a boundless melancholy. His brain was numb with fatigue. Before his
eyes there lay only a wasteland, hopeless, silent, except for the ceaseless yell of his father even when at last he fell
asleep.
When he woke up, he thought he heard someone talking in the distance. More crop-stealers? But perhaps Laipao was still sleeping, and it was his own father returning to steal more crops? Suddenly sobering, he realized that
Lai-pao had already left him.
On the verge of the western sky the moon was swinging like a great ball of molten fire. It was not long before
daybreak. The ghastly crowing of cocks came from a neighboring village.
“Ah, come now—why are you so shy?”
He could not tell from which direction the voice came.
“All right, strike me—strike on my breast! Swine! But you would like me if you know now lovely I was!”

732

Listening to these words, Mah-nao was appalled, overcome by some strange horror which rose up into his
consciousness. Meanwhile he heard a sickle rattling, bean-stalks were falling, some one was binding them
together, and then there were hurrying footsteps, sounds of eagerness, anxiety, coming from a long way away. He
was frightened. He felt he would be more comfortable if Lai-pao was with him. He plucked up courage, clutched
the red-fringed spear and went straight in the direction of the sounds.
No, he was not accustomed to this kind of thing. With heavily beating heart he imagined a giant, with a great
ragged beard, waiting for him, lifting a sickle, striking him over the head … he was nearly crying. He wanted to
go back and ask for Lai-pao’s assistance. But there was no sign of Lai-pao, only that dim impenetrable yellowish
emptiness which surrounded him on all sides.
“Who’s there?” he asked, in a loud voice which faltered a little. He felt that if he could threaten his opponent,
he would pluck up courage.
Immediately a young girl, lifting here sickle above her head, jumped away from him.
“Go on, go away quickly! Stealing crops, is that what you are up to?” Now that he knew that his opponent was
only a young trembling girl, he became so bold that he could not help wondering why she did not run away as fast
as her legs could carry her.
“You are so small, and yet you come stealing?”
“Didn’t my mamma—didn’t she tell you?”
She was so frightened that she curled up into a little shell, the sickle still in her hand, and she enunciated her
words one by one as though they were being choked out by hot smothering air.
Mah-nao never knew why his voice suddenly became kind. Perhaps it was curiosity, perhaps it was because he
wanted to pacify the terrified creature standing in front of him.
“Well, who is she—your mamma?”
“Didn’t she tell you? Didn’t she speak to you?” the girl answered, terrified, trembling from head to foot. She
felt that it was all over, her mother had never really seen the man.
“You see, there are two of us. Perhaps she talked it over with the other one. Don’t be frightened, I didn’t know
anything about it—I was sleeping.”
She glanced at him doubtfully, and let her sickle hang down. Mah-nao was so uneasy that he wanted to burst
out crying. The girl turned her back to him, and began to wield her sickle mechanically over the bean-stalks. From
time to time she peeped at him slyly from the corners of her eyes.
“Have you a father?” he asked at last, disturbed because he had no idea how to treat her.
The girl shook her head and went on cutting the stalks. Her little hands could barely grasp the bundles she had
formed, and she cut them with so much difficulty that he wanted to help her.
“Have you a grandfather?”
“He’s coughing. They say he will die very soon.”
“Coughing?”
“Yes. At night it’s terrible.”
“Does your mother boil hot water for him at night?”
“Why?”
“To soothe him.”
“No, she has no time.”
“Why hasn’t she enough time?”
“She has to steal the bean-crops.”
The girl yawned slightly, and sighed. She had cut down less than a man would cut with a single stroke of his
scythe. And yet she went on cutting as though her whole life depended upon it, never becoming exhausted.
“Where is she now?” Mah-nao said, still puzzled.
“The girl seemed to be slightly taken aback by the question, and muttered: “I don’t know.”
“But how can you come out here all alone?”
“My mother said that I can cut the bean-crops when he\fn{ The text has: she.} is coughing.”
“Oh yes, your mother,” he murmured again, and once more sank into deep contemplation. “But aren’t you
afraid? You know, on misty nights, it is difficult to see clearly.”
She looked at him, her eyes glistening, her body growing thinner and smaller.
“Haven’t you an elder brother?”
She shook her head sadly.
“And no younger brother?”
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She sighed.
Mah-nao looked round in despair. The moon was waning over the western horizon. The bottomless white
vapor was still suffocating and spreading out slowly, congealed by the cold morning air into thousands of tiny
glistening dewdrops which were gradually sinking into the valley. The reeds, the trees, the hills, all those colorless
masses with confused outlines, wee lunging out of the dusky twilight. The cocks were crowing again like
yearning ghosts.
The girl’s hand was bleeding. She wiped it on her clothes, and continued reaping.
“Have you a home?”
“Yes,” she said, straightening her back and taking a deep breath. Her ribs protrouded out, and she looked weary
behind endurance. “Please don’t ask me so many questions.” She cast a stealthy glance at him, afraid of having
annoyed him. “I’ve gathered so little, and my mother is coming soon. She’ll beat me!”
She muttered these last words reluctantly, and seemed already to be recoiling before the blow.
The thick waves of fog floating over the dim earth were no less smothering than the poison gas that puts
people to death. Now, at last, the layers of fog floating over the cloud grew thinner, and were swept away into
emptiness.
He left her, unconscious of any aim, staggering like a somnambulist; but after he had gone twenty paces he
suddenly decided to return, and he came back to her with long strides. And, seeing him return, the girl was filled
with terror.
“I’ve gathered so little,” she complained. “Just a little more. My mother will be coming soon.”
Mah-nao seized the sickle, and without saying anything, he began to cut down the bean-crops for her.
Cocks were crowing in the distance. Dawn was coming up over the horizon.
75.138 Rented Wife\fn{by Zhang Baishan (1912- )} Fujian Province, China (M) 3
This incident emerges from the dusty reaches of my memory. I was nine at the time. I stood fishing on the bank
of the river by the village as the red sun slowly descended in the evening sky, when suddenly, from the west came
the sound of a lone suona.\fn{A note reads: A type of Chinese horn.} Its melodic, resonant call broke the peace of the
rural mountainside village. Curious to see what it was about, I threw down my fishing pole and darted off toward
the west end of the village. There, in front of De Xing’s house I came across a red palanquin and a musician, his
cheeks bulging, blowing a tune on the suona. I had been to De Xing’s house before. It had two narrow, dimly lit
earthern rooms, with one door and one window. On the sunning ground before the doorway sat a stack of rice
straw and a stone roller for threshing grain. I noticed then the two palanquin carriers standing to one side; a hen
scratched and clucked at their feet
What was going on? I raised my head to see De Xing’s wife, Bao Gu, dressed neatly in a blue outfit printed
with little white flowers. She wore her shiny black hair in a bun with a small red flower tucked on the side.
Carrying a bundle wrapped in cloth, she slowly eerged from the house, her eyes brimming with tears. Ahmao, her
three-year-old son, wailed at his mother’s side, one hand clutching the corner of her shirt. An old woman pulled
him away; she pressed Bao Gu toward the palanquin, shouting:
“You’ll have food to eat and clothes to wear over there. Why stay here? What’s the use of sticking around and
starving to death?”
So saying, she forced Bao Gu into the palanquin with a push.
De Xing was nowhere to be seen. I watched as the two carriers lifted the palanquin on their shoulders and
hastened west toward the mountain top, the man with the suona close behind. His music echoed in the twilight
forest like the cry of a grieving wolf.
De Xing’s wife, Bao Gu, had always been so upright and honest. How could it be that she was getting married
again? When I was younger, I watched many of the lively ceremonies sending off young girls to get married.
There were always at least seven or eight musicians who played everything from the suona to gongs to big
cymbals. Others were dispatched to clear the way before the palanquin and hold up the canopy. But that day Bao
Gu departed, escorted by only one musician, in an old dilapidated palanquin. Why were things handled so
shabbily? Why so bleak and chearless?
I stood perplexed for a long while by the stack of rice straw. For some reason I felt terribly depressed. The
palanquin had long disappeared behind the mountain; the suona’s moan gradually dissipated into the lowering
dusk. I noticed then that Ahmao was still crying, his nose running down his face. I led him inside and attempted to
console him.
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“It’s okay, Ahmao. Don’t cry. Your mother will come back soon.” I knew well the insincerity of that promise.
De Xing lay listlessly in the dark inner room. He nodded weakly when I entered. I’d heard that he had
contracted typhoid, a disease which attacks quickly and takes a long time to cure. Even with all the right medicine, a good half year will not ensure improvement. De Xing was a tenant farmer who slaved over several
mu\fn{A note reads: A unit of area equivalent to 0.0667 hectares.} of rice paddy rented from a landowner. He could no
longer work in the fields in his weakened condition and had watched them slowly turn into a wasteland of weeds
and wild grass. Not only was there no grain to offer his landlord as rent, but his family’s own rations had also
been tapped out. His family was truly in dire straits.
According to village gossip, a man named Wu Youcai from Qitou Village had sent a matchmaker to De Xing at
that time proposing the rental of his wife. De Xing was so hard up he finally acquiesced. No gift was to be given,
no dowery to be collected; the contract merely stated that the following year, in return for nine hundred pounds of
millet, Bao Gu would act as Wu Youcai’s wife for two years, after which she could return home. De Xing, his
eyes brimming with tears, leaned across his sickbed and reluctantly pressed his finger to the contract.
When Bao Gu discovered she was to be rented out to another man, she broke into hysterics. She was still in the
prime of youth and knew that, no matter what, a woman must never remarry—a second marriage could only mean
disgrace. Besides, how could she possibly leave her bedridden husband and three-year-old son, especially when
they needed her most? Knowing how that supply of grain could help De Xing and Ahmao stave off almost certain
starvation, she struggled through the pain and torment of her inner conflict and, with tears in her eyes, left in the
palanquin.
De Xing was a sturdy young man in his late twenties, who before his bout of typhoid, could easily shoulder
ninety pounds of millet. Bao Gu was three or four years his junior. She came from Tarijia Village on the other side
of the mountain, and though she wasn’t breathtakingly beautiful, her silky black hair and watery eyes set her
above most of the women in the village. She was very bright, nimbly working her way through her daily chores,
and extremely kind: no matter how little she had, she’d give it up to feed a relative or friend in need. Everybody
in the village liked Bao Gu. Her son Ahmao, too, was a strong and lively child.
Despite their backbreaking labor, De Xing’s family still only managed to just get by. As the old saying goes:
“Don’t fear poverty; fear only sickness.”
After De Xing fell ill, their days became increasingly difficult—sweet potatoes became their only regular meal.
Spring came and went; flowers bloomed and withered. Cuckoos perched in the trees, rain or shine, singing their
songs. While other fumilies were busy working in the fields, De Xing’s plot remained bare, uncultivated. It was
clear that Bao Gu’s labor alone was not enough, and there were no relatives or close friends to lend a hand. De
Xing conceded at last that renting out his wife was the only course of action.
A young boy still, I knew that fields and houses, school tables and chairs, even benches for the opera could be
rented out. I had never heard about renting one’s own wife. I asked my mother about this curious affair, but she
told me to mind my own business and with a face of stone, sighed:
“A poor person’s fate is very cruel. With nothing to eat, what can you do?”
I’d never been to Qitou Village and had no idea what Wu Youcai’s home was like. People in the village said his
parents were both dead, and though he was over forty, poverty had prevented him from marrying. Years of
arduous toil had finally given him enough to buy a few plots of his own, and with that, there was at least food on
the table. It had then occurred to him that at his age if he didn’t marry soon, he’d have no offspring to continue the
Wu family line. And what then? He got a matchmaker to help him find a wife, but nothing seemed to work out.
Either she complained he was too old, or he claimed she wasn’t strong enough for a hard day of work. After a
long search, Wu Youcai concluded that he had to rent a wife. That is how Bao Gu came into his home.
People said Bao Gu quickly put things in order at Wu Youcai’s place. She worked hard at home and in the
fields; no job was too great or too small. Everyone in Qitou praised her skill: Wu Youcai, they said, had been
blessed with good fortune. It was only at the end of the year when the other families began their worship of the
Kitchen God that Bao Gu carried on about De Xing and Ahmao.
A year passed. Bao Gu did. not disappoint Wu Youcai, producing a healthy son to carry on the Wu family line.
Wu Youcai was thrilled. He took a present to the local Xiucai\fn{A note reads: It refers to one who had passed the imperial
examination at the county level in the Ming and Qing dynasties and was thus considered a highly educated scholar .} to name the child.
Qingshou, meaning “Celebrate Life,” was chosen. I saw the boy about three years later when he was still a toddler
but already very much like his mother, especially his eyes, the same eyes of her first son Ahmao.
Another year went by, and the contract was up. According to the original agreement, Bao Gu was supposed to
go home, but she didn’t budge, didn’t even write a letter. The villagers said, there’s food and clothing at Wu
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Youcai’s house, and you’ve got Qingshou. Why go back?
De Xing had been back on his feet working in the fields for some time, and Ahmao, five years old already, was
big enough to stay home alone, feeding the chickens and driving away sparrows from his stoop by the door. De
Xing still loved Bao Gu and hoped all the while she would come home as soon as possible. He wrote many times
urging her to make haste. Villagers who’d been to Qitou said it wasn’t that Bao Gu didn’t miss De Xing and
Ahmao, but that she was reluctant to leave Wu Youcai and Qingshou. She finally did come home one day for a
visit. I saw her from the bank of the river as she passed by. She’d grown dark and somewhat melancholy. Ahmao
was so happy to see his long-lost mother, he ran excitedly through the fields. For some reason, Bao Gu stayed
only one night and left the next day for Qitou.
I overheard my mother talking with one of the neighbors:
“That Wu Youcai from Qitou is thinking of renting out Bao Gu for another two years. He’s even increased his
offer to a thousand pounds of grain.” She paused for a moment then said:
“But De Xing didn’t accept his offer. He wants his wife, not millet. Even if Wu Youcai goes up to two
thousand pounds, I’m sure he won’t take it.”
It was an awkward situation for Bao Gu. She and De Xing had been through a lot together, and though she
wanted to reunite with her husband, she had also come to love Wu Youcai. And then there were the cries of
Ahmao and Qingshou for their mother, cries she couldn’t ignore. If only she could chop herself in two and give
half to each family. To come or to stay; neither was right, and there was no way to decide.
I remember that warm spring day fresh with flowers and the cuckoo’s song when we heard that Bao Gu had
drowned herself in the river. The news shook our village to the roots. De Xing was devastated. Filled with remorse and sorrow, he retreated again to his room. As for Wu Youcai, Ahmao, and Qingshou, one can well imagine
their pain.
Wu Youcai had Bao Gu’s corpse fished from the river and prepared for burial. As she had committed suicide,
there was no public announcement or obituary notice. They did ask a monk to come and recite scriptures before
lowering her coffin into the ground and sending her on her way to her final resting place. De Xing’s fellow
villagers indignantly urged him to take legal action against Wu Youcai, but he really saw no point in it. He
considered himself partly responsible for Bao Gu’s death anyway. How could he place all the blame on Wu
Youcai?
I don’t know whether or not De Xing ever remarried. I’ve been away for too many years.
81.21 & 203.146 1. Shadows On Egret Lake 2. Snowy Night: Two Short Stories\fn{by Duanmu Hongliang aka Cao
Jingping (1912- )} Fengtian, Changtu County, Liaoning Privince, China (M) 10
1
A reddish moon—an eye swollen from too much weeping—rose through the shimmering coppery mist. Warm
and oppressive, the mist gleamed like translucent dust, hanging in a dizzy pall over the surface of the lake.
Their necks extended, wings beating, a flock of egrets swept around the bushes at the edge of the field. Then
the air was still again. The dragon-flies with small jade-blue heads, which during the day flitted tirelessly above
the lake, now were gone. Only the crimson water-flies, swarming on the moldy rotten earth buzzed noisily—two
people had come to the shore.
One was tall, with broad shoulders. He knelt down and spread a straw mat. The other—a thin boy who was
somewhat shorter—carried a red-tasseled spear. Staring off into the distance, he seemed to be looking for the end
of the murky gloom.
“How damp it is …” He sighed faintly.
The older boy did not reply. He sat down on the mat and wrapped his arms around his knees. Giving himself a
slight shake, he gazed up at the moon.
“It’s nearly the fifteenth. We won’t sleep in the shed tonight. We’ll lie on the mat out here, where we can see
the full moon.”
“What an evil red it is.”
“That’s an omen of disaster.”
“Some say it’s an omen of war.”
“Ah.”
They fell silent. A thick white mist began spreading across the lake from the opposite shore. In the valley
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lamp-lights flickered on a small rise surrounded by scattered alders, then, like will-o’-the-wisps, vanished from
sight.
“Be on your guard. Someone might try to steal the crops tonight. My nose smells trouble,” the big boy said.
“So what? We’ll just scare him off and that’ll be the end of it. What night doesn’t someone try?”
“Tonight we ought to do it differently. The fifteenth will be the Mid-Autumn Moon Festival. We ought to catch
him and give him a good beating for a holiday gift.”
“Only instead of putting moon cakes in his hand, we’ll put lumps on his head!”
“Anyhow, it will give us some exercise.”
The younger boy put down his red-tasseled spear, removed his damp shoes and sat down next to his friend on
the mat. “The fog’s getting thicker,” he muttered. A nameless, persistent fear in his heart blinked in the darkness.
By now, the moon had already risen, and they could see their surroundings more clearly. A large alder, like the
god of night, cast a huge black shadow nearly twice its size that lay stiflingly upon the lake. A boulder, rising
above water, gleamed ghastly white in the shade. The whole lake surface was pervaded with an unreasoning
hopeless feeling of tragedy.
“Laibao, how old are you this year?” the younger boy asked.
“Twenty-three. I’m getting on,” the other replied with childish pomposity.
“I’m sixteen. Ma says next year I won’t have to work for half pay any more.”
“Don’t try to do too much. The times we live in! Your bones are still soft. If you exhaust yourself and get
consumption, you’ll have it the rest of your life.”
“What else can I do? Pa is old. He took three doses of strengthening pills last year, but they didn’t help. If I can
work as a hired hand at full pay and earn a hundred a year, we’ll get by.”
“You’ve got to find the job first. Even me nobody wants this year, to say nothing of you. Who’s willing to pay
a hundred yuan for a hired hand when they’re not even sure of bringing in a hundred yuan’s worth of grain at
harvest time? Besides, you’re so thin.”
“I’ll work hard.”
“Ah, never mind about the future. Say, I’ve sneaked some wine out. Want a drink? It’s good stuff.” He fished
around in his waist band and brought out a flask and a packet of dried bean curd.
The younger boy shook his head. Lonely, he watched Laibao drink.
“I forgot to tell you, they say there’s going to be a war. For real. It’s not a trick. They say the Volunteers have
got a secret order. It was brought in hidden in the sole of a shoe. So anybody coming in through the pass has only
his shoes searched—no place else. The Kuomintang wants the Volunteers to strike first.”\fn{ A note reads: When the
Japanese militarists invaded northeast China in 1931, the Kuomintang government adopted a policy of compromise and non-resistance,
but the local people led by the Chinese Communist Party organized a Volunteers Corps to resist the enemy.}

“Want them to strike first, eh? And what are they supposed to do? Who are they trying to fool? Laibao, why
don’t we join the Volunteers too? What do you say?”
“Naturally. Anyone who doesn’t join when the time comes is no Chinese.”
The younger boy thought quietly for a moment. “Will we get land then?”
“Maybe. The main thing is grain will be worth money. And we’ll be able to get jobs.”
“I know all that,” said Manao. He sighed again. “But it won’t do us any good. If it’s still the same world, we
won’t be any better off.”
“Has your ma arranged your marriage yet?” Laibao suddenly asked for no reason.
Manao blushed and remained silent.
“Eat this bean curd,” said Laibao. “I won’t want it all. Taking a bride is like buying a draught animal. Your pa
will be able to retire. I saw him just now down by the shore. Hai! His back is so stooped, he’s bent nearly double.”
“You need money to get married,” Manao said after a heavy pause. “My ma was willing to give two bolts of
cloth, but the girl’s family wouldn’t agree. They said girls are worth money this year, that if we hadn’t got
engaged as kids they wouldn’t even consider letting us have her.”
“Hah, her mother’s daft. At a time like this—war and turmoil … a grown girl alone at home. Here, eat this
bean curd. I don’t want it.”
But Manao, engrossed with his own affairs, didn’t touch it. He went on talking about his problems.
“My Pa coughs every night. Ma has to heat him some water in the middle of the night to settle the cough.”
This talk was depressing Laibao. To cut it short, he said: “Let’s get some sleep. We’ll have to be up again
before long.”
Placing the two spears on the mat between them, Laibao covered himself with a torn cotton quilt. “Aren’t you
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going to sleep?” he poked his head out to ask.
The thin boy did not reply. He raised one end of the torn quilt and slipped in.
In the distant village, a dog’s bark broke the silence. Then all was still again.
The trailing mists closed in. Another milky vapor, chill and damp, rolled across the shore reeds, forming practically invisible drops of moisture over the lake, and blended gradually with the yellow fog above. The
moonbeams, filtering through, were infinite, empty.
“Laibao, this war you said, is it going to start on Mid-Autumn Moon Festival Day?”
……
“You say you just saw my pa, Laibao?”
……
“Can’t you hear me? … What a deep sleeper."
The older boy rolled over.
"Laibao.”
……
In the darkness, a pair of shining eyes stared up at the firmament.
The fog was thicker. Even a person directly opposite would have been invisible.
The two boys on the shore slept soundly. On the rows of bean stalks behind them, the vitality of the leaves was
already gone, and the ripe beans in the pods waited silently to be picked. The crickets couldn’t sing on a night like
this. The dampness had soaked the gauze-like walls of their sound boxes.
The dry bean leaves rustled briefly, then were still. Manao was talking in his sleep:
“Don’t beat me any more … oh … don’t hit my back … don’t … A white-quilled hedgehog which had been
sniffing beside him drew back, startled by his cries, and scampered towards the bean field.
The rustling of the bean leaves grew louder and louder. There was no sign of the hedgehog.
Finally the slash of a sickle could be heard among the bean stalks.
Manao gave a snore, then awakened. Pressing his ear to the ground, he heard a sickle cutting, stalks falling,
stalks being heaped, footsteps. His eyes widened. He cast a doubtful glance at the moon, probably trying to
estimate the hour. He nudged Laibao.
“Somebody’s out there.” His voice was so low, it was almost inaudible. Another shove and Laibao sat up, his
face swollen with sleep. He gestured to Manao, then put his ear to the earth.
“At the other end of the field,” Laibao grinned. “Let’s give it to him!”
“Nab him, you mean?” Manao asked softly.
“Right. Give him his Moon Festival gift!”
The two stole towards the far end of the field, bending low, lest the thief see them and run away. Bracing
himself, Manao crept through the stalks. He’ll deserve what he gets, the boy thought. A good beating for the
festival! His hand gripped the red-tasseled spear.
In the dense fog, the boys couldn’t see. They sensed each other’s presence only by the sound of the dry leaves.
Laibao had experience. He went straight to the end of the field. His fists clenched, he was like a stalking lion as he
crouched in the grass waiting for his prey. He paused, staring through the red mist.
Manao’s heart was heavy. The dirty fog moved towards him like a mass of congealed blood. He shivered.
Suddenly there was a cry of pain, and something fell with a thud. Laibao had got his man.
“Old scoundrel! Is this your property?” Laibao panted, flailing him with blows. “Now let’s hear you yell!” He
clutched the thief by the throat.
“Pa! Pa!” Manao threw himself wildly on the two rolling on the ground.
Laibao was shocked. He rubbed his eyes. “Oh …”
The old man lay on the field, his face gray, his breath coming hoarsely from his clogged throat. Blood ran from
several cuts on his head.
The two boys stood by, helpless.
Vengefully, the old man glared at them and struggled to his feet. Though his back was bent nearly double, it
was obvious that in his youth he had been a powerful farm hand. Thirty years ago he had been one of the best.
“Uncle, uncle,” Laibao stammered. He didn’t know what to say.
The old man sprang forward, picked up his sickle and a rope, gave the boys another dirty look, and staggered
off.
Silently, they returned to the lake shore.
“You can sleep,” Laibao said angrily. “I’m not sleepy.” Again he wrapped his arms around his knees.
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“Do you despise my Pa?” Manao heaved a deep sigh.
“Rot. Go to sleep.” Laibao swung his broad shoulders impatiently.
“I … I’m no use. If I can earn more—” Manao started again.
“Suppose you do? Will that solve everything for all the poor?” Laibao snorted contemptuously.
“My Pa … ah … he’s old.” Manao sighed.
“Old? That old man is all right!” Laibao reproved him sharply.
“All right?” Manao didn’t understand.
“Of course!” Laibao muttered something under his breath.
Manao threw himself down on the mat morosely, sunk in a kind of limitless sadness. His tired brain was numb.
All strength seemed gone from his body. He saw before him only desolation. There was no hope, no salvation. A
persistent tragic hopeless cry rang in his painfully swollen ears.
He tossed and turned for a while, then spiritual exhaustion plunged him into an abyss that was a combination
of pain and sleep. Dizzily he lost consciousness.
He was awakened by low voices. They seemed quite far away. Another thief, he thought. But Laibao hadn’t
slept. Could it be that Pa had come back again? Quickly, he roused himself. Laibao was no longer at his side.
The moon was a ball of fire, shimmering with heat as it floated above the western horizon. It must be nearly
dawn. Far off, a cock crowed like a wailing demon.
“Come along, young fellow … don’t be bashful … come on …”
Manao wasn’t sure where exactly the voices came from.
“Hit me, will you? Ah, you young beast! I’ll show you how nice I am in a minute or two … come on, over here
…”
Although he didn’t altogether understand, Manao was suddenly overwhelmed by shame and a vague terror.
And like a short time before, again he heard the swish of a sickle, bean stalks falling, the stalks being heaped,
hurrying footsteps … equally quick, equally agitated … and fairly nearby. Imagine his alarm. If only Laibao were
here, he thought. Steeling his nerve, he instinctively seized his red-tasseled spear and rushed in the direction from
which the sound was coming.
He advanced clumsily, his heart thumping, sure that he would find a large bearded man. Manao pictured the
man raising a flashing sickle and swinging it at his head. He almost screamed. He wanted to go back and look for
Laibao. But Laibao had disappeared. Behind him was only darkness.
“Who’s there!” he cried, his voice quavering. The yell was more to give himself courage than to frighten his
adversary.
A puny little girl retreated in fright. There was a sickle in her hand.
“You’re stealing. Why don’t you run, eh?” Seeing that his opponent was only a trembling little thing, Manao
suddenly felt very brave. He couldn’t understand why she didn’t flee.
“How dare you steal—a little kid like you!” Manao shouted at her.
“My Ma … didn’t my Ma … arrange it with you?” Cringing into a ball, she was very frightened, the sickle in
her hand. She pronounced her words slowly, as if they were weighted with depression.
Manao didn’t know whether it was out of curiosity or to ease the terror of the pitiful little girl, but he softened
his voice as he asked: “Who is your Ma?”
“Didn’t you—didn’t you see her?” The child shook convulsively from head to foot. She thought she was
finished. Her ma hadn’t arranged things.
“Oh. There are two of us. Maybe your ma spoke to him. All right, all right, don’t be scared. I didn’t know. I
was asleep.”
Like a frightened chick, the girl gazed at him hesitantly. Slowly she lowered her sickle.
Manao felt so miserable he wanted to cry.
The little girl turned and resumed cutting bean stalks, but she still watched him defensively out of the corner of
her eye.
“Do you have a father?” Manao asked her in some confusion. He didn’t know what to do with her.
The child shook her head. She continued reaping. Although she exerted a lot of effort, grasping the stalks with
her small hand, she worked slowly and awkwardly, chop by chop.
“Do you have a grandfather?”
“Grandpa coughs. He says he’s going to die.”
Manao's eyes lit up. “He coughs!”
“Yes. At night it’s very bad.”
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“Does your Ma get up and heat him water?”
The child didn’t understand. “Heat him water?”
Manao hastened to explain: “That’s right. To soothe the cough.”
“No. My Ma has no time.”
“What keeps her so busy?”
“Stealing beans.”
“And when she’s not stealing beans?”
“She’s still busy.” The child sighed lightly, perhaps because her strength was so limited. Although she had been
reaping for some time, she had gathered less than an adult would cut with one stroke of the sickle. But she worked
on ceaselessly, as if reaping were her sole purpose in life.
“Where is your Ma now?” Manao was puzzled.
The little girl trembled. Her voice broke. “I don’t know.”
“How do you dare come out and steal by yourself?”
“My Ma said … when she coughed … I could start cutting. That meant she had it all arranged …”
“Oh … your ma …” Manao lapsed into thought. “Aren’t you afraid … such a murky night … you can’t even
see the shadows?”
Turning her head, the child looked at him, her eyes gleaming darkly. Her small body contracted even more.
“Do you have any older brothers?”
She shook her head unhappily.
“Any younger ones?”
She merely sighed.
Manao looked around helplessly. The moon had already sunk in the west. Acrid, nose-tickling, the vast white
fog was slowly becoming a woolly carpet, condensing in the spreading pre-dawn cold. Small particles adhered to
large, forming dewdrops that descended to earth. In the distance, the reeds, the valley, the large tree, hazily
assumed thick shapes of indefinable color and queer uneasy lines. Again a cock crowed, like the feeble wail of the
ghost of a murdered man.
The little girl’s hand was bleeding. She wiped it on her clothes, then stooped to go on with her reaping.
Manao gazed at her. “Do you have any home?” he queried.
“Hai …” The child straightened up, panting. All her ribs ached. She felt as if her small chest were going to
burst. “Don’t ask me, please …” She glanced at him fearfully over her shoulder to see whether her words had
given any offense. “I’ve cut so little,” she stammered. She was thoroughly frightened now.
Manao bent listlessly and picked up his red-tasseled spear. Woodenly, he departed, his heart like lead.
Waves of mist, stifling and rank, floated across the dismal ground. They undulated endlessly, pregnant with
murky heat and foul miasmas. Already thinning out above, they were vast and limitlessly empty.
The moon, though still red, was beginning to pale. Lonely, Manao walked on. He didn’t know where his feet
were treading After he had gone about twenty paces, he suddenly stopped. Then he turned and retraced his steps
with large strides.
The child fell back as if struck by lightning when she saw him coming. Nervously she argued: “I haven’t cut
much. I haven’t cut much … Let me cut a little more … My Ma will be here in a minute …”
Without a word, Mano snatched the sickle from the little girl’s hand. He began reaping for her.
Far off, a cock crowed angrily. Dawn was about to break.
2
Chief Steward carefully fastened the red cloth money belt containing the bills about his waist, settled himself
down onto the sleigh, and whipped the donkey into motion. He hoped to get to Pingdingbao as quickly as possible
so that he could pass the night there with Cui Xiaopa, a tenant farmer in the area. Once safely inside the courtyard
walls he’d be free from any possible danger. What’s more, the food was always good and the lodgings
comfortable.
By the time he’d emerged from Old Bao’s front door it was already late, and snow was falling thickly, but
travelling in the sleigh he could cover the ten miles to Cui’s home in the time it took to smoke a pipe. The faster
he travelled, the less chance of any mishap along the way.
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Old Bao—what a useless bastard! He’d put the Chief Steward into a filthy rage, the way he’d just stood there
muttering his empty promises about how he’d pay up come Lunar New Year—all the while refusing to part with
even the tiniest sum.
“Miserable starving louse, hasn’t had a feed for years—the only way to get blood out of someone like that is to
squeeze his guts till they burst!”, cursed Li as he savagely laid into the donkey’s rump with his whip. The donkey,
for its part, took this as an opportunity to shake itself free of the snowflakes as big as goosedown which were
clinging to its body, and charged forward through the icy air. The sleigh swished across the deep snow like a
steam launch forging through the sea, its wooden runners sending up a spray of shattered silver on either side,
trailing a misty cloud behind it.
As far as the eye could see the sky was covered with a thick layer of black cloud, dark and heavy like some
forgotten old felt blanket suspended above the earth in an enormous dome. The snowflakes which danced across
the plain resembled pieces of cotton floss floating down from above, and as they fell earth and sky gradually
merged into a hazy infinity of whiteness.
“For pity’s sake, Chief Steward, show some charity! Wait till the second month: just as soon as we’re through
the first month, I’ll pay you without fail. I’ll plug up that hole in your accounts with my own heart if I have to—
you won’t go lacking!”
“Your heart was shoved up a cow’s cunt years ago, old Bao! You make a big show of trying to do the right
thing by me just so long as I’m here, but the minute my back’s turned you’re up to your dirty tricks again!”
“How can you say that, Steward?”
“Well, what do you expect me to say?”
“Chief Steward—”
“Just cut it out! I’m a hard man and proud of it, so don’t think you’re going to get anywhere with me with your
soft-soaping approach. You’re talking crap!”
“Talking crap? Look, I promise: by the time the second day of the second lunar month comes around, you’ll
have your money, but just don’t ask me what I had to do to get it—robbing graves or selling off my womenfolk!
I’ve got my honour too you know! Don’t worry: the money’ll be yours.”
“I just don’t want to hear any more of this! You hand over the money now, I’m not coming round here to give
you the compliments of the season on the second of the second.”
“Chief Steward, I’ll bring it to your door on my knees!”
“Come crawling to my door to have the debt put off to the third of the third, more like!”
“You want proof? I’ll cut off my head and give it to you if that’s what you want!” By this time both men were
red in the face.
“Get the sleigh ready,” Li ordered.
“It’s already starting to get dark, snowing hard too. You’d better stay the night here—look, I’ve got the kang all
heated up ready for you—”
“I’m off!” Li snapped, and without further ado walked angrily out of the house.
*
It was snowing harder now. Troubled times, thought Li, and peasants like old Bao were getting troublesome
too. Those clever peasants realized no one would be cruel-hearted enough to go all the way and kill them—though
in their own pathetic and contemptible way they made a big show of risking their lives for nothing. He thought
back to the days when he’d first gone down to the countryside brandishing his riding crop—now that was
something! No sooner would the end of the year come around than there he’d be, leading a chain of tenants into
town, tied up in a row with a hempen rope. Then their people in the country would set to in a panic, and somehow
or other they’d scrape together the money needed to ransom them back. Talk about prestige! He’d had more class
than if he’d worked in the magistrate’s yamen, no doubt about it!
There was no messing about in those days—all debts cleared at year’s end, every penny, even in times of
famine. Every time he came back the old master would praise him for being able to dig money out of the barren
earth to keep their household prosperous!
Now Chief Steward Li stroked his five-stranded beard (the sort you’d expect to see on a Daoist immortal) and
as he continued to indulge in his reminiscences of those heroic times his thoughts were inevitably tinged with
sorrow. Today he’d given Old Bao a good looking over, appraising him as best he might, and the result had been
that in the end he’d not dared to produce the rope, hadn’t ventured to tie his arms—and what was more, he’d got
not a cent for his trouble, nothing but an empty promise.
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He felt the thick wad of bills in his money-belt. One family had said they’d repay principal and interest after
ten days, another lot had asked for just one fortnight more, until they sold the mule—just the sort of miserable
procrastination that really got Li infuriated. Just as soon as the times took a turn for the better, he’d still be able to
enjoy all the benefits that he’d formerly enjoye—even if they had to be skinned alive, they still had to settle their
debts!
But anyhow, it wasn’t good to work himself up into such a temper at his age. A few days ago the Master had
dropped a pretty broad hint when he’d said,
“Debts haven’t all been paid up this year. Perhaps our old Chief Steward’s getting a bit past it? Well, starting
next spring …”
In other words, although the Master hadn’t put it so bluntly, Chief Steward Li had better get to and start
making plans for himself. Still, Li had thought—it was snowing even harder now—if he managed to call in
seventy per cent of the debts it would be pretty difficult for them to get rid of him just like that.
“I ought to have my say in the matter, after all, I’ve done my bit for the Zhao family. Even if I’m not all that
much use now, I’ve always worked like a horse in my time. They’re hardly going to eat the donkey after it’s
finished turning the millstone. Anyhow, what family has managed to call in all their debts this year, I’d like to
know? If I can get seventy per cent—just seventy per cent—if I bring those peasants in tied up with a length of
rope, the Zhaos are just going to have to take what can be got. No more of this lording it about all over the place.
Seventy per cent is seventy per cent, and if I can get that, nobody’s going to accuse me of boasting if I say my
conscience is cear. An old man like me, rushing about wearing myself out in the middle of freezing weather like
this, I’m only doing it for the Zhao family after all! When I go I’ll go, they can pat me on the bum, but they won’t
find a speck of dust on it that belongs to them—and I’m not going to put down roots and stay where I’m not
wanted, either. But after all this time they ought at least to know their obligations and try to do the right thing by
me. It’s not as if I didn’t earn my keep. They wouldn’t be where they are now without me, and that’s a fact …”
But now New Year was almost at hand, and after having dunned more than a dozen families he still had
absolutely nothing to show for it. He was down at heart.
*
The cold had intensified and the snow lay deep all about, while the thick, heavy snow flakes whirled and
circled about ceaselessly as they fell. Proximity and distance meant nothing in the all-enveloping whiteness, and
visibility had been reduced to less than ten paces. The brooding sky, frozen and motionless, seemed to hold locked
within itself some nameless presentiment of gloom, some calamity to which the heavens themselves did not dare
give expression.
Li wrapped the old sheepskin-lined gown tighter about himself. He should be there by now, he thought. He’d
know his journey was almost over just as soon as he caught sight of the big tree marking the boundary of Cui
Xiaopa’s holding.
By now the general unevenness of the terrain had been covered over by more than two feet of accumulated
snow. The outline of the road itself had virtually disappeared. Driven by a sharp wind, the snow continued to fall
incessantly, but now the fluffy down which had earlier filled the air began to be replaced by lighter, finer and
sparser flakes. The sweat on the spine of the straining donkey formed crystalline glazed droplets scattered down
both sides of the saddle cloth.
Li concentrated his vision on the way ahead, searching for the boundary tree which he knew he should have
been able to see by now. To warm himself, he filled his pipe with strong tobacco from the pouch he was carrying,
and after fumbling about in his upper garments was able to produce a packet of red-tipped matches. He struck
one, which failed to light, but was successful with a second match after he had warmed its tip with his breath.
Sheltering the bowl of his pipe from the wind with an empty cigarette packet, he inhaled the warm smoke, feeling
his blood coming to life again as it coursed through his body. Calm again now after the angry scene with Old Bao,
he felt absolutely exhausted. Without realizing what he was doing he allowed his eyes to close, and his mind
began to wander into a world where all was vague and undefmed … he was floating …
The wind whipped up the snow and hurled it against his eyes, then spun, turned and whirled up into a very
devil of whiteness.
*
All about, the country lay still as death. Suddenly his heart was gripped by a pang of lonely terror. He
remembered how as he was leaving Old Bao had hastened to tell him that he himself would be going out almost
straight away to get some medicine for his wife. What if he were to seize the opportunity of catching up with him
in this utterly deserted place? All Old Bao would need to do would be to hurl him into a snowdrift; not a trace
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would remain of any crime having been committed. Already in his mind’s eye he could see before him Old Bao’s
coarse, short beard, whiskers bristling like a hedgehog’s prickles, yellow teeth grinning, standing there in the
snow, his laughter ringing out clearer than a bell.
“Ha! No need to worry about whether it’s to be the second month or the third month now! We can have a
general setting of accounts right this minute!”
As he spoke, he thrust forward with his knife, and the donkey hurled itself frantically into a snowdrift, sinking
even deeper in its desperate struggle. Slowly everything disappeared, as the snow closed over Li’s eyes.
The Chief Steward clutched at his heart; it was still beating! He struggled to shift his position and give a
sudden shudder—only then did he seem to regain full consciousness. Shaking his head angrily, he strained his
eyes, but stare as he might he could see nothing.
“Hell! Can I really be lost?” he groaned inwardly. At a loss what to do now he called the donkey, which was
forging ahead regardless, to a halt. He got up, and covered a patch on the seat of the sleigh with a fodder-sack in
order to keep the snow off it lest he be unable to sit down again. Then he began to kick away the snow on the
surrounding ground, trying to ascertain whether or not he was still on the highway. Ditches, trenches and the sides
of the road had all long since been filled in or covered over, and the donkey had simply been following its nose,
running aimlessly through the snow. Despite his kicking about, Li was nevertheless quite unable to discover
whether he was still on the road; or, in fact, to discover anything at all. The sound of the wind combined with the
calm rhythm of the falling snow filled his ears, whistling snowflakes obscured his vision; anything at all that
might have served as a marker or sign had long disappeared.
“Woowei!” he called, but amidst the falling snow not even his own echo responded.
“Woowei!” he cried out again, this time facing in a different direction. No hope. Now, even a crow flying past
would be some comfort.
He ran forward a few paces to look at something—wasn’t that Cui Xiaopa’s big boundary tree, looming up
ahead? A wave of excitement surged through him, causing the sweat to break out on his forehead and warming
him to the very heart. Quickly resuming his seat on the sleigh he whipped up the donkey and without a moment’s
hesitation they raced off in the direction of the tree.
The gray crane that rested in the tree would surely be asleep by now? It must have been fifteen years ago, he
recalled, at the height of the Zhao family’s influence. He had worked out how to dam a useless little river so that it
was diverted to run directly through the holding belonging to the older of the Wu brothers, leaving no less than 30
mu of land exposed on the river bed. To avoid Wu’s descendants ever accusing the Zhaos of illicitly changing the
boundaries of their land and having this become the cause of a feud, he had connived with influential neighbors
and local leaders to have that particular tree planted as a boundary marker, after which it was too late for the Wu’s
to do anything about it. In the summer of that year two gray cranes came to roost in the tree, and passers-by had
taken this as an auspicious sign. As for the head of the Zhao clan, whenever he glanced at the newly exposed land,
he couldn’t keep from smiling.
Li’s excitement continued to month. As long as the tree was capable of sprouting a single leaf it would stand as
evidence of his unswerving loyalty to the Zhao family; and this evening, by saving his life, it would in itself
become his reward! Beating the donkey’s rump, he pushed on through the snow, his sole desire now to reach the
tree as quickly as possible.
He rubbed his eyes, then rubbed them again. Was old age affecting his vision? How could it possibly be that
what he now saw before him were the ruins of a brick-kiln?
He took a few steps towards it, his anger at this deception so intense that it seemed to whip up little spurts of
spray from every falling snowflake. But it was true; what he had taken not a few minutes ago for a lofty tree top
rearing up in the distance was now revealed as the black and gaping chimney of the brick-kiln!
*
Only now did he become fully aware that his hands and feet had been numb with cold for quite some time. He
knew he ought to move, jump around, try to get his blood circulating again. He tried to move his toes, but the
poor things might as well have been made of wood. Then he attempted to warm his fingers by blowing on them,
but that too was to no avail. His right hand was still in reasonable condition, as he had been using it continuously,
but his left arm was already frozen stiff from the elbow down. Exerting all the energy at his command he
managed to swing it around once, but the very effort required to achieve this set his whole body trembling,
deepening his terror at being lost and alone in the snow. Sighing aloud, he searched the skies with helpless eyes,
hoping against hope that the weather would clear.
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The little donkey, which had begun to breathe in pitiful wheezing gasps as if despair had brought on
consumption, stood motionless, listening to the gently falling snow.
They moved off again, slowly and aimlessly this time, and as they went forward, the fear of death, which had
been observing Steward Li secretly, now approached him and enveloped him totally. The ice which broke and fell
from the donkey’s body as it plodded along tinkled like little bells. The hot saliva flowing from its mouth had
formed a huge lump of ice, and wrapped by a few long whiskers, it resembled some horrible growth which
seemed to be leading them forward into the abyss of death.
If only he could collect enough firewood! Any fire lit in that wilderness would be sure to attract help
eventually. But there was no wood, only snow; you couldn’t burn snow. In his growing stupor he ran his hand
through the grass in the donkey’s feedbag, but that too was wet, as it had been mixed into fodder long ago.
Not even a dog was to be heard barking in the distance; nothing but an all-destroying silent loneliness. He
knew neither the time nor the place, and it seemed to him now that his sole responsibility was to complete the
transaction which had brought him to this deserted spot for his appointment with death.
Still, he strained the farthest reaches of his memory for any sign that might indicate that he had passed this way
before, to enable him to judge his present whereabouts. Of course it wasn’t Pingdingbao, and neither was it
Huawopeng, with its stand of white poplars.
Han Gou? But the ditch from which it took its name was nowhere to be seen. The more he tried to think, the
more confused he became, scarcely able to trust himself any longer. This was the area across which he had
travelled collecting debts for over 30 years—he could find his way home blindfolded! He had never been lost. He
remembered one time, when he was young, how he had collapsed in a drunken sleep in the middle of a graveyard
as he’d made his way back from a secret tryst with the wife of Wang-er, and how waking later he had continued
the journey home on foot under the stars.
A north wind had now blown up, and the even more savage cold it brought with it cut into his reverie.
Suddenly raising his head, in the centre of the sky he saw the waning moon, cold, lonely, sad, looking down upon
him. The weather had cleared after all! The moonlight was reflected by the snow, across which blew gust after
gust of bone-piercing wind, howling an accompaniment to his freshly quickened joy. Before him all lay white, a
sinister pallor against which he could still descry nothing. As he stared at the ill-omened ghost of a moon it’s icy
face seemed to stare back at him as if waiting only to be the witness of his embrace with death.
And the road? There was still no road. He had rejoiced too soon.
*
Well, he was lost all right—but surely, if only he kept the donkey running ahead he must eventually end up
somewhere? He began to apply his whip with ever increasing vigour, excitement welling up and bursting out as he
did so. Harder and harder he beat the donkey: wasn’t it the one which had taken the wrong way? Wielding the
whip with all his skill, he rained frantic blows on all the most sensitive parts of the beast’s body, the very parts he
normally took pains to avoid—the neck at the base of the skull, the sides of the thighs. Every blow sent a spasm
through the little donkey, dislodging the ice from its back with the sound of disintegrating metal. He lashed the
animal as if he had at last found the true criminal and was giving him his just deserts, and the over-exertion
brought on by this fury warmed his whole body.
The donkey, for its part, seeming to realize that it could only expiate its crime by some signal act of merit,
came to an unexpected halt—in front of somebody’s house.
The whip had worked! Li got down from the sleigh and went to knock at the door.
The windows and doors were blocked by snow, heavy snow of the sort that is only found in the Northeast,
snow that falls with all the force of a Gobi hurricane, burying doors and windows so completely as to defy the
best efforts of the would-be-visitor to knock. But there would be someone inside, he was sure. He called out in a
loud voice, but there was no response. Sleeping like corpses, no doubt, or dead dogs more like, the way exhausted
country-folk sleep when their work is done—especially in an out of the way place like this, where the last thing
they’d expect would be a visitor. So, he’d better start clearing the snow away himself.
Ignoring the freezing cold, he set to with a will, dragging away the snow handful after handful from where he
guessed the door should be; when his hands became so cold that he could no longer use them, he rubbed them
vigorously with snow and then resumed his labours. No matter if he rubbed the skin clean through, he could feel
nothing, nor did he care, for in his mind’s eye he already saw the room with its piping hot kang, its flat top warm
and comforting as the womb, waiting to receive him and assuage his exhaustion in the gentle fashion which only
the kang provides.
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At last the snow was cleared away. Wishing to express his gratitude and to seek the protection of the gods, he
felt for the image of the door guardians.
But there were no door guardians. Nothing but a large sheet of white paper stuck to the wooden door, covered
with something dark and forbidding which seemed to be writing. Peering closer, by the light of the moon he could
just make out the shadowy characters:
“The contracting tenant—”
The first three characters were enough; he knew them better than his own name. And he knew what followed.
It was a land deed. As he looked at it, the words pierced him, stunning him far more effectively than the most
fiercely driven snow. He felt as if his spirit was being suffocated. The snow, whipped up by the cold wind, was
turning into thick black lumps of soot spewing across the plain.
He collapsed in front of the door.
*
A little later, as he regained consciousness, he saw that the donkey had also collapsed and was lying motionless
in the wind and snow. With difficulty he managed to struggle to his feet, thinking to get through the night hugging
the donkey’s body, which would certainly still be warm. Making his way across to it, however, he saw as he put
out his hand to touch it that it was almost covered over by streaks of ice. Only its legs shuddered when he touched
it, as if to inform its master that the remaining warmth of its body was about to disappear forever, and that it could
not serve as the object of this final exploitation.
Li gave it a disappointed kick, then calmed himself, trying to think. A sudden sharp gust of wind and it began
to snow again, not the light snow of a little earlier, but solid round flakes like grains of rice, driving hard and
furious like some devilish sandstorm. He attempted to drag the moribund donkey across to the doorway where it
might serve as a protective barrier for him, but in his exhausted condition he was unable to budge it even an inch.
There was nothing for it but to remove the harness and feedbag from around its neck and make a cushion of them
on the ground in front of the door, where he now squatted down. He also removed the money-belt from his waist
and wrapped it around his hands, for whatever additional heat it might be able to conserve.
Looking at the notice on the door once again, he remembered one village family who with their last savings
had bought some beef and wheat, and made dumplings into which they mixed arsenic. Then the whole starving
family, young and old, gorged themselves on this their fmal meal; and died, one and all!
But far more usual were cases like the one he had encountered tonight, where a family, unable to support
themselves on their little scrap of land, and unable to find a purchaser for it, would simply fasten their land deed
to the door as a token of their grief and rage, and flee to the wilds of the North. Small wonder that he was unable
to collect all of this year’s debts.
Sleep pressed in upon him; and with sleep, fear. Sure sign that he would soon be comatose. He stared at his
grazed, scratched hands, which were already beginning to go numb, and felt the numbness gradually spreading
through his body, gradually working its way towards his heart.
This was death!
Suddenly seized with panic, he kicked out. The numbness in his hands lessened a little, then began again, but
this time starting from his feet. He found himself unconsciously fingering the bills in his money-belt. It was all
over now—he could forget all about the second of the second.
Whoever would have thought that a Chief Steward would come to such a miserable end? At Pingdingbao, his
destination for the night, the whole chicken prepared for him by Cui Xiaopa would have been eaten by now. Life
was just like the cloudly mist rolling over the wide expanse of snow, seemingly so bright and clear, yet gone the
moment you reached out to touch it. He himself was nothing more than a fleck of foam on the crest of a wave, one
moment a shining orb or crystal, full of life, to be shattered utterly the next.
A lifetime he’d touted for the Zhao family. At the age of fifteen he’d been an apprentice cashier, accompanying
the Second Steward on his rounds. At the age of twenty he’d managed to become Second Steward himself; and
then Chief Steward. Loyalty and devotion to the Zhao family interests had been his watchword, and he’d never
put a foot wrong. He supposed that the Master would be enjoying himself tonight, cracking jokes and laughing,
with his arms around Red Chrysanthemum.
And here he was, suffering, for them.
All of a sudden he felt that he and the Zhao family belonged to different worlds. For the very first time, they
seemed far removed from him. He was surrounded not by bills and abacuses now, but by emptiness and the white
snow.
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“Talking crap? Look, I promise by the time the second day of the second Lunar month comes around, you’ll
have your money, but just don’t ask me what I had to do to get it—robbing graves or selling off my womenfolk!
I’ve got my honour too you know! Don’t worry, the money will be yours.”
Old Bao’s words still rang in his ears as clearly as if he’d just spoken them; but he’d never live to see the
second of the second—he’d not live through the night.
He was seized by a desire to take the bills out of his money-belt, and doing so he fondled them as he read them
off—this was for fifty dollars, forty per cent interest, that was for 100 dollars, monthly interest of thirty-five per
cent. His hand shook suddenly and the money-belt fell to the ground. He could not pick it up again.
His blood had begun to flow sluggishly and his consciousness was gradually dimming as he continued to sit
staring like an idiot at the now cold and rigid corpse of the donkey lying in front of him. He regretted the savage
way in which he’d beaten it, causing it to die injured and in pain. With an effort he moved forward a little, trying
to get a hand out to feel the frozen body. He gazed intently at the half-clotted blood clinging to his hand. His by
now virtually paralyzed heart pounded wildly for an instant—the blood on his hand now seemed to be that of the
countless tenants who had suffered beneath his whip. He raised the hand towards his nose to smell it, but he had
got it no higher than his chest when he was overcome by the overpowering reek of blood, and fainted. But even in
this condition he was still dimly aware of a sense of terror—not even the dead donkey would forgive him.
He struggled up again, trying to get the matches out of his breast pocket so he might burn the bills—not in any
spirit of repentance so much as from the simple need to do something out of the ordinary to fill the terrible
emptiness which overcomes a man just before death—but alas, the mere movement required to strike a match was
now harder for him than scaling the heavens. Try as he might, he could not coordinate the movement of his
shaking hands. His whole body was wracked with convulsive spasms, and he had lost all sense of touch. He
sighed despairingly; in the face of death, even the smallest thing was immensely difficult.
But the Chief Steward had always been renowned for his ability, and this very difficulty was enough to spur
him on to consummate one act of lasting significance, come what may. Expending an almost superhuman effort,
concentrating his last remaining forces, he attempted to extract the bills from the money-belt and stuff them into
the chopped grass in the bag on which he was sitting. Nobody would think of looking for them there, and without
them it would not be possible to claim the debts.
But still he was unable to do it; with his mind now quite clear again he stared in vain at the money-belt lying in
front of him, quite incapable of picking it up. This was the first time that he had ever conceived even the slightest
feeling for the peasant tenants, and he felt a mild sense of comfort, as if a bright halo were shining over his head.
Again he fainted.
*
When he recovered consciousness he saw Old Bao standing over him, emitting successive gusts of warm air
from behind his hedgehog beard.
“All right, all right.”
Could that be Old Bao’s voice?
“I’ll plug up that hole in your accounts with my own heart if I have to!”
He remembered how they'd argued at dusk until they were red in the face. His first emotion was of rage at his
own humiliating situation. Lost in the blizzard, frozen stiff, his prestige as Chief Steward was completely
shattered. He was as pathetic as a naked Emperor mocked by a beggar.
“I told you to stay at my place—but oh no, off you had to go, trying to show how tough you are!” Direct as
ever, Old Bao proceeded to give him a good dressing down.
“If I hadn’t had to go and get that medicine, and hadn’t found you on the way back, that’d have been the end of
you, so it would!”
Chief Steward Li longed to leap miraculously to his feet and expunge the fact of his rescue. But all he achieved
was the slightest of movements, followed by his collapse with a groan.
“Take it easy, I’ve got you” said Old Bao, his great rough hands enfolding him. Li felt a sudden stab of pain,
and tried to struggle free, but Old Bao held him still tighter.
“The donkey’s dead, I’ll carry you on my back,” he added, assuming the beast’s responsibility.
“Aaah,” groaned Li, attempting to order Bao to put him down, while at the same time pointing backwards.
“The sleigh? I’ll come back for it tomorrow morning,” said Old Bao, continuing to trudge forward.
Seemingly exasperated, Li began to wriggle around on Old Bao’s back. The latter turned around, and directed
by Li’s movements walked back to the front of the door where he put him down once again, trying to guess what
it was he wanted. He searched around on the ground, and finally picked up the money-belt stuffed full of bills.
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Now Old Bao began to regret having rescued him. Those bills embodied the miserable fate that would be his
for the rest of his life. The man had been at the point of death, and the first thing that he thought of when he
started to come around was that! Angrily, he gave Li a hefty shove. Perhaps it was the force of the blow that
revived a flicker of life; in his stupor Li uttered a few noises which sounded like “burn, burn.”
Old Bao flushed and felt his hands trembling. Awkwardly he put down the matches which he’d just picked up,
thinking that he had done the Chief Steward an injustice.
Li was urging him on, nodding at him as if trying to repeat something. Old Bao was at a loss, not knowing
what to do, his heart pounding.
“Burn …” The thin voice was stern and urgent.
He set fire to the bills, and the bright flames flared up.
*
As he watched the flames flicker out, a trickle of white saliva ran over Chief Steward Li’s lips. With a shock,
Old Bao realized that he was beyond help. He looked at the pile of ashes, not yet cold.
“Burn.”
The snow was falling thick and fast again, a vast expanse of goosedown flakes which quickly filled and
obliterated the confused footprints which had been fresh only a few minutes before.
118.214 Spring Is Just Around The Corner\fn{by Ts’ao Ming (1912- )} Kwangtung Province, China (F) 5
At the furnace in Anshan, the entire team waited anxiously for the next batch of steel to emerge. Hopes were
high that this batch would turn out to be high-speed tempered steel, for thus far that proceeds had gone most
smoothly, all the way from the mixing of ingredients to the smelting. If the entire process for this batch could be
shortened to less than six hours, they would be able to complete it before going off shift. This would mean they
could turn out two batches within the eight-hour shift. Although this would not break a new record, it would still
be an event to celebrate.
Yao En-t’ai had noticed for some time the tension on the face of his team leader, Sun Yao-wu. His eyebrows
were drawn up tightly, and the corners of his mouth pushed downwards in a powerful, authoritative fashion. His
temper could be quite imperious at a time like this, although Yao En-t’ai knew his mood was only temporary. Yao
En-t’ai was accustomed to Sun Yao-wu’s behavior at such times: the team leader ran madly around the furnace
checking every item after the smelting had gone into its crucial stage; he became irritable, and his voice often
boomed with authoritative demands. The team members dared not slack off their pace; they didn’t even dare
breathe aloud. They knew from experience that the more tense their team leader became, the more assured they
were of getting high-speed steel. The moment the steel came pouring out and the proceeds was over, Sun Yao-wu
would undergo a complete metamorphosis and became a congenial, relaxed person, someone you could joke with
or even slap on the shoulder. Although no one particularly enjoyed seeing sun Yao-wu in his imperious mood, his
team was fully behind him, and Yao En-t’ai was especially proud to work with him. His reputation for sternness
as well as for confidence and vigor was known throughout the factory. He was a person who was put off by easy
jobs, but if asked to exceed a target or to experiment in producing a new kind of steel, he could be counted on to
rise to the challenge. Yao En-t’ai was convinced that without Sun Yao-wu’s severe temper and discipline, such
extraordinary accomplishments could never be achieved.
It was the afternoon before the Chinese New Year,\fn{ A variable month-long holiday held in late January or February, as
determined by the lunar calendar.} and every furnace was competing to see who could make the most high-tempered
steel and take the least time off. On this day Yao En-t’ai felt more keenly than usual that they couldn’t do without
team leader Sun and all his vigor. He followed Sun’s every movement and expression. Even a twitch of an
eyebrow was enough for Yao En-t’ai to know exactly what it was he needed; there was no need for Sun to motion
or call out.
This was only the first New Year since the start of the second Five Year Plan, everyone was already working
with a furious zeal. Actually, every New Year in the recent past had been an occasion for all the furnaces to
compete in producing high-tempered steel. But in past years, the competition had not been so clamorous, workers
had just quietly applied themselves. Those who did well were lauded, those who did not do so well slipped by
without anyone taking notice. But now, what with the Great Leap Forward\fn{ The popular name for the country-wide
economic and social plan initiated by Mao Tse-tung, who intended to radically increase the agricultural and industrial production of the
People’s Republic of China, while at the same time bringing the people themselves to the brink of a true Marxist/Leninist/Maoist society .}

and the Productivity Competition, everything was laid out in the open. And this new openness was a phenomenon
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that took getting used to.
“How can our furnace fall behind others? We must produce three batches of high-tempered steel, or we won’t
celebrate New Year.” The more Yao En-t’ai thought about it, the more fired up he got. When it came time to add
the magnesium, he tossed it more evenly than ever into the cauldron.
The assistant just returned from delivering some steel samples and brought along a letter addressed to Yao Ent’ai. When Yao first saw the letter he was indignant, wondering who would have written to him, knowing how
busy he was.
“Hmpf, who’s got time to read this,” he muttered to himself. He shoved the letter into his pocket and prepared
a long ladle to extract a sample from the ore. But with a second glance at the envelope he realized it was from his
wife. “What is she up to now? You think I can just drop everything at the factory and come home to spend New
Year with you?” he admonished his wife mentally. Although he refused to read the letter, it seemed to grow
heavier and heavier in his pocket, until he couldn’t resist taking a peek at it. On his way to the laboratory with a
steel sample, his curiosity got the better of him and he finally stole a few extra seconds to read the letter. Then he
quickly thrust it back into his pocket, From that moment on, his mind was flustered. His feet dragged him back to
the furnace, his head hanging dejectedly.
He had always found it exhilarating to watch the boiling molten steel. Gentle ripples would rise from the fiery
red surface; those ripples would smile and communicate a thousand feelings to him. But this afternoon he felt he
had to let those ripples down; it seemed as though the ripples were laughing at him, mocking his confusion. He
didn’t know how to vent his frustration, on whom to put the blame for his dilemma.
“I simply can’t ask for a leave. Didn’t the Youth Corps Branch repeatedly exhort us to keep up the full shift
straight through New Year? How can I take a leave and become a backward element? I’m even a member of the
Youth Corps too, just like Feng-jung.”
But the next moment, he was again moved by his wife’s words,
… We are determined to struggle for three months in order to complete the irrigation ditch. From now on we will work
in three shifts. We’ll have just New Year’s Eve off, and on New Year’s Day we’ll be back to dig the ditch. Why don’t
you come home, I’ll only have this one day to be with you. …

Yao was tormented by an irresistible conflict. Was she a good Youth Corps member, or was she a good wife?
The troubled expression on Yao’s face did not escape the assistant, who came up and patted him on the
shoulder. “What’s the matter? Does she want you to go home for New Year?”
To avoid answering, Yao picked up a broom and began to sweep up some mineral dust. But the assistant did
not let him get off so easily. He went straight to the point.
“Don’t listen to that female prattle. They are always trying to tie us to their apron strings. Hey, man, why don’t
you wait until your next shift change to go home? You’d get more time off then. Why bother with all the hassle of
going home at New Year and holidays. Take me, for example. Tomorrow’s my day off, but I’ve decided to come
work with you guys for the day. To tell the truth, I think fifteen years is too long to wait to catch up to
England.\fn{Initial output figures for the Great Leap Forward were so impressive that the regime boasted that they would overtake the
industrial output of England by 1974.} I’d like to see us to it in twelve.
Just these few words renewed Yao’s strength. With a resolute expression on his face and a wave of his hand, he
indicated to the assistant hat nothing was bothering him at all. Just then the bell rang—the steel was ready to come
out of the furnace. The two stepped up briskly to their respective stations to receive the high-tempered steel,
which was ready at 5:55.
*
Having changed out of his work clothes, Yao En-t’ai strolled out of the factory gates, buoyed by his team’s
small success. This last batch of high-tempered steel had brought them considerable glory. New Year was truly
something to celebrate now. But the strange thing was, his feet did not take their usual path north toward the
dormitory. Instead he found himself walking involuntarily straight toward the train station. And, as if by reflex, he
bought a ticket for a nearby suburb. It was only as he was sitting with the ticket in his hand on a long bench in the
waiting room that he realized with a start what an absurd thing he had just done.
“You haven’t asked for a leave. How can you go home, just like that? And isn’t taking a leave without
permission even more shameful than asking for a leave?” These questions sounded in Yao’s mind. In a bit of a
panic, he turned to look at the travelers around him. His gaze fell on an old fellow nearby.
“Pardon me, sir, where are you going? Have you bought a ticket yet? I’ve got a ticket here for T’engaopao, but
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I don’t want to go after all.”
The old fellow raised a hand clutching his own ticket. “Ah, I’ve already got my ticket too. Perhaps you can
find somebody else who can use yours.”
A rugged young man nearby caught the last bit of their conversation. He turned to them and asked, “Where’s
the ticket to?” But when he heard Yao’s reply, he shook his head and said cockily, “If it’s just T’engaopao, why
bother taking the train? By the time you’ve waited in line and bought the ticket, you could have walked there!”
Yao ignored that last comment, thinking that the young man was being capricious. After all, T’engaopao was a
good forty li\fn{A note reads: A li is equivalent to approximately one-third mile.} away. Who says you can walk there in the
time it takes to buy the train ticket? Besides, he had just put in a sold day’s work at the factory and couldn’t
possibly walk that far without collapsing from exhaustion.
As if out of spite, he refused to return the ticket, and he didn’t intend to walk back to the singles’ dorm either.
He just leaned comfortably back, and with a long sigh closed his eyes to rest.
Suddenly visions of his wife Lü Feng-jung began to dance I his mind: she was nodding deliberately and
glaring at him from the corner of her eye, as if to say, “if you don’t come home, you’ll never touch me again.” But
Yao smiled and congratulated himself. That vision couldn’t get the better of him; he was no pushover. He felt
perfectly composed as he reassured himself, “I won’t pay any attention to her. I’ll just explain to her later that the
Youth Corps initiated the idea, and we all resolved to stick by it. What can she possibly say to that?” He knew that
she was a reasonable person, so he wasn’t afraid that she would make a scene. But when he suddenly thought of
her playful teasing ways when they were in bed together, a wave of longing gripped his heart, and he wished he
could fly to her side immediately.
His wife Feng-jung was a woman of many guises. Sometimes she seemed like a kid, but in front of her inlaws, her behavior was impeccable. When she came home from working in the fields, she got right to the
housework—fetching the water, fixing the meals: her father-in-law and mother-in-law never had to fret about a
thing. When she was with the other girls, she could be as rowdy as the rest of them; but in front of her elders, she
had always been a model of propriety.
Yao En-t’ai’s mom bragged about her daughter-in-law every chance she got. “My in-laws really know how to
bring up a daughter right. Why she just stands out from the crowd. The grown girls, the young daughters-in-law,
all the boys—big and small, they all squabble and make rackets all the time, driving us old folks to distraction, but
Feng-juung is not a bit like them.”
The old lady was especially fond of bragging about her daughter-in-law in front of her son. En-t’ai for his part
couldn’t help but chuckle to himself whenever he heard her talking this way, knowing full well Feng-jung could
play up this image of herself in front of the elders. Only he knew that as soon as the lights were turned out at night
and the old folks had lain down on their brick bed to sleep, the young couple would get under the quilt and she
would squirm her way into his arms, like a fawn into its mother’s bosom, not even bothering to notice whether her
hair clips were poking him in the chin and neck. What really got him was the way she loved to tickle his waist. At
some point, he’d forgotten when, she had discovered that he was particularly ticklish at the waist; and knowing
fell well he didn’t dare burst out laughing with his parents within earshot, she’d take advantage of him and tickle
him mercilessly in the dark. He’d strain to suppress his laugh and, at the same time, wrestle himself out of her
clutch. Only when he had grabbed hold of her hands would she relent and snuggle her face up to him.
As he was reliving this scene in his mind, the train pulled up to the station. His feet followed the orderly
crowd, although in his heart he wished he could hop onto the train in one leap. As the train started with a jerk, he
closed his eyes thinking that he would catch a few winks. But moments later he found himself sitting straight up
with eyes wide open.
Where the train was passing, a thick stream of smoke wafted through half the town. Then it would be caught
by the wind and gradually came into view. Day in and day out Yao En-t’ai had walked past the base of these tall
furnaces and had never taken note of them. But at this moment for some strange reason, they appeared
extraordinarily grand and imposing. The yellow fumes surging out from the nearby chemical plant encircled the
tall furnaces, creating a mobile pattern of light and shadow, intensifying their aura of dauntless strength. A row of
ten smokestacks, lined up in perfect formation, caught his gaze next. His thoughts were drawn to the eighth. It
was under this one that he, with his twenty comrades on three different shifts, had sweated together, panted
together, and rejoiced together. He recalled a time when the smokestack had been plugged up. He remembered
well their anxiety and the mad running around. Two shifts were held up, which meant they missed two or three
batches of steel. Not until it was finally fixed, and smoke surged evenly up the stack again, did they relax and
smile. He stared at that smokestack, entranced: an, how majestic, it’s slender gray torso standing perfectly erect,

749

wisps of black smoke floating from its top, like the locks of a young girl’s hair blowing about her forehead. The
wisps of smoke seemed to be waving goodbye to him. he smiled complacently to himself. “Five hours and fiftyfive minutes. Not a record, but certainly impressive enough.” He was lulled into contented reverie, and his little
leave without permission for a time escaped his conscience.
After Yao En-t’ai got off the train, he had to walk another six or seven li. It was a snowy evening. By the time
he reached home it was already pitch dark. His family had finished making New Year’s dumplings and were all
sitting around waiting for him. in her most proper tone of voice, Lü Feng-jung greeted him, “How many days do
you have off?”
Even though he caught the subtle smile at the corner of her mouth, he didn’t like her question. Somewhat
annoyed, he lectured her in his mind. “Hmpf, don’t you know steelworkers don’t take vacations? If we all took a
few days off, the furnaces would burn themselves to ruin. I told you a long time ago that we can only rest in shifts,
didn’t I?” However, he didn’t let these words slip past his lips. And how could he? He couldn’t exactly play the
righteous role. Today wasn’t even his day to take a break!
Lü Feng-Jung was no dimwit. She understood as well as anybody the shift system at the steel factory, and she
knew perfectly well that En-t’ai had come home without leave permission. But seeing En-t’ai in high spirits, she
thought she’d teas him a bit.
She hurriedly took his outer jacket, brushed off the snow from it, and hung it up. Then she went right to the
stove, stoked up the fire, and got ready to cook the dumplings. Meanwhile, En-t’ai’s dad went on in a steady
stream abut the accomplishments of the village.
“Hai! Even if you don’t have time to come home to spend new Year, you ought to take a look at our village. On
New year’s—ah—that’s right, we used to call it New Year’s, you young folks call it Spring Festival now—well,
on New Year’s, we go on digging the irrigation ditches and building the reservoir. Not to mention the young folks,
we old fogies pitch right in too, even your mom does her bit now and then. In all my sixty-one years, I’ve never
seen anything like it.”\fn{The initial approach by the Chinese people to the Great Leap Forward was one of genuine enthusiasm
among all classes of society; even the foreign observers admitted as much .}
The old man handed the first bowl of dumplings to his son, while taking a puff or two on his pipe. Then he
went on, “In the days of land reform, we poor peasants and hired hands did our fill of hard work. But compared
with these days, that was nothing! The difference is, back then, only the poor peasants and hired hands worked
their tails off. Nowadays, everybody’s in the act. Ever since the cooperative was established, when there’s work to
be done everyone pitches in. this thing about taking time off at New year’s, the commune cadres thrashed it out
for hours, and finally decided that we old folks should take a four-day break, the rest would go on with the ditch
digging. Now take Feng-juing here for example …”
Presently, En-t’ai’s mom walked in with a bowl of steaming dumplings, catching her husband mentioning
Feng-jung, she gave him a sharp look and cut him short with these words, “Come on old man, let your son rest for
a while. He must be exhausted. Let him eat in peace.”
Only then did En-t’ai’s dad realize that he had been talking his son’s ears off. Chuckling to himself, he
conceded, “Right! Right! Go ahead and eat.” But in fact he couldn’t suppress the fervor bubbling up in his mind.
In no time at all he started up again.
“En-t’ai, people may think that the country lags behind the cities in everything, but in this case, I think the
country’s in the lead. Last month when you came home, you told us about your factory’s fifteen-year plan to catch
up to England in industry. Well, we in the countryside have done you one better. We’re going to have an all-out,
three-month struggle to end droughts. Now wouldn’t you say we peasants are ahead of you factory workers?”
En-t’ai couldn’t suppress a laugh. How could digging a few irrigation ditches and building a reservoir be in
any way comparable to catching up to England in steel and other major industrial products in fifteen years? What
they were aiming at was a momentous target, an all-encompassing target. And digging irrigation ditches? Why,
that only involved a single village, or a cooperative at best. He wished he could explain the difference to his
father, but he was afraid the old man would be too simple-minded and stubborn to understand, so he just let out a
laugh.
At this, the old man’s proud expression turned to one of annoyance. Looking askance at his son, he said, “So
you laugh. Well, when we say three months, we mean three months. We old folks don’t want a four-day holiday.
We’ve made a secret pact. We’ll take just two days off to visit a few close friends. Hmpf, you just watch and see
what we peasants can do.”
En-t’ai didn’t want to be at loggerheads with his dad, so he gave up trying to explain anything. Instead he just
went along with the old man, “Right you are, Dad. I even reading the papers that irrigation projects are going ton
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in all the villagers on both sides of the mountain pass.”
When the last dumpling had been dropped into the pot to boil, the two women—En-t’ai’s mom and his wife—
joined the men at the table. They ladled them out of the pot as they ate. The room was filled with their jovial
banter and the appetizing steam from the dumplings. Their talk went from dumplings to the supply of pork, from
the strategies for meeting the demand for pork in the industrial cities to their cooperative’s program for pighusbandry, then on to the cooperative’s project to increase annual production. As one might expect, En-t’ai’s dad
got more and more wound up as he talked. But even En-t’ai’s mom and Feng-jung interjected excitedly whenever
they could get a word in edgewise. An impartial observer of this scene might think that the three of them were
converging on this one factory worker, trying to mobilize him to come home and join in agricultural production.
*
Around three a.m. En-t’ai woke up with a start: this often happened to people used to working on three shifts.
But also something was weighing on En-t’ai’s mind, and he couldn’t sleep anymore. Suddenly he wondered to
himself whether the team in the shift before his was putting out high-speed steel at this very moment. He pictured
the eight o’clock shift going on without him the next morning. Who’s going to run the steel samples to the lab,
remove the dregs, adjust the gas valves, so on and so forth? En-t’ai made up his mind to walk the forty-odd li
back to work. The cocky expression of that rugged young man at the train station resurfaced I his mind. “If it’s
just T’engaopo, why bother taking the train? By the time you’ve waited in line and bought the ticket, you
could’ve walked there!” that’s right! I can walk there by seven o’clock, the sun will be up then, just in time for me
to go on shift.
As en-t’ai sat up and was bout to get dressed, he impulsively bent down to kiss his wife on her rosy cheek. She
stirred slightly. “Oh, no,” En-t’ai thought with alarm: “What if she wakes up and gives me a bear hug? How will I
ever get away then?” So he quietly slid back down, kept his breathing soft and even, and peered at her from under
his eyelids.
Meanwhile Feng-jung had been awake for quite some time, thinking that her husband was fast asleep. She was
bout to sneak out of bed. But when he kissed her cheek, she dared not make a move, and just pretended to be
asleep. After En-t’ai had lain there quietly for a good while, Feng-jung decided that he must have fallen asleep
again. Hesitating no more, she crawled up, put on her clothes, and slipped off the platform bed. En-t’ai had lain
there quietly for a good while, Feng-jung decided that he must have fallen asleep again. Hesitating no more, she
crawled up, put on her clothes, and slipped off the platform bed. En-t’ai distinctly heard her getting off the bed,
followed by a creak of the door; he concluded that she had gone to the outhouse. At this point he became anxious.
“If I have to wait for her to come back, and then wait until she falls asleep again before taking off, I’ll never get to
the factory in time.” He took a look at his watch. In the dark he couldn’t make out the time too clearly, but it
looked like three-thirty already. He waited and waited; what seemed like an eternity passed, but there wasn’t even
the shadow of Feng-jung returning. Now En-t’ai figured: “I bet she ate too many dumplings and is having a bout
with loose bowels. I might as well take off before she gets back. She won’t be able to catch me then even if she
tries.” He sat up and hurriedly put on his clothes.
As it turned out, the two old folks had been awake for quite some time too and had heard the two of them
moving about. En-t’ai’s mom said to her son in a muffled voice, “It’s early yet. Sleep a little more.”
En-t’ai didn’t answer and went right on putting on his socks. His dad raised his head and spoke straight to the
point, “If you’re going out to look for her, don’t bother. She told me beforehand. They were supposed to have a
day off, but the Youth Corps kids refused to take a rest. They agreed among themselves to start work in the middle
of the night. Feng-jung was afraid you’d be upset, so she told us to keep it from you. Well, she’s gone already.
You might as well get a little more sleep.”
En-t’ai was relieved and delighted. Now he could walk straight out the door without worrying about anybody.
He answered the old folks lightheartedly, “No, I’ve got to get back to the factory. I didn’t take a leave you know.”
His mom grew uneasy; she fretted, “There’s no train now. There won’t be a train until eight-thirty! You’d best
get back to sleep.”
“No, I’m walking back. I can’t make it if I take the train.”
En-t’ai’s mom became really upset. She got up and pleaded with her husband. “It’s forty-some li … and we
just had a blizzard … and God knows there may even be wolves lurking in that wilderness.”
En-t’ai had hopped off the bed, he grabbed a wooden club by the stove and gave the floor a couple of whacks.
“With this in hand, I can go anywhere and be safe from wolves.”
En-t’ai’s dad hesitated a moment, then decided to get dressed too. In a commanding tone, he said to En-t’ai,
“Son, wait a minute. I’ll walk with you a ways. With two of us, no wolf would dare come near.”
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En-t’ai wasn’t about to be held back by anybody. With a couple of strides, he bounded out the door and headed
straight for the main road. Good Lord! Was it cold! It had stopped snowing, but there was at least half a foot on
the ground. En-t’ai strained with each step he took, but he was already on the road back to work, he was no longer
on leave with permission. This feeling of pride and relief gave him extraordinary strength, the night breeze
cleared his head and invigorated his whole spirit.
Old man Yao, clutching a staff with one hand and buttoning his jacket with the other, rushed up to his son with
a limp. Gasping for breath, he remonstrated, “En-t’ai, wait up, you’re such an impetuous kid.”
En-t’ai slowed down for a few steps, letting his dad catch up with him. When the old man had caught his
breath, he started up, “There really may be wolves. Before Liberation,\fn{ The People’s Republic of China was officially
proclaimed October 12, 1949.} that’s when they were really ferocious. People were hungry in those days, and the
wolves were even hungrier. From our own village, one of the Li kids was dragged off by a wolf.”
After they passed the outskirts of the village, the scene grew barren. There was just a large expanse with
nothing but the glimmer of the moon’s rays on the snow. The old man kept talking, but En-t’ai wasn’t paying any
attention. He had his mind on something else. Being escorted by his sixty-odd-year-old dad really bothered him.
Later on when the old man had to walk back home, who would keep him company? En-t’ai made up his mind,
and said in a determined tone, “Dad, you can turn back. I can walk perfectly well by myself. I walk pretty fast you
know, you’re really holding me back. if I have to keep in step with you, I’ll be late for my shift.”
The old man wasn’t about to bbe turned back so easily. Puffing up his energy, he rejoined, “What’s the big
rush? I’ll only walk with you through this stretch. Once you are on the highway, it’ll be perfectly safe. This is my
own small way of contributing to industrialization.” He picked up his steps, refusing to fall behind his son.
The two were still some distance away from the village of the seven Peaks when sparks of light appeared in the
open plains. For a minute, En-t’ai thought his eyes were deceiving him. Rubbing his eyes, he wondered to
himself, “What? Have the stars fallen from the sky? Or have I walked into the sky in my sleep?” When he
gathered his wits and listened, he caught sounds of hubbub and laughter through the night air. As they got closer,
they could hear folks singing.
“Dad, what’s going on here?” When the old man didn’t answer, En-t’ai asked again, “Are they building a
factory here and getting ahead in the night too?”
At this the old man could no longer hold back his proud laughter. He spoke half through his nose, “Son, I told
you we had resolved to put up a three-month struggle, and you thought we were kidding? We in T’engaopao are
out to do away with droughts. And the other villages? They are all out to do the same thing too! Otherwise, how
would I have had the nerve to brag about us peasants getting ahead of you high and mighty factory workers?” He
gave a dry cough, deliberately rubbing it in just a bit.
En-t’ai didn’t need to turn his head to look at his dad. He could well imagine the complacent expression on his
face. As on the previous evening, En-t’ai couldn’t help laughing out loud at his dad’s views, but he felt it was
useless to try to explain or argue with him. When the old man heard his son laughing, he grew indignant. He
wasn’t one to be bested by his son; stepping up to En-t’ai he grunted, “So you laugh, huh? You think you can have
a revolution without us peasants? Never!”
These words struck En-t’ai as being even more ridiculous, but he couldn’t help but be touched by the staunch
spirit of this old peasant stubbornly shouldering responsibility for the revolution, so he decided to make a
conciliatory gesture.
“What you say, Dad, is absolutely right. To catch up to England in fifteen years, we need to have you peasants
working right along with us.”
Father and son trudged on in silence, each immersed in his own thoughts. They approached another village,
and it too was crisscrossed with rows of lanterns and torches as if the great earth were laced with strands of
golden lights. Sounds of the young folks’ songs and laughter were carried by the cold wind, filling the black night
with a festive, exhilarating liveliness. Instinctively En-t’ai halted to gaze at that shimmering fiery-dragon of a
crowd. He remembered now that passing on the train in broad daylight the day before, he did see all along the
way people hauling earth in baskets. So it was these very same people, moving mountains, and filling in seas!
Suddenly, visions of the flames from his steel furnace beckoned him. the urgent, imperative, and yet confident
voice of his team leader, Sun Yao-wu, sounded in his ears. Under the dim light of the stars, he stole a glance at his
father, then in a gentle but spirited tone he pleaded, “Dad, go on back, with so many people working along the
road, what wolf would dare come out?”
The old man squinted his eyes to graze at the crowd in the distance. “What wolves? None of them has dared to
come out in a long time. It’s just that if I go home now, I’ll get a scolding from your mom. She still thinks of you
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as a seven or eight year old. Well, okay, I’ll let you go on your own; I’ll go and haul a couple of basketfuls with
Feng-jung and the crew. We’ll see the New year in together … and welcome in the God of Wealth … Hey, that’s
not a bad idea.” With these words he turned and left.
En-t’ai picked up his steps and began to whistle a tune, echoing the songs from the distance. In the next
moment, he flung the club aside. With both arms swinging by this side, he took brisk strides in the direction of
Anshan, toward his factory.
The night was still bitter cold, but spring had surely arrived in people’s hearts.
187.84 An Autobiographical Statement Of A Buddhist Temple Caretaker\fn{by an unnamed woman (1912- )}
Gwangdong Province, China (F) 4
I was born in Kwang Tung,\fn{ Kwangtung Province, now spelled “Gwangdong”} in China, but my family moved to
Indonesia when I was eighteen years old.\fn{ In 1930} All eight of my children were born in Indonesia, and I have
lived here all my adult life. Some of my children live here, and some presently live abroad.
I have only been involved in helping at this Buddhist temple for the past fifteen years, after my children were
long on their own. I am actually not an employee here, but only a volunteer to help out of my own free will.
How I came to be involved with the temple is a long story. I used to be an atheist, a real fanatic. Neither my
husband nor I believed in religion. At that time, if I looked at a prayer book or saw people praying, I just
mimicked them rashly, without any reason.
*
My husband died when I was thirty-six years old. After that, I had to bring up my children by myself. I ran a
shoe shop and was a modern woman. I just did my business and enjoyed myself. I swam, played tennis, and did
other sports. At that time, it was rare for women to do all this. I did not waste my time and energy with men but
focused on my business, which became quite successful. I did not want to remarry. I just wanted to take care of
myself and my children. I went to the best hairdresser in the city; people always admired my hairstyle.
I followed the principle of always being in the right path, so that nobody could speak badly about me. I was
not an educated woman and had only attended a common school—just enough to learn how to read and write. But
I felt it important to educate my children. I sent them to Mandarin schools. When the government prohibited
separate Chinese schools, I sent them to public schools even though they were not as rigorous.
*
When I was about fifty years old, I had a turning point in my life. I experienced a vision. One day when I was
alone in my house, my deceased brother, who had been dead for fifty years, appeared to me. He would have been
ninety-five if he had still been alive. I saw clearly with my very own eyes as he knelt with his face to the earth. It
was strange indeed, but I did not feel afraid at all. I saw him just like a real person. He did not move from his
kneeling position at all, and I watched him for more than two hours.
When he was alive he was a technocrat and was not religious. I thought maybe he wanted me to cleanse his
soul from his earthly sins so that he could return to Nirvana. So I got a Buddhist Holy Book and then read the
Parita from the Holy Book three times. I prayed beside him. After doing that, he vanished.
I was very surprised. I felt like I had really been looking at an actual human being. I just did not feel afraid
because he was my eldest brother. How can you explain an event like that with logic?
*
Another experience convinced me of the power of spirituality. On a visit to east Java I met a man I had never
seen before. He was a dukun, a medium. I didn’t believe in such things. But what was odd was that when he saw
me, he called me to him and told me,
“Your brother’s spirit came to visit me. He had come to me because I can talk to the spirits. He told me I would
see you and that I would recognize who you are. He said to say thank you to you because you lifted him to
Nirvana by praying with him.”
I was completely shocked by his statement. Since I had seen my brother so clearly right beside me-saw him
appear right out of nothingness—and prayed the words of Buddha, I became more and more convinced of the
power of Buddhism.
*
There was another experience. Although I did not worship it, I had a statue of Kwan Yin, the Chinese Buddhist
goddess of mercy, in my house at that time. I went to visit my sister-in-law who was a Buddhist. I saw her pray
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and read her Holy Book, so I followed her. In my heart I felt guilty because I was not actively following Buddha.
My ability to read Chinese characters allowed me to read the prayers.
Silently I prayed to Kwan Yin, asking her to appear in my dream. That night I had a dream of a big table,
beautifully gilded in gold. The cups were made of jade and the chopsticks of ivory. There was a huge feast there,
with many people around the table. The other people began to eat and drink merrily, and they all got their share.
But I stayed away from the table and got nothing.
I woke up from this dream with regretful feelings, but I understood what the dream was telling me. I did not
get to eat the feast because I had not accepted Buddhism. I wanted to be included in the happy feast, so from that
moment I decided to try to pray to my statue of Kwan Yin. When I did this I saw another vision. This vision was
Kwan Yin handing me a child.
*
What I am telling you is the truth. I don’t make up stories. With confusion I accepted the child. At that time I
did not really understand what happened. After I finished praying, I went downstairs. As soon as I stepped onto
the first floor, I heard one of my little grandsons cry painfully. He looked strange because his head was in a
slanting position.
I took the child upstairs at once. His head would not return to its normal position. I bowed three times in front
of Kwan Yin and begged for her mercy. I prayed and sprayed the child three times with water, just as Kwan Yin
holds a water urn to dispense her merciful gifts.
The boy recovered at once. He is now sixteen years old, alive and very healthy.
*
I could tell you several other experiences of that sort, which cannot be explained by logic. All those have been
enough to convince me. I regularly pray to the statues of the Buddha and Kwan Yin here in the temple. I do
volunteer work to show my gratitude to them. Besides me, some servants work here who help to clean up and
keep the fires burning. They sleep here, but I rarely do. I sleep at my own house.
For the time being I live with my son's family. In three months, when my grandchildren have finished their
school year, the family will move to another town in central Java. My son plans to sell the house, but I won’t
leave until Buddha gives me permission. When I am allowed to leave, Buddha will provide someone else to come
along to take care of the temple. That is what I believe will happen. It is all planned; there are no accidents.
My experiences have proved my beliefs. What I have told you is the truth. Before I had those experiences, I
was strictly an unbeliever. Had I not witnessed them with my very own eyes, I would not have believed Buddha.
That is my character.
Buddhism helped me get through the turmoil of the 1960s. At that time, all people in Indonesia experienced
economic difficulties. That resulted in many attacks on Chinese people, which frightened us greatly. In my
opinion, difficulty is common for the Chinese. I explained that to my children. Some Chinese left Indonesia, but I
did not want to return to China because I thought my children would not like living there. They were used to
living in comfort here. And yet, once they became grown, I let them choose their own future. Four of my children
have remained here and become Indonesian citizens. They are all doing well. Two of my children decided to go to
live in China, and two others live in Hong Kong.
I often receive their letters, but I don’t want to visit them because I am too old to travel. They do not say
anything important in their letters or anything about their choice to be in China or Hong Kong. They dare not
complain because they have made their choices. If they are not happy, it is the result of their own actions. It is
their karma, for which they made the cause. I don’t want to listen to their complaints.
I always let my children make their own choices. I never even tried to force them to become Buddhists. They
understood my experiences, but up to now they have not really been active Buddhists. Although our Buddha is
generous, we do not try to influence other people to worship Buddha. We want them to come of their own free
will. It is against the principles of Buddhism even to attempt to convert others to Buddhism. I myself had nobody
to influence me. People make their own decisions in Buddhism.
For example, three years after I accepted Buddha, I stopped swimming, playing sports, and going to the beauty
salon. I do not know the reason I stopped all that because Buddhism does not prohibit those activities. It just
seemed that I preferred spending my time praying. I don’t know whether I am stable or not, but this is the reality
for me since I have been a follower of Buddhism.
*
There are many Buddhas in Buddhism. When holy people achieve holiness, or enlightenment, they become
Buddhas. They no longer participate in human affairs. Kwan Yin is a special case. She had almost achieved a state
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of holiness, but rather than become a Buddha she decided to keep her position as Bodhisattva. Bodhisattvas are
persons who devote themselves to helping others. No one can become a Buddha without first becoming a
Bodhisattva, but Kwan Yin gave up her chance to achieve Nirvana because of her immense compassion for the
common people. That is why, when people come to the temple, they turn to Kwan Yin if they need help. She is in
fact below Buddha, but she is the closest to the people. The purpose of Buddhism is to help people attain an
enlightened life condition, but on their journey every Buddhist should try to help others as much as they can.
The temple is active all the time, but for young people who are busy with their job or schooling, there is a
meeting on Sunday. They usually only come once a week. In this meeting, all the members take turns in
presenting the sermon. They have an organization that decides which member will present the sermon on each
date. Services are free for anybody to come. On Sunday mornings we have a service called the Holy Parita
Ceremony, which is conducted in the Pali language.
In addition, on the first and fifteenth dates of each month we have another Parita ceremony conducted in the
Mandarin language. On these occasions the Pak Meis usually attend. Pak Mei is an elderly woman, who has a
special role and wears a yellow robe when she prays. A woman can become a priest if she wants to, but a Pak Mei
is not a priest. She helps carry out the services and is closer to the congregation. For example, a Pak Mei carries
out a “rice prayer,” a prayer for poor people that they may receive enough rice to eat. There are many Pak Meis in
this temple, more than I can count.
Old people have an important role at the temple. We have more time to pray than the young people do. The
elderly usually give prayers at least twice a day, morning and evening. We always read our Holy Book regularly.
By doing this, we benefit our relatives and our community, especially those who are so busy in their jobs that they
do not have time to pray regularly. We elders help balance the cosmos.
The temple has a foundation to support it. The foundation takes care of setting policy. We never ask for money
from people, but we have not experienced a shortage of money. I don’t know how, but money just comes by itself.
We open the donation box, and there we find just enough money to provide the needs of the temple. We always
spend just what we need to get something started. For example, if we want to paint the temple, we only buy one
gallon of paint. People ask the brand name and number, and then more paint shows up. That is also true of
donations of oil to burn in the temple lamps. We often find bottles of oil left beside the altar of Kwan Yin.
*
In this world we are like people in the dark. When we pray to Kwan Yin, we ask for some light so that we may
find happiness and an easier way of living. In one’s darkness, a person cannot see things. If you are offered
choices of things in life, you cannot choose if you do not use some light. You need lights to see your fortune. Just
like people who want to find a lost diamond, they need a torch to clear their way. Thus, oil for the lamps comes
without being asked.
The same thing happens with incense. We never ask temple visitors to pay for the incense they use for
offerings. It is free. They voluntarily give money by placing it in the donation box as they leave.
In my opinion, it is totally wrong for people to corne to the temple just to ask about their fortune or their
future. Many people come here to ask for things such as wealth, happiness, success in their studies, business, or
life. Buddha will not be happy to hear such things. We never promise or give such persons any encouragement.
We just give them an opportunity to communicate with Buddha.
We serve the people in serving Buddha. People can come to pray for their relatives who have died, but we do
not hold funerals here at the temple. We do not want people’s prayers to be disrupted by such things. The same
thing applies to weddings. People will hire a special place for their wedding; that is not considered an appropriate
activity to take place at a temple. One’s connection to Buddha should be beyond earthly things like that. It does
not matter to Buddha if you are married or not.
During my service in this temple, I have seen various kinds of people. There are always many people. I do not
know them, but I recognize them. Most elderly visitors are women, but among the younger ones men
predominate.
There are three kinds of religious activities in this temple. People who follow Confucianism, Taoism, and
Buddhism all come here to pray, and every part of the temple is considered holy. The Taoists and Confucianists
usually prefer to pray in the front porch. The altar of Kwan Yin is on the back porch, and at that place we allow no
animal food because Kwan Yin is compassionate to the animals as well as to humans. All the Pak Meis here,
including me, are vegetarians.
Once someone said to me that if you eat animals, the spirits to whom you pray will not listen. Instead only evil
spirits will pay attention. Since I became a vegetarian, I feel more healthy and patient.
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I don’t really know that much about the followers of Taoism and Confucianism. I believe that those who
follow Taoism worship the spirits of their ancestors, while those who are Confucianists follow the teachings of the
famous Chinese philosopher. The temple is just their medium of communication with their worship. We share the
temple with them because they have nowhere else to meet. Society does not differentiate between us, and people
always get confused and think that Buddhists, Taoists, and Confucianists are one and the same. I really do not
mind because Buddhists feel that people are free to follow whatever religious activities they desire.
*
We cannot really separate our Chinese ethnic customs from our religious beliefs. Our services, for example, are
based on the Chinese lunar calendar. We have services every full moon and every new moon. Most Buddhists in
Indonesia are Chinese, so there is not much conflict.
Unfortunately, we sometimes experience some problems from the government. We have complete freedom of
religion, but if we ask for Chinese writings there can be difficulties. We often ask for more Buddhist books from
abroad, but it is difficult to get them approved by the government censors. All imported books written in Chinese
characters are suspected of being Communist propaganda, even though we assure the government officials that
they are religious books. Other than that, we do not experience any opposition from the government.
We cannot really separate this temple from the Chinese heritage. The walls are covered by paintings of famous
Chinese legends. We have a feast to celebrate some Chinese holidays, like Chinese New Year. So when people
equate Buddhism with Chinese identity, that is quite natural.
Actually we are not exclusive. We want other people to see that we open our doors for anyone who needs the
Buddha. We welcome the Javanese fruit and vegetable sellers from the nearby market, who often come to ask for
a prophecy. If Javanese are uncertain in deciding something, even if they are Muslim or Christian, they can come
and ask for help. We let them ask for anything because it is not our business to interfere. We give services to
anyone.
*
I feel helpful to people who come to the temple and am contented with my life here. I never applied for
Indonesian citizenship because it is expensive to do so. As long as there is no requirement, and I do not interfere
with other people, I believe no one will harm me. I don’t really care to become a citizen because I am old and
have no more expectations than to live in peace. I don’t mind renewing my noncitizen resident permit every
month, which costs only a small amount. Yet, I don’t want to leave Indonesia. This is my home. I want to die here.
Even though I am not a citizen, I love this country.
188.102 My Autobiography\fn{by Ye Zhongyin aka Ye Zi (1912- )} Dacheng, Hebei Province (F) 11
I grew up in the countryside. My family was fairly well-to-do in the county as my ancestors had been very
diligent for generations. When Grandfather was a young man, he and his brother worked closely together, so the
family prospered. Grandfather toiled away all year round in the fields alongside his hired laborers and eventually
died from constant exhaustion.
Granduncle owned a private bank in a neighboring town. When I was a child, he brought us delicacies and
pastries every time he came home. He gathered us around him, and we all enjoyed the treats. In the meantime, we
watched him stroke his mustache and sip his wine with content. He told us stories from town. He was a smart man
and often helped friends and family resolve difficult situations. For that, everyone respected him. Thanks to his
prestige, no one disobeyed his orders whenever he chose to give any.
Father attended school in town. He married Mother when he was eighteen. Before Elder Sister was born, he
had left for Japan to continue his education.
He was a handsome man. Unlike most children of farmers, he had a fair complexion and good-looking
features. Everyone adored him as a child and agreed that he would become a high official. To see this prophecy
fulfil, the family did not allow him to follow the plough and sent him instead to a private family school to be a
scholar. In Japan, many young Japanese women liked him, calling him “the handsome man from China.”
Grandmother was an extremely warm-hearted lady with fluffy hair and a benign face. Kind and generous to
everyone, she always put other people’s interests before her own and tried her best to help others. As a result, all
family members and friends respected her. Seeing that Mother had to live apart from Father soon after their
wedding—because he went to Japan—Grandmother gave Mother extra attention and love. Instead of burdening
her with household chores, Grandmother just let her stay in her own room doing embroidery and needlework,
while Grandmother herself did all the housework.
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Grandmother not only bore the pain of separation from her favorite son, but also comforted her daughter-inlaw. She faced her brother-in-law’s displeasure, as he only grudgingly agreed to pay Father’s tuition in Japan and
often complained about it. But Grandmother remained calm and resolute. She worked tirelessly for the family, as
it was a labor of love.
Mother was a quiet and demure young woman, Maternal Grandmother’s youngest daughter. As Maternal
Grandmother was born and raised in a literati family, she taught Mother refined manners early in life and helped
her read some literature as well. Mother seldom stepped out of her room to socialize with people, keeping to
herself every day. She won much admiration with her excellent needlework, and was particularly known for her
tiny bound feet.
Father studied in Japan for ten years, only visiting at home a few times during summer vacations. I was born
during his absence. Mother did not have any milk to breast-feed me, so I howled all day long. My elders fed me
wheat gruel. Sometimes they took me to other people’s houses so I could get some spare milk from other nursing
women.
At that time, I learned to use crying as a means to get what I wanted, especially attention and comfort. I loved
Grandmother and Auntie Tian most, as they cared for me day and night. Although I got a wet nurse later, I would
not let Auntie Tian out of my sight for a minute. I still vaguely remember that one night I started to cry suddenly.
Both my wet nurse and Mother tried to hold me, but I wanted neither of them. At the end of their wits, they woke
up Auntie Tian. She held me in her arms, paced the floor in the main room, and hummed lullabies gently. She
continued in this manner until I fell back asleep in the warmth of her bosom. By then, it was already dawn.
When I was four, Father returned from Japan and obtained a position in Peking; He wrote and sent for us to
join him there. When the letter reached us, we were all sitting in the courtyard enjoying the cool evening air. After
we read it, Elder Sister cried out and jumped around the courtyard with joy. Our cousins all surrounded us and
congratulated us on our good fortune. They all agreed that Peking was a heavenly place where no ordinary rural
people could go.
But I sat on my little bench in silence, feeling sad about having to say goodbye to Auntie Tian. Auntie Tian was
Granduncle’s daughter. Granduncle was tied down to the land by his responsibility to take care of the family
property. Seeing what was on my mind, Auntie Tian came over and said, holding my hands:
“Aren’t you happy? You’re going to be in a place where emperors lived.”
“I’m not going. I don’t want to leave you.”
“No one would cook for you here,” she said smiling.
“I’ll cook for myself then.”
I knew she was just joking. At last I took leave of Auntie Tian and moved to Peking with the rest of my family.
*
Now, in place of Auntie Tian’s smiles, I constantly noticed Father’s stem, iron-like face. I had to follow the
adults all day long. Their lack of energy and monotonous ways bored me to death. I found life in this house dreary
and lonesome. Each day passed just like every other.
Oh, how I hated this death-like solitude and suffocating silence! It was a pity that I could no longer roam in the
open fields with my friends and enjoy Auntie Tian’s gentle attentiveness—I missed her so very much. Feeling like
a bird suddenly shut up in an iron cage, I was so frustrated that I often burst into tears.
Father found my crying annoying and always threatened to punish me. I thought he was very unsympathetic
and inconsiderate. Gradually I began to defy his authority. The more he tried to stop me, the louder I cried. Once I
so infuriated him that he hit me with his cane. However, as stubborn as ever, I refused to give in. Mother
anxiously urged me to be quiet but did not dare utter a word to check Father’s rage. Mother was never brave
enough to criticize what he did or I said. Having heard Father’s uproar, Grandmother hurried:
“You’re scaring the child! Why are you so nasty to such a young girl? What if you injure her?” She took me
away in her arms. Father stormed:
“You’ve both spoiled her. That’s why she’s so impossible.”
After this incident, Grandmother became my savior every time Father hit me. Father once told me angrily,
“If you cry again, just get out of this house and never come back again.”
So I did get out. Grandmother followed me and tried to drag me back. I struggled with her and refused to
budge. At last my strength gave way, for after all I was much smaller than her. As soon as she relented, I tried
again to get away. We went back and forth quite a few times until Grandmother said:
“Come to my room and stay with me. Keep away from your parents.” It was only then that I followed her into
the house.
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*
Since childhood, I had the impression that the word “father” meant cruelty. The sound of the word made me
nervous and scared. I thought he did not love anyone. I never saw him laugh heartily or chat with anyone in the
family. He had an air about him that demanded obedience and distance. I did not know if he was at all interested
in family life. Therefore, I was melancholy as a child. I was often lost in thought and shed tears for no reason. I
never spoke of how I felt or what I wanted. Small things, no matter now trivial, saddened me, yet I contained my
feelings, nor did I ask anyone for anything. Still less did I try to curry favor or scheme to make circumstances
work my way. That would have hurt my pride. I had a heart of gold and would not harm even a person I hated. I
thought it was cruel to do that. In retrospect, I find that I am not tough enough to deal with today’s society. I feel
like a failure and am very disappointed in myself.
When I was five, Father hired a private teacher for Sister and me. After that, we worked on our lessons all day
in the study under this old scholar’s supervision. As I saw Father’s long face less and less, I sensed a pressure
being lifted from my chest. I became relaxed.
But the old teacher was relentless in making us read and write. That was virtual abuse for children our age. I
got out of one cage only to find myself trapped in another. My once lively spirits suffered under such constraint.
On hot summer days, I felt drowsy and dozed off frequently, not knowing at all what I was reading. Sometimes it
took nothing less than the angry teacher thumping the desk with his fist to wake me up.
Fortunately he allowed us to go out for a walk every now and then. I tried to linger outside for as long as
possible. Occasionally, I saw him putting on his long gown, as if about to go somewhere. Then my heart leapt
with joy. I could not wait for him to leave.
My elder sister’s diligence perplexed me. After each day’s work, she never failed to recite all the lessons that
we had learned previously. One day, the teacher asked me to repeat one lesson from memory and promised to give
me an apple if I did well. Honestly, I was so tempted that I could not focus on the text at all. Seeing that I
disobeyed him, he turned pale with rage. Silently, tears rolled out of my eyes. At last, he put that big, red apple in
my hand.
Luckily, this kind of life ended when I enrolled in school the following year. I qualified as a first grader, and
Sister as a fourth grader. Since then, I found real freedom, like a prisoner newly released from her cell. I was so
glad to be able to enjoy life. I played games with my school friends every day until the bell rang for school to
close. Then we still loitered until the bell man came personally to urge us to leave.
I always saw Grandmother first when I got home. As she had already looked for me half a dozen times at the
door, I had to put up with her kind nagging:
“Can you ever have enough fun? I was so worried about you, but you don’t care. What’s so fascinating about
school anyway?”
Sister came home earlier than I every day, because she could not wait to finish her homework. I often stood
next to her desk watching her draw objects and maps, practice calligraphy, or write essays. Under her influence, I
did well on these subjects, too.
Since I went to school, I rarely set eyes on Father. He became more involved with his work and spent much of
his time socializing. When I left for school each morning, he was still in bed. He did not get home until midnight,
and by that time I had already gone to sleep.
I was so happy not to see him at all. On Sundays, he occasionally offered to take us to some historical sites or
parks, but no outing seemed to be worth an entire day’s constriction. I spent most of my time on Sundays with
Grandmother. I played cards with her, watched her smoke her long pipe, and listened to her stories about “the long
hair” or about her life as a young woman. Then we went to bed. fn{ A disrespectful name given by the Manchu government
to soldiers in the Taiping Rebellion (1850-1864); they chose to grow their hair long and wear it loose, rather than obey the imperial
regulation of retaining the queue at the back of the head, an imposition by the Ruling House on all Chinese men at the time of the Manchu
conquest in 1644}

*
At school, I enjoyed physical education most, because we competed, sang, and danced in that class. I loved
these activities and distinguished myself as the best dancer of all my fellow students. Every time we practiced, the
teacher would ask me to demonstrate for the whole class. I proudly walked up and stood in front of them. Under
their scrutiny, I sometimes felt scared, but once I focused on the movements, I forgot about their stares
completely. When I finished, I returned to my place amid their applause. A thrill of joy sent my heart racing.
Chinese was also a delightful class. The teacher understood youngsters’ love for fun. Whenever we read a good
story, he would appoint several students to perform it. One text was about the Titanic. We dramatized a ship
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sailing on a turbulent ocean. Using our desks we formed the decks of the ship, and cabins were benches. We used
teachers’ pointers for paddles. All of a sudden, the ocean roared with a gust of raging wind, which frightened the
passengers. At this moment, the boat hit on a reef and was totally wrecked. A huge torrent dashed into the ship
and tilted it. In chaos, some screamed, some held their children fast, and others tried to clutch onto their
possessions. All of them were too frightened to know what to do. Someone in the audience suddenly cried out,
“Get the water out, you fools!”
He grabbed an ink jar and jumped onto the Titanic to frantically scoop out the water. Everyone else followed
suit. Some grabbed blackboard erasers and others inkstones as tools. At this point, the teacher commanded:
“Stop!” The frenzy gradually relented. The teacher smiled and asked:
“Where did you all get the tools? How did you cross the ocean to the ship?”
At that, we burst into laughter.
We often staged our performances at weekly gatherings and anniversaries. On stage, I artracted the most
attention, which contributed much to my career in drama performance later in life. Back then, I had no idea that
drama would become my lifelong passion. I was just driven by the desire to be the best in my class. I excelled in
other courses that required physical performance, such as drawing, calligraphy, and handcrafting. My works were
often exhibited.
From the time I fell in love with singing and dancing, I no longer cried when depressed. These art forms served
as personal expression for me. I gained emotional balance in the lyrics and in the movements. Thus, I felt that
they had a hypnotizing effect that distracted people from everything else.
In middle school, many of us graduated from the same primary school. We became interested in Li
Jinhui’s\fn{Chinese musician and composer (1891-1967), but chiefly remembered for his dramatic compositions for children ) musical
dramas. We asked our music teacher to teach us Li’s melodies, and then we designed our own dances.
We spent an enormous amount of time practicing and making costumes. In Three Butterflies (San hudie) we
made dresses out of crepe paper of all colors and butterfly wings out of wires and laces which we colored
afterward. In Spring Joy (Chuntian de kuaile), we each created our own personal costumes. For wings of orioles
and swallows, we found gauze material. We pulled out the cross thread and used the remaining part to make
tassels. Then we attached them to wings cut out of cardboard. The various colors applied to the wings vividly
resembled real feathers.
We also tailored and sewed dance costumes. We kept the raw material in our drawers and in every narrow
space we could find underneath our chairs and desks. We finished the projects in our spare time, and, of course,
we stole a few minutes in class every now and then when the teacher was too preoccupied to notice us. In the
small school auditorium, we performed with all our hearts and souls. We felt fulfilled and proud of ourselves. The
teacher also commended our work and appreciated our voluntary spirit.
In addition to musicals, we also came to perform drama. Because we had difficulty finding scripts suitable for
young adults, we composed our own. One person wrote down the story, and we all took part in dramatizing it.
One play depicts a naughty girl who played a practical joke on her elder sister-in-law that caused enough
misunderstanding for a divorce. Later, the girl regretted her actions, explained the situation, and brought the
couple back together.
Of course, having neither a professional director nor decent props, we relied on our own resources and used
our own discretion in the whole process. When we felt that we had rehearsed enough, we decided to stage the play
on a Saturday afternoon in the school stadium. We did not attend classes that day, trying to get ready for the
performance the whole time with much excitement. We set about very early putting on our so-called makeup—no
greasepaint to speak of. Amusingly, I played a male role in this play. What seemed especially funny was the set of
borrowed Western-style suit and pants that were too big for me.
When the curtains opened, I walked to the center of the stage, so unnerved by the big audience that I forgot my
lines completely. Fortunately, I managed to articulate the main ideas without making any noticeable mistakes. But
somehow my body became so tense that I had no control over my voice and my movement, which felt very
constrained and mechanical. My hands and feet turned into obstacles for my performance, and I put my hands in
my suit pockets. Later I had no idea what I said and did on stage. As soon as I finished, I ran back to my bedroom
extremely embarrassed.
The teachers, however, spoke highly of our performance. Our geography teacher rushed to our dorm in great
delight and congratulated us in his crisp Sichuan dialect:
“That was fantastic! I’ll give you each a doll.”
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He meant that he would give us each a picture of a doll. We felt very encouraged. Later we printed the script in
a single volume titled The Younger Sister’s Fault (Meimei de cuo). In addition, we published a literary journal to
open up a space for our creativity.
*
One summer, when I was feeling very bored at home during the long warm days, my elder sister and I
discovered an art institution not far from our house by accident. It was called Art Society, organized by a group of
interested youths. It included sections such as music and dance, painting, literature and art, photography, spoken
drama, traditional drama and so forth. My elder sister and I both joined. I was elected head of music and dance
section. My sister was with the spoken drama section. Before long, I recommended my younger sister to my
section. We took part in this organization without our parents’ knowledge. We went out secretly every day after
lunch when our parents were taking their daily nap. By the time we came back, they had already left for work.
The Art Society was based in a two-storied Western style house. We rehearsed on the second floor. I often saw
a girl standing next to the staircase watching us. Her big lively eyes and athletic figure attracted my attention.
Soon she became one of us and participated in our work. Her name was Ying Fengzhen.\fn{ Or Ying Yin (1918-1944),
drama and film actor; upon the assassination of her lover by the Japanese secret service, she suffered a bout of major depression and killed
herself} She renamed herself Ying Yin later in Shanghai. I could tell instantly that she was a natural dancer, and she

had received very good training. I was delighted to make her acquaintance and work with her. We choreographed
a few dances together, which we presented when Art Society gave public performances. We performed “Bathing
in the Ocean” (Hai yu wu) and “Tango” (Tan ge wu). My sister performed solo “A Doll’s Dance” (Wa wa wu).
Three dancers did “Bathing in the Ocean.” They all wore pink bathing suits, which was quite shocking then in
most people’s eyes. Ying Fengzhen and I danced “Tango.” She dressed as a man while I appeared in a woman’s
costume.
Shortly afterwards, Fengzhen was admitted by Tomorrow Song and Dance Troupe ( Mingri gewu jutuan)
through careful screening. I often admired her freedom. She left Peking for Shanghai, and we had to say good
bye. Later I saw her twice, once in Nanjing, the other time in Chongqing. Recently I learned that she committed
suicide in Shanghai. I felt very sorry for this friend of my younger days.
*
The public performances earned us some fame and visibility. Many schools invited us to their gatherings.
Father hired a martial arts teacher for my younger brothers. They practiced every day. My uncle had a passion for
magic. He made quite a few props of different sizes with his own hands.
Influenced by our intense interest in performance, my brothers sometimes took part in our activities, even the
martial arts teacher. In this way, our entire family became a performance troupe of sorts. Later we gave our
performance troupe a name and made a banner and a few small badges. Each of us got a stage name, with one
character in common in every name. This, however, all happened behind my parents’ back.
One day, Father came to the room shared between my elder sister and me, his face crimson with rage. He threw
a pictorial on the table and said:
“Look at this for yourselves! Your pictures are published in the pictorial. How disgusting! None of those who
place their pictures here are decent people. Don’t you know better? Look at your bare arms arid legs! Don’t you
feel ashamed? I never expected that you would degrade yourselves this way. Why don’t you aspire to higher
goals? Do you want to become lowly actors?”
This volley of angry words so shocked us that we did not have the courage to utter a sound. We knew that the
pictures of us performing “Bathing in the Ocean” were also published. No wonder Father flew into such a rage.
Mother had to take the blame and suffered much for our actions. Since then, we did not dare participate in such
performances for a long time.
The next time we performed, we staged The Revived Rose (Fuhuo de meigui)\fn{Written by Hou Yao (1900-1945)}
at an anniversary commemoration in college. Ever since then, the male lead would repeat the line “The rose has
revived, but the woman’s beauty will fade” to me every time he saw me. Later we performed a few one-act plays,
such as Comrades in Arms (Zhanyou)\fn{Composed by Tian Han (1898-1968)} and Infanticide (Ying er de shahai) and
so on.
We always worked with joy. Because of such experiences I fell in love with drama. Some of my friends and I
often gathered after class and discussed drama-related issues. We even planned to set up our own amateur drama
performance troupe. We all worked hard in order to draft the basic guidelines, print our manifesto, and prepare the
paperwork for registration.
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But it all turned out to be a vain effort, as we failed to get registered because of the strict censorship of the
government. For quite some time we felt frustrated.
*
After graduation from college, I taught school in Tianjin for six months. I was not at all interested in teaching,
for I had to conceal my real self beneath a moral mask and apply a rational rule to everything in life. Such
rationality was a hypocritical social norm, not an honest expression from one’s own conscience. True feelings
were molded into a stiff matter to be suppressed. Such mechanical life meant oppression to me. I felt as though
my lively personality was constricted, and my energetic body confined. I needed the kind of youthful joy and
spontaneous manifestation of feelings. For this reason, I quit my job at the end.
Fortunately, I went to many plays during this period, which made my life more bearable. When I saw the
public performance of China Travel Drama Troupe (Zhongguo lüxing jutuan)\fn{Founded by Tang Huaiqiu (1898-1954)
in 1933 in Shanghai, it staged both Chinese and foreign plays around the country in support of national defense during the War of
Resistance against Japan, but was disbanded in 1947 } in Tianjin, I admired them very much for what they did, but I did not

have the resolve yet to become a professional actor.
My elder sister wrote to me from Nanjing at this juncture and asked me to visit her there for a short while.
Although I had been to Nanjing once before, it felt like the first time, as I had scarcely seen anything during the
previous visit. This time I fully enjoyed the natural beauty of the south and did a lot of leisure reading as well.
One day, I saw the enrollment advertisement of National Drama Training School\fn{ Founded in 1935 by Chen Lifu
(1900-2001) and Zhang Daofan (1897-1968), merging in 1949 with China Central Drama College } in the paper, which aroused my
interest. What would be the curriculum? What would the students do every day?
My dream was rekindled. I wanted to attend this school and discussed my idea with my sister. She fully
supported me, as she knew that drama was my passion. I was admitted. Out of one thousand applicants, sixty
passed the exams. I felt lucky.
*
Meeting my classmates on the first day of school, I sensed immediately that this class was quite extraordinary.
I felt slightly uneasy. Some of us were very young, while others seemed to be middle-aged. Most were quite
unkempt. Among the male students, some looked like high school kids from impoverished families, some humble
clerks, others romantic artists, still others hard to categorize, and a few were college graduates. Among the female
students, some behaved like housewives, some young students, and others social butterflies.
Suddenly I spotted a classmate from college. She majored in education then. I was surprised that she and I
actually shared the same ambition! It was only later that I gradually learned that these students had all had
experience in drama, and many even had acted as leaders of amateur drama troupes for a number of years.
The school was small and dilapidated. Only the gate could be called decent. As all students were expected to
live on campus, I had to comply and moved into the extremely crowded dormitory. Fortunately, my room was not
big enough to allow more than three people. Of my two roommates, one was a college graduate and writer, the
other a straightforward, likable high school graduate.
The students in this class were at different levels, which made it difficult for the instructors to choose suitable
textbooks. As for me, I did not have to take some of the introductory courses. Therefore, I always read other
books in class, which was against the .rule. I liked afternoon rehearsals best, because the class size made it
necessary to divide us into three groups. Each group had an instructor to guide us through a one-act play.
My group was to present Mutiny (Bing bian).\fn{Written by Yu Shangyuan (1897-1970) in America, a satirical play
depecting two young lovers’ escape from family oppression in the midst of the false alarm of a mutiny } We spent about three months
rehearsing it. We started out assigning roles, and then the actors practiced reading their lines. When we read
through the sentences and individual words, our instructor corrected us until we articulated every sound and tone
accurately. For example, we must clearly express emphases, moods, intentions, and the characters’ status and
personality. We worked deliberately through the play line by line. Then we changed roles and started all over
again until every actor had a chance to play all the roles. By that time we were quite familiar with the lines of all
the roles and could repeat them from memory. Formal rehearsal began from here.
We roughly designed the stage, put out the props, and set about rehearsing. At first the director did not
prescribe moves and positions, so the actors improvised. We had no idea what to do, and sometimes we could not
keep the rehearsal going. When that happened, the director helped us position ourselves and suggest movements,
which had to be changed many a time. He often lost his temper at actors slow to pick up the cues. Once he was so
rude to a female actor that he reduced her to tears.
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We all felt displeased with his personality. Gradually he became aware of it and controlled himself. He came to
be gentler and showed more patience in helping the actors better comprehend the play. That worked much more
effectively.
During rehearsals, we played the roles in turns. It was not until then that I began to vaguely understand the
techniques of acting. Previously I just depended on my intuition without giving any thought to communication
with the audience and their reception.
When we were well rehearsed, we decided to informally present the play on the small stage in the school
auditorium. With the cast set, we went about preparing for the performance.
The three groups would perform their plays on the same day, so that we could demonstrate our entire
semester's work to the faculty and the guests.. The stage was set, and the scenery installed. My classmates and I
had already put on makeup. The scenery and props were piled up everywhere in and outside the dressing room.
Everybody walked to and fro getting ready. I fidgeted in the dressing room, as if an important event was
impending.
All of a sudden, the hubbub in the auditorium quieted down. I knew the curtains were about to open. There was
complete silence. Such an austere atmosphere calmed me down, and I experienced the kind of serenity that
resembled one’s inner tension before facing a formidable enemy.
At last it was time for us to present Mutiny. When the scenery was being changed, my heart began to pound
wildly. I felt as though it was a critical test that would determine my career in drama.
The curtains opened. On the stage, my lover and I stood behind a chair, looking at each other in silence. With
our eyes we communicated what was on our minds. In the spotlight, I felt that I had turned into a transparent
object to be dissected by the audience in any way they pleased. I felt slightly at a loss for a while, and then the
focused attention from the audience calmed me down. I carried out every detail the way we rehearsed it without
deviation. But what impression did I make? How was my performance? These questions kept ringing in my mind,
but I dared not ask. I knew some people would try to offer me insincere compliments, while others might boost
their own ego by criticizing me. It was hard to tell the true from the false. The most obvious problem for actors is
that we cannot see ourselves. Otherwise we would not have so many doubts.
When the performance ended, we returned to our dormitory, too excited to feel the fatigue. Some said Mutiny
was a better show than the other three plays, because we started well and made it smooth for characters that
appeared later in the play. I felt relieved hearing such comments. At least I did not fail.
In bed I tried to recall how I had done on stage. I reflected on what I could have expressed more explicitly and
more precisely, when I fully captured the character’s feelings, and how the audience responded at different points.
I also pondered over what I would do differently if I were to perform the same play again. These thoughts and
scenes played and replayed in my mind, so I did not fall asleep until dawn.
A classmate came to see me the next morning. She said:
“You did such a great job last night. How did you manage to become one with the character? Could you share
your experience with me? I will be playing the younger sister in The Artist (Yishujia).\fn{Written by Xiong Foxi (19001965)} I don’t know what to do. I am getting really anxious.”
I felt quite uneasy. I had little to tell her, for I had no idea then about techniques. I asked her to bring over the
script and we worked on it together.
That night I sat among the audience watching the show. We demonstrated our plays for three days. In order for
all the students to have a chance to present, we played many roles in turns. Three groups performed Mutiny. A
different student played the character that I had played the day before. Along with some other students, I would
play in the last show on the following day.
Having different actors play the same roles put everyone on the competitive edge. The thought that I had failed
bothered me. Although my classmates agreed that I had done a better job than the other actor playing the same
character, I felt that I could learn a lot from her. When the next day came, I tried to act the same character more
fully. But contrary to my expectation, I could not focus on the character and articulate the lines fluently. The more
I tried, the more inadequate I felt. In the course of the entire show, I was simply too self-conscious and lost the
feel and concentration. Annoyed with myself, I finished the play very frustrated.
Obviously, the instructors were quite pleased with our work. They agreed that we were ready to stage the plays
to the public officially. It was decided that we should perform the plays openly six times, about once a month
during the second half of the academic year. We started with An Inspector, (Shicha zhuanyuanalso called Xun
An)\fn{It was adapted into Chinese by Zhang Pengchun (1892-1957) } which was adapted from Gogel’s An Inspector Calls.
Our principle, Mr. Yu,\fn{This refers to playwright and director Yu Shangyuan} directed the play himself. We started
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rehearsing in the previous winter vacation under his strict supervision. I was elected to play a role. All the students
in the cast felt greatly honored. The person in the role of the county magistrate did an excellent job. As his speech
and manners befitted a corrupt bureaucrat, the audience received him with enthusiasm. Our performance turned
out to be a great success.
The next show was The Liars (Shuo huang zhe)\fn{Adapted into Chinese by Zhu Duanjun (1907-1988) from a play called
The Liar, written in 1897 by the English dramatist Henry A. Jones (1851-1929) } directed by Mr. Ma Yanxiang.\fn{A playwright,
director and drama theorist (1907-1988) } It had a totally different cast. This time, the scenery and the costumes were
both finely produced, the scenery being the most realistic and beautiful I had ever seen and the costumes custommade. Experts were hired to add adornments and laces to create harmony in colors and atmosphere. However,
because they had little time rehearsing, their performance came out less than ideal.
The third show included three one-act plays collaborated between students who had no roles in the other shows
and the special class majoring in drama.
After the three public performances, all of us had gained experience on the stage. With a clear idea of one
another’s performing ability, we knew who would probably make good actors and who would succeed in
management. Everyone had a path to follow.
*
In our fourth public performance, we put on La Tisbe (Di si niang)\fn{Presented in 1939 and adapted by Zhang Daofan
from Victor Hugo’s Angelo, Tyran de Padoue, of 1835} directed by Mr Wang Jiaqi. To take extra precaution with the cast,
two actors were picked for every character in the play. The final elect would come out of the rehearsal.
I was one of the candidates for La Tisbe. I really admired my competitors’ diligence. She read her lines aloud
everyday and rehearsed her moves in front of the mirror. I was certain that she would get the role. I tried to deny
my defeat by being sluggish and expressed my passivity by negligence. On the day we formally rehearsed, Mr.
Zhang Daofan, who adapted the play, was there. Many students watched. Afterward, some classmates told me that
my expression of fine emotions and my deportment were both superior to my competitor, which meant I still had
hope.
It was announced the following day that I was to play La Tisbe.
During rehearsals, I often used falsetto unintentionally. The director corrected me every time, and I would start
again. I was careful to set the pitch before I opened my mouth, but I always lost it before I knew it.
The time for public performance was drawing near. Mrs. Yu enthusiastically helped us design costumes.
Everything was ready to go. I saw the scenery and the props being transported to the theater in a train. The entire
class worked feverishly trying to get ready. I began to feel a bit nervous with a sense of heavy responsibility on
me. If I failed, I would dampen the spirit of the cast and ruin the entire show. I tried to keep my heart up and was
determined not to disappoint my fellow actors and the audience.
I had a long nap in the afternoon and got myself mentally prepared. Then I went to have my hair curled before
heading for the theater. By the time I arrived, the managing staff from different sections had put everything in
perfect order. Small as the theater was, the back stage was fully equipped, with big mirrors hung on the four walls
of the dressing room, a lamp installed at every seat, makeup spread on the counter along the walls, and the
changing room partitioned with velvet curtains. There was even a flush toilet! Nowhere else in China could one
enjoy such backstage facilities.
The curtains opened. The military governor and I walked across the garden, through the arch, and onto the
stage. We introduced our family backgrounds by way of a rather lengthy dialogue. Concerned that we might send
the audience to sleep, I added various emphases and gestures in the first scene.
In the second scene, as the action developed, the audience appeared to be more involved. I felt calmer on stage.
When I was shot in the fourth scene, I heard exclamation from the audience. I thought this was perhaps what was
called “capturing. the audience’s attention.” I breathed out my last words, feeble and low, to the audience clearly
and audibly. I thus died on the long sofa.
As the curtain closed, the audience burst into applause. Then the curtains gradually slid open again. I bounced
up from the sofa and dropped a curtsy to the audience together with all the other actors. I did not know if it was a
good idea to do this. I suspected that it might destroy the atmosphere of the play. Maybe for this reason we no
longer responded to curtain calls at later public performances.
The next day, a director advised me to use fewer dance moves in the first scene and fewer gestures in the
fourth scene to heighten the sense of tragedy. I tried to follow his advice in the evening performance. But once I
was on the stage, I found it impossible to bear the total silence in the theater, because actors always wanted to do
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their best to engage the audience. That was why Stanislavsky claimed that it was not easy for actors to achieve
“solitude in public.”
In the fifth public performance, the special class presented Crows (Qun ya) directed by Mr. Chen Zhice.\fn{ A
drama educator, director and playwright (1894-1954) } In the sixth show, Mr. Ying Yunwei\fn{A drama and film director
(1904-1967)} had intended to put on Roar China (Nu hou ba, Zhongguo)\fn{\fn{Originally written by Soviet writer
Sergei Tretyakov (1892-1939), and translated into a Chinese version by Ouyang Yuqian (1889-1962) } But the script was not
adopted. He had to change plans and staged three one-act plays. I played in one of them called The Worth of the
Minister Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary of the State of Qin (Qing gongshi de shenjia).
*
We were all relieved at the successful completion of the six public performances during the semester. We
decided that the first play for the next season, which was Mr. Zhang Daofan’s Saving Oneself (Zi jiu), would be
staged at the beginning of the new academic year. The cast was chosen, and we were each given a copy of the
script and instructed to begin practicing our parts during the summer vacation.
I stayed at a friend’s house in the summer. It was quiet and cool there. We lived in a two-story Western style
building with one or two other housemates at different times. Thus, I could do my own work as planned. I trained
my voice in the morning in a corner on the stairs. There my voice met the wall and bounced back, so it sounded
clear and crisp. There was a balcony nearby. Light breezes blew this way and that, cooling everything upon touch.
After practice I read books of my interest without any distractions. At dusk I read the script out loud on the
balcony, articulating each word slowly and deliberately. I memorized the whole play before school started.
We gave seven public performances during the second academic year, one by freshmen, one by the faculty, and
the rest by the other classes. The plays include Saving Oneself, Blue Dragon Pool (Qing long tan),\fn{Written by
Hong Shen (1894-1955)} An Enemy of the People (Guomin gongdi),\fn{An adaptation of Henrik Ibsen’s play of the same
name} Sunrise (Ri chu),\fn{Written by Cao Yu (1910-1996)} and The Merchant of Venice.\fn{As translated from
Shakespeare’s original by Liang Shiqui (1902-1987)}
Of these, the only one I did not participate was An Enemy of the People. According to the general consensus, I
played Chen Bailu in Sunrise and Portia in The Merchant of Venice best. I agreed with them, but the quality of my
performance depended on the quality of the scripts, because my comprehension surpassed my creativity. In The
Merchant of Venice I used two different voices, starting out very soft-spoken and switching to a thick and
impassioned voice when I played the lawyer in the court.
Some people did not appreciate the change. I went to seek Mr. Yu’s advice. He actually thought I could have
used a thicker and more masculine voice. When I ran into Mr. Yu on another occasion, he talked with me for a
little while and told me that I had still another voice offstage. I did not understand why my voice often changed.
From our performance of The Merchant of Venice at graduation, we earned some money to make uniforms. We
all wore nice outfits at commencement. I got two honor certificates, one for the first place in accumulated grades,
and the other for the third place in conduct. Personally, however, I did not feel that this was a great honor. I should
get good grades as a matter of course since I had received better education before.
*
School life came to an end. The principal wanted very much to organize an alumni drama performance troupe.
I was invited. It was a hard decision for me. On the one hand, I did not want to part with our beloved Principal Yu
and my classmates. Yet on the other hand, two other professional drama performance troupes had cordially invited
me to join them. When the July 7 Incident occurred and the situation became increasingly tense in Nanjing, there
was still no definite news about the alumni drama performance troupe.
Therefore, I accepted the offer from Raging Tide Drama Society (Nu chao ju she)\fn{ One of many drama societies
founded in 1938 to propagandize the war effort against the Japanese } under Xingying Film Section (Xingying dianying
gu)\fn{Founded in 1935, it became China Film Studio in 1938 led by Yang Hamsheng (1902-1993) and moved to Taiwan in 1948 } in
Wuhan. I arrived in Hankou together with a few classmates. The head of the troupe was Mr. Wang Ruilin\fn{ A film
actor (1902-1993) he held official posts in drama troupes and film studios at various times } He was very nice and caring to us. We
staged The Night Before (Qian ye)\fn{Written by Yang Hansheng} under his direction.
By this time Xingying Film Section had become China Film Studio (Zhongguo dianying zhi pian chang). A
studio stage was established and there were always one or two films in the making. Raging Tide engaged in
propaganda work under its adm!nistration. Often we rode in a truck through the streets, the audio amplifier
playing the national song March of the Volunteers (Yiyongjun jinxingqu)\fn{Composed by Nie Er (1912-1935)}
interspersed with speeches and slogans until we reached the site of our performance.
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Once we presented the most popular play at that time Put Down Your Whip (Fangxia ni de bianzi)\fn{A famous
in the open at Zhongshan Park. The bleachers in the
basketball court in the park were filled. As we had never performed in such a physical setting, we had to shout at
the top of our lungs for our voices to carry. We did not always succeed—because we had grown accustomed to
facing the audience on three sides from the stage. But in the park the audience sat on all four sides, and we had no
facilities for such a setting. All we could do was to move around as much as possible. As we all had to speak with
our back to the audience some of the time, it was impossible for all of us to be heard. We had three different
groups presenting in turns, one group on each day, so obviously competition was going on.
Our group put on makeup at my house and then headed for the park in a truck. As we got off, the audience
surrounded us, making it difficult for us to move. When we pushed our way to the basketball court, more audience
was waiting for us. We hastened to get ready and started.
In the middle of the show, when Sister Xiang, the part that I played, fainted from hunger, people from the
audience on all sides threw coins toward me. I was quite unprepared for this.
One person seemed to be crazy. He flung a lot of money at first, and then peanuts, chestnuts, and cigarettes. He
threw the book in his hand onto the stage. Everyone thought this person was strange.
The audience surrounded us after the show. We retreated into a small room next to the playground, but people
swarmed at the door and windows, as if watching birds and animals in a zoo. We literally had to break out of the
room to get back into the truck.
This kind of performance was a unique experience. The excitement and enthusiasm made us feel involved and
high-spirited. Afterward I helped the Amateur Theatrical Troupe (Ye yu ju tuan) present a play called Luminous
Wine Glass (Ye guang bei)\fn{Scripted by Yu Ling (1907-1997) } Still later I played a role in Final Victory (Zuihou de
shengli)\fn{A play written by Tian Han on the theme of anti-Japanese aggression } jointly produced by all the theatrical
troupes in Hankou.
*
As the situation in Hankou became more tense every day because of imminent Japanese occupation, our troupe
decided to move to Sichuan province. I was among the first group of actors to go. We originally planned to
perform some plays along the way to spread the idea of resistance. Yet, as we dreaded to have our film equipment
destroyed by Japanese bombers, we hurried to Chongqing without delay. On our trip from Yichang to Chongqing,
we stayed on top of the boat, there being absolutely no room to set foot underneath. The soot from the chimney
covered us like a comforter. Everyone looked dirty, unkempt, and wretched. In spite of that, we held a big
entertainment party on the beach on a moonlit night in order to raise money for the homeless children who were
our close neighbors on top of the boat.
Once in Chongqing, we all stayed in a temple in the mountain. It was spacious, but there were not enough
livable rooms. We got an additional house by the roadside at the foot of the mountain. As our colleagues gradually
joined us, we started our performances. We had not had a chance yet to set the studio stage, and we could only put
on as many plays as possible in the given space.
The first play we produced was called Fighting for Freedom and Peace (Wei ziyou heping er zhan) The cast
included almost all the actors in China Film Studio. I soon discovered that actors from China Film Studio worked
differently from the kind of elaborate rehearsal I had known before. They often had to make concentrated efforts
to finish work as fast as possible, with no time to plan, prepare, and rehearse according to schedule. All business
was dispatched at a speed like lightning. As we rehearsed, we took care of logistics at the same time. Sometimes
actors made do with intensive rehearsal at night, and we usually had no more than a week to stage a multiple-act
play.
Such performances required that actors be very energetic and able to improvise to deal with unexpected
situations on stage. The entire crew had to complete the whole process under extreme tension, not allowing actors
to be meticulous about grammar and gestures. Needlessly to say, we adopted the “star system,”\fn{ A reference to the
making and use of drama idols to increase box-office value } a commercial system that I was not quite accustomed to.
Coincidentally my alma mater also moved to Chongqing. Principal Yu invited me to work with him. Mr. Huang
Zuolin\fn{A celebrated director and theorist (1906-1994) and a pioneer in combining Chinese and Western dramatic traditions } and Jin
Yunzhi\fn{aka Dan Ni (1912- ) an actress and professor of dreama } were also eager to have me on board for the alumni
drama performance. Therefore, I quit my job with China Film Studio without hesitation and returned to my
former institution.
However, the small number of people among the current faculty who could perform placed a limit on the
scripts we adopted. To get around this problem, Mr. Wan Jiabao\fn{ aka Cao Yu, a celebrated playewright in modern China }
street drama produced during the war of Resistance against Japan }
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suggested that we put on a twelve-act play by Eugene O’Neill. He was going to translate it orally into Chinese,
and my job was to transcribe it. But we gave up after only one act, for we soon discovered that it was simply
unfeasible to stage such a long play under the present circumstances. We had no time and energy. We were busy
teaching during the day, and whatever time we could squeeze out of evenings and weekends was far from enough.
We all agreed that it was a hopeless cause.
During this time I accepted an invitation from China Film Studio to play a role in Long Live China (Zhongguo
wansui).\fn{Originally a play written by Tang Na (1914-1988) } Later Raging Tide Drama Society became Long Live
China Drama Troupe (Zhongguo wansui jutuan).
I received a letter before long from Mr. Wang Ruilin from Chengdu, asking me to join them at Biaozheng
Drama Troupe under Sichuan Province Drama School (Sicuan sheng Ii xiju xuexiao). Unfortunately I had just
returned to work for my alma mater. Even though I did not occupy any important position there, I found it hard to
tell the principal that I wanted to leave so soon. I felt quite depressed about it. Mr. Wang sent me a telegram
urging me to go, as his drama troupe was waiting for me to start rehearsing Qin Liangyu\fn{An historical play}
scripted by Mr Yang Cunbin.
I became very worried about any further delay. But I was too embarrassed to broach the subject with Mr. Yu,
for I felt that I would let him down if I quit my job in this manner. At last Mr. Yu himself saw my conflict. I told
him everything on my mind. He understood and agreed let me go without any hassle.
*
In Chengdu my new colleagues and I were very happy to see each other, as we were all old friends from China
Film Studio. Mr. Yu wrote a few times to ask how I was doing. I was so grateful to this old mentor.
We started rehearsing. I portrayed a military officer who ages from his youth to sixty in the course of the play.
It was a new experience for me. I was determined to work hard at it so as not to disappoint my colleagues. During
the first audition, all the students were there to audit. I realized that they were all watching me, because they knew
that I was the one the other actors had been waiting for. The students attended all later rehearsals.
Time was drawing near for dress rehearsal. Experts designed our costume. Then material was purchased and
sewing began. A big classroom was emptied where the tailors installed their sewing machines. They were up to
the eyes in work all day long. The designers frequently explained the patterns to them. Several experts were on
call to answer questions. Under the eaves stood spears and helmets bright with silver and gold glitter. We
rehearsed on the newly set up stage in the center of the courtyard. Every now and then we went to the sewing
room to try on the costumes. The day before the show, some accessories were still to be made, and some armor to
be altered. With so many odds and ends to do, we did not get to bed until midnight.
Before formal rehearsal the next day, I discovered that I misplaced a lace I had carefully made with my own
hands. I threw a tantrum like a capricious child. I laughed at myself later and regretted losing my temper.
I used three voices in this play. When Qin Liangyu lives as ordinary woman at home, I used my normal voice;
when she serves as a military general and issues orders to soldiers, I used a heroic and strong voice; when she is
an old woman, I used a senile and heavy voice. I found the heroic and strong voice unsuitable for me, for I
sounded dry and not broad and smooth enough.
Even though this was a fine public performance, it was a financial failure. We invested too much money in it,
making it difficult for the drama troupe to operate later. We were all very frustrated. Although we performed
jointly with drama professionals in Chengdu later, including plays like Death of a Famous Actor (Ming you zhi si)
Tiger Killing Valley (Da hu gou), and Demoru Dancing in Revelry (Qun mo luan wu), we never performed
independently again. Sichuan Province Drama School received notice before long to relocate to the countryside.
Biaozheng Drama Troupe went along. Many people had quit by this time, with only a few remaining.
Eventually we disbanded for lack of funds. I transferred to Sichuan Province Drama School where I codirected a couple of plays with Xiong Foxi and co-edited a monthly journal called Drama Post (Xiju gangwei).
Later I played in Sai ]inhua, which was a collaboration between the faculty of Sichuan Province Drama School
and the drama circle in Chengdu. The costumes were exquisitely made. The colors of the costumes and the lace
matched perfectly. Some of the laces were found in antique clothing stores, and others custom embroidered. The
vests were embroidered in gorgeous Hunan style. It was an unprecedented, spectacular event.
*
After this I lived in rural areas for a long time and was not involved in drama performance for at least six
months.
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Foxi rented a small theater later in Chengdu and raised some funds to get started. At this juncture Chengdu was
being evacuated on official order, so all the theaters discontinued their shows, which shattered our efforts from the
start. By the time we had permission to proceed, our funds had been almost exhausted.
In such financial straits, we staged play after play in order to cover the expenses. We rehearsed new plays as
we presented the old ones while doing numerous small chores. This not only affected the quality of our shows but
also physically fatigued the actors and the staff. We put on new plays without sufficient rehearsing, for we had no
time to absorb the characters' personality, inner thought, and life experiences. Sometimes we barely memorized
our lines.
Seeing the crises in this line of profession, I accepted a friend’s invitation from Chongqing and joined the
Experimental Theatrical Company (Shiyan jutuan) under the Central Propaganda Department (Zhong xuan bu).
In the small theater in Chengdu, I played in Qin Liangyu, Christmas Eve (Sheng dan zhi ye), Sunrise, and
Parasitic Grass (Ji sheng cao). Fortunately, I knew these plays well and did not have too much pressure. After I
became a member of Experimental Theatrical Troupe, I played the same character in Parasitic Grass. Before I left
Sichuan for Guilin for a personal commitment, I joined China Art and Drama Society (Zhongguo yishu jushe) and
played in Sorrow for the Fall of the Ming (Ming mo yi hen), The New Laura Murdock (Xin Mei Luo Xiang), and
Peking Man (Peking ren). I also played in one-act plays such as The Woman in National Calamity (Guo nan fu
ren), Cherry Blossom Dinner (Yinghua wanyan), and Ran Na.
Subsequently, China Art and Drama Society disbanded, and I joined the Province Art Center. With the
Province Art Center, I played roles in This is Just Spring (Zhe buguo shi chuntian), The Spring and Autumn of the
Heavenly Kingdom (Tianguo chunqiu), and Nation First (Guojia zhishang).
From my experience, I perceived a serious problem in the contemporary drama profession—the lack of
inspiration and ambition. Actors sometimes do not take it seriously. As a result of extremely limited resources, we
have to make do with poor scenery and low quality costumes at the expense of the harmony of colors, lines, and
atmosphere on stage. In the end we sacrifice the aesthetic effect in drama as a whole. These problems urgently
need to be addressed.
195.95 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by K’ang K’ê-ching (1912- )} Lot’angwan Village, Wanan County,
Kiangsi Province, China (F) 5
My mother had a girl-child every year. Six of the seven of us were given away at birth to other families
because my father was a poor fisherman and could hardly provide rice enough for his three sons, much less for
unwanted daughters. We were not even sold—we were given away to become servants, farmhands, and kitchen
slaves.
I was born in the village of Lot’angwan in Wanan hsien, Kiangsi, in 1912, and one month afterward was given
to a farmer’s family there to grow up as a slave girl. This farmer had no children, but his parents and his three
brothers lived with him. He was a poor tenant and we all worked hard to keep alive. Two of the brothers were
hired laborers and the third, who had a wife, worked partly at home and partly for hire by the landlord. As soon as
I could fetch and carry I tended the cows, gathered firewood, and cut wild grass for the pigs. Because the farmer
and his wife both worked in the fields outside, at the age of ten I did the work of the household. I also worked in
the fields and made string for sale.
*
When I was fourteen there were several floods and a famine in the district, so we had to move away from the
fields. We were desperately poor then. It was at this time that the Kuomintang started the Northern Expedition—in
1926. A Kuomintang organizer, who was also a Communist, came to our district and explained the peasant
problem to the farmers. My foster father was immediately influenced and became chairman of the village Peasant
Union which was formed at that time. I helped him with this work in Lot’angwan, and I also joined the Women’s
Union organized by the Kuomintang in 1926.
Though I was only fifteen and could neither read nor write, in 1927 I was made Communist Youth Inspector of
the work of the union in our district of ten villages. I joined the Communist Youth and was captain of the Young
Pioneers. At this time the Great Revolution failed and the Kuomintang began expelling the Communist elements.
In order to escape arrest, I ran away and hid in the mountains about fifty or sixty li from the house. The
Kuomintang had a list of suspected Communists for arrest, and told the people of the village that their houses
would all be burned to the ground if they did not find us. My foster father and one of his brothers were
Communists, too, and had hidden in another place.
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The Kuomintang told the village people that if they would guarantee certain persons not to be Communists,
these would be spared, and the village sent word to both me and my foster father that if we would return we
would be guaranteed, so we went back. However, in spite of this promise, many who were guaranteed were
arrested as soon as they returned. The landlords took their revenge. In our district of ten villages in Wanan hsien, a
thousand peasants were executed in February 1927. Most of this massacring was done by the 70 th and 79th
Kuomintang divisions, which were there then. Later, the 80 th, 81st, and 91st Kuomintang divisions arrived; they
also stopped to execute the farmers, but some of the farmers were able to escape because many of the soldiers
sympathized with us. The soldiers of these three divisions were shocked at the atrocities and were much kinder
than the first two. Farmers were arrested in the morning and executed at night. Only about a third of those killed
were actually Communists. Before the split in 1927, both the Communists and the Kuomintang were open so that
it was easy to get lists of members.
Some Communists were killed openly in the fields without even benefit of arrest. Some were caught and
beaten in order to get them to betray the hiding places of their comrades and were afterward killed. Some were
stripped naked and burned slowly at the stake. Many women and pregnant mothers were executed. The wives and
children of Communists were killed with them. Many Communist Youth boys and girls were executed also. Even
many revolutionary sons of landlords were executed, and the landlords were arrested.
During this terrible time of class war, the min t’uan hired by the landlords were the most reactionary. It was
they who were responsible for finding the victims and therefore they did most of the torturing. The landlords
helped track down the victims and they were helped by the poorer villagers whose lives and property were
threatened if they did not.
Because of having the guaranty of my village, I had not been arrested, but during a mass meeting called by the
Kuomintang someone who wanted to betray me demanded that I repent before the meeting. I refused. Then
people gathered around me and defended me, saying:
“She is only a child fifteen years old and knows nothing. She doesn’t know what she is saying.”
I did not cry and still refused though I was much afraid, and my friends hurried me away and back to the
house. Some Communists betrayed to the Kuomintang at this,.time, but I wanted to continue the revolution. The
killing of my comrades made me furiously angry and more revolutionary than before. I plotted with some other
comrades to revive the movement, but we had no organization left. Though the Communist chief in the district
had not been killed, seven or eight leaders had run away.
Then I had a new problem. Although my foster father was a Communist, he still had a feudal mind. He had
previously arranged a marriage for me with a shop clerk whom I did not even know, and the marriage was
scheduled to take place. I tried to escape, and my foster father locked me in a small room. This was in 1928. On
the eve of the marriage, the revolutionaries in the village received a letter from the Red Army saying that it would
arrive. I saw the Red soldiers coming into the village, and my foster uncle told me he was going to join. I begged
to go with him but he refused. The Red Army stayed long enough to do a little propaganda work, and the next day
I escaped from the small room and joined them.
*
The Red Army asked all our local Communists to go out and call the mass of the farmers to support it. I
participated in this agitation work among the farmers, leading the Communist Youth and making speeches.
However, the Red Army did not stop but marched on, leaving only the Red partisans they had organized while
there. We were afraid that after the army had gone the Kuomintang would kill us, and about one hundred from my
village joined the army. I joined, together with six other girls about nineteen years old or so, some of whom were
in the Communist Youth and some not Communists at all. Therefore, I joined the Red Army in 1928 at the age of
sixteen. We carried the hammer-and-sickle then, but not the Red Star.
This was the Fourth Red Army under Chu Te. We went to Suichuan. After this the enemy also arrived there, so
we all went to Chingkangshan in Linkang hsien, Kiangsi, in August 1928. Chingkangshan was the rear of the Red
forces then.
The hundred of us who joined from Wanan hsien were not regularly enlisted in the Red Army but were partisan
organizers. We organized partisan movements and distributed guns to them from the Red Army. Many returned to
my native hsien to fight there. I was a partisan leader but did not carry a gun, as I did organizing and propaganda
work.
Chingkangshan was a very steep mountain with a plateau on the top. The plateau could be reached only by five
passes—three big and two small ones. The enemy could not attack it easily. After we had been on the mountain
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about four months, the Kuomintang besieged it from August to November; then the main Red Army came down
from the mountain, leaving only P’eng Te-huai’s Fifth Red Army to guard the .place.
There were about a hundred women alto- gether on Chingkangshan, but only ten or eleven were from my
district.
*
In January 1929, Chu Te and I were married on top of the mountain Chingkangshan. I had first met him
personally in August 1928, at Suichuan, six months before. I was then seventeen and Chu Te was forty-three. I
don’t remember the day of the month. We don't make a wedding an event in the Red Army. Since then I have
always been with Chu Te except for the time when we were separated for one year after the occupation of Kian in
1930. Sometimes we don’t live in the same house, of course, and we have no children because they would
interfere with my work.
I didn’t fall in love with Chu Te in the romantic manner when I first met him, though I liked him very much
because he lived as a common soldier and did the same work. Of course, everybody loved Chu Te as a
revolutionary leader. We have always been the best of comrades—and I must admit that, after a transition period, I
probably did fall in love with him.
Chu Te had just lost his other wife, a revolutionary girl named Wu Yü-lan, who was executed by the
Kuomintang at the end of 1928. He had married her at Leiyang, Hunan, in the same year. I met her only once—at
Chingkangshan.
I have never had a quarrel with Chu Te during these eight years. Sometimes I give him a little criticism, but
everything he does is usually correct. Neither of us orders the other around. Of course, when he is sick I take care
of him as a comrade, but I never pay attention to his food or clothes. That is done by his bodyguards.
*
When we came down from Chingkangshan, I was one of the partisans. Sometimes I carried a gun but I did not
fight in battle. I was doing propaganda work. At that time my idea was that we must fight against any odds, and I
expected the “Second Great Revolution” would come. Although we were in a very difficult position, I did not
mind the hardships because, of course, revolution is always hard. From Chingkangshan to Kian there were no
important events in my personal life. We left P’eng Te-huai on Chingkangshan with a thousand troops of his own
and a thousand bandits. These bandits were the followers of Wang Tso and Yen Wen-ts’ai, two leaders who were
on Chingkangshan when the Red Army arrived; the bandits cooperated with the Red Army.
The Fourth Red Army—under Chu Te and Mao Tse-tung—and the partisans wanted to go to Kanchow. At that
time we still had only a hundred partisans. Three Kuomintang divisions cut the road to Kanchow, so we fought
with them only a little and retreated, turning aside to T’ungku, where there was a small Red Army garrison, the 2 nd
and 4th regiments. About this time Lo Ping-hui, now commander of the Thirty-second Army, led an uprising of
White troops to join the Red Army. Near T’ungku we fought against two Kuomintang divisions and defeated
them, so we arrived safely at T’ungku and rested for one week. Then the Kuomintang attacked. We left T’ungku
and went to Tingchow in Fukien. During this fighting the Red Army killed a Kuomintang division commander. In
Tingchow, where we stayed two weeks, we met Dr. Fu Lien-chang, the first doctor to join with us. The Red Army
knew that he was sympathetic, and we sent our wounded to his hospital. In Tingchow we reorganized and
expanded the army. At Kaoyang, a small village in Lungyen hsien, Fukien, the partisans had only ten guns; to help
them the Fourth Red Army went there and defeated the Kuomintang. From there we went to Yungting and then
back to three hsien in Kiangsi-Tayü, Nankang, and Hsinfeng. This was the time of the “Li Li-san Line” of wanting
to attack the cities.
The Fourth Red Army then went to Juikin, then again moved to the three Fukien hsien of Tingchow, Lungyen,
and Shianghang, and then went on to Meihsien in north Kwangtung. The army stayed only one day at Meihsien,
where we held a meeting and found the masses quite revolutionary. Next day the Kuomintang pursued us. At this
time we had seven or eight thousand men but only four or five thousand guns. On Chingkangshan we had had
only one thousand guns.
Ninety li from Meihsien is a place called called Mat’ou, and the Red Army went there but the Kuomintang did
not follow so we again attacked the Kuomintang at Meihsien. The enemy stayed inside the city, and, as their
equipment was better than ours, we went back to Hsünwu hsienin south Kiangsi and to Wup’ing hsien in west
Fukien. Although the Red Army had previously been in Meihsien only one day and even the merchants had not
run away, the Kuomintang troops killed many workers, students, and poor farmers there.
The Red Army then went to Hsingkuo, near Kanchow in Kiangsi, where the army rested and the troops were
reorganized. This was in the first part of 1930. After that we attacked Kian but did not occupy it. As the Li Li-san
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Line ordered the army to attack the cities, the Red Army also attacked Nanchang, the Kiangsi capital, but did not
occupy it. We then went to Hunan Province.
P’eng Te-huai left Chingkangshan two months after we did and fought many battles. In August 1930 he
occupied Changsha, the Hunan capital, but held it only ten days. He then came out and joined with Chu Te; thus
the Fourth and Fifth Red armies met together. They made a combined force of from ten to twenty thousand men.
After this the Fourth and Fifth Red armies went to Kiangsi and fought many battles along the Kan River on the
Kiangsi-Hunan border, and attacked Kian, but the peasants themselves, thirty thousand strong, had already,
occupied the city before we arrived.
Kian was captured in August 1930. At that time I became director of the Youth School for a short while. The
students were all leaders from the masses or from the army. In the meantime I had learned to read and write. From
the time I was on Chingkangshan in 1929 to the latter part of 1930, I had studied so hard that I was able to read
the newspapers. I had no special teacher, but learned by myself from slogans and the like. Sometimes now I write
articles on the work of the Red Army. I have never read a novel in book form, but.I read ordinary magazines such
as Women’s Life. I have read the A.B.C. 0f Leninism, the Principles 0f Leninism, and reports by Stalin and
Dimitrov. I understand Marxism as far as I have yet studied it, and I am now working hard on theory.
After a while I was made director of the Headquarters Guard Regiment. I was the only girl in the Red Army at
this time. The others all did political work. I always carried a gun and several times was ordered to prepare to
fight with the Guard Regiment but I never actually engaged in battle. Nearly every day since I left Suichuan in
1928 I had been in the middle of fighting, and had no fear of it whatever, although I had not myself participated in
battle. At first most of the girls had been nervous and excitable, but by now they had lost their fear. For six months
I traveled with the headquarters, mainly doing political and educational work among the soldiers.
Six months later I was transferred to the Department of Communications detachment, and after the First
Campaign I was called back to headquarters and sent out as inspector to investigate the condition of
communicatios at the front.
During the First Campaign and the first part of the Second, I was at the front all of the time. I was with Chu Te
but, of course, was in a different department.
Near the end of the Second Campaign I went to the rear. There I worked in the arms and munitions stores,
where all our captured arms were concentrated. I was in the statistics department. All Red Army guns have been
captured from the Kuomintang. At that time we had plenty of arms and ammunition. We had ten thousand rifles
stored, fifty or sixty trench mortars, three mountain cannon, and one or two horizontal artillery pieces. We had no
captured airplanes. At the beginning of the Third Campaign, we shot down one enemy plane but it fell within the
enemy lines. During this period the Kuomintang was very stupid about transporting its stores and it was easy for
us to capture all that we wanted during battles.
Before the beginning of the Third Campaign I returned to the front. Our troops were then moving toward west
Kiangsi. I was in char.ge of youth work at the front headquarters. I did this work until the end of the Fourth
Campaign, when I went to Juikin for the First All.Soviet Delegates Congress at the end of 1931. At this time I
worked at a very important and confidential job in the radio code department of the Revolutionary Military
Council. In 1931 I joined the Communist Party.
In the early part of 1932 I was made detachment commander of the Women Volunteers, made up of two
hundred women. This was organized in Yütu, then we marched to Juikin, the capital, to become attached to the
Red Military Academy. All were peasants and most were from the local population. There were no students. After
good training, intellectuals might be able to do this kind of work, but in general peasant girls have much greater
endurance and are more determined and unwavering. Even with thorough training the intellectual’s social
background asserts itself in actual fighting. Theoretical understanding of the revolution is not enough to overcome
this background.
This detachment of Women Volunteers received six months training in the academy and then was sent to the
rural districts. During the time that I was in charge of the Volunteers, I also audited the regular classes in military
science at the academy and was afterward permitted to enter the academy as a regular student. I turned out to be
an excellent student and made a great advance in military as well as political knowledge. I was second in my
class.
A middle-school student named Liang Ying was also permitted to join the academy. We were the first girlcadets to study at the Red Academy. Our work was exactly the same as that of the men. The other girl, however,
had had no experience in military work and made many mistakes. The school expelled her before she graduated.
This was at the time when we were having trouble with the Li Li-san Line; the girl was sympathetic with the
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counterrevolution and denied that some accused comrades were counterrevolutionary; so she was expelled. She
married at that time; I don’t know what became of her afterward.
Before I graduated from the academy, the soviet government ordered me to the rear to inspect hospital work,
and on my return I was made instructor in a class at the Red Academy on the reconstruction of the soviets and the
building up of the Red Army. After only one month, I was ordered to the front and appointed to be an instructor at
Front Headquarters. Later on I returned to the rear and continued my former work until the beginning of the Long
March.
Once while I was working at the rear in 1934 I led the troops in battle. This was between Wanan and Kanchow
in Kiangsi. I went out to inspect the work of the Party, and by chance we met the enemy and had to grab our guns
and fight. I was temporarily elected commander by the three hundred men there. I was the only woman. We
fought for two hours; then the enemy retreated. I don’t know whether I killed anyone or not—I couldn’t see the
results of my shooting—but I am a very good marksman. I must say this was a happy day for me. The enemy
learned that I was in command, and I heard they were afraid of me because they said:
“Chu Te’s wife has come and she is very fierce.” Thus I got the nickname “the Girl Commander.”
*
During the Long March I was with Chu Te all the time. We saw each other every day. However, I took no care
of his food or clothes. His bodyguards did that. I was so busy that I didn’t even have time to wash my own
clothes, as during the Long March my work was in the organization of mass movements. Chu Te does not like
women to do housework. He cares nothing for the comforts of his personal life. Mao Tse-tung’s wife takes good
personal care of him, but she has no other work to do and he does not spend his time at the front.
I had no special experience during the Long Maxch. It was as easy for me as taking a stroll every day.
Sometimes I rode a horse, but only about one-tenth of the whole time. Usually I walked with the others and
carried my own belongings, sometimes helping those who were weaker. I usually carried three or four rifles. I did
this in order to encourage the others, because the wife of the commander in chief should always be a model for
others to follow in these matters.
Chu Te always does these things too. He rode only half the time and walked the other half. Sometimes we had
only straw sandals. Every night we camped together, and all the leaders would meet—Chu Te, Mao Tse-tung, and
Chou En-lai. We marched in two long parallel lines and sometimes the vanguard and rearguard were two days
apart.
We called mass meetings at every place along the way and spread political propaganda. We confiscated the
property of the landlords, and the poor people everywhere welcomed us, especially in Szechuan, Kweichow,
Hunan, and Yünnan.
I think the most difficult spot we found was in Tsok’echi, in Szechuan, or later at Moerhkai, where we could
get no food. We ate barley, grass, and the bark of trees. The fighting was worse at Paotso in the Mantzu tribe
region. In the Grasslands the Mantzu horsemen made surprise attacks. Our men could not fight well because of
the rarified air, and many of the weaker died at this time.
I crossed the Grasslands twice. The first time was when Mao Tse-tung’s army crossed the Grasslands
successfully but we did not. We tried to cross in two routes, but our route was blocked by a flooded river in the
middle of the Grasslands called the Huang Ho—this was as much our sorrow as the big Yellow River is “China’s
Sorrow.” We had to go back and spend the winter in Tibet, where we lived on horse meat, yak meat, mutton, and
beef. It was there that Chu Te got his big Sikang dog which barks at anybody who does not wear a red-starred cap.
Chu Te had separated from Mao Tse-tung at Tsok’echi and the two did not see each other again for a year. Mao
had taken three armies and Chu Te two armies.
In 1936 we began the march from Tibet together with Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien’s five armies, making seven armies
altogether, and in October we met the other Red Armies at Huining Kansu.
When I arrived in north Shensi I studied at the party school and later at the “Chinese People’s Anti-Japanese
Military and Political Academy,” as we call the Red Academy. My ambition now is to do real military work as Ho
Lung’s sister did. I am hoping to become a commander in the army. Comrade Chu Te sympathizes with my
ambition and wants me to perfect my military knowledge so I can be capable of commanding an army in the
future. I think I will succeed—I am very good at military science. I have learned a great deal from Chu Te and
always listen when he talks to others.
Only two women have ever been commanders in the main Red Army. One is myself and the other was Ho
Lung’s sister, Ho Ying, who was killed in battle. However, in Szechuan, Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien organized one
regiment of women and gave the command to two women, Chang Ch’en-ch’u and Chang Kuang-lan. Both are
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now in Ningshia with Hsü Hsiang-ch’ien’s troops. Their regiment still has about eight hundred women, but it is
now commanded by Wang Ch’üan-yüan.
Just before the Sian Incident on December 12, 1936, these women engaged in the bitter fighting with the
Mohammedans in that region. The Fourth Front Red Army had a difficult time because the Ma generals have
support from the Mohammendan masses, and also because the Red Army didn’t know how to approach them
properly in political work, and consequently didn’t establish a good relation with the masses. Many of these
Szechuan women-soldiers were captured by Ma Hung-k’uei. Some were sold, some were forced to marry the
Mohammedans, some were forced to do manual labor, and some were executed by the local Mohammedan
authorities.
You ask what influenced me to become a revolutionary. Of course, the objective reason for my becoming a
revolutionary was the poverty I lived in. Subjectively, I was influenced by the Great Revolution and by the
Communist Party and by the idea of the emancipation of oppressed humankind. Then, too, Chu Te has influenced
me very much as he does everyone, but not as a personal influence.
195.181 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ch’en Chia-kang (1912- )} Hankow, Hupeh Province, China (M) -1
I came out of the student movement of 1925. I was only thirteen then but I was in the May 30 th Movement in
Hankow where we had a demonstration. No foreigners were sympathetic with us then except some Indians; the
Sikhs were hated by the Chinese, yet they made speeches in sympathy. I was in the student movement constantly
while I was in school. In 1929 I went to Wuhan University and left in 1933. In 1934 I became a member of a leftwing sociology society, which existed under the national Cultural League of artists, writers, playwrights, and
newspapermen. The sociology society was the biggest unit of this league.
In 1935 I joined the Communist Party at the age of twenty-three as I was by then qualified. At that time
qualifications were very strict. I was in Shanghai then working, and in the student movement. I was in charge of
all the Shanghai youth movement. In 1936, I was put in charge of workers education. Before the war, we had the
railway workers union, the seamen’s union, and the postal workers union. The Red unions were weak and were
dissolved.
In the spring of 1936, we organized the Workers National Salvation Association, which had a secret connection
with the Communist Party’s workers movement. In May, I went to a meeting in Yenan but there I kept secret and
practically nobody in Yenan knew of me or my work.
After the outbreak of the war, I became a member of the Kiangsu Military Committee and helped organize
guerrillas to fight the Japanese. In the winter (December 1937), I went to Hankow to make a report. The Party in
Hankow asked me to stay to do educational work for the workers, and I organized a cadres training class for the
trade union movement. While I was in charge of this, I was appointed secretary to Chou En-lai in 1938 and held
this job during the following years.
81.31 Fire\fn{by Ye Zi (1912-1939)} Yiyang County, Hunan Province, China (M) 10
His face the mottled gray of spirit money burnt for the dead, his pallid lips pursed tightly together, his stubby
brows knit, Mr. He waddled back and forth across the room in his slippers, a hookah in his hands. He kept
drawing at his pipe, sending the water bubbling noisily in the bottle. The bluish smoke crept out of his nostrils,
swirled upward, then vanished into thin air.
It was approaching Mid-Autumn Festival, but tonight the sky looked unusually gloomy with not a star in sight.
The room was lighted by only a bean-sized flame wavering uneasily in the little oil lamp on the opium couch.
Everything was so still outside that the occasional bark of a dog pierced one straight to the heart.
How dismal! Even the yelp of the dog sounded ominous. Mr. He stamped his feet irritably a few times, then
turned his eyes to the woman reclining on the smoking couch. The woman, who was called Flowery Sister and
was the wife of house-servant Gao, nicknamed Melonseed, made a wry face at Mr. He.
“What is it now?” she asked. “Why don’t you go to bed? Why bother yourself with such trifles, master? After
all, who could slip out of your hands?”
“What do you women understand?” Mr. He swore. He went on pacing the floor. After a few more rounds he
sank down on the couch by the woman, putting his hookah down beside him. Lying on his back, he stared up at
the ceiling, engrossed in thought. His mind was in a muddle and he couldn’t see any way out. Flowery Sister took
up an opium pipe and began preparing it for him.
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“Oh, master, you simply refuse to believe me. I’d stake my life on it that those trouble-makers won’t get
anywhere. And what Blue Stoker says—don’t you believe a word of it; it’s no more possible than for the dumb to
speak. Now, you just stop fretting; don’t keep yourself worked up like this all night.” While she was speaking, she
handed the prepared opium pipe to him.
Mr. He showed her a sullen face and said nothing; but as he took the opium pipe from her, he reached over and
gave the woman a sharp pinch on the thigh.
“Oh—master! You little devil!” The woman’s leg quivered slightly at the touch.
He took an energetic drag at the opium pipe; but before he had exhaled the smoke, his mind was again plagued
with uneasiness. For the third time he got up from the couch and resumed his rounds of nervous floor-pacing.
Somehow he felt there was trouble afoot, trouble that might upset his last two years’ plans.
“Those ruffians are certainly no tamer than last year—it’s shocking,” he thought. “No matter what, I’ve got to
have this out with somebody.” He told Flowery Sister to call Wang Dixin in for a talk.
“He’s gone to bed,” the woman drawled lazily.
“Never mind that. You run over and wake him up.”
“You’ve no more courage than a mouse, have you? Scared to death of a little old rumor.”
“You little witch,” was all the retort Mr. He could make!
When Flowery Sister aroused him from his dreams, Wang Dixin lost no time in sitting up and clutching her
around the waist.
“I’ve been nearly crazy thinking about you, Big Sister. It’s very nice of you to come!”
“Cut out the funny stuff; it’s the master who’s looking for you. Get up and look lively; he’s waiting in the
house.”
“Looking for me? What can he want at this hour of the night?”
“Probably about that business of collecting the rent.”
“Oh.”
“You beast!” After playing around for a while they went together into the master’s smoking room. Standing as
far from the woman as he could manage, Wang Dixin muttered timidly to his master: “Sir, are there any
instructions you want to give me tonight?”
“Come here, Dixin, and sit down. I do have something to talk over with you,” replied Mr. He, wrinkling his
forehead.
“Sir, please tell me what it is. If I can be of any service I would gladly brave any dangers. I’d be no man if I
didn’t repay the kindness you have bestowed upon me.”
“Of course, of course. I know your type well; that’s why I asked you to come here for a talk. It’s for the
purpose of—”here Mr. He paused at length for emphasis, then went on—“It’s almost Mid-autumn Festival, you
know, but very few peasants have as yet shown any inclination to pay their land-rent; most haven’t even so much
as said a word about it. Yesterday, Blue Stoker came and told me that some of the peasants don’t intend to pay
their rent at all. Now, Dixin, you must know something about this.”
“Oh—” Wang Dixin was for the moment dismayed. “About this? Of course, sir. I’ve heard about such a plot.
The tenants have indeed banded together; and even such men as Lin Daosan, Guisheng and Wang Laoda have
joined up with them. I’ve been keeping it from you so as to find out about their whole scheme first. But now that
you have already heard of it, it’s just as well. In my opinion, we should lose no time in getting prepared.”
“How?”
His head swaying significantly, Wang Dixin bent over and whispered something into Mr. He’s ear that brought
a smile to his face.
“Then it’s only those few?” he asked, relieved.
“There are more; but they are the brains of the whole lot. There’s Big Lai and Liqiu, son of Cao Yunpu. Sir,
you don’t need to worry; no matter how many there are, we’ve got them in the palm of our hand.”
“That’s just what I’ve been saying all along, but Master just won’t believe me. Really so timid, scared of such
donkeys,” Flowery Sister interposed. Her brazen eyes roamed to Wang Dixin, dwelt on him momentarily, then
quickly shifted to her master.
“You women understand nothing,” Mr. He snapped automatically, then turned again to Wang Dixin. After they
finished their conference he heaved a deep sigh, seeming to have regained some measure of composure.
“Good,” he said. “We’ll do it that way then. You go back to sleep now, Dixin; it’s almost dawn. Tomorrow, do
your job well.”
As he withdrew from the room, Wang turned to glance once again at the woman. She answered him with a
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furtive sign of her hand, then walked across the room and slammed the door.
*
It was an unusually cool night. The moon peeped out from behind dark clouds, spreading a silvery carpet over
the earth. The Lake of the Sleeping Dragon was as still and lucid as a mirror but for the tiny ripples stirred up on
its surface by the breeze.
Far in the distance people were coming towards the lake in small clusters. They had stopped under a big maple
tree at the lake’s edge when suddenly two small boats appeared seemingly from out of nowhere and proceeded
towards the maple tree. The water broke into countless arcs of gently undulating waves in the wake of the fastmoving boats while the moonlight spread like spilled mercury over the surface of the water.
Without a sound the boats were moored under the maple tree. The men boarded one after another; and in a
twinkling both boats were filled.
“Shove off, Little Second Scar!”
“Any more coming?”
“No, there’s only Shellhead and he was sick; we didn’t call him.”
With less buzz than a mosquito’s the boats glided into the water at the push of a couple of bamboo poles. They
crossed the center of the lake, passed through Snake’s Head Cove, and landed at Centipede Strand. There the men
went ashore just as silently as they had embarked.
From the shore a man walked out to greet them. The man, Big Lai, guided them along a tiny path through the
reeds and out on to a spacious flat.
Enveloped in stillness, these people shared an unusual feeling of joy; the treasured memory of their Peasants’
Association of 1926 and 1927 came to life once more. That was why they were so familiar with these proceedings.
"Well now, please sit down everyone. It’s all right to talk here but not too loud,” Big Lai advised considerately.
“Is everyone here, Cousin Big Lai?”
“Probably so, except for Shellhead who’s sick, or so I heard. Now let me see: one, two, three … that’s right,
thirty-one of us in all.”
After their number had been checked, the men were told to make their circle smaller so that they could hear
each other more clearly.
“All right, Cousin Big Lai, shall we call the meeting to order?”
“Yes.”
“Then you start off, Cousin Big Lai. If there is anyone who won’t listen to what you say, damn it, I’ll let him
have a good taste of my fist,” shouted Simpleton Li, their hot-tempered member, raising his fist high in the air to
confirm his statement.
“Agreed. We agree. Let Cousin Big Lai speak first and no objections.”
“Agreed,” the word so often used during their peasants’ association days had again become popular among
them.
“Whatever Cousin Big Lai says, I agree!”
“Agreed, agreed!”
“All right.” Big Lai quickly got to his feet and silenced everyone with a sweep of his hand; then deliberately
and in a moderate voice he said: “Uncles and brothers, this is no way to talk; and please don’t get excited. We’ve
come out here tonight not to listen to anybody’s preaching or instruction but to speak for ourselves without bias.
Just see who speaks correctly and we’ll agree with him. We won’t agree with anyone who speaks unreasonably,
but we’ll point out his mistake and make him correct it. Please don’t take it for granted that only what I say is
right. Simpleton, what you said just now was not right. We mustn’t beat people. What we want is for everybody to
speak for himself and to speak without bias. Is that right?”
“Hmmm, no beating, eh? Well, I won’t then. I’m a hot-headed fellow; you all know me. Cousin Big Lai, I’ve
always trusted you; now you go ahead and scold me or beat me for anything I’ve said wrong; and I’ll take it
gladly.”
“Ha, ha. Brother Simpleton certainly comes straight to the point.”
The group’s gale of laughter caused Simpleton no little embarrassment. Blushing, he lowered his fist and sat
motionless.
“Hey, no more laughter. We’ve got plenty more to talk over.” Cousin Big Lai quickly took the floor again.
“All right, let’s all listen.”
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“You must all understand what’s behind our coming out here in the middle of the night. The crop has never
been so good as this year. Now what we must think about is how to keep ourselves alive with this grain. We’ve
earned it painfully working on empty stomachs, and we must not allow ourselves to be starved to death any
longer. We’ve had enough starvation. Now we have the crop in our hands; we’ll survive only so long as we keep it
there. No matter what happens we can’t let our crop be taken away from us, for that would mean giving up our
very lives. There is no choice. We all want to live, we must go on living.
“During the last fortnight the price of rice has dropped to a dollar and twenty cents per picul.\fn{1 picul = 133⅓
pounds.} At that price, I dare say there’s not one of us here who could clear up his last year’s debts even if he sold
the whole crop he’s sweated so for this year. You’ll remember that at the time Mr. He loaned us the seed rice the
price was eleven dollars per picul; now we’d have to give back almost ten piculs for every one he lent us. To say
nothing of the money for the seed beans, the farm rent, dozens of miscellaneous taxes, charges for the local
defense and fees for the embankment: I ask you: who can afford to pay all these? Even if you were willing to let
them get away with the total yield of your farm, you’d still finally land in jail. Just look what happened in Uncle
Yunpu’s house—they carried off every ounce of his crop—some one hundred and fifty piculs in all, yet he still
owes them three piculs and three pecks more! They don’t care a damn what his family of five are going to eat.
I’ve told you the story as it happened; if you have any doubts, you can ask Liqiu here about it.
“It’s because of incidents like this that we’ve come out here to talk things over and think about what we can do
to keep our rice in our hands and at the same time deal with these rice-robbing rascals, for we all want to live.”
“Beat them to death! I’ll kill everyone of the dirty dogs myself!” Simpleton Li exploded in a fit of rage. He
was jumping and prancing about wildly as he swore. Big Lai motioned him to stop.
“There you go again, Brother Simpleton. You’re dead set on beating somebody up. Now tell me—in this time
and this place who do you figure you’re going to beat anyway? Now sit down and calm down. You’ll have your
chance to fight all right.”
“Oh, Cousin Big Lai, I really … really …”
“Ha, ha!”
The crowd broke into laughter; and Simpleton, unable to get his words out, again turned red in the face.
“Please stop laughing,” called out Big Lai in a serious tone. “Everyone wants a chance to speak. We must
discuss how we should deal with these crop-robbing rascals. Let’s start from the left. You’re first, Liqiu.”
Calmly, Liqiu stood up.
“I’ve nothing much to say, because I was also to blame for what happened at my home. Ten days ago I failed to
stop my father from inviting the landlords and their lackeys to dinner. Next day they came to collect the farm rent
and in the end our barn was picked clean, leaving nothing for ourselves at all.
“Now my father is sick and there’s no money for a doctor. My whole family is hanging between life and death.
There’s one thing I can tell you: if anyone hopes for any kindness or generosity from the landlords and officials,
he can forget it. My father is a perfect example. He got down on his knees and begged them pitifully a thousand
times, but they wouldn’t even spare him half a catty of his own crops—they robbed him of every kernel of it and
then told him it was not enough to cover the compound interest on his debts and pay his rent arrears.
“So I can tell you for a fact, if anyone still dreams of being shown a little special mercy by begging with tears
in his eyes like a humble slave before those sons-of-bitches, he’s out of his mind.”
“Did you hear that? Liqiu has told us that to beg like a wretched slave before the landlords and officials only
makes matters worse. Look what happened to Uncle Yunpu. So we’ll have to deal with those dogs the rough way
this time. Liqiu has finished. Now, what have you got to say, Uncle Big Nose?”
“Me? I’ve lived out most of my years, and I haven’t got many more to go. My crop ran to a little more than
nineteen piculs in the husk this year—just enough to feed me and my old woman. If they come to rob me of it, I’ll
hurl my old bones at ’em. I won’t let those bastards lay a finger on my rice.”
“Good! We agree!” After the resounding applause had abated, Big Lai motioned Uncle Lin Daosan to speak.
“I say the same. I can’t let them rob me of my grain. Yesterday Mr. He sent Wang Dixin, the bastard, to
threaten that they would lock me up in the Local Defense Bureau if I didn’t pay up my rents before Mid-Autumn
Festival. I told him plainly: ‘I’ve got no rice. All I’ve got is my life; you can take that if you want.’
“When the bastard saw his threat fall through, he put a grin on his face and started talking a little softer. But
my old woman had already got fed up with him. She picked up our old scrub-board and chased him out the door
with it.”
“Wonderful! Ha, ha, ha! The wash-board treatment certainly served the bastard right. She’s a smart woman.”
Next it was again Simpleton Li’s turn to speak.
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“Cousin Big Lai, don’t you laugh at me. I’ve got fists and I want to use them. I want to be right out there in
front when there’s a fight. What’s there to be afraid of? I’m an old bachelor with nothing to lose.”
“Ha, ha! Brother Simpleton has plenty of guts.”
One after another the men spoke, their eyes blazing with the bitterness weighing heavy on their hearts. How
they yearned for the overturn of this world of theirs the way their Peasants’ Association envisioned for them years
ago.
The thirty-odd people all spoke, after which they began to discuss what measures they should take. Since the
neighboring villages, Zhangjiacha, Chenziling and Yanpingsi had already made their plans, something had to be
decided upon here tonight so that the peasants in the neighboring villages would know that they could depend on
one another’s help in case of emergency.
This decision was followed by a prolonged cheer. They decided unanimously that with the exception of Liqiu,
whose loss was irretrievable, not one of them was to pay any rent, taxes or fees. Anyone willing to pay them
would be looked upon as either seeking his own destruction or deliberately surrendering himself as a boot-licker
to the landlords and officials. The men all agreed that if the landlord sicked his two-legged dogs on them to
collect the rent, they’d get nothing less than a sound beating.
“What if they call the Local Defense Guards?”ventured someone. They decided that in case the guards actually
came, nobody need take fright and hide indoors; instead the whole family, men and women, old and young,
should come out, surround the soldiers and ask them to open fire. Or they might get down on their knees
pretending to beg for mercy but actually edging as close to the soldiers as possible so that they could rush upon
the bastards, disarm them and kill, kill every damned one of them!
Finally they exchanged words of advice and encouragement, warning each other not to sit idle henceforth but
to work hard for their common cause. First of all they should try to convince the old die-hards; then they should
join up with the people of Zhangjiacha, Yanpingsi and Chenziling. After all, they would act with one mind and
one goal.
The moon had slipped over into the west. The men’s hearts throbbed with unutterable joy one moment, then
with seething indignation the next. Scenes from the Peasants’ Association, of the unforgettable period 1926-1927,
reappeared before them. Then the boats began to rock in the lake, the oars creaking faintly as they pushed the
water back. And once again under the old maple tree, the villagers nodded goodbye to each other.
*
Uncle Yunpu struggled for quite a while before he finally managed to get out of bed. His legs shook so violently under him that he had to support himself with one hand on a bench and the other against the wall. Even so
his body swayed like the sails of an old windmill in a breeze as he edged forward step by step towards the
threshold. For almost thirty years now Uncle Yunpu hadn’t suffered any major sickness, but this time he’d really
got one foot in the grave. He was utterly exhausted by the time he had struggled to the doorway of his house. The
world had changed and so had his life.
“Ah! Each day is worse than the last. Don’t know what this world is coming to anyway.” He heaved a long
sigh, then sat down on the doorstep and leaned against the wall.
His dull eyes fell upon the door of his empty barn, and the memory of his golden rice stabbed his heart.
Averting his gaze, he clenched his teeth. He looked up at the sky. It was also gloomy and gray—at a time like
this even Heaven closed its eyes to justice. The ache in his heart became more poignant as he fondly scanned his
lovely little farm. But then the next object of his attention was the estate of the cursed Landlord He.
The sight of it was enough to send Uncle Yunpu again to the verge of collapse, and for a moment he wished his
eyes would close for ever so he’d need never again view such a hateful world. But no, he couldn’t die! Bitter
hatred welled up inside him, urging him to carry on. Yes, he would live; he wouldn’t leave this world till he’d
lived out his dwindling years. He’d watch and see first how long those crop-pilfering ruffians dare continue their
outrages.
He was no longer out of sorts with his son Liqiu. Instead he now hated himself for not following the young
man’s advice in time to save his hard-earned crop and himself from near death from the anguish of such a loss.
After all, the boy was his own flesh and blood and bound to stand by his father. Was there any sane person in the
world who would turn against his own folks?
Having thus convinced himself, Uncle Yunpu found his son Liqiu dearer to him than ever. Every day he
watched his comings and goings, and would look forward to the news he would bring back of peasants refusing to
hand over their crop to the landlords.
“Yes, indeed! I was the only blundering fool of the lot. I got down on my knees to them and begged them
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thousands of times to have mercy on me; but in the end it was I who opened the barn door myself and had to
watch them strip it clean!”
Thus Uncle Yunpu reproached himself remorsefully each time Liqiu came home and related to him how the
others had joined together in refusing to turn in the rent in kind.
It was nearly dark, but Liqiu hadn’t yet come home. Slowly the old man shuffled back to his room and sat
down on the bed. Shaopu, his younger son, brought him his supper, but Uncle Yunpu waved it aside, indicating he
would wait for Liqiu.
Indeed, since that night at Centipede Strand Liqiu had been in higher spirits than anyone else. In just those few
days he had won over quite a few new comrades to the cause. He had been so busy that he scarcely had time to eat
or sleep. Often he wasn’t home before midnight and sometimes not before dawn.
But tonight he returned unusually early. He was followed by four or five others, who marched into the room
and straight to Uncle Yunpu’s bed.
“How have you been feeling today, Uncle? Better, eh?”
Uncle Yunpu recognized the friendly voice of Big Lai at once. Hastily he nodded, a forlorn smile on his face.
Then he tried to get to his feet to greet his caller but he was so weak that his body swayed and he almst fell.
“Aiya!” The startled Little Second Scar rushed up, caught the old man with both hands, then gently laid him
down on the bed, saying: “Don’t get up, Uncle. You’re still too weak to stand. Better stay in bed for a while.”
“A few days ago I was able to get as far as the doorway, but now I can’t even stand. My old bones probably
can’t hold out much longer. Oh! Cousin Big Lai and Brother Little Second Scar, I’m afraid …”
“Don’t worry, Old Uncle, you’ll be all right in a few days. Only don’t get impatient.”
“Thank you, Cousin Big Lai. Now how are the rest of you?”
“We’re all all right.”
“Did you turn in the rent in kind? Or how then will you deal with the scoundrels?”
“What can we do, uncle? No, we won’t give up our crop unless they come and kill every one of us. Turning in
the grain would mean quick and certain starvation for us all. On the other hand, chances are we’ll live if we hold
out. Our very livelihood is now in our own hands, and we won’t let it go until we die.”
“Indeed, that’s the only way to deal with them. Still I was the only fool,” repeated Uncle Yunpu in his
unending remorse. “Curse the devils! Had I only knownthey were such beasts, I … I …”
Uncle Yunpu broke into a flood of tears.
“Please don’t be so broken up about it, Uncle. What’s passed is passed, so long as we don’t allow ourselves to
be cheated again.”
“Yes. But, Cousin Big Lai, the fact is that now we haven’t any rice at all, and tomorrow, tomorrow … oh, curse
the rascals.”
“Never mind, Uncle. You know that we can always help each other. So just stop worrying.”
"Cousin Big Lai, my friend, please look after my boy Liqiu. He's got much to learn from you.”
Although his heart was still laden with misery, Uncle Yunpu now found himself drawn to these young men,
and his past dislike and disapproval of them changed to a great fondness. He now felt them to be full of freshness
and vigor, so different from the hopelessness that filled his old frame.
For a while they sat around and chatted. Then, with grave concern Big Lai bade Liqiu to hurry through his
supper because the situation had now come to a head, and there were a lot of things to be done. Indeed, anything
might happen now as a result of the peasants’ open challenge to the landlords’ dignity, in particular their rough
handling of two of their bailiffs, Wang Dixin and Li Maosheng. To bring the force of the local guardsmen and the
soldiers to bear upon the unarmed villagers was the landlords’ usual retort in dealing with their tenants, and one
which everyone could expect.
“The most important thing is to get in touch with Chenziling,” emphasized Big Lai. “Liqiu, you’ve got to go
there tonight, get hold of Chen Pins and and get him to tell you in detail how they are making out. Then we won’t
be up a blind alley even if the situation gets out of hand.”
“Right,” answered Liqiu. “Now, who do you intend to send to Yanpingsi? By now the people there have
probably already been forced to pay in their grain. Absent-minded Wang told me at noon today that the soldiers of
the Local Defense Bureau had marched down there in full array to force the payment of rents. Our work here will
be seriously affected if they succeeded in subduing the people there. I suggest one or two men be sent there as
soon as possible.”
“Naturally, but it’s no less important for you to go to arrange matters at Chenziling, otherwise we won’t have a
place to retreat to if anything goes wrong. Zhangjiacha has done a better job of organizing than we have. I heard
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that Li Dajie, the old bastard, is so scared these days that he dares not stick his head out of his own house. Rent
collection is of course out of the question.”
"Good. Then let’s do it this way: Cousin Big Lai, you go and warn Guisheng and the others to be more careful
in the night—the best thing, of course, is for them not to stay in the house at all these few nights. That swine Li
Maosheng is a slick bastard, so we’d better be more on the lookout for his tricks.”
“That’s right, I won’t forget. You’d better hurry up, it’s getting pretty late.”
Prompted by Big Lai’s repeated urging, Liqiu was standing up to go when Uncle Yunpu suddenly turned
around and gripped his hand. In a quavering voice the old man said to him:
“Liqiu, Liqiu, my dear boy. You, you’ve got to watch out.”
His mother joined in, also urging him to be careful. Liqiu consoled his parents:
“I understand. You needn’t worry about me.”
The night was cool and serene under a star-lit sky. As the little group of friends strolled out of Liqiu’s house a
steady breeze brushed their faces and penetrated them with the late autumn chill.
Before them the whole countryside lay in stillness as though anticipating a great event.
*
Expecting a call from Mr. Li that morning, Mr. He got up unusually early and started his endless rounds of
floor-pacing in his room. He was seething with an uncontrollable rage that burned his vitals with a consuming
fire. Indeed! Never had he dreamed the business of rent collecting this year would entail such a lot of trouble.
His hired hands were without exception a worthless lot! They’d go about blustering and bragging, but when it
came to a moment of crisis they all turned out so useless that he even had to save their own skins for them. Mr. He
was furious. The more he thought, the madder he got.
Dressed fit to kill, Flowery Sister breezed out of the inner chamber and brushed past Mr. He as she made for
the door. Mr. He shouted after her:
“Where do you think you're going so early in the morning? Dressed up like a witch too!”
“:The old lady has asked me to go and take a look at Wang Dixin to see whether his arm is really broken. The
poor fellow’s been howling all night. It must be hurting him pretty bad.”
“Hmmm, that bastard! Don’t you care a damn about him. He’s the one that messed up the whole business.”
Flowery Sister cast no more than a passing glance in Mr. He’s direction and went on her way, while he
continued to brood over the exasperating fix he was in. He became more and more convinced that the cause of all
the trouble was his mis-choice of a man. He would never have placed so much confidence in Wang Dixin had he
realized the man was such a worthless fool. What was there to be done, now that things had come to such a pass?
Torn with bitter resentment, he was hoping that he might somehow or other find a way to save the day, when he
looked up and saw Mr. Li there before him. That gentleman was just crossing the threshold into the room. He
strode up to greet the guest he’d been awaiting all morning.
“Good morning, my dear sir.” The guest’s face bore a frown, but he managed a fleeting smile as he responded
to Mr. He’s greeting.
“Sorry to have kept you waiting.”
“Not at all. I just got up a little while ago. Please come in and sit down. Melonseed Gao, serve cigarettes and
tea.”
“Don’t bother, my dear Mr. He,” said Mr. Li to his host. “What are we going to do? Things here probably
aren’t as serious. Mr. Zhou Jingsan and I have been hit the hardest. Our rent collectors have all been sent back to
us beaten to a pulp. Li Maosheng is even in danger of his life. I would have come to see you even if you hadn’t
sent for me. We’ve got to find some way out of this mess.”
“Well, in my opinion, we haven’t got a ghost of a chance to get the better of them unless we callout a platoon
or two of local guardsmen and put the ringleaders in jail! That’s, of course, my personal opinion.”
“That’s just what Mr. Zhou says too; but, my dear Mr. He, I don’t think it’s such a good idea. Liang Mingdeng, chief of the Local Defense Bureau, may have a grudge against me. Remember the last time he dispatched
his soldiers here to collect the defense tax? We sent them all back, promising him we’d collect it on his behalf.
Cao Yunpu is the only poor devil they got a red cent out of. Now wouldn’t we be making a laughingstock of
ourselves if we let him know that we have to depend on him to collect even our own rents?”
“What’s that got to do with it, my dear Mr. Li? Do you think he’d dare kick up a row in a crisis like this? He’d
be in pretty much of a fix himself, because if the peasants refuse to pay their rent and taxes, he doesn’t get a cent
to pay his men either. No, he can’t possibly stay out of this. He’s not that much of a fool. We’re all in the same
boat now. Without us, he couldn’t have got very far. He could never have become what he is today.”
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“You’re quite right, my dear Mr. He. Now how many men do you figure to have sent here? From what I hear,
quite a number of the local guardsmen have already been sent out to help collect rents.”
Mr. He deliberated a moment before replying: “Too many would cost us too much; too few couldn’t handle the
job. I figure two platoons would be about right. In my opinion we’d better first round up the agitators, then spread
the troops out, posting a few in each household. For instance, a few soldiers will be regularly stationed in your
house and mine as well as in Mr. Zhou’s. In the meantime the rest of the guards can go along with our hired hands
and bailiffs to force the rent out of each farmhouse. We should wind up the rent collecting business in three or
four days without too much loss, if any.”
“I’ll go back and inform Mr. Zhou of the arrangement then. You can go on into town while Zhou and I fix up
about the tips and board for the soldiers. We’ve got to get tough with those tenant wretches, show ’em they’ve
gone too far this time. Well, I’ll be seeing you again tomorrow.”
“Good, see you tomorrow.”
*
Lolling in the Local Defense Bureau, Chief Liang at first said nothing; then casting a sidewise glance at Mr.
He, he began in an emphatic tone as though to impress the landlord with his own indispensability:
“How did things get into such a mess at your place anyway? The trouble is you’ve come too late. All our men
have been sent out to the countryside. Riots have broken out like a smallpox epidemic this year. I’d guess your
place would be better off than the others, but who knows …”
“Things were quite all right in the beginning,” Mr. He hurriedly defended himself, “but this time some hotheads popped up and agitated the peasants into not paying their rents. That’s how the trouble started. If you’ll let
me have just one platoon to pounce on those few radicals, I warrant you we’ll crush their riot in no time.”
“What men can I give you? There are only eight soldiers left in the whole bureau. Unless, of course, we put in
a request to County Headquarters for reinforcements. But I can’t afford to lose face like that. If we can’t handle a
few country bumpkins, how can we boast about wiping out Communist guerrillas? You’re a smart man, sir, you
ought to know I couldn’t let myself in for such a rebuke even for you.”
“You are quite right. But my dear Liang, you’ve got to think of some way out for me. For instance maybe you
could call back a platoon to cope with the emergency, say from Shibayuan or Yanpingsi?”
“:Impossible. Three fires broke out in a row at Yanpingsi, and an extra squad had to be sent to Shibayuan this
morning where, according to Platoon Leader Wang’s report, the peasants even tried to snatch the guns out of our
men’s hands.”
“What shall we do then, my dear Liang, now that things have got into such a state?”
Mr. He waited mournfully for an answer. But Chief Liang, quite unperturbed, went on sipping his tea. Then he
looked up at the ceiling, engrossed in thought. After a long pause, he slowly lowered his head, and frowning,
turned his eyes upon Mr. He. In a bare whisper he made his proposal.
“Well, let’s do it this way: I’ll let you have four men. You take them and put those few agitators under arrest. If
the situation gets out of hand, I’ll scrape up some more men for you somehow.”
“Thank you, sir!”
Mr. He was virtually prostrated by the time he arrived home with the four sick-looking local guardsmen.
Shadows of night were already beginning to creep across the sky.
It was about four o’clock the following morning when Liqiu finally dragged his tired body home. He had no
more than exchanged a few words with his father when there was a sudden loud banging at their door. His
strength nearly restored, Uncle Yunpu, wishing to spare his tired son, said he’d go and open it.
“Who is it?”
“Me.”
Uncle Yunpu didn’t recognize the voice but, unsuspecting, unlatched the door. A gang rushed in the instant it
was opened.
Melonseed Gao, Mr. He’s servant, was the leader of this unexpected party. Behind him trooped four local
guardsmen armed with automatic mausers.
“What’s the matter, Little Melonseed?” said Uncle Yunpu, not yet realizing what was up.
The uninvited visitors paid no heed to the old man but rushed headlong into the room.
“That’s him. That’s Cao Liqiu,” shouted Melonseed Gao, leveling a finger at Liqiu. The four guardsmen
pounced upon the boy, their guns pointed at his heart.
“What’s this? What have I done to be arrested?”
“Playing innocent, eh? Rogue.”
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A guardsman slapped Liqiu smartly in the face, then snapped his wrists into handcuffs.
“Come along,” they shouted at Liqiu.
Uncle Yunpu seemed to waken from a trance. He saw Melonseed Gao standing in front of him, and in
desperation threw himself upon him.
“You bloody bastard. So you’ve brought men here to arrest my son. Let him go now or I’ll—”
Mrs. Yunpu and Shaopu had also got up and they too joined in the fray, wrestling with Melonseed Gao.
“You bastard, you dare seize my boy.”
“Let me go. Curse yourself for breeding such a bad egg,” shouted Gao.
The guardsmen turned back and freed him from the Caos’ hands. After giving Uncle Yunpu a few savage kicks,
they swarmed out and sped away with Liqiu in tow.
“Curse you, He, you’ll pay for this, you son-of-a-bitch.”
Desperately, Uncle Yunpu and Shaopu ran after the soldiers in the blackness of pre-dawn. Mrs. Yunpu, crying
loudly, also ran after the men, dragging her youngest daughter along with her. They didn’t stop till they’d reached
the estate of Mr. He. But its gates were closed tightly against them.
*
The sun rose blood red that morning and hung high in the sky. The whole countryside around Caojialong was
in tumult. Agitated crowds of men and women, young and old, rushed about, shouting. Their voices were choked
with anger and their eyes blazed with fury.
“Everybody out. No one’s to stick in the house and wait to be murdered in cold blood.”
The village was like an ocean in tempest, or a volcano in eruption.
“Come along. On to He’s house. We’ll save Liqiu, if we die in the attempt.”
“Come on, charge into He’s house.”
Like an angry tidal wave, the crowd surged ahead. Losing their son was like tearing the hearts out of Uncle and
Mrs. Yunpu, who ran at the very head of the crowd. Since losing his crop, Uncle Yunpu had for the first time in
his life been feeling keenly that this was indeed a man-eating world. Now he appealed to !he villagers:
“Brothers, the rascal closed his gate so tight this morning I couldn’t get in. Please help me get it open. I want to
settle accounts once and for all with that He, the filthy bastard, and I don’t care if it costs me my old life!”
“Charge!”
Closing in on Mr, He’s house from all sides, the infuriated crowd sealed the estate up watertight. The people
shouted and jostled each other to get closer to the house, creating waves in the sea of heads. The earth resounded
with the angry roar of men.
The gate still firmly closed, three guardsmen peeped out stealthily from a corner of the enclosure. The crowd
drew their ring tighter and tighter around the house. Then suddenly, when they were almost at the gates of the
mansion, shots tang out.
Amid the uproar, four people fell to the ground, blood streaming from their wounds. Instantly the crowd was
like a frenzied tiger.
“Oho! They’re killing people!”
“Brother Sheng has fallen! Simpleton Li, quickly bring men and rush the back gate.”
“Charge!”
Bang, bang, bang!
“Good! The gate’s down! Charge!”
People rushed in through the gate in an endless torrent, frightening the three guardsmen at the corner of the
enclosure out of their wits. Shaking all over, they threw down their pistols on the ground when the villagers
rushed up to seize them.
“Beat them to death!”
“Tear ’em to pieces!”
“Bastards! Tell us, where’s the other one of your guardsmen? Quick now! And where’s that fellow you
arrested? Speak up!”
“I, I … oh, help! I don’t know.”
“I’ll break your damned necks!”
“Oh!”
Uncle Yunpu came up and bit a guardsman fiercely:
“Won’t talk, eh? Tell me where you’ve got my son locked up?”
“Help! I’ll tell you, dear uncle, venerable grandpa! Only spare my life!”
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“Where is he? Where?”
“He’s, he’s already been taken to town …”
“Heavens! It’s too late! Blast you!” Angry tears streaming down his face, Uncle Yunpu again hurled himself at
the guardsman and bit his ear till he drew blood.
“Help!”
Ho! Another crash brought down the back gate. Simpleton Li dashed in and looked around with his hawk-like
eyes. The moment he saw Big Lai, he asked anxiously,
“Did you catch that son-of-a-bitch He?”
“Not yet.”
“Damn! He’s sneaked away. We must search carefully. Little Second Scar, you go out and reconnoiter.”
Another commotion followed.
“Look, all of you! What’s this?”
Everyone turned around to see. There stood Uncle Big Nose, a man and a woman grasped securely by the
collar, one in each hand. Grinning, he threw them down at the feet of the crowd.
“Wang Dixin, you dog. So you’re not dead yet, eh?” Lin Daosan walked up and gave the man a kick that sent
him rolling some six or seven feet.
“Oh—help!”
“And look at that witch. Damn her. Let’s give her a good working over.”
“Who’d touch the stinking bitch? Ugh.”
Slap! Somebody gave her a sound blow on the cheek.
“Take ’em over there and tie ’em up together with the three guardsmen.”
The search also yielded an old woman who walked out of the house knocking a hollow wooden “fish” with a
small mallet, both of which she held in trembling hands—all the while mumbling the name of holy Buddha.
“The old louse.” Though this was said spitefully, no one bothered her.
The people searched high and low, but no trace of Landlord He could be found. No one in the disappointed
crowd, however, was willing to give up and leave the estate.
“Don’t worry; just let me ask them.” Uncle Big Nose said smiling, indicating his finds. “Tell me now, Flowery
Sister, and I’ll spare your life. Speak up—where is your master?”
“Oh, uncle. If you’ll only promise to spare me, I’ll tell you. But you’d have to let him go too,” simpered
Flowery Sister, pointing at Wang Dixin who was still prostrate on the ground.
“All right. I’ll let you both go. You make a fine pair.”
The roar of contemptuous laughter from the crowd embarrassed Flowery Sister. Her face clouded over and she
started to speak in a low voice when the old woman with the wooden “fish” rushed up and leaped upon her:
“You dare tell him? You shameless, trouble-making bitch. You’ve ruined my whole family; you’ve betrayed
the master and now you want to have him killed.”
The two women got into a tangle, pounding and clawing each other frantically. The old lady had already put a
few nail-marks on the painted face of the younger woman by the time the people managed to drag them apart.
“Oh, uncle. Save me please!” whimpered the tousled Flowery Sister to Big Nose.
“Talk then.”
“Well—he, he and Melonseed Gao are hiding inside that big shrine.”
“Oho.”
With one outcry, the entire crowd swarmed around the shrine, from which they could now hear clearly the cries
of scared men. Big Lai reached up and unlatched the door. There huddled together, crouched Mr. He and his
servant Melonseed Gao, covered with dust and trembling all over.
“My precious treasures. So here you are.”
Simpleton Li ushered the two out of the shrine in his iron-like grip, then cuffed them soundly as he dumped
them on the ground. Uncle Yunpu, his eyes blazing with wrath, seized Melonseed Gao like a starved tiger leaping
upon its prey.
“You bastard. It’s you that brought the guardsmen to my house and snatched my son away. You’ve got to pay
for that.” His tear-streaked face contorted with bitter hatred, the old man sank his teeth into the cheek of
Melonseed Gao and ripped a lump of flesh clean off his face.
Melonseed Gao was no longer able to talk. Landlord He, however, carried on, yelling like a stuck hog as the
people hit and cursed him.
“So your seed rice was eleven dollars a picul, was it?”
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“Your seed beans were as high as six dollars eighty cents, eh?”
“It was you who stole my land; that’s who it was!”
“You raped my sister!”
“Oh, my poor Liqiu!”
Anger mounted in the crowd as they went on pounding Mr. He who was by then half dead. Big Lai hastened to
stop them, shouting:
“Wait, brothers. It’s getting late, and troops may arrive from town any time now. We’ve still got Li Dajie’s
house to go to. We can’t stay around here any longer.”
“Right. Let’s go on to Zhangjiacha.”
“Let’s take these dogs out and dispose of ’em so they won’t get away.”
“Good idea.”
Except for the old woman, they were all tied to the same rope. Among the seven of them, Flowery Sister was
the only one who made any complaint:
“Uncle Big Nose. Didn’t you agree to let me go? Why don’t you keep your promise? Help! Oh, help.”
Once outside the landlord’s estate all such trifling matters were soon settled. The peasants carried off their
wounded and dead on bamboo litters, they carted their rice home.
“Now, on to Zhangjiacha to deal with Li Dajie and Zhou Jingsan, the two dogs.”
Once again, like an angry torrent, the crowd of men and women, young and old, seethed towards Zhangjiacha.
*
That night, when Chief Liang of the Local Defense Bureau, at the head of the battalion he had been compelled
to request from the county to reinforce his guard, arrived, the village of Caojialong was the picture of peace and
quiet. Not a soul was stirring outside.
A scout reported to the chief:
“The rebels have established contact with the bandits\fn{ A note reads: Referring to the guerrillas of the Chinese Red
Army.} of Snow Peak. There’s no person visible within a hundred li of Chenziling, Zhangjiacha and Yanpingsi.
They have all fled to Snow Peak.”
The enraged chief stamped his feet furiously. To think that in just three days he had lost more than a hundred
men and guns, and that his whole territory had become an uninhabited desert. He had not only lost his source of
income but was also at a loss to know how to face his superiors.
The chief’s fury mounted as he contemplated the wide expanse of deserted plain. He was looking remorsefully
at his powerful army, regretting there was no target against which to employ their mighty force when suddenly a
vengeful idea jumped into his mind, and he ordered:
“Men, spread out and set fire to every last cottage in the village. Damn it, I won’t leave a single hut for them to
return to.”
Half an hour later a red glow lit up the night sky, and the sharp crackling of flames broke the stillness in the
village of Caojialong.
203.179 Black Whirlwind\fn{by Mu Shiying (1912-1940)} Ziqi County, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 7
Wang Guoxun. What a fine-sounding name!
Wang was our Big Brother. He knew the names of all the hundred and eight heroes in The Water Margin. He
used to tell us that when he was young, his father had made him read The Four Books and The Five Classics, the
whole lot, and that when his father died, all that stuff got buried together with the old man’s body.
He was a great admirer of Wu Song the tiger-fighter. He often said,
“Wu Song is a man, a real man. Doesn’t give a damn about money or women. Knows right from wrong.”
Wang was a good son to his mother, always obedient. Like Wu Song, he believed in righting injustices. We all
loved him, he was our true friend. Everybody in Zhao Ford knew Big Brother Wang.
*
Big Brother Wang had one weakness: he loved women. He was nuts about the daughter of the owner of the
local milk-shed, a girl he had grown up with. She was a real cracker, we called her Milky Beauty. She had a job as
a reeler in the silk factory. You know, I am not much of a womanizer, and yet, even I had a soft spot for her.
The factory we worked in closed for the day half an hour earlier than MB’s silk factory. When we got off work,
more often than not, we went to the teahouse in the pentagonal fair-ground and drank tea and waited for MB.
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The pentagonal was great fun. If our town was known as Little Shanghai—and a lot of people called it that—
then the pentagonal should be regarded as its Nanjing Road.
There was a square of grass in the middle of the ground. On that square a range of entertainments were to
hand. You could watch an acrobatic performance, or you could enjoy a peep-show. Opposite the teahouse was a
cinema. Buses and trams circled round the square, rickshaws were everywhere, and, from time to time, there were
a few motor-cars and bicycles. By three, the place was packed, thronged with factory workers who arrived on foot
or by handcart. The students from the college at one end of the town were also there, to mix with the crowd or to
watch the fun.
The college kids were a cut above us. Some dressed in the Chinese fashion, others were turned out in the
western style, but all of them wore black leather shoes, which made them walk with self-assurance and a tinge of
belligerence. I admired these college kids, for their judgement: among the hundreds and thousands of factory
girls, they could tell at a glance which ones were pretty, which ones plain, and they never made a mistake.
That was too much of a digression.
We sat around together, smoking cigarettes, drinking tea, listening to the latest gossip, and it was great fun.
Our town was full of news. The most sensational item of that month was the marriage of Ah Ying from the Huang
family to a college student. Ah Ying was also one of the town beauties. Who wouldn’t have wanted to sample
such a dainty dish? But when it became known that she was having an affair with a college student, she was
condemned by everyone; everyone said she was a disgrace.
In our town, apart from the few small shopkeepers, everybody detested the college students. You couldn’t
reason with them, these students. When they were on a rampage, nothing could stop them. If you offended one of
them, he might just glare at you, but equally, he might drive you right up to the river bank, which was no laughing
matter. You know, there are two sides to our town; the shops are on one side, the river on the other. The northern
women in the boats in the river—women who hailed from central Jiangsu—were real sluts; I can’t think of
anything more unpleasant than being got at by them with their smelly bound feet.
But that was another digression.
*
As we waited in the teahouse, Milky Beauty arrived. We saw her from far away and told Big Brother Wang she
was coming. He darted out of the teahouse, cutting a fine figure as he went running and leaping through the crowd
to meet her. What happened next is great fun. Guess what they did—I bet you will never get it. MB gave Big
Brother a smile. Without saying a word, Big Brother took over her lunch basket from her and simply walked on.
Isn’t that fun? But don’t think they didn’t speak to each other. As soon as they were out of our sight—or thought
they were—they were all jaw.
We decided to tail after them. Along the river to our left were the costermongers’ stalls; the shops were on our
right. BB and MB turned the corner just beyond Shuntai the grocers’, then they walked on past Dai Chunlin the
department store. After that they came to a pretty deserted part of the town. Here they struck up a conversation. If
you’d listened to this conversation of theirs, it’d have given you pleasant dreams that night.
We followed on, until they came to Jackie’s. Jackie’s, such as it is, is, as you know, the only foreign restaurant
in our town. When they got to Jackie’s, MB turned into an alley, while BB stood outside the restaurant, a fine
figure, watching till the girl went into her house.
Don’t think for a moment that Big Brother Wang cared only for that girl and didn’t care for us, his sworn
brothers. BB was devoted to MB, he was also devoted to us. When MB was safely home, BB came away with us
back to our part of town. On the way BB chatted with us and shared our jokes. You know what, if I didn’t have
that little dicky of mine, I would gladly have married BB myself. And that would have been a good thing as BB
was any number of times better than the college kids.
And don’t think that BB could be interested in just any member of the fair sex. BB whose neck was strong,
whose chest was broad, would never turn his head or strain his eye to look at a woman when he saw one. It was
only in the presence of MB that BB softened: then the divine warrior was transformed into the Buddha.
BB was constantly going over in his mind when he might dispatch a go-between to MB’s parents, when he
might send the ceremonial documents over, when he might arrange for the delivery of the matrimonial cakes and
things, when he might see MB enter his house as his bride.
“When we get married, Little Jadie and I,” BB often said to us—MB’s real name was Fang Yayu and because
the last syllable of the name means “jade”, BB was in the habit of calling her “Little Jadie”—“When we get
married, all of us will make our happy home in the Water Margin of Liangshan in Shandong. If anyone dares to
come near us in a motor-car I’ll beat the living daylights out of him.”
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BB couldn’t stand the motor-car. Outside the teahouse on the pentagonal ground there was an elderly fruit
pedlar whom we called Old Wang. One day while we were drinking tea after work as per usual, a car drove up
and knocked over his stall. That, we thought, was a bit much. But guess what the policeman did when he came
up? Instead of telling the man in the car to pay for the damage, he gave Old Wang a talking-to, saying he
shouldn’t have been obstructing traffic. You tell me, wouldn’t that get anybody’s dander up?
Then there was the time when it was raining. The road was all muddy. BB and MB were picking their way
through the drier patches when a car came right up from behind. With the road so slippery and all you might end
up on your backside any minute if you weren’t double careful and do you think you would still mind your
manners and act genteel? The bugger in the car didn’t give a damn but came at them at top speed. MB got
flustered and dodged and fell into a puddle of water. BB was beside himself with anger but what was the use? The
car shot past and BB’s clothes were splattered all over with muddy water. And the bugger in the car, a playboy no
less, he was gleeful. Is it any wonder that BB came to loathe the motor-car?
But getting back to our story …
You know there’s a small park across the road from the college, don’t you? Try spending an afternoon there.
It’ll only cost you ten coppers. Satisfaction is guaranteed, it being truly comfy. My dear reader, friend, do go,
some afternoon when you are free. It’s right on your doorstep and it doesn’t cost much.
BB went every Saturday afternoon, with MB. My word, BB was a sight for sore eyes. You should have seen
him in his black serge Chinese tunic suit, brown leather shoes and white socks. MB was dressed like the women
undergraduates, except that she wasn’t wearing high-heels. BB was a head taller than MB. The two made a lovely
couple—a couple that one would envy. When they had done walking in the park they came out and went to
Jackie’s for a bite before going to the cinema to see a film.
Eh? Pardon me, don’t think they ever got up to anything in the dark. BB wasn’t like one of your slick and oily
popinjays. Just looking at him you’d know he’d behave himself.
We lived, the lot of us, from day to day, sitting in the teahouse, smoking cigarettes, listening to whatever news
there was, watching out for and then watching the action, looking forward to the day when BB and Milky Beauty
would get married so that we could go and take occupation of the Water Margin of Liangshan in Shandong, where
we would recruit soldiers and buy horses and set up a shrine for the Chinese Robin Hood, so that we could attract
real men of honesty and dedication and carry out the mandate of Heaven, killing all the corrupt officials, kicking
out all foreign devils—those fucking foreign devils strutting and swaggering in China who must be got rid of
before any Chinese can hold his head high.
I find the college kids offensive, as I think I've told you. If there happen to be any pretty woman around, those
kids just can’t leave them alone.
*
Anyway, MB eventually caught their eye. Well, that’s it, my friend, but in any case I hope you’ll bear with me.
It’s a long story and I’ll tell you from the beginning.
One day, when we were drinking tea in the teahouse, someone or other started talking about our trooping off to
the hill fortress of Liangshan. He regretted that we were short of a Gongsun Sheng, someone who knew witchcraft
and the related arts. Wisdom Star said he knew someone who fitted the bill. Wisdom Star, you know, was the title
we conferred upon Old Chen who, despite the fact that he was short of stature and had tiny frog-like eyes, was full
of ruses and stratagems that none could match.
It was Wisdom Star who recommended that the Recluse of Emei be appointed our Gongsun Sheng. According
to Wisdom Star, the Recluse of Emei, who made his living as a fortune-teller, had “powers”. Who knows he might
be able to send for the wind and order the rain about, remove mountains and drain seas, and therefore, he should
be made our strategist.
As we chatted on BB suddenly got up—MB had arrived. But hell, she hadn’t arrived alone, she was followed
by four college kids.
Just the words college kids make me see red. Better call them brutes than students. Their fathers are filthy rich,
so they don’t study but just spend their time mucking about. Still. MB had what it takes: she simply ignored them.
As she came up to us, I noticed she was out of breath, and her face was pale. For goodness’ sake, it’s just not on, I
thought, for four blokes to be pestering one helpless girl.
I glared at the men ferociously. If they hadn’t been students I would have hit them smack in the face. On their
part they barely glanced at me, as though I was beneath their attention.
Who the hell do you think you are? How dare you look down on me? You’re bloody rich, but so what? You’re
just a bunch of dogs looking down on men. Just you wait, the day will come when BB and his band of brothers

784

will have no choice but to go and occupy Liangshan, when BB will mount the tiger-skin throne, then appoint me
to lead an army often thousand to sack the city of Shanghai. I’d be damned if I don’t kill the pack of you
BB himself, however, seemed to have noticed nothing.
The students didn’t come the next day and I was relieved. The situation was a sticky one, even if MB could be
counted on to be sensible and level-headed. The safest bet I thought was for BB to marry MB as soon as possible,
to confer on her the title of the First Lady of the Fortress of Liangshan. If he would do that, now, in June, we
could all troop off to Shandong, get settled down, and prepare ourselves for action in the cool autumn month of
September. BB approved of the plan, dispatched the match-maker, and got the consent of the other side. The night
we learned that BB and MB were getting married we were all too excited to sleep.
But, hell, the students came again. The same four. It happened to be the day we got our wage-packets from the
factory. We were sitting in the teahouse smoking cigarettes. We smoked the “Beautiful” brand which were so mild
that two of them didn’t give as much satisfaction as one “Golden Rat”. The students, I gathered, smoked
cigarettes that came wrapped in foil, which cost forty cents a pack.
That particular day the students weren’t smoking, they were eating fruit. They were standing on the pavement
outside the teahouse, waiting, as we were. Shit, it looked like they were waiting for Milky Beauty. Now and again
they looked up at the big clock on top of the cinema.
”I’m sure she’ll be here at six-thirty,” one of the students said, “and it’s only six-twenty now.” Another of them
said—well, you wouldn’t believe what he said.
“She’s a nice little thing,” he said, “not exactly pretty, but frightfully interesting. When she realized she was
being tailed, she was so flustered. The mixture of timorousness and shyness in her was most becoming, don’t you
think? There’s a hefty fellow who sees her home. He’s unspeakably crude and ugly. Makes you wonder how they
are related.”
This was really hateful. How could anyone think BB crude and ugly? It is a good job he is quite unlike you,
your complexion soft with cold cream, and your hair gleaming with Stacomb. Don’t make me sick! Don’t think
just because I’m a pocky-faced guy, I couldn’t be a popinjay if I got myself up like you lot.
I moved over to where the students were standing and cleared my throat as if I was going to spit, hoping they
would move away and stop annoying me. The young man who last spoke rolled his eyes and refused even to look
at me. I was furious but there was nothing I could do except to swallow the spittle in my mouth. I retreated to
where I started from and sat down disconsolately, thinking that you lot wouldn’t be acting the great lord when we
came back to conquer Shanghai.
On that day Big Brother took Milky Beauty to Dai Chunlin and bought her a pair of silk stockings, which
pleased MB no end. As they came out of the shop, the poofs were waiting at the door. They were obviously
looking for a chance to get to know MB. They shouldn’t be pestering women, these pansies; I could give them
greater pleasure penetrating them from behind.
BB and MB went into a little alley where they took a few turnings and disappeared from view. The poofs
followed them into the alley but soon lost their bearings and couldn’t find their way out again. I could have
offered to help them but didn’t. I went home instead.
When I got home, I felt as if I had caught a chill. I took no notice at the time, but next morning I had a high
fever and couldn’t get up.
“As by Delilah was Samson conquered, so by malady will the muscleman be overcome.”
The truth of this adage cannot be denied. I was laid low in bed for several days in a dizzy state: Achilles was
had by the heel.
Several days went by—four probably—Desperado Santo came to see me. Before I’d asked him to sit down, he
was saying,
“I thought, Black Whirlwind, your skin was copper, your bones were iron, and now I fmd all that’s left is a pair
of coal black eyes. Small wonder that Milky Beauty should be flirting with the college boys.”
“What’s that?” I asked, so startled that I’d sat up in bed. “Has Big Brother gone blind?” I was so weak I
couldn’t support my own weight and collapsed on the bed.
“Hey, not so hasty.”
“But what’s happened? Tell me.” I was hopping mad and, but for my illness, I would have gone immediately to
cut MB’s throat, that Jezebel, that Yan Poxi\fn{ In The Water Margin, Yan Poxi, who committed adultery, is killed by her
husband, the leader of the Liangshan heroes and the role model for BB } among women. Fucking MB, I thought, how dare you
behave like this when Big Brother treats you with such decency?
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“Big Brother doesn’t know yet. He’s gone to Zou Bridge to see to something or other and won’t be back for a
few days—”
“The way you’re going on would have made me ill if I hadn’t been ill to begin with. How can you be humming
and hawing about something this important? Now just tell me what happened.”
“The last few days the college boys waited for Milky Beauty every day. Yesterday, when Big Brother was out
of town, they threw orange peel at her. And you know how she reacted? She turned round and smiled at them.
Jesus Christ! A bloke in a western-style suit, a lanky chap, his eyes narrowed to a lecherous squint, his shoulders
hunched, caught up with her and walked right beside her. MB’s head was lowered, as if she was truly pleased. I
wanted to go up and stop this bloody nonsense but there were these other three fellows who blocked me, moving
right when I moved right, and left when I moved left, barring me from reaching MB. And who could tell what
sweet words MB might have muttered to the student?”
“This is outrageous! It’s got to be stopped.”
I struggled out of bed, but before I’d taken two steps I collapsed and sank to the floor, my legs feeling so weak
they didn’t seem to belong to me. Who would have thought it possible for legs that were swift as a whirlwind to
become as useless as this?
We must be cautious though, especially while Big Brother is still in the dark. Milky Beauty means everything
to him. If we killed her, he might not believe in her infidelity, instead he might well turn against us, and that could
be nasty. I really believe we should not act until BB returns.”
What Desperado Sanyo said seemed to make sense, but I couldn’t help feeling the vamp had behaved badly
and ought to be taught a lesson. We conferred for a whole afternoon but arrived at no conclusion other than that
we must wait patiently for BB’s return. I was fed up to the back teeth.
Days went by and there was still no sign of BB. I recovered from my illness and once again was wolfing down
three bowls of rice every meal. But I was better off ill. Now I was up and about I got picked on.
The first day I walked home cheerfully after a full day’s work, I went past Old Wang’s fruit stall. Old Wang
stopped me and threw a thoroughly disagreeable accusation at me. He said,
“You know, Black Whirlwind, your Big Brother has been taken advantage of. Milky Beauty has been going
with this lanky college student. You behave as if nothing has happened. I’m old and useless, but if I were like you,
strong as a buffalo, I’d have knocked down the pair of them, beauty and the beast.”
I was seething with anger before Old Wang had done speaking. What he’d said was no more than the plain
truth, but it had the effect of holding BB up to public ridicule. I slapped him on the face, he reeled, and I cursed
him,
“You son of a bitch, what do you take Big Brother for? Do you think anyone can get the better of him? Milky
Beauty isn’t your mother and what she does is none of your business. At your age you should be lying in a coffm
instead of going abroad to spread rumours like an old demon. You don’t have much longer to live and that’s the
only reason I’m sparing you the worst humiliations. You don’t deserve to be treated kindly though, you horrible
little worm, when all you can do is to circulate ugly rumours about Big Brother. You’re so weak and wasted, like
some consumptive, you can’t take a proper punch from me, and yet you’ve been foolhardy enough to affront me
and Big Brother, you old bastard.” Then I turned to address the bystanders,
“Gentlemen, don’t think I’m a bully, I’m not. This worm provoked me first and I could’ve taken his life for
that. In deference to you all I’m sparing him this time but if—”
“I meant well when I spoke to you, but you repaid me with foul language and your fists. I’m old and weak and
no match for you; if you’re a real man you shouldn’t have picked on me.”
“Now you’re asking for it, you worm—”
“Everyone saw how Milky Beauty went off with that student by the No. 10 bus to Shanghai. I dare you to wait
till he comes back and give him a hiding.”
“You son of a bitch, if I don’t break your old bones today I’m no Black Whirlwind. Here goes!” I leapt at Old
Wang and pounded him, but I was stopped by the bystanders.
“No, no, I will not take you on, any more than a chicken will a dog. I’m off. Feel you’ve won if you like,” Old
Wang said, as if confident, but really cowed. He slunk away.
I reflected for a moment and regretted what I had done. It’s wrong for a young man in fine fettle to bully an old
man. But what was done was done and there was no remedy. I left the scene. At this juncture, the rest of the band
of brothers arrived. Wisdom Star dragged me into the teahouse and I said to the gathered fraternity,
“Never trust to appearances. Who would have guessed innocent-looking MB could be so heartless as to take up
with that lanky student. What shall we do? I need your advice.” Desperado Santo suggested we should wait till
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Big Brother comes back—oh, and there’s something else—according to Old Wang, MB has gone off with that
student to Shanghai. Damn! I think the shameless slut should be done away with. What’s a student got apart from
a bit of money? In any case there’s no telling what kind of a filthy background he comes from. Maybe his father is
a corrupt official who takes bribes and bleeds the people dry. What!
Eh? MB giving up her job? What? MB going to school? Damn! There’s no justice in the world. I’ll have to do
her in, or I’ll never be able to hold my head up again.
“BB had to choose this of all times to go off to the country, just when MB is giving trouble,” Desperade Santo
said. “He’s left in the dark while we’re all worked up for his sake.”
“Didn’t you say just now that MB has gone off with the student to Shanghai? Let's sit tight and wait for her.
We’ll see how she faces the music,” said Wisdom Star.
That’s it. Wisdom Star was dead right: he knew what to do when no one else did. We’d wait for the slut and
when she arrived back, I’d stop her and talk reason with her and see how she reacted. If she would listen to reason
I would forgive her. If she chose to be difficult I would have to come down hard on her and then, when BB was
back, show her how we could never be made fools of. Having summarized the situation in this manner, I trained
my gaze firmly on the bus-station.
The centre of the pentagonal fair-ground was now crowded, people having poured in from all directions. You
couldn’t make out who was who pushing and jostling, all bunched up together. Look! A short chap was squeezed
amidst the tall ones. Women factory-workers were nailed to the men. Damn! What a lot of people! In the thick of
the crowd there was one northern child, squeezed as flat as a pancake. As I watched, getting all confused, a bus
drove up from round the comer and came to a halt by the side of the square. I watched with great concentration
but to my annoyance all I could see was rickshaws being pulled up to the back of the bus while the northerners
blocked the descending passengers from view. Those damned northerners were stinkers, shameless stinkers.
The pentagonal fair-ground was packed with people moving in all directions like a magic lantern, brushing
shoulders. People scuffled at your heels and trod on your toes, brushed against your hair, messing it up, and
banged against your chest. Trying to find someone in such a crowd was hopeless, and my vision was no more than
human. When the bus was almost empty, I still hadn’t found MB. I was getting miffed.
“Maybe it isn’t this bus,” Wisdom Star said.
I had no choice but to wait. Guess what time it was when she arrived back. She’d been to see a film in
Shanghai and it didn’t finish until five-thirty so that by the time I saw her it was already six-thirty and I’d waited
for a solid hour. It was past lighting-up time.
By golly, I hardly recognized her. She was wearing high-heels and it amazed me she managed so well in them
—I wouldn’t have been able to walk a step in them. She was also wearing the snow-white real-silk stockings
which BB had bought. A pair of silk stockings had made her love BB and now a pair of high-heels made her go
with the student. That’s what women are like, you can buy them. As soon as I sighted her. I dashed up and stopped
her. I tore a strip off her:
“You … shameless … slut! Being in love with a college kid is no reason why you should be so pleased with
yourself. You sicken me … I despise you. Don’t you realize that BB was good to you? How dare you ditch him
and fall into the hands of that animal? Eh?”
“I would mind your p’s and q’s if I were you,” the animal said all high and mighty. But he didn’t scare me.
“Can’t you see that I’m not talking to you? Do you suppose I would stoop that low? … Hey, Little Jadie, I
want to have a word with you. Don’t think that just because Big Brother is away you can do whatever you want.
There's still me, so stop day-dreaming. Unless you get the whole bloody mess sorted out today, I say, you’d better
watch out.”
“You know you are being impossible. What have I done to deserve this outburst of yours? Your Big Brother is
not my father and has no control over me, none whatsoever. Come, let’s drop it.” MB was trying to act the sweet
young innocent, but I wasn’t having any of it.
“Go home and flirt with your father, I have no use for you. I’m a man of honour, not a beast, and won’t be
tempted by a sexpot like you.”
“Rubbish. Do you think you can pick on me just as you like? I won’t argue with you: I don’t have the time.
Just let me go.”
“Look fellow, what do you think you’re doing, pestering a young lady in the stt:eet? Don’t you have any
respect for the fair sex? Please get out of our way.”
The young man referred to “the fair sex” in English.\fn{ This story was written in 1929}
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“Stop meddling, you imitation-foreign-ghost, and don’t you dare use ghost-talk on me. I’m not budging, that’s
for sure. I’d like to see what you can do.”
The student had no sense of self-respect; he actually called the police. I wasn’t afraid of him, or of the police,
but prison scared me. You know the way once you’re in you aren’t allowed out to have your share of fun. That’d
bore me to death. Since only fools rush in to embrace danger, I stepped aside and watched the pair of them saunter
away.
Then I found myself crying. Big Brother was a big hero, and yet he’d been cheated by Little Jadie. Yes, but
then I was, I told myself, a man; the day would surely come when Black Whirlwind would wreak vengeance upon
the wrong-doers. With that thought I dried my tears and summoned the fraternity from the teahouse to go home.
We decided to do nothing until BB came back.
BB didn’t come back until Saturday—at one point we thought we would have to go to Zou Bridge to get hold
of him. When I saw BB I felt elated, I was convinced that all the wrongs would now be righted. Before he had the
time to say anything, I told him the whole story of what MB had done, thinking that it would make him so mad
that he would immediately go and kill MB and then take the entire fraternity—including the Recluse of Emei—to
Liangshan. I was therefore quite surprised when he said,
“You’re pulling the wool over my eyes. And I know why. You think Little Jadie is delaying our march to
Liangshan and you want to fool me into ditching her. Well, I’m not as daft as that. I know Little Jadie too well, I
know she will never let me down; I have great confidence in her. In any case, am I the sort of fellow that could be
taken advantage of? Ha!”
I was so angry I couldn’t say anything in reply. Just you tell me, wouldn’t you have found BB’s reaction
maddening? Desperado Santo was so right, if we’d done away with MB before his return, BB would have turned
against us. I decided not to argue with him. I knew MB was going to Shanghai again today. I’d catch the adulterer
and the adulteress and present them to him, and see what more he might have to say.
At five on that day we were with BB in the teahouse. A large crowd had gathered, waiting for the drama to
begin. It was believed that the confrontation of BB and the student, two unyielding opponents, would produce
exciting action. The pentagonal fair-ground was packed. Spectators stood in every comer, waiting to witness
scenes from “The Murder of Yan Poxi by Song Jiang”. I, too, had my sleeves rolled up, hoping I would get my
share of the action. But our high spirits were dampened, briefly, by a deflating speech Wisdom Star made.
“Are you all bent on killing MB then?” Wisdom Star asked. “Let me tell you, it isn’t as simple as that. You all
know that the students can’t be reasoned with. They have cars that can overturn fruit stalls. And when a fruit stall
is overturned, it’s Old Wang who gets reprimanded by the police. They have money, so they can get western-style
houses built, and these houses with strong fire-proof and wind-proof walls and big iron gates are impregnable
fortresses. You with your strength and code of honour can build nothing better than thatched sheds which will go
up like a torch. They can afford to buy high-heels; BB can only afford a pair of silk stockings. They smoke
cigarettes that come wrapped in foil; BB can’t afford anything more expensive than Golden Rats. They wear silk
and satin; we wear jackets of cheap blue cloth. Their faces are pasted with cold cream; our faces are smeared with
coal dust. They apply Stacomb on their hair; we have gasoline on ours. They go to college; we labour.
“You are all men, but do you think MB will look twice at you? These are strange times. Pretty boys are in
demand and money is in demand. Is BB a pretty boy? Does he have money? Now, think about it!”
I thought what he said was right, quite worthy of Wisdom Star himself. Not until now did I learn that women
had to wear silk stockings and high-heels, that they had to live in western-style houses and travel in motor-cars,
that they had to go to the cinema, the park and expensive restaurants. That being the case, I had no more to say.
But, could we really let MB off so easily?
“No, we can’t, we mustn’t. I, Black Whirlwind, won’t let her off so lightly. You are prepared to let her off
because you are afraid of the students. I have no fear of them and I’m not going to let her off,” I bellowed,
hammering the table.
No sooner had I spoken than the bus arrived. The nine of us strained our eighteen eyes and watched. MB was
there. In the full glare of the public eye, shameless MB walked arm-in-arm with the student, flaunting herself.
“Oh?” BB said, stultified. He shot over and stopped them.
“Little Jadie!”
If in the day you have not acted against your conscience then when someone comes knocking at night you
won’t be frightened. How true that old saying is. MB was frightened when she caught sight of BB. The onlookers
pressed closer. I cut my way through the crowd. I was followed by the rest of the fraternity.
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“Now that Big Brother is back, Little Jadie,” I said with considerable pleasure, “what have you got to say for
yourself?”
“Little Jadie, how could you? Have I let you down in any way? Have you forgotten what I have done for you?
All he has is stinking money. How could you be so cheap?”
MB didn’t look BB in the eyes once. She was trying to make a quick exit.
“No, that won’t do,” I said as I barred the couple’s way. “Big Brother, you are a man, you’ve been insulted. If
you don’t punish them, I will. Black Whirlwind has nothing to lose, nothing to fear. If the cops get him, the worst
is that he’ll eat bullets, but he’ll be reincarnated and there will be another fine young chap in eighteen years’
time.”
Big Brother was a real man. He lifted up an enormous fist, and shouted at MB,
“I’ve lived more than twenty years and never once have I been humiliated … Little Jadie … I can’t spare you
now.”
The animal took a step forward, trying to block his way.
“Take that!” I punched him on the nose. He sank in pain. I kicked him. As I turned around I saw BB standing
there, dumbfounded, his fist still in the air, not striking. MB stood facing him, crying, bewitching BB. I moved
over, dragged BB away, and dealt MB a hefty blow, whereby she dropped down. The bystanders’ were all worked
up. The police had arrived and one cop grabbed me by the front of my jacket.
“You lawless hooligan!” he said, slapping my face.
I struggled free and was about to strike when up came a second cop from behind who seized me firmly by my
arms.
“Damn it! Let’s go!”
*
It was clear I had to go to jail. I lifted a foot and gave MB another kick in the midriff. BB stood staring in
stupefaction. By Delilah was Samson conquered. How true!
“I’m all right, Big Brother, don’t worry about me. Take the brothers to Shandong and then lead your troops
back.”
I was dragged away by the cops before I’d finished speaking. I heard BB calling from behind,
“Oh, you crazy fool!”
At the police station I was beaten and thrashed till I was half dead, and then imprisoned for three months. I was
released today. I heard that BB and the gang have gone. Yes, even the Recluse of Emei has gone.
That whore and her lover are still alive and kicking. I have thought of looking them out but then felt only fools
rush in. No, I won’t do anything until I get to Shandong, don’t you think that that’s the right decision? I may be
rash at times but I can be cautious when necessary.
Well, I’ll go now. When I come back with an army to sack Shanghai, I may perhaps …
255.146 Excerpt from The Feminist Movement In The Philippines\fn{by Tarrosa Subido aka Trinidad Tarrosa-Subido
(1912-1994)} Shanghai, China (F) 9
1
The women of the Philippines have every reason to be jubilant this year, as they look back over five decades of
a successful feminist movement—defined as a continuous, organized, and systematic campaign—for social and
legislative changes that would give women equal political, social and economic status with men. How this
campaign was conceived, planned, and carried through, to a triumphant climax, is the subject of this Golden Book
of the Feminist Movement.
Suffice it to say in this opening chapter that in fifty years of democratic thought and action, first under
American tutelage and then under a free and independent existence, Filipino women have recovered for
themselves practically the entire freedom, equality, and dignity which history says they enjoyed under ancient
Philippine laws.
Just by way of a reminder, let us sum up what historians have said of the status of the Filipino woman before
an alien system of laws cut her off from her Malayan heritage.
*
The Filipino woman of pre-Spanish times, we are told, was her brother’s equal in the home, in society, in
government. She could hold positions of honor and prestige like him; born to a ruling family, she could succeed to
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her father’s rule; born to less, she still had as much as her brothers might inherit; her dignity as an individual was
recognized, before and after marriage; her rights to her own property were upheld, even after her marriage; she
could divorce her husband for cause; her judgment was heeded; her person was respected. A man referred to his
wife as his may-bahay—meaning literally, “the lady of my house,” indicative of her equality with the lord and
master of the house.
Even in the matter of dress and adornment, more than one historian has inferred that the pre-Spanish Filipina
had never known the restrictions usual to most other women of her times, like the bound feet of the Chinese, or
the veiled faces of Middle East women, or the enforced seclusion of most Oriental women.
The old order, alas, yielded place to new, when Spain introduced her Civil Code, her Code of Commerce, and
her general medieval way of life, reducing the Filipino women to the status of perennial dependent—on her
parents before marriage, and on her husband after. And when the Americans took over in 1898, with their wellintentioned policy of minimum interference in all but political affairs, they left it to the people of the Philip pines
themselves to work out their own social, cultural, and economic destiny.
The Filipino women set about, forthwith, to try to redeem their long-lost political, civil, economic and social
equality with men. They took advantage of every freedom granted by the American administration: the freedom to
know, to speak out, to worship, to move freely, to associate, to criticize—using these basic civil liberties as
springboards to more and more rights and privileges: the right to vote, the right to hold office, to equal pay for
equal work, to equal dignity in the conjugal partnership, plus the privileges of favorable working conditions by
reason of sex. The first springboard, happily for the cause of Feminism, was placed within easy reach of the
women at the turn of the century: Popular Education.
A word about the Filipino male: as a whole, the men of the country have been sympathetic to the feminist
movement, and have not once begrudged their womenfolk any of their triumphs. It is to their credit, truly, that
they have continued to accord to the modern Filipina, the old-time priorities\fn{ Like yielding one’s seat to a lady on a
public bus} which their American counterpart so ungallantly withdrew from their own sisters after the latter’s
enfranchisement “since they want to be our equals,” as they put it. It is to the credit of the Fili pino that in the long
history of the feminist movement in the Philippines, not one instance has been recorded of suffragettes being
jailed or jeered at, as they were in the United States.
And so, this Golden Book is as much a testimonial of appreciation to the male half of the Filipino nation, as to
the women leaders of the feminist movement.
We shall now proceed to discuss how America’s popular education policy opened up new horizons to our
pioneer feminists.
2
The Filipino woman can look back gratefully to the year 1901, for it was in this year that the United States first
laid aown its public system of education in the Philippines, which provided for equal educational advantages
between the sexes.
Until the close of the Spanish era, the education of girls had been sadly neglected. Only the daughters of the
influential few could hope to obtain any fair amount of schooling, and as to a career, the most they could aspire to
was a teaching job after graduation from a normal course. Highest institution of learning for girls, opened only in
1893, was the Superior Normal School for Women Teachers.
Besides a handful of girls’ colleges in Manila, some 2,000 primary schools scattered unevenly all over the
country contituted the Spanish system of education for girls. The courses for girls, moreover, were restricted to
religion, reading, writing, Spanish grammar, the four fundamentals of arithmetic, deportment, and needlecraft.
The paucity of the school offering was made worse by school conditions described in the 1903 Census as
ungraded, with no general plan of instruction, no effective central bureau, few and crude books, and little or no
school equipment.
Soon after the United States took control of the Philippines, they started rehabilitating the 2,000-odd
disorganized Spanish schools, and established new ones, bringing the total to 2,962 by 1903. Most important, on
January 21, 1901, the government passed Act 74 which, with later amendments, constituted the or ganic school
law of the Philippines.
Under the provisions of Act 74, not only was education open to girls as well as boys; it was also free, so that
even the poor classes could send their children to prepare themselves for useful and happy citizenship. The
primary course emphasized the English language, arithmetic, and geography; supplemented by readings in
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Philippine and U.S. history, and elements of government; also, nature study and human physiology, and graded
work in music and drawing.
Public secondary education was also provided by the state, at a price the masses could afford. The Catholic
girls’ schools of the Spanish era, together with new denominational schools, were licensed to operate, so that
families who wished their daughters to have religious education might patronize these schools; likewise, nonsectarian private schools for girls, for those who preferred the latter. In other words, every inducement was made
by the American authorities to have Filipino parents send to school the daughters as well as the sons of the family.
Secondary instruction included literature, history, science, and special courses for students intending to pursue
teaching, business or civil service, and agriculture. The idea was to provide “the highest grade of instruction” and
the “broadest curriculum” as parents of boys and girls might demand.
Night schools were opened, moreover, as early as 1900, to accommodate working students and prepare them
especially for the civil service, and sex was no barrier to admission, as far as the records show.
As to higher institutions of learning, where the women at the close of the Spanish era had only the Superior
Normal School for Women Teachers, they now had within a decade after the passage of the new educational act,
every access to liberal arts, pharmacy, law, medicine, and other colleges.
In 1900, the Instituto de Mujeres, a private school exclusively for girls, was founded by Florentina Arellano,
Rosa L. Sevilla, and Susana Revilla, offering courses up to the collegiate level. In 1903, the state established the
Insular Normal School, a coeducational institution for prospective teachers, with such superior standards that its
alumnae were soon to distinguish themselves not only in education but in other branches of public service as well.
To overcome the objection of many parents in the provinces to sending their daughters to live alone in a strange
city, the government even added a dormitory for young women students to the Insular Normal School, with one of
the teachers living with them full-time.
In 1906, a bill was passed establishing training schools for nurses. In 1907, the Centro Escolar de Señoritas,
another school exclusively for girls, was founded by Librada Avelino, offering courses up to collegiate level. In
1908, the state established the University of the Philippines, admitting women as well as men—to all of its
departments.
The year 1919 saw the establishment of a third private school intended exclusively for girls. Organized then as
the Philippine Women’s College, by a group of Filipino women, it was later incorporated into the Philippine
Women’s University (1928) by Jose Abad Santos, Francisca Tirona Benitez, Ramona S. Tirona, Felicing Tirona,
Clara Aragon, Conrado Benitez, and Joaquina Tirona. It was the first university to establish a College of Home
Economics (1928) and the first university exclusively for women in this country to receive official recognition
(1932).
Among the older collegiate institutions to become co-educational, the Liceo de Manila (now defunct) is
distinguished as the first to admit women to its law, pharmacy, and liberal arts courses as early as 1900.
In addition to the local educational advantages extended to women, the American government instituted,
in 1903, a system of pensionado-ships to prepare our most promising youth to serve their country in
administration, education, engineering, agriculture, medicine, and other branches of public and private
service. The next year, the system was extended to women, and the first batch of Filipino girls selected as
pensionadas were: Misses Honoria Acosta, Elizabeth Florendo, Eleanor de Leon, Genoveva Llamas, and
Luisa Sison; in the second (1905) were: Misses Olivia Salamanca, Pilar Elumba, and Clementa Asturias.
Like the male pensionados, they were selected by competitive tests.
After two decades or so of equal educational opportunities for all, scores of Filipino college alumnae had made
a name for themselves in their chosen careers, as follows:
In medicine: Drs. Honoria Acosta Sison, Maria Paz Mendoza Guaon, Olivia Salamanca.
In food technology: Maria Y. Orosa.
In nursing: Maria L. Tinawin.
In law: Maria Francisco Villaceran, Natividad Almeda Lopez, Josefa Abiertas, Nieves Baens del Rosario.
In social service: Josefa Jara Martinez, Josefa Lianes Es-coda, Asuncion A. Perez.
In education: Francisca Tirona Benitez, Belen Enrile Gutierrez, Concepcion Aguila, Flora A. Ylagan,
Geronima T. Pecson.
As scholars and intellectuals: Drs. Encarnacion Alzona, Ines Villa, Pura Santillan Castrence.
In fine arts and music: Isang Tapales, Jovita Fuentes.
In English letters: Natividad Marquez, Paz Marquez Benitez; also Pura Santillan Castrence.
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In civic leadership: Pilar Hidalgo Lim, Trinidad F. Legarda, Geronima T. Pecson, Concepcion M. Henares,
besides most of the above-mentioned women.
In politics and government, as well as in big business and farming, our early college women graduates were
not to have a chance to prove themselves until after the grant of equal suf frage in 1937.
*
All these outstanding college alumnae, it should be emphasized (and many more whom we cannot mention for
lack of space), made a name for themselves within a short time after their gra duation—an augury of what Filipino
womanhood could do, given time and given the incentives of civil and political emancipation for their sex.
Today, after 50 years of continuing educational reforms and expansion, the advancement of women in
professional, cultural, political, and civic spheres has become the rule rather than the exception.
No doubt these women professionals of today are contributing to the further advancement of their sex and the
development of the country; but, history will acknowledge that it is those early products of the Philippine
educational system, in particular the women mentioned by name in the preceding paragraphs, to gether with their
elder sisters of the Spanish-American transition period\fn{Concepcion Felix Rodriguez, Para Villanueva Kalaw, Rosa Sevilla
Alvro, Constancis Poblete-Manahan, Libradni Avelino, Carmen de Luna } that formed the nucleus of the feminist movement
which was to culminate in woman suffrage and the manifold benefits derived therefrom.
3
It is easy to see why social service from 1900 on should enlist the support of growing numbers of Filipino
women. First, education has a way of sharpening people's sense of responsibility towards their less favored
fellowmen—and education has reached more Filipino people, women as well as men, since 1900. Then, too,
charity work has always been part of the Filipino women’s centuries-old Christian heritage, and the new
democratic faith has proven not incompatible with old Christian ideals.
Even before the government itself conceived of its own official agency to attend to public welfare work
(1915), Filipino women had already organized themselves for social welfare—in reducing infant mortality,
educating women to be better mothers and homemakers, improving town health and sanitation, giving relief to
emergency victims, rehabilitating social outcasts and dependents, and otherwise mobilizing the townspeople to
action for the common good.
Thus in June, 1905, a group of prominent ladies of the times\fn{ Headed by Miss Conception Felix (flow Mrs.
Rodriguez), Mrs. Maria de Villamor (wife of Justice Ignacio Villamor), Mrs. Paz Natividad Zulueta (widow of the famous historian
Clemente Zulueta), Mrs. Ronifacia Barretto, Miss Cleniencia Lopez, Miss Sofia Reyes (later Mrs. Jaime C. de Veyra), Miss Trinidad Rizal
(sister of Jose RlzaJ), Misses Agieda and Jacobs Paterno (sisters of Don Pedro A. Paterno), Misses Libends Avelino and Carmen de Luna,
Maria Arevalo and Maria Francisco} organized the Asociaion Ferninista Filipina, with the object of engaging in social

service. Among its specific aims were:
(1) prison reforms, especially on behalf of women and minors;
(2) visits to shops and factories employing women and minors, with a view to recommending labor reforms;
(3) educational reforms, including the possibility of lectures and conferences for women;
(4) anti-vice drives, especially against prostitution, gambling, and drinking;
(5) religious and moral campaign in schools, factories, etc.;
(6) establishment of recreation facilities.
It is noteworthy that its enumeration of aims concludes with these semi-political objectives: appointment of
women to municipal and provincial boards of education, as well as to municipal and provincial electoral
precincts; creation of committees to inspect municipalities. In its first year’s program, the Association sponsored a
series of lectures by guest-speakers, on sanitation, health, infant and maternal care, besides having the usual
business and social meetings. It also launched a fund-raising drive for typhoon victims.
*
In the course of its lecture-meetings, guest speaker Dr. Fernando Calderon broached the idea of a nursery for
the underprivileged, while Dr. Isidoro Santos elaborated on it further; the idea was for a milk station—Gota de
Leche—to provide babies with pasteurized milk, to educate mothers on maternal and infant care, and so reduce
the high infant mortality rate of the times. The Asociacion Feminista Filipina was so impressed with the worth of
the project that they joined forces with the doctors to organize what is now La Gota de Leche.
Accordingly, in February, 1907, La Proteccion de la Infancia was incorporated to carry out the Gota de Leche
project. A perusal of the incorporation records shows the women organizers to be practically the same active

792

ladies of the Asociacion Feminista Filipina, and the men organizers to be the most prominent doctors of the times.
While the doctors served on the technical committee, the women served on the administrative board.
The women officers of La Proteccion de la Infancia took turns to report and work at headquarters besides
keeping public interest alive by direct appeals to prospective patrons, press propaganda, and benefits. The women
also succeeded in sustaining official interest, so that the first Philippine Assembly passed a bill introduced by the
Hon. J. C. de Veyra and the Hon. N. Jalandoni, subsidizing associations which were engaged in caring for infants,
among them La Gota de Leche. Today,\fn{1955} La Gota de Leche is still very much alive, feeding 1,000 babies a
day!
In 1910, Filipino women found new channels of social service in the new Philippine Islands Anti-Tuberculosis
Society and La Lia Nacional Filipina para la Proteccion de la Primera Infancia. The TB society aimed to combat
tubersulosis by means of education, dispensary work, and isolation through the establishment of colonies. The
Liga Nacionol, as its full name indicates, aimed to reduce infant mortality, by prenatal and postnatal in struction to
mothers and by dispensary treatment of babies.
*
In 1912, the Society for the Advancement of Women came into being, but while originally called to oblige
visiting suffragettes Carrie Chapman Catt and Aleta Jacobs, it declared itself, in favor of social service rather than
suffrage activities. Within the same year, the society was to change its name to Women’sClub of Manila
(sometimes referred to as Manila Wome’s Club) with a number of Americans included among its officers. Right
from the beginning, the Manila Women’s Club adopted an earnest program of social service: it secured an
industrial teacher for the insane women in San Lazaro Hospital; worked for the segregation of women prisoners
from the old Bilibid compound for men, in a Correctional Institution for Women; hired a handicrafts teacher for
women prisoners to fit them for a livelihood after their release; got the government to appoint police matrons for
women-detainees at the police station; founded day nurseries for working mothers; provided legal aid to indigent
women; secured garbage incinerators for the City of Manila; campaigned for Christmas gifts for the poor.
Furthermore, the Club established a flower market, started to beautify the Luneta by planting fire trees, and
initiated the move for a double highway from the Luneta to Cavite.
The Women’s Club of Manila proved to be such an active, responsible, and influential group that the
government during World War I turned to it for help in its national food production campaign and in its Liberty
Loan Drives. Eventually, the Women’s Club of Manila was to initiate a move to federate all existing women’s
clubs and form what is now known as the National Federation of Women’s Clubs (1921). The Women’s Club of
Manila has thus earned the name “parent of modern women’s clubs in the Philippines.”
*
The above-named organizations were by no means all; the Catholic associations of Spanish times meanwhile
continued their charity work under the new regime; the newly arrived Protestant missions established hospitals,
asylums, and other charitable institutions; and the American Red Cross extended its services to the Philippines.
By 1915, therefore, a full decade after the founding of the first all-Filipino women’s organization, the government
awoke to the need of coordinating the work of all charity and social service agencies throughout the country, and
created the Public Welfare Board by Act 1210 of the Philippine Legislature.
In the beginning, we are told, the Board could accomplish little, handicapped by lack of funds. The most it
could do was to encourage the organization of more women’s clubs and more charity institutions, and to lend its
influence in their social welfare projects. The next year, 1916, the Legislature appropriated P200,000 for
distribution by the Board to the women’s clubs and other charity organizations.
4
The year 1916 was to see a further change in the administration of social welfare work. The Jones Law was
passed then, providing among others that no government subsidy was to be allotted to any sectarian individual or
group for charity purposes, thus replacing many inefficient religious charity societies with modern secular welfare
organizations.
The Associated Charities of the Philippines was organized in this year, 1916 (under the direct supervision of
the Bureau of Public Welfare), a model social welfare agency, staffed by trained social workers and employing
modern social welfare techniques and procedures.
Indeed, it can be said that about the only distinct contribution of the government to the promotion of social
welfare administration until 1921 was in the introduction of scientific methods to replace the unsystematic
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almsgiving and wasteful efforts of the pious charity agencies of Spanish vintage. As far as volume of work,
ground covered, and good results were concerned, the women’s clubs had been doing creditably all by
themselves.
In 1918, the Legislature appropriated one million pesos to be allotted by the Governor General
for the protection of early infancy and the establishment of gotas de leche.\fn{ Milk stations} … Local baby-welfare
organizations were granted aid from this fund as much as what they raised. This may be said to be the beginning of
Government initiative in the campaign against infant mortality … The administration of the million-peso for the
protection of early infancy and the establishment of maternity and child-welfare centers, the coordination of charitable
efforts, and the care of the dependent children, were all grouped together under the office of the Public Welfare Commissioner by the passage on February 24, 1921, of Act 2988.

This office, after various reorganizations, is now known as the Social Welfare Administration.
A glance at any roster of women’s clubs in the Philippines will reveal the continued pursuit of social welfare
work by our clubwomen. Especially deserving of citation is the National Federation of Women’s Clubs, from the
standpoint of scope, accomplishments, and influence. Adult education, women and child labor reforms, day
nurseries, curriculum revision, teachers' pension, rural credit associations, nutrition education, home extension
services, public playgrounds, Mother's Day, Girls' Week, presidential awards, and other projects adopted in time
by the Government, can all be traced back to the initiative of the NFWC or its member-clubs.
Of later-day women's organizations dedicated to some phase of social service, most noteworthy are, the
following: Catholic Women’s League, Club de Damas de Manila, Federation of Ladies Association, Filipino
Nurses Association, Girl Scouts of the Philippines, Inner Wheel, Jayceerettes, Junior Women’s Clubs of the
Philippines (an NFWC auxiliary), Philippine Constabulary Women’s Club, Philippine Medical Women’s
Association, Philippine Women’s Christian Temperance Union, Rural Improvement Club, Women Lawyers’
Association of the Philippines (Free Legal Aid Clinic), United Council of Evangelist Church Women, United War
Widows Association, Women’s Auxiliary to the Philippine Medical Association, Women’s Auxiliary to the Manila
Medical Society, Samahan ng Kababaihang Pilipina, Young Ladies Association of Charity, and the Young
Women’s Christian Association.
If we are focusing all attention on our pioneer women’s clubs (1905-1912) and the National Federation of
Women’s Clubs, it is because of the initial push they gave to the feminist movement in the Philippines, which is
the subject of our present study. For, the social conscience of these pioneer groups led to their participation in
civic movements, and this in turn led to their awareness of their rights as citizens of a democracy.
It is interesting to note that practically every annual report of the Governor General of the Philippine Islands to
the President of the United States, since W. Cameron Forbes (1909-1913) included a separate section on
“Women's Clubs” and concluded with a plea to grant them equal suffrage rights as enjoyed by Filipino males.
Typical is the following excerpt (from the Report of Governor General Leonard Wood, 1922):
One of the strongest influences for building up interest in proper municipal and provincial government comes
from the numerous woman’s clubs. They have done excellent work, especially in behalf of child welfare, public
health, public instruction, private and public morality, and the stimulating of interest in local governments—
municipal and provincial. Indeed their interest has been so keen, their policy so unselfish and sound, that I have
recommended to the legislature that the suffrage be extended to women to the same extent and under the same
conditions as to men. I am convinced that the extension of suffrage to women under these conditions will be to the
advantage of the people of the Philippine Islands.
5
We have seen how readily our clubwomen at the turn of the century responded to the urgent needs of their
communities for services not adequately given by the government, and how officialdom could not but sit up and
take notice. When World War I broke out, therefore, and the government authorities found it necessary to launch
successively a food production campaign, a Liberty Loan Drive, the Red Cross Drive and the postwar victory
gardens, they turned to the women’s clubs as the best means to secure the cooperation of the townspeople.
Inviting the Women’s Club of Manila and other prominent ladies to a meeting at the historic Marble Hall of the
Ayuntamiento, Governor Francis Burton Harrison and other government dignitaries presented to them the urgent
problem of food production. This was in 1915. The Women’s Club of Manila readily obliged, sending out teams
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to the provinces to rouse the townspeople to start vegetable gardens and poultry and pig pro jects, to teach the
women proper food preservation and utilization, and to organize new women’s clubs to follow up these projects.
The Women’s Club of Manila got very good results. In 1917 it sponsored the first civic parade in Manila to
whip up national interest in food production. The same year, the Club was again among those invited, this time by
the Bureau of Health, to take a stand against Lerma Park, a vice resort. The Club declared itself against, and was
heeded by the insular and municipal authorities.
In 1918, the Women’s Club of Manila was requested to take charge of the women’s participation in the Fourth
Liberty Loan Drive, and again the club and its provincial sister-clubs acquitted themselves splendidly. At the close
of the year 1918, we find the Manila Women’s Club planning a general convention of women’s clubs to be held
January, 1919.
“We are asking every club in the Islands to have a representative,” writes Manila president Margaret Wrentmore. “This will be the first Woman’s Convention ever to be held since the history of the Islands.”
Actually, the convention took place on February 3, 4, 5, 1920. At this first convention, it passed the following
motions, among others:
(1) to urge the Legislature to pass a law on Prohibition;
(2) to petition the House of Representatives to approve women’s suffrage. (Previous pro-suffrage legislation
had failed to pass.);
(3) to urge the Legislature to create a Woman’s Bureau;
(4) to oppose the shortening of the course of study in the public schools;
(5) to request the Bureau of Education to initiate Sex Hygiene instruction as early as the fifth grade;
(6) to petition the Civil Service to grant maternity leave with pay to women employees.
It will be seen that from the very first of their annual conventions, the women’s clubs felt that a united front
might be effective in getting the government to act on their various pet projects. More important, for their own
purposes, the Convention conceived the idea of affiliating all the women’s clubs into one federation.
In 1921, after the second annual convention of Woman’s Clubs (January 25-28), we find the clubs
confederating, with the following Constitutional preamble:
We, the women of the Philippine Islands, in order to promote interest in civic improvement, social betterment,
intellectual advancement, economic independence and a mutual cooperation among women, do hereby form the
National Federation of Woman’s Clubs of the Philippines.
Note that “civic improvement” now takes precedence over purely social-aid work, very likely a psychological
effect of the women’s closer relations with the government.
In the same year 1921, the Governor General called a first national conference on infant mortality and public
welfare for December 6-10 and, again, invitations were sent to social relief and charity organizations, puericulture
centers, and women’s clubs, these last turning out to form the majority of those who attended. From then on, the
government was to seek the support of women for practically every national project which necessitated citizen
participation. And the women never failed to give their aid.
In recognition of the splendid civic spirit shown by our Filipino clubwomen, Governor General Francis Burton
Harrison (1913-1921) spoke up for equal suffrage in every one of his messages to the Philippine Legislature, from
1918 till he was succeeded by Wood. This endorsement, the first from any Chief Executive of the land, seemed
about all the women needed to galvanize the feminists into a concerted campaign for the suffrage cause.
Previous to this year, their efforts to win suffrage had been intermittent and dispersed. But made aware of their
value to the government, by official recognition no less (from Harrison to Murphy),\fn{ Frank Murphy, 72nd Governor
General of the Philippines (1933-1935); 1st High Commissioner of the Philippines (1935-1936) } and conscious of their educational
and professional qualifications, the women of the Philippines became more and more self-assertive about equal
rights with the male citizens of their country, as will be seen in the next chapter.
6
Let us go back to the year 1905, which Filipino women assign as the beginning of their feminist movement.
At about this time, there was an association at the Escuela de Derecho de Manila, exclusive to male students,
called Asociacion Escolar de Filipinas, which invited women students as guest speakers to their regular programmeetings. At one of these meetings, Miss Concepcion Felix was invited to speak on a subject of her own choice,
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which turned out to be the place of women in Philippine society. The advanced views of Miss Felix, publicized in
the following issue of El Renacimiento started a protracted debate between an AEF member, Isidro Vamenta, who
took opposite views, and a group of women pros, headed by Miss Felix, Miss Filomena Francisco, pharmacy
student, and Miss Felisa Francisco, law student.
The debates attracted the attention of a visiting member of the Anti-Imperialistic League of Boston, Mr. Fiske
Warren, so that he contrived to contact Miss Felix. Meeting her, he tried to interest her to get up a women’s
political party, as counterpart of the men’s Nacionalista Party. Miss Felix, however, was of the belief that her
women compatriots were not quite ready for politics although they could be organized for community welfare
work. The upshot of it all was the creation of the Asociacion Ferninista Filipina—the first feminist group in the
Philippines, already mentioned in Chapter III.”
In 1906, Pura Villanueva Kalaw, for her part, founded the Asociacion Feminista Ilonga, one of its aims being
to work for woman suffrage. Mrs. Kalaw from then on identified herself with the suffrage movement in the
Philippines.
The next year, 1907, La Proteccion de la Infancia was incorporated (see Chapter III) to carry out the project of
La Gota de Leche, and in the meeting to ratify the Constitution and By-Laws, we take note of a feminist reaction
to the proposal that the presidency be given to a man “because only a man could run the Gota de Leche
competently.” Mrs. Calderon recalls that she stood up then for the women, arguing for their right to “all the top
administrative positions, from president down, considering the tremendous proportion of work they had
contributed to its founding.” That she was elected president (and Dr. Fernando Calderon vice-president, the
highest position on the administrative board won by the men), would show that the feminists won their point.
The technical board was, of course, composed of all the men doctors, presided by the vice-president of La
Proteccion. We women of this decade may think it was a small victory, until we remember that at the turn of the
century, Filipino womanhood was still bound to the self-effacing traditions of Maria Clara, and that it took real
courage to break loose from these bonds.
In 1909 was heard the first unequivocal call to women’s participation in political affairs, from Filipinas, the
first local magazine devoted entirely to the interests of women. Edited by Miss Constancia Poblete, it proclaimed
its aims in its maiden issue, thus:
To fulfill our duty towards the members of our sex, at the same time to revindicate the rights of women not only
socially but politically as well. To consecrate ourselves completely to the education and culture of the Filipina, to work
with courage to achieve their equality with the members of the stronger sex, and to take an active part in matters
affecting the management of the government of our country.

In its subsequent issues, the magazine urged women to come out and support their favorite political candidates;
and, although it sympathized with the pro-independence Nacionalista Party, it championed the rights of women to
side with any political party, according to their conviction.
In 1912, at the instance of two visiting suffragists Mrs. Carrie Chapman Catt and Dr. Aleta Jasobs, who invited
prominent Manila ladies to a meeting, to rouse them to launch a suffragettes’ organization, the Society for the
Advancement of Women was founded, by the following feminists: Concepcion Felix Rodriguez, Maria F.
Villamor, Pura V. Kalaw, Sofia R. de Veyra, Gorgonia Mapa, Amparo Lichauco. Like the Asociacion Feminista
Filipinia, however, the new Society shelved the matter of suffrage as premature, and chose instead to go into
welfare work, as discussed in Chapter III.
The first set of officers was cosmopolitan, to wit: president, Mrs. Ellen Lobingier; vice-presidents, Mrs. Lucille
R. Arnold and Mrs. Lyttle; secretaries, Mrs. Elizabeth G. Saleeby (English) and Mrs. Concepcion Felix Rodriguez
(Spanish); treasurer, Mrs. Goodall. Shortly afterwards, the Society changed its name to Women’s Club of Manila
(likewise previously discussed) and though the avowed aims of this new club were also in social welfare service,
the founding of the Women’s Club (sometimes called Manila Women’s Club) was to prove the first important
milestone in the feminist movement in the Philippines for reasons we shall show presently.
*
We have seen from the preceding chapters how the womens initiative in social service, and their splendid
response to civic movements, attracted the notice of officialdom, from Governors-General to Cabinet members
and others, who then began to speak of the right of Filipino women to equal suffrage with Filipino men.
First Governor-General to make of record his advocacy of woman suffrage was Francis Burton Harrison in his
message to the Fourth Philippine Legislature in 1918, reiterating his plea year after year,
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not only in recognition of the political equality of the two sexes, but also having regard to the high standards of the
Filipino woman and as a means of stimulating interest in many social and moral reforms.

Governor Harrison was to leave the country, however, without seeing any suffrage bill approved, although
quite a number were introduced in the House of Representatives as well as in the Senate.
At this point, some mention of the friends of the feminist movement is perhaps in order.
7
It is to the credit of the Filipino male that as he gained more advantages for his sex through popular education,
civil liberties, and Filipinization in government, he proved more and more broadminded about extending the same
advantages to his sisters.
As early as 1907, a bill on woman suffrage was presented in the Philippine Assembly, by Congressman
Filemon Sotto of Cebu; in 1912, another woman suffrage bill was introduced, this time by the Hon. Melecio
Severino of Negros Occidental; in 1916, by Rep. Mariano J. Cuenco of Cebu; in 1917, by Rep. Gregorio Nieva of
Tayabas; in 1918, by Ricardo Gonzales Lloret of Bulacan, Felicisimo Gomez of Laguna, and Tomas Luna of
Albay.
All of these bills failed to pass, not only because of legislative indifference but also (perhaps largely) because
the women themselves made no concerted move to support them.
In 1919, Senate President Quezon was to come out categorically in favor of suffrage, speaking at a
Malacanang Pro-Suffrage Rally.
In the same year, Sen. Pedro Ma. Sison sponsored, and Sen. Rafael Palma staunchly supported, a woman
suffrage bill and this was the first to pass the Upper House (other suffrage bills before this had been presented in
the Senate that same year but failed to pass).
In the Lower House, the feminists found a friend in Rep. Celestino Gallares who presented the bill providing
for a special board of women inspectors in every electoral precinct in the country.
We have seen how Gov. Francis Burton Harrison had championed the women’s right of suffrage from 1918 to
the time of his departure in 1921. After him, Gov. Leonard Wood took up the Cause, making the following
recommendation in his first message to the Sixth Philippine Legislature (1921):
I earnestly invite … the extension of the uffrage to the women of the Philippine Islands under the same con ditions
and to the same extent that you have extended it to men. Such action will tend to build up and greatly extend an
enlightened public opinion, to raise the standards of public and private morality, to increase interest in public affairs,
and to greatly improve the efficiency of the Government; in a word, it will tend to the advancement and betterment of
the people of the Philippine Islands.

Like his predecessor, however, he had to repeat his plea year after year—in vain. By 1931, however, more
friends of women suffrage were voted into the Philippine legislature. Most important of the suffrage bills in this
year were those introduced by Rep. Francisco Varona, Rep. Eugenio Perez, and Rep. Arsenio Bonifacio, later on
consolidated into one. Rep. Marcelo T. Boncan, chairman of the Committee on Revision of Laws, endorsed this
suffrage bill to the House of Representatives.
Gov. Frank Murphy, coming in 1933, was to echo the recommendation of his predecessors, and with better
results. In his first message to the ninth Philippine legislature, 1933, he referred to the “host of social problems”
confronting the country, and concluded by saying:
It would be an act of wisdom and fairness to bring the rich contributions of [the women’s] clear vision and fine
moral judgment to bear on these problems by extending to them at this time the full right of suffrage.

Murphy’s message bore fruit: it was in his time that the woman suffrage bill was finally passed, sponsored by
Rep. Miguel Cuenco of Cebu, approved by the Senate, and signed by Gov. Murphy in December, 1933.
*
Before taking up the actual campaign of the women which led to this suffrage grant of December, 1933, it is
only proper to devote a paragraph to another, quite distinct, group of friends of the suffragist movement—the
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American ladies of those early 20s who gave freely of their time, money, and effort in order to help the Filipino
woman advance her social, civil and political status in the new order.
In addition to the founding mothers of the Society for the Advancement of Women (later Manila Women’s
Club) that is, Mesdames Charles Lobingier, L. R. Arnold, E. G. Saleeby, Leba Brown, Mrs. Goodall and Mrs.
Lyttle, Miss Helen C. Wilson, and Mesdames Mary E. Turner, Laura L. Shuman, Mary Kollerman, and Miss
Bessie A. Dwyer, there were also Mrs. Carrie Chapman Catt (who continued her interest in the Philippine suffrage
movement from overseas for over 25 years), Mrs. Margaret M. Wrentmore, Mrs. Luther Parker, and, finally—in
point of time, that is—Mrs. Elizabeth Wrentmore Harrison, wife of the Governor General.
This last-named appeared on the feminist scene at an auspicious time: first, World War I had just concluded,
with its beneficent effects of emancipation for women reaching to our shores; second, our women were
awakening to their real worth as citizens of a democracy, hence to their just claims for equal rights with the male
citizenry; third, our clubs were discovering the effectivity of concerted action; and fourth, high government
dignitaries were themselves endorsing the enfranchisement of our women. …
123.88 Excerpt from The Portrait\fn{by Fengzi (1912-1996)} Guangxi Province, China (F) 7
… “Why do you always look so despondent? Why can’t you just look in my direction? What is it that you’re
looking for? Wei! Why not share your worries with a friend?”
Zhong Yuguo repeated the same questions to himself as he stared at the three-by-five-foot, half-length portrait
on the wall. The young woman was dressed plainly in everyday clothing. A youthful glow rose from her cheeks.
Perhaps the artist had held his brush with a less than certain hand-the qipao with tiny flowers betrayed an overly
slender figure. The eyes that should have sparkled were instead glazed over with a fog-like melancholy. She gazed
off into the unknown distance. Not once did she look in the direction of the old friend who now sat this evening in
lonely contemplation beside her portrait; nor did she pay the least bit of attention to the compliments he paid to
the painting or his enthusiastic praise of the subject. It was as if she cared not that others existed, as if she were
indifferent to even her own existence. It was as if she lived on in the hearts of several people but simply could not
bear the excessive nature of friendship, and so had quietly and without warning disappeared. She wasn’t dead, but
then where was she? No one knew. Her whereabouts were a riddle that more than a few hoped to solve.
Facing the portrait of this young woman, Zhong Yuguo seemed to forget himself He seemed to forget that his
sideburns had long ago turned to white, that he was now an old man and no longer the young, energetic fellow he
had been fifteen years ago. Back then he had just returned from studying abroad and was confident that he’d make
a name for himself. Who knew that after too much time spent away he would discover his ideas, beliefs, and
methods to be always just a bit out of sync with the rest of the nation? Failure after failure sent him finally into an
uncontrollable depression.
It was at that very moment that by chance he met her, a teenager named Li Ziwei. She was young and
vivacious, with a pair of eyes that looked out on her new world with anticipation. She knew absolutely nothing
about life. He taught her what she needed to know. What was the meaning of life? She began to wonder about the
same things he wondered about. Each day, he would write her a long letter. Those letters enriched both her
spiritual life and her knowledge. Those letters were her education and gradually became proof of his love for her.
She knew she ought to love him. She knew she ought to repay this man who seemed to live for her. But what was
love, after all? To love meant to enter a shared spiritual world. Love was a conclusion, a result. Love meant that
two people from two different walks of life faced a shared frontier.
Love and marriage. How could a girl not yet twenty, a girl who had just begun to live, conclude a period in her
life awash with sunlight and so full of vitality? Ziwei was determined to use her own powers of deduction to
answer these troubling questions. Thus began her despondence.
“You’re too young. You don’t understand me.”
“I don’t understand you?”
“No, you don’t understand the world. You know far too little.”
“No, you don’t understand the world. You know far too little.”
“ …”
“If you love me, you shouldn’t fear me.”
“ …”
“You’re afraid of marriage, but everyone has to get married sometime!”
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“I—I think I’m too young. If you truly love me, why won’t you agree to my proposition and just wait ten
years?”
What a child she is, he thought. How could a thirty-something-year-old man possibly consider waiting ten
years to marry a teenage girl? He couldn’t help but laugh out loud at her proposition. She was just a child. He
thought he could convince her. He even thought that perhaps he would come to possess her via his own actions.
But then, after a year of unrequited love and daily letters, love letters that took more out of him than preparing his
lessons, he was rewarded with more endless waiting. This weather-beaten man had lost all ability to appreciate the
heart of a young girl in love for the first time.
She loved him, almost blindly. His letters were food for her spirit. If the postman was late, she felt as if she had
lost something. She indulged in reveries and daydreams. She thought of him constantly—in class, while sleeping,
even when she ate. She was steadfast in her plan, however. She refused frequent meetings and even on holidays
she would hide away, taking long walks alone on the outskirts of town. She felt comfortable chatting with the
azure sky, the alabaster clouds—for she lacked the courage to tell the world that she was in love, how lucky she
felt to be loved. She imagined that perhaps in five years’ time, once she had graduated from college and was
living on her own, she would ask her parents for the freedom to choose her own husband. Naturally, he would be
her choice. She envisioned her life five years from now, brimming with happiness like an overflowing glass of
wine. Just the thought of it made her blush. One moment she would be lost in silence, the next she’d be sharing
laughter with friends, then she’d disappear without the slightest trace. Classmates who didn’t know her well said
she had changed. Only those close friends who knew her secret were left to share her burden. A great disparity in
age doesn’t always provide for the best of loves. She attached such importance to matters of the heart—and how
she loved to daydream! But reality could never be as beautiful as she imagined it to be. Who would have the
heart, who had the power to cast off her illusions?
A year passed, a year of unrequited love that now, looking back, was even more indistinct, more vaporous than
a dreamscape. The woman in the portrait had lost all traces of her youthful charm. Only the eyes that stared off
into the unknown betrayed the poetry she once possessed. But even her eyes revealed a furtive sort of torment.
The silence of her words descended like a fog and eclipsed all with its hazy shadow.
“Why do you always look so despondent? What are you looking for? Perhaps you blame me. Perhaps you hate
me. Perhaps you blame me for not waiting for you; you hate me for not keeping our promise. You’re right. I got
married. But I got divorced too. I’ve been alone to this day. When I finally found you ten years ago, you were
already someone else’s wife. You had a wonderful home. Why would you suddenly leave? Mushi was a good
husband. He’s still waiting, but there’s no word of you. Your old friend, the one you once shared everything with,
is waiting as well. But it’s as if you’ve forgotten his existence altogether. No one understands you, yet so many
people await your return. So many of us still love you. If only you’d come back. You who won’t even look in my
direction—who would’ve guessed that you could become so heartless?”
If talking to oneself could be a diversion from loneliness, then it’s no wonder that Yuguo’s daily soliloquies
took him back to those dreams of yesteryear. He treasured the portrait. He kept it on display. There wasn’t a
person around who didn’t know that he had once had such a lover, that because he couldn’t accept her almost
preposterous proposal, they both had married other people. As for her, reality opened her eyes again and again.
She was no longer that girl who loved to dream. She no longer lost herself in love letters; even the most exquisite
missive could not capture her interest. Her youthful love was now an absurd, laughable memory. No, that’s not
right either—it wasn’t a memory. She had no time for memories. She admitted that it was he who had taught her
how to love and reality that had taught her how to live. Just as there was a great disparity in age, so too were their
philosophies quite different. He couldn’t understand her. And her? It was altogether possible that she had already
erased him from her memory. Recollections in one’s later years are often quite bitter. There was no question that
the portrait of the young woman that hung in Zhong Yuguo’s study embellished his twilight years, reflected his
mood, and was tantamount to a scathing mockery.
“Why must people live in the past?”
Memories of the past were Zhong Yuguo’s entire life.
*
War changed everything. Bombs destroyed cities and altered the ancient faces of more than a few remote
towns and villages. Once people realized that their nation was at stake and that final victory would be achieved
only after a long, protracted struggle, everyone—individuals and entire families—abandoned the mentality that
trusted in chance and biding one’s time and took up the sacred cause of national salvation. Excitement took a back
seat and everyone began taking a long-term approach to life. If people couldn’t head off, gun in hand, to the front
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line, then they were going to give their all for their nation and for the war. The population in the southwest soon
increased by the tens of thousands.
A humble little ancient town, where donkeys and horses ambled unhurriedly along slate roads both day and
night, began unexpectedly to flourish because of the war. The customs of this old town were simple and sincere.
The people spoke little, but the breadth of their kindness rivaled the limitlessness of the sky. Visitors soon fell in
love with the place, with their amiable hosts, the natural scenery and the mild, warm sun that illuminated a
perpetually azure sky.
Spring was never-ending; everywhere flowers were in bloom. The local patois had not one vulgar word. There
were more colorful parrots than sparrows, and they’d often land on your window lattice to keep you company as
you read. Like a mythical legend, this bewitching place embroidered itself into everyone’s memory. It mattered
not which road one took into town. The scenic beauty of these highlands thousands of feet above sea level brought
heaven to earth. Both the sights and the ways of the townspeople made visitors reluctant to leave.
In the northwest corner of the town, on a tranquil narrow road lined with bamboo, sat a four-sided compound
with the traditional red lacquer window and black doors. In three side rooms that faced east lived a young married
couple, Li Ziwei and her husband, You Mushi.
Their home seemed to overflow with youth and happiness. Their life seemed like a glass of good wine or an
expressive poem. Mushi was not a poet. He was even more intelligent than a poet; he was a philosopher. He loved
this house that provided shelter from the storm, the tiny room that made one want to pick up a good book and
read. All that was needed were a few friends and some good wine. There was no need to write about it—life itself
was a beautiful poem. Spring filled the room and flowers bloomed in the garden. Life had grown so peaceful that
even words seemed superfluous. You didn’t have to imagine parrots; their colors surrounded you. Ziwei, although
no stranger to silence, sang joyously, and the room was filled with vitality because of her. The living room often
rang with witty laughter, and over time their home became a frequent refuge for a number of their single friends.
There were poets and artists, scholars and professors. The envy of all his friends, Mushi was more than content.
But too much happiness is bound to bring trouble.
Not far off was a school. In order to make sure he had the proper research environment, Mushi got himself a
small study at the school and set daily office hours. Home was for eating and sleeping; there was little trace of
Mushi otherwise, even on holidays. And what of his colorful parrot? Li Ziwei, once vibrant, had grown mute and
uttered not a sound all day. Everyone complimented her on being a virtuous, intelligent wife. She could handle the
household, cook and clean. She entertained guests and after meals listened patiently to the brilliant conversations
and debates. She was all that a woman was supposed to be. She was well versed in national and world affairs and
made an excellent pot of coffee. She had the depth of a philosopher and the breadth of a writer. She tolerated the
constant and tedious haranguing of her spirit. She thought she might begin to look at different arguments in order
to better answer the questions that nagged her. She walked among the fiery red camellias of March. She visited a
summer resort in the Western Hills. She sailed upon Dianchi Lake in autumn. In a winter meant for quiet chats
around the fireplace, not a drop of rain could be hoped for, to say nothing of a silvery snowflake or two. Spring all
year round made one idle and lazy. In frustration, she couldn’t help but lament that the northern winds were so far
away. Her expression sank under a fog of despondency.
It was the painter Chen Yiyang who memorialized that expression with his brush. In a month’s time, he created
a three-by-five-foot, half-length portrait for admiring friends of the couple.
Everyone praised the portrait and mused often about the lady in the painting. Many were aware of Ziwei’s past
and knew that she had once had a lover, Zhong Yuguo. Zhong had even once been entertained in their living
room. Naturally, people continued to weave stories from Ziwei’s romantic past. They thought it strange that she
was content to curl up quietly like a cat might at home. Gossip soon became prophecy as people began to predict
that a storm would soon descend upon this peaceful haven. And isn’t that what happened? Look at that expression.
That expression itself is a riddle—one not easily solved. Do-gooders began to pay more attention to Ziwei. Wasn’t
that the case? Ziwei’s expression truly was buried beneath a fog. All day long, she stared off into the distance in
deep concentration. Her eyes were like a bottomless lake. Still waters run deep, and the depth of this lake proved
the distance that separated Ziwei from others, including her husband, Mushi. Often the person closest is most
likely to overlook what’s in another’s heart. The person closest may not be the one who understands his partner
best.
Falling in love means that two people begin a journey toward a shared spiritual life. But falling in love alone
cannot bring two people from two different walks of life to live together behind the same fence. This is one of
life’s most basic contradictions. Someone who’s used to searching for answers couldn’t help but ponder this one.
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Contemplating a question is different from daydreaming. Daydreamers may not be able to bear a shattered
reality, but those in search of a spiritual life will be even less satisfied with reality itself—even though it’s that
same reality that inspires change.
Ziwei grew agitated. Her old friends were scattered across the country. These young people who had once
worked together were now struggling for a greater cause. They had sacrificed their own happiness and were now
enduring hardships with great perseverance so that others might experience happiness. Several of them lacked her
capacity for hard work, but reality had taught them a maturity she didn’t possess. They—men and women—
reached out to her, sending enthusiastic summons in her direction. Ziwei was perplexed, but her consciousness
remained hazy. She didn’t know which way to turn. She was enchanted by the aromas that filled the garden, and
the warmth of springtime had made her lazy. She began to contemplate a new spiritual life. She began to think of
the icy north and the severity of winter. She longed to hear the sound of gunfire at the front line. This new era was
a smelting furnace of sorts, and she yearned to be molded into new form. She didn’t hide her thoughts. In her
innocence, she asked her husband to leave behind their peaceful little home and forge a new path elsewhere. Her
naïvete, her enthusiasm simply became fodder for her husband’s after-dinner conversations with friends.
“Look here! Our woman warrior!”
Her self-respect was battered. This bird could not escape her cage, but oh, how she dreamed of flying!
“It’s all these dreams that are destroying you! You ought to find some way to occupy yourself. Let work be
your diversion. Or … read more. But don’t be fooled by those stories. Real life is ordinary. Novels are nothing but
fantasies concocted by their authors.”
To Mushi, Ziwei was just a girl who liked to daydream. He thought she was just lonely. He failed to recognize
the spiritual emptiness that plagued her. He invited friends over and brought more excitement into their home, but
this only made it worse. Ziwei grew more and more troubled.
A caged bird won’t fly far. The world is just too big. Ziwei pondered this problem all day long. Her thoughts
were like a violent wave that couldn’t be checked. They roused a great power deep inside of her. She thought:
I don’t care if the world is huge. I want to live.
*
I doubt that love and home are all that life is made of. There must be something else. If you don’t agree with
my methods and you refuse to escape this old life with me, I hope you’ll forgive me for going it alone. If you
think that in abandoning this home I’m forsaking you, there’s nothing more for me to say. Neither love nor home
can fill this void. I had no idea that the person I would come to share my life with would be so distant from me in
spirit. I can’t calm down. There are all sorts of voices calling to me. I can’t explain my thinking clearly enough. I
can only use my actions to forge the reality I’m in search of …
*
Early one morning Mushi awoke to discover that his colorful parrot had already escaped from her cage! This
was the letter Ziwei left behind. Ziwei had actually left him. Unbelievable. This girl who so loved to daydream
was even more senseless than those daydreams suggested. She loathed their life. She didn’t love him! Why?
Why?
The sun continued to shine with its usual springtime warmth. The blue sky was as clear as ocean waters. But
these rooms had lost their poetic charm. Losing Ziwei meant losing everything. Mushi realized that this wasn’t a
dream. Those happy days were gone, like a dream never to be revisited.
Mushi recalled how they had fallen in love. He thought about their marriage. Two short years—he had been so
sure Ziwei was completely caught up in their life. Like a small skiff avoiding life’s storms, she should have been
anchored in his port for life. Who knew that she would test even rougher waters and, leaving everything behind,
sail off for distant places?
“You were right—our spiritual lives were so far apart!”
For the first time he realized that he didn’t know her at all. The painful thing was, he loved her. He couldn’t
lose her. Even more agonizing was the fact that he couldn’t go after her. He resolved to live an ascetic life,
relinquishing all to await her return. He trusted that a woman’s fate was like that of a caged bird. Regardless of
how far she flew, one day she would no longer be able to brave the storm. One day she would need to rest; she
would need a home.
Time flows like a river, in one direction, never to return. Mushi quietly bore the pain that tore at his spirit. His
perseverance was astonishing. He spent his days buried in books and grew increasingly eccentric in his ways.
Everyone felt sorry for him. They felt sorry for Ziwei as well. No news arrived. Mushi avoided friends and
recoiled from the pity that came from their kindness. He refused to speak of the past. It was as if he had
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completely forgotten. The only reminder, the portrait of Ziwei, had been retired from the wall at some point, never
to reappear. Where had the portrait gone? Someone mentioned that they had seen it at an exhibit. Someone else
speculated that it had been purchased. Those who knew the artist, Yiyang, declared this an insult. Yiyang would
never sell the painting. And it certainly couldn’t have been Mushi. No one felt comfortable asking Mushi, and
Yiyang had no idea how the portrait ended up in an exhibition. He was determined to find out how the painting
had disappeared. He resolved to bring the truth to light.
*
Just as the portrait of Li Ziwei, as well as the person herself; had begun to fade in people’s memories, a
fortuitous opportunity arose for Yiyang to travel to another foggy mountain town. Even more astonishingly, he
discovered the long-lost portrait hanging in Zhong Yuguo’s living room. It was mounted in a luxuriously carved,
gilded frame, so he had difficulty recognizing his own work. But those eyes, that utterly despondent expression,
brought his memories back to life. It was Ziwei! Yiyang was so pleasantly surprised that he let out a cry. This
sudden miracle was no match, though, for the hidden worries that had been brewing all these years. Could it be
that the life Ziwei had been searching for was right here? He didn’t like Zhong Yuguo. He was nothing but an old
man who never practiced what he preached. He had used his experience and social standing to win the trust of
young people. But what had he given them in return? He had courted more than a few women, but hadn’t truly
loved any of them. Even his wife finally divorced him. As for Ziwei, he said he loved her, but he never truly
possessed her. They’d managed to stay friends. But many felt that such a friendship was an insult to Ziwei’s
reputation and honor. Of course Ziwei never concealed her past; nor did she fear others’ criticism. But when the
married Ziwei spoke of her past with friends, she didn’t give a very positive impression. After her disappearance,
rumors spread. Since Zhong Yuguo was recently divorced, perhaps he was responsible for this tragedy. Yiyang
spared no time in refuting such accusations. He felt he understood Ziwei. A woman so bent on improving herself
would never sink to such a level. But could it be true? How else could the portrait have ended up in Zhong
Yuguo's possession? The more he thought about it, the less comfortable Yiyang felt. He was struck by the desire to
run from the room before his host appeared. He feared that the rumors were in fact reality, and he couldn’t bear to
watch the portrait come to life before his eyes. He was afraid that Ziwei was the mistress of this house. But
something held his attention. He stood motionless, staring, gazing at the portrait. He considered how he might
vanish with the painting.
This is my work! Its my right.
He repeated this to himself over and over again, as if he were speaking directly to his host. It was as if he were
preparing to make a speech, but before he could run through his notes, his host appeared before him.
From early afternoon through dusk, then from dusk deep into the night, over several bottles of wine and a final
pot of coffee, the story of the portrait, the story of the woman in the painting, moved both the storyteller and his
listener. Their long discussion dispelled many of Yiyang’s misgivings. He felt a sense of pity for the difficulties
this man with the graying sideburns who now sat before him had experienced. Yuguo could tell a story, and his
control of the facts, especially the romantic facts, made this one all the more worth listening to, Once Yiyang
understood the relationship that had existed between Yuguo and Ziwei, he couldn’t help but give their most sacred
friendship his blessing. Finally, he sighed and said:
“Perhaps it’s better this way. You can hold on to that time. You’re an old friend of hers. Perhaps you’ll see her
again. I still hope that the portrait returns to its rightful owner, that the painting will once again hang in Mushi’s
living room. It’s really too bad that I could only paint her outer appearance, but I couldn’t know her inner being.”
“Who really knew her?” Yuguo sighed deeply.
It was true. Not only did Yiyang and Yuguo not understand her, but Mushi, her own husband, never figured her
out. She seemed to have loved her husband and to have enjoyed her friends, but her spirit inhabited another world.
She lived with Mushi and often spent time in the company of friends, eating and talking. The first impression she
gave was of a lively, vivacious woman who was easy to be around. Only those who tried to get closer to her
realized the silences that separated them from her world. Her foggy expression said a lot about her despondency,
but it could not reveal the source of her depression.
“I didn’t understand her. She had changed too much. It was just too strange!” Yuguo, half in recollection,
continued. “Two years ago in winter, she suddenly showed up here in my living room. My wife and I sat with her
and accepted the gift she brought—the portrait.”
*
“Please keep it for me for now. I still have a long way to travel, and it will be inconvenient to take such a thing
along.”
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“Where are you off to? You’re by yourself?” I asked her. She smiled.
“Naturally I’m by myself. Otherwise I wouldn’t have brought the portrait with me.”
“Then … what about Mushi?”
“He … I did it for him. I was afraid it would just add to his grief. So I decided to ‘abscond’ with the painting.”
Again she smiled, but it was a forced, reluctant smile.
“What is going on?”
“There are so many people, so many things that just can’t be explained in terms of everyday convention. I’m
afraid I have no answer to your question.”
*
“Her thoughts seemed to drift and her tone of voice was quite mysterious, but there’s one thing I’m sure of—
her expression wasn’t the one you’ve captured in this portrait. Hers was clear and determined. And those weren’t
her eyes. I’d known her for so many years, since she was a girl, and I knew those eyes.”
Yuguo couldn’t help but flaunt their romantic past a bit, and for a moment grew animated.
“But those aren’t her eyes. Those look like something from an illustration in some sort of book. They’re not
the eyes Ziwei should have had. Ai, I can’t explain it. Anyway, she changed.
“I never saw her after that. Years passed without a word of news. Life has changed for so many of us. As for
me …”
Yuguo let out a sigh, but didn’t go on. There was no need to mention the details of his divorce. Yiyang had
heard it all before.
“As for the war, who knows when it will end? I’m not being negative or pessimistic, but the longer things drag
on, the more likely it will be that the common people suffer the most. I’m not a soldier, so I suppose I shouldn’t be
saying such things. If it weren’t for this war, my family would still be a family—and Mushi would never have had
to let Ziwei go. Don’t you think?”
“Are you saying that Mushi let Ziwei go?”
“Why not? The environment determines everything. Naturally, I’m not blaming Mushi. But in their case their
personalities determined both their environment and their lives. This is a tragedy of individuals, of society, and of
an era.
“Of course, they’re both still young. Perhaps they’ll love again. But Ziwei is in search of a life, not a lifestyle.
She probably won’t ever marry again, but she’ll never lack emotional stimulation. People go on about her
romantic affairs with this man and that, but this man and that are still here in this town. Ziwei, in the meanwhile,
is long gone. The concerns of a married man are far greater than those of a woman brave enough to leave her
husband. She has an extremely strong personality. She would never ruin her own future for love.”
“But isn’t she simply ruining herself instead?” Yiyang asked apprehensively.
“Naturally, she’s chosen a dangerous path. And those who love her ought to be concerned for her future.”
Exactly. Those who love her ought to be concerned about her future. But how should one show concern? How
could one show concern? Where was she? No one knew, or knew whether or not she was even safe. As he faced
the half-length portrait, Yuguo grew silent.
The artist Chen Yiyang finally consented to leaving the portrait with Yuguo. He was, after all, its partial owner.
The portrait became Yuguo’s companion. He even took it along on his travels and exhibited it wherever he went.
He grew used to talking to the painting. This connoisseur of Li Ziwei’s portrait had no idea of the stories it had
left to tell; nor did he realize that the owner of the portrait, You Mushi, well on his way to middle age, still waited
in loneliness, in anticipation that his colorful parrot would fly back home.
*
Oddly, the portrait eventually vanished from Yuguo’s living room. The thief left a note behind:
Forgive me. I’ve taken the portrait back without your consent. I haven’t found her, but I’m determined to uncover
what became of her. I’m about to begin a difficult journey. I’m taking the portrait with me in hopes that it will help me
ascertain whether or not she’s still alive.

“It was Mushi! Could it be Mushi?”
Yuguo grew excited. After reading the note, he had a hard time believing that a person who had locked himself
in his study for years would suddenly pick himself up, grab the portrait, and run off to the ends of the earth in
search of Ziwei.
“Is this possible?” Yuguo mumbled to himself, as an indescribable feeling of jealousy crawled like an insect
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through his psyche. Losing the portrait was like losing a god. He couldn’t live without the painting; he couldn’t
live without the memories needed to fill the emptiness inside. Determined to retrieve the portrait, he immediately
went to find Mushi at the address left on the note. In Mushi’s home, he found a young man much older than his
years. Yuguo’s excitement grew uncontrollably, but he stuck to his plan.
“Yiyang agreed. I’m supposed to hold on to this portrait. I must keep my promise.”
“What promise?”
“It’s a secret.”
“Could it be that there are still secrets between you and Ziwei?”
“No, you’ve misunderstood. The secret is in regard to you.”
“Me?”
“Yes. Yiyang asked me to keep the portrait. He believes that one day it will hang again in your living room.”
“Are you mocking me?” Yuguo couldn’t help but laugh nervously, then almost immediately continued
somberly,
“I’m not mocking you. Don’t get so excited.” Yuguo realized that he would have to think of a way to convince
Mushi, so he quickly changed the topic.
“You’re just too excitable. You might do something rash and destroy it. Yiyang treasures this portrait because
Ziwei adored it. Naturally, it should be in your possession. But more important, you should try to rebuild your
family, especially now that you’re determined to find Ziwei. I will not break my promise. Once you’re a family
again, I promise to return the painting to you.”
Yuguo was desperate to trick Mushi, but in reality he was lying to himself—all for the portrait. His voice
shook as he spoke. He hated Mushi; he despised his heartlessness. Time and again, Mushi had ripped his dreams
to pieces. He once possessed Ziwei and now he wanted to lay claim to her memory. What right did he have? What
right?
If Ziwei were meant to be yours, why did you let her go? She’s gone. You couldn’t have her. And now you want
to make me suffer? Like a common thief, you took a painting that’s rightfully mine.
Common courtesy was not lost on Yuguo as he swallowed a few last curses meant to inflict that final, fatal
blow. The tide could not be turned back, though—Mushi’s heart was irretrievably lost. He had closed the door.
Yuguo didn’t stand a chance.
Back home, the living room seemed so empty, so gloomy without the portrait. For the first time, he noted how
dark the room actually was. Even at night, an electric lamp wasn’t enough. He dreaded being alone there, but he
couldn’t break the habit of sitting quietly, facing that wall. Now it was nothing but a wall. Facing the spot where
the portrait once hung, he couldn’t help himself; his private conversations with the lady in the painting continued,
even though the painting itself was gone. He aged years in a matter of days. The pain was unbearable—a lost
love, divorce—his life was in a shambles. And now the portrait was gone. His spirit, his emotional state could
take little else. Seemingly on the verge of insanity, he cursed everyone and everything. He swore that he would
figure out some way to destroy the portrait. If he couldn’t have it, no one should. But Mushi was gone. How could
he possibly locate the portrait?
Several years passed. Mushi was said to have gone abroad, probably taking the portrait along with him. As old
age approached, Yuguo grew less able to bear the pain of having lost it. He couldn’t give up. He waited and
dreamed that one day the portrait would reappear. Morning and night, he prayed silently before that blank wall.
He believed that his sincerity would move Ziwei, that Ziwei would one day fly back to him and spend those final
years by his side.
Out of pity for his old friend, who was resigned to living on memories alone, the artist Chen Yiyang decided to
find a woman who resembled Ziwei so that he might create another portrait to give Yuguo as a gift. He asked
several friends to find him a model. Days later, he received an anonymous letter. Upon reading it, he couldn’t help
but cry out in surprise:
“Could it be Ziwei? She’s still alive—still here in this world!” The letter had been hastily written.
I’ve heard that you’d like to paint a portrait for an old acquaintance and that you need a model with similar features.
I’d love to meet with you. Perhaps in my face you might find traces of that same old friend. Don’t be surprised,
though,. that I’m no longer young. Even your brush won’t be able to retrieve my lost youth. Perhaps you might be
inspired; and if you still consider me a friend, you may even wish the new me well.

It had to be Ziwei. They agreed to meet and when they did, Yiyang hugged her as if she were a long-lost lover.
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He hadn’t realized until that very moment that he too had been in love with her. The Ziwei before him was like the
sun in springtime, vivacious and full of energy. She was no longer young—the Ziwei of old was gone—but
youth’s beauty is no match for the intelligence that comes with experience. Her eyes were still bright and
determined. If nothing else, her inner being was more youthful. She was so frank, so warm. As she spoke of life
after her departure and how she had come to recognize reality, every sentence drew Yiyang more closely to her.
She laughed when she heard why he was planning to paint another portrait.
“Is it worth wasting so much time and energy on a person who lives in the past?”
“How can you be so heartless?”
“I realize that everyone will blame me and call me heartless. But I refuse to make excuses. There are far too
many things left undone in this world. It’s not hard to catch hold of a young woman’s shadow. Because I respect
you as an artist, I wish you would create more meaningful works.”
“Are you saying that painting your portrait would be meaningless?”
“Don’t paint me. I’m just an ordinary person. Mine is but an ordinary life. I no longer swim in that sea of
emotions that I knew when I was young. I have my work. Or perhaps I should say, I have my career. I’m willing
to do more for others. It’s as simple as that. I have nothing to hide. Think about it—what’s the point of painting
my portrait? Would such a painting change someone's life? Yuguo would sit all day staring at the portrait and
talking to himself. His spiritual life would forever be locked in the past. You say you pity him, that I’m coldhearted. But is it wrong to be cold-hearted toward such a stubborn, selfish person? I don’t understand how I could
have ever loved him. The mind of a young woman is a strange place. Now as I think back, how laughable a young
woman’s emotions seem to me.”
“But young love is the most precious kind.”
“You believe that too?”
“I even envy Yuguo because you loved him first and not me.”
“Yiyang!”
Ziwei fell silent. It was obvious that she knew how to deal with such impasses. There was nothing left to
discuss. She declined Yiyang’s request; she refused to let him paint her portrait again. The portrait and the stories
it told finally divulged that she, Ziwei, had been the cause of a series of tragedies. She despised those who lived in
the past. She saw that the artist was destined to be another Yuguo, another Mushi. There was nothing to worry
about. She had already made up her mind. She felt no regret over their meeting, although she now knew that
Yiyang would never be able to wish the new her well.
And so concludes the final episode of the story of the portrait. Yiyang never again saw Ziwei. Both she and the
shadow of her younger self disappeared into the crowd without a trace. Those foggy eyes were never to appear
again. In Yiyang’s recent memory, those eyes were now as bright and determined as the scorching sun. It was that
pair of eyes that took Ziwei to a place Yiyang would never know. They left a lasting impression in the artist’s
memory. At one point he thought to reclaim the precious memory with his paintbrush, but alas, he was unable to
bring that final impression back to life.
255.144 An Interview With Zhao Luorui\fn{by Zhao Luorui by (1912-2000)} China (F) 2\fn{On May 24, 1994, I
interviewed Professor Zhao Luorui at her home in Beijing. In a city brimming with highrises, Zhao’s traditional courtyard home (with its
lovely garden and extraordinary collection of Ming Dynasty furniture and books) exudes a sense of Chinese history and culture. Zhao is of
course the foremost translator of Whitman in China. Her complete translation of Leaves of Grass was published in 1991 by Shanghai
Translations Press. ¶ The beauty of the garden and the triumph of Zhao’s translation should not blind us to the difficulties she has had to
overcome. From news reports, from Zhao’s graduate students, and from incidental bits of information she dropped in casual
conversation, it was possible to reconstruct some of the broader contexts of the translation. Zhao stud ied for her doctorate while her
husband, Chen Mengia, an internationally famous paleontologist, held appointments at the University of Chicago and Harvard. After
their return to China, her husband—who was also the first serious collector of Ming Dynasty furniture, and a highly regarded poet (his
works have recently been reissued)—was labelled a rightist (in part because of his opposition to the simplification of the Chinese
character). During the Cultural Revolution, their home was marked and repeatedly ransacked; their furniture was stolen; photo graphs of
Zhao’s husband were destroyed; and her own book of manuscript poems was taken. Eventually eighty percent of the furniture and most
of the books were returned, though her own poetry was irretrievably lost. (Some of the returned volumes now bear the stamp of the wife
of Chairman Mao.) Unfortunately, Zhao’s husband did not survive the Cultural Revolution. So when she says—as she does in an
understated way in this interview—that her translation was interrupted by the Cultural Revolution, she has hardly hinted at the
enormous strength and character that were required to complete her monumental translation. ¶ Professor Zhao’s work offers substantial
evidence of a renewed interest in Whitman in China. Her publisher, believing he had material that would sell, has issued in paperback a
selection of Whitman’s poems culled from the complete translation. And shortly after this interview was conducted, two aspiring poets at
Peking University sought out Liu Shusen (one of Professor Zhao’s students), because these “poets to come” had heard that Liu is
writing his dissertation on Whitman’s poetics. [Price now posits his first question to Zhao Luorui; these questions will subsequently
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be found at the end of the previous answers:H] When you studied at the University of Chicago [1944-1948], you found yourself in
themidst of R. S. Crane and the neo-Aristotelians. Did your interest in Whitman begin in that unlikely context, among formalists
who didn’t think much of Whitman? }

You’re right that the neo-Aristotelians and even the school of New Critics held Whitman in low regard. My
dissertation was about Henry James, though I had a course on Whitman.\fn{ Did that Whitman course lead to your
translating Leaves of Grass into Chinese?}
No, my translation was an assignment. A committee of scholars in China decides what to translate and who to
do it. I was known to be the translator\fn{In 1937} of The Waste Land.\fn{In 1937 If you had not been interested in doing
Whitman, could you have refused?}
No, one is not supposed to refuse.\fn{ It must have been quite an honor to be asked. What year did you start? }
In 1962. But very soon afterward, there was criticism of humanism, so I couldn’t do it. Then the Great Cultural
Revolution followed. Of course I couldn’t do it in those days. Actually in 1978 or even later, the publisher said to
me “now you can start.” This was after the death of Mao. I spent twelve years on it. I read all I could on Whitman,
and I studied in the Regenstein Library\fn{ On a return trip to the University of Chicago} whatever books I hadn’t read
before. I met Justin Kaplan, and I called up others such as Professor Allen.\fn{ Gay Wilson Allen} Professor Allen
recommended that I read his article on the use of metaphor. I came to know Arthur Golden and others.\fn{ James E.
Miller, Jr.—you must have seen him }
Yes, he was very helpful. He gave me copies of many Whitman books.\fn{Can you comment on the politics
of your assignment, why Whitman seemed an important writer to translate at that moment?}
I think the Chinese people, even the government, always considered Whitman a democrat and a very good
friend of the common people. Before my translation, as you know, there had been Chu Tunan’s Selected Poems
from Whitman’s Leaves of Grass,\fn{1955} and Li Yeguang completed the rest. They didn’t have orders from any
kind of committee—they just did it from their own interest.\fn{ Could you describe what the basic differences would be for a
Chinese reader who was interested enough to read both your translation and Li Yeguang’s translation?}
I don’t really know. I believe his translation is quite all right, though I must say I’ve never read it. I made a
point not to read it so I wouldn’t be influenced. Even now I’ve never read Li Yeguang’s translation.\fn{ I
understand that Chu Tunan was a very high official in the Communist Party. Did he have a particular political interest in Whitman, an
interest, say, in turning Whitman’s love of comrades into something in line with Marxist ideology? }
Yes.\fn{Did he also have a tendency to single out the political poems of Whitman for special emphasis? }

No. I think Chu Tunan made the correct selections. He translated the well-known poems, though he never
finished even those. He never translated “Passage to India,” for example. He had a friend to check his English—a
very well known professor from Peking University, Wang Minyuan.\fn{Am I right in thinking that Chu Tunan was fairly
unusual among the top Communist Party officials in being an intellectual? }
I wouldn’t call him an intellectual. He was chiefly inter ested in politics and public office. But I think he
chose Whitman because of the poet’s so-called advanced ideology. I respect him thor oughly. His
translation is quite good from the present point of view, except that the dictionaries he used were old. He
used some words and expressions from spoken Chinese that are not so popular nowadays, especially what
we call those helping auxiliaries. He sounds a bit anti quated. But I respect him as a translator. When I did
my own translation, though I never read Li Yeguang’s, I read Chu Tunan’s—and read every word of it—to
see if I should follow him word-for-word or correct him.\fn{ Were there a few poems that you felt were good enough to
follow Chu exactly?}
Yes, such as “Tears” and other of the shorter poems.\fn{ What did you find to be most difficult about translating
Whitman?}
As I said, I started as a translator with The Waste Land. I found, as I told David Kuebrich, that Eliot was
easier to translate. Eliot could be done literally, word by word. The allusions—I looked them up. That’s all. It
was not extremely difficult to translate The Waste Land. And I did some of James’s novellas, and I found
them more difficult—the sentences are so involved—than T. S. Eliot. But I found Whitman the most difficult.
I had to know the man before I could translate him. I didn’t need to know T. S. Eliot to translate his poetry.
But I did need to know Whitman as a man—his habits of thought, his background, his idiosyn cracies even—
in order to be able to translate him.\fn{ In the course of translating Whitman, did you ever throw up your hands in despair and
say that there are some parts of Leaves that are untranslatable?}
I had difficulties in translating certain sections of his poems, and I usually wrote to Professor Allen or
Professor James Miller for advice. They would suggest possibilities.\fn{ Is there anything in particular about Whitman’s
form that resists being rendered into Chinese? For example, the beginning of “Out of Cradle Endlessly Rocking” suspends the
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subject and verb until the very end of one long weaving sentence about what the man, recalling his boyhood, has experienced. When
you try to render that in Chinese, do you do anything to try to duplicate the feeling that sentence produces? }

In that case, I usually cut the long sentence into many short ones. But I try to follow the order of the sentence,
the tone, and the emphasis. There is no way of keeping the whole sentence together as one sentence because I
must say that, though I want to be faithful, I also want my Chinese to be fluent. I wouldn’t be so faithful that I
become too involved and difficult for readers to understand.\fn{ We’ve talked a bit about the difficulties of capturing
Whitman’s language and his rhetorical style in Chinese. Did you find it difficult to translate any of his ideas into Chinese? }
I think as far as ideas are concerned, there is not much difficulty. In fact, he is usually quite straightforward in
ideas. With the Four Quartets, in contrast, the ideas were sometimes baffling to our readers—mystical, religious.
(You know the Chinese are very practical people: we’re not very religious.) I don’t even think—perhaps people
won’t agree with me—I don’t think there’s any touch of mysticism in our philosophy, such as Confucius,
Mencius, and the great scholars. Mysticism seems not a Chinese trait.\fn{ What can you say about homosexuality in
Whitman? I’ve had several conversations with people here—whatever the accuracy of their remarks—who have argued that Chinese people
don’t have much understanding of gay issues. Since this is an important matter in Whitman studies, I wonder what your thoughts are. }

I am very faithful: I translate what Whitman is getting at. I don’t try to smooth over or suppress. I think,
nowadays, we don’t mind touching on the subject of sex. “To a Common Prostitute” is okay, and so are sections in
“Song of Myself,” including the one on touch. I think we accept those as privileges of an author.\fn{ Was it
Whitman’s ability to treat these matters that made him a liberating force for writers such as Guo Morou and Ai Qing? Or did other things in
Whitman move them?}

Democracy, I think. I suggested at one time to Li Yeguang that he write an essay on Whitman in China. He
also wrote a useful biography and edited a collection of essays on Whitman. These works are quite
good.\fn{My former student Guiyou Huang has also written an essay on Whitman in China for Walt Whitman and the World, a book
edited by Ed Folsom and Gay Wilson Allen. These studies of Whitman in China tend to survey Whitman’s reception in the past decades
of the twentieth century. Are there also important contemporary poets influenced by Whitman? }

There is not much poetry in present day China—at least I haven’t read much of it! It’s not nice of us, I
suppose, not to read modern literature, but in fact we don’t. As scholars we don’t go as late as the recent material.
1913

20.1 The Coffins\fn{by Lu Ling aka Hsü Su-hsing (1913- )} Kiangsu Province, China (M) 14
It was a well-to-do household, what rural folk call a country squire’s home. It was two li from Lai-lung-ch’ang,
situated on a steep slope overgrown with shrubs and weeds. The more level ground on the slope was walled in
with pieces of slate piled up to form a barrier. The side of the mountain that had been cleared to grow vegetables
overlooked a vast stretch of rice fields. Its old-fashioned watchtower stood erect and ungainly. Surrounding the
tower and the cluster of low tiled houses beneath it was a plastered brick wall built along the contour of the
uneven slope. The wall spread out from the compound to embrace greedily the expanse of land at its back. Five
years ago that vacant land did not belong to this household. Now, planted as a vegetable garden, it gave forth
vegetables and fruits in abundance with no recollection of the previous owner. Five years ago the former owner’s
whole family had died in a few days of an unknown illness, with the exception of a seven-year-old half-witted girl
who drifted away to the mining district some ten li or so away. Half a month after the unfortunate incident, the
heads of this household, Wang Te-ch’uan and his younger brother Wang Te-jun, announced to the neighbors a
fabricated version of the earlier history of this fertile plot of vacant land. They did so in order to convince the
others and above all themselves of the land’s novel history. At the same time, they quietly went about repairing
the back gate and enlarging the wall.
From that time on, the household prospered. Prior to this incident, if Wang Te-ch’uan and Wang Te-jun had
cared to remember, they had experienced fifteen years of poverty, hardship, and misfortune. They had both been
young, only around twenty then; but in those days, being young or being old really made no difference, for they
had to endure the same fate. Year after year of famine, bandits, and civil war devastated the village and
completely destroyed the people’s livelihood. Their father, a cruel, snobbish, and dissipated widower all his life,
followed his sworn brothers of the clandestine Society of Brothers\fn{ A note reads: Ku-lao hui, a secret society that
flourished in the late Ch’ing period, initially founded with the express purpose of overthrowing the Manchu government. Its members were
still active during the early republican era .}to other provinces and didn't once look back at the family he had left behind.

He died in a distant province. A younger brother, dreaming a hopeless dream, left home to join the army at that
time. He traveled to lands they had never even dreamed of. He didn’t write one letter to them.
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But the two brothers, Te-ch’uan and Te-jun, having married, couldn’t bear to leave their homeland to drift
hopelessly elsewhere; so they stubbornly chose to stay with their disasters and indigence. Wang Te-ch’uan ran a
dry goods store in Lai-lung, earning barely enough to feed his family. His younger brother raced wildly all over
the neighboring towns collecting payments for loans and extorting other loans. Sometimes he also peddled
sundries got on credit to help make ends meet.
But now, the days of privation had passed like the bad dream of a day long ago. Te-ch’uan and Te-jun didn’t
dwell on the past. Their sons and daughters were growing up to the age when they could put their hopes on them.
They enjoyed the power and glory that comes with wealth. Their destitute neighbors, hoping to borrow ten or
twenty dollars, often respectfully approached them to receive their disdain. Even those women who in the past
had looked down on them, or the lower river people who had fled here because of the war, now came to pay their
respects to their wives so that they could borrow some furniture or the grindstone. They would chatter excitedly
on and on about the once-rich, extravagant world they had never known which had been destroyed in the fires of
war.
Te-ch’uan was a hard-working, cautious man. He kept the interests of his family in mind at all times, bustling
around until he was exhausted. People could watch him during this time strutting solemnly, straining to pull a
huge, dry, tangled earth-colored tree stump toward home. It looked like the head of some monster, jerking
violently as it was wrenched up onto the steps and emitting a hideous cry, unwilling to advance any further. He’d
be forced to modify his imposing rigid posture and raise his arms up to embrace it. Other times he’d carefully roll
up his sleeves and hack away with a broken bamboo staff in the back yard to loosen up bean stalks that someone
had drenched with water. This kind of physical labor made him happy, strengthening his cool pride, and caused
him to look down on the rest of the world, despising those who didn’t labor or who labored on worthless tasks.
His younger brother, in his eyes, was lazy and insolent, one of the ones whom he despised.
But Te-jun had equal disdain for his elder brother. He disapproved of his brother’s cunning and stinginess and
his cruelty to the tenants. He thought he hardly possessed any human qualities. On the other hand, Wang Te-jun
lived a dissolute life of his own, indifferent to criticism. He operated an opium den in his back room. He sold
vegetable oil, t'ung oil,\fn{A note reads: T’ung, a general term for paulowina or phonenix tree. T’ung is a special kind of tree whose
seeds contain 30 or 40 percent oil content, used mainly for making lacquer .}and other commodities that were easily salable.
When he bargained with his customers, he raised his voice rudely and wouldn’t let them argue. Everyone who had
dealt with him in the past marveled that such a dissipated man still had so much energy!
Their wives proved to be perfect matches for them. Te-ch’uan’s wife was plump and beady-eyed with a double
chin, and had the kind of face described by her fellow villagers as “prosperous-looking.” She was as crafty as she
was proud. Te-jun’s wife was a shrew, dissolute and malicious. The two women often quarreled. When they did,
Wang Te-ch’uan’s wife always first snorted a deep “humph” in her irritating sort of way and slapped the table
with her fleshy palms. The object of her scorn, Te-jun’s wife, would then let loose a torrent of abuse from the back
of the house in her high-pitched, excited voice. She accompanied her complaints with a rhythmic slapping of her
hands together as if she were beating time to a melody. Then Te-ch’uan’s wife would coolly walk into the house
and, without making a sound, begin to mend clothes or twist hemp into thread.
The back room where Te-jun lived was crowded every night with opium smokers. The store owners and
landlords who came here brought their thick phlegm, quiet anger, and cynical smiles with them. They talked
business and relayed gossip on whose daughter was sleeping with whom. At such times, because Te-jun’s wife
didn’t trust their plump maid Su-fen to prepare the midnight snack for the smokers, she had to busy herself in the
kitchen. She joined excitedly in the conversations, cursing Wu-erh’s wife for cutting the squares of beancurd too
small, as she plucked feathers from the chicken submerged in a pot of hot water. Her children welcomed this time
of night because they could get a little spending money and, led by the oldest, Hei Wa-tzu, they would go down to
the stand on the corner to buy peanuts to eat. They acted as if it were some kind of festival, yipping like puppies
and turning somersaults on the ground.
Late at night, when the younger brother’s guests were about to leave and sometimes a second group was
coming, the older brother would just be finishing going over the account books. He would lock the drawer,
carefully wiping clean the white lacquered surface after recording the day’s creditors or the merchandise to be
bought for the following day. As he left the store for home, he would be deep in thought and walk dumbly along
the dark road, lightly sucking on his long pipe. He would hold his head low, his left hand repeatedly tugging at his
sleeve, like a man in winter afraid of the cold—an old habit. His gaunt, sheep-like face was every now and then
revealed by the flash of the pipe. It was an expressionless face with insolence frozen on it.
By the time he neared home, at the point where the stubby watchtower became visible out of the shadow of the
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surrounding trees, from force of habit he would take the pipe out of his parched mouth and a contented smile
would come to his lips. But strangely, as soon as he entered the gate, he would become displeased and begin to
seethe inside. Hearing the persistent low buzzing noise coming from the back room where his younger brother’s
patrons were, he would angrily spit out a wad of phlegm onto the ground. But if it fell onto the path, he would
ruefully return to press it into the earth under the sole of his cloth shoe.
Though he despised his brother as much as the spit in the road, he still went over to the opium den every
evening to chat with the guests, sometimes even buying a turn at the opium pipe himself, doing what a respected
head of a family ought to do.
This prosperous household would not retire until well past midnight every night when the neighbors had long
since gone to sleep. At that time even the low, dull, and monotonous sound of soybeans being ground in the house
of Wu-ehr-sao,\fn{A note reads: Literally, the wife of one’s older brother; often used, as here, as a polite or convenient title for a
friend’s wife.}who stayed up the latest, had been swallowed up by the silent night. At that time, the household’s gate
would open and guests, their cheeks aglow, would patter down the path lighting their way with paper lanterns.
Following the lanterns’ dim light, they would disappear into the fields, scattering life’s fatigue behind them.
*
Wang Te-ch’uan arose early and inspected their possessions in the courtyard. Having finished, he passed
through the watchtower, preparing to go out to the back yard to count the oranges on the trees. But a weak cry
caused him to stop in the filthy corridor.
He saw the maid, Li-sao, the wife of a tenant carpenter, squatting down, one hand gripping a bamboo basket at
her feet which was full of corn, the other hand raised high, covering her eyes. Her hair was disheveled, the back of
her shirt ripped into shreds. The shreds lightly fluttered back and forth as she cried.
He stamped his feet angrily. Li-sao turned around and hurriedly scrambled to her feet, turning her tear-stained,
swollen face to him.
“What are you up to this early in the morning?”
“Master—”
“Where did you get this corn?” He pulled up his sleeve and bent over to grab a fistful. He tossed the shiny,
dark yellow corn in his palm. “These aren’t bad, huh?”
“I bought them by the river, Master,” Li-sao stuttered as she wiped away her tears.
“What? This early and you’ve already gone to the river and back? Thirty li?”
“I went last night.”
“Nonsense. How much was this a bushel?”
“Only sixty-five.” A satisfied smile appeared on the poor woman’s face. “At the market it sells for ninety.”
Te-ch’uan glared at her, then laughed uncomfortably.
“Bring me two bushels tomorrow.”
The woman sucked in her breath and was silent.
“What are you crying for?” The master had just remembered his original question.
“Me?” Li-sao began to cry again, but then stuck out her lip, and contained herself. “I didn’t have anything to
eat at all yesterday. I can’t move this bushel any further.”
“What about your old man? He’s building a house. Why hasn’t he come back?”
The woman stared dumbly at the master with frightened bloodshot eyes. “The army took him away.” She
screamed, “Master, lend me twenty dollars, huh?”
When Te-ch’uan heard money mentioned, his beady eyes bulged angrily. The carpenter Li Jung-ch’eng owed
him a year’s rent. Even though she was working for them for two years as a laborer, that still wouldn’t pay off the
debt. Besides, he even let them live in the basement of the watchtower.
“And where would I get the money, Li-sao?” he said, then spoke to her in a low voice. “You hurry up and tell
LiJung-ch’eng to come back here! This can’t go on much longer. I don’t have any money, I’m a poor man too.”
He was moved by his own mention of poverty, and took the occasion to air what was bothering him. His face
paled uneasily, his lips trembled.
But he saw immediately that this woman had simply not paid any attention to what he had said. She stupidly
raised her eyes toward the golden oranges on the tree in the back yard, glittering in the bright autumn sunlight.
“Master,” she began again, screwing up her puffy face, mechanically pleading with him. “Rescue my
husband.”
“Humph. What a joke. What can I do about important government matters like that? Those thieving army
brigades.”
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Li-sao no longer looked at him, but raised the basket and continued on to the watchtower. She went blindly
about her chores: gathering firewood, emptying the corn into the pot, crying all the while. She was a woman given
to daydreaming. Even when hard labor made her tired and weak, and despair blinded her to the events around her,
she had only to stare off into space and she would begin to daydream.
She would dream the steamboat in the river was heading for the flourishing city and taking those lovable
country folk with it. And the one who stood out from them all was her bad-tempered, cowardly husband. She
dreamed they were on a battlefield, an endless plain bathed in blood. Overhead, planes circled like eagles. But
suddenly the dry grass scorching her hands brought her back to reality. She rubbed her eyes and leaned down to
press her swollen face near the opening of the stove to blow weakly at the fire.
Te-ch’uan yelled toward the stone house from the back yard:
“Li-sao, hurry up and finish eating. You have to cook the hog’s feed. Your pot—”
He grumbled to himself as he walked to the orange grove, raised up his long pipe, and counted the oranges.
“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight … fifteen altogether. Those sons-of-bitches are hiding behind the
leaves!” He laughed happily, exposing his yellowed teeth. But having counted three times, he was still five short.
“It must be that little half-breed Hei Wa-tzu who did it! Little bastard—who knows whose bastard he really is?
‘Not teaching the son is the fault of the father,’” he reflected angrily, sighing and squinting into the lovely autumn
sun. Hei Wa-tzu was Te-jun’s eldest son, thirteen this year. He had a special talent for swiping oranges. By Tech’uan’s count, he had already stolen forty-two and they weren’t even ripe yet.
That made Te-ch'uan angry. No doubt about it, he owned this line of orange trees. Like everything else he
owned, they had a history behind them that he prized. Two years ago, because of the war, people from other
provinces had fled here. Houses were built up on the opposite slope. When they built brick kilns on the slope, he
moved the trees to his house. Before that, these large young trees had stood guard on the slope as if they were its
brothers. The kiln’s owner wanted to chop them down. When he found out about it, he thought it would be a pity,
so he took the matter up with his family. “Whoever moves these six trees home can have the oranges when they
bear fruit. They’re certain to bear a crop.” He had spoken solemnly, pulling at his left sleeve: “Those lower river
people are too stupid, they don’t understand at all. But I’m thinking of planting them in the back yard of the
house. They’ll be sure to bring us prosperity.’ But the main object of this proposal, his younger brother, coolly
rolled his eyes in disgust.
Growing angry, Te-ch’uan immediately took some laborers over to move the trees home. He swore that even if
they never bore fruit, he wanted to take care of them, to cultivate them for timber and make up for this insult. But
the second year they gave him hope, bearing twelve small green oranges. He had won. He watered and fertilized
them and dug up the ground himself, and this year all at once they began to thrive, bearing more than a hundred
oranges. But Te-jun’s wife and children picked them to eat when they were still green. It was as if these six
beautiful trees had originally been growing on the common ground between the two houses and had been
cultivated by the sweat of both men, as if Te-ch’uan’s words in the past had never been spoken.
He once again memorized the number of oranges—altogether sixty-three. Then, deep in thought, wearing a
troubled expression on his face because of Li-sao’s early morning crying, he returned to the house for breakfast.
There he ran into his younger brother, who had just gotten up. Te-jun, his shirt thrown over his shoulder,
abruptly spit on the ground and rushed past him toward the door as if he were a wooden post. Grunting an
acknowledgment of his presence, the younger brother stood in the doorway, pulled down his pants, and urinated
freely onto the steps.
Te-ch’uan stood stiffly behind him and looked on.
“Hei Wa-tzu stole some more oranges. And they were ripe ones too."\fn{ A note reads: Earlier, the oranges in Wang Tech’üan’s opinion “weren’t even ripe yet.” Here they become “the ripe ones.” Wang is apparently twisting the facts to emphasize that what
Hei Wa-tzu had stolen was worth money.}

As his brother turned around, he blurted out these words, though he had originally intended to add a word of
admonition. Moreover, he felt rather embarrassed that his voice had sounded so feeble and submissive. Thus his
earlier distressed, rigid expression immediately returned to cloud his features.
The sockets of his younger brother’s eyes still betrayed darkish lines from the debauch of the previous night.
He appeared sullen and dazed, acknowledging his brother’s words only with an abrupt snort. As his brother was
about to speak again, he brushed past him and headed into the small yard, his shirt unbuttoned and his breath
offensive.
“Mother’s!\fn{A profanity.} Bring me some water!” Standing beside the rock cistern, he shouted back toward
the house.
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Te-ch’uan was stunned. During breakfast, his silent, angry face made his wife and children uneasy. Finally, he
told his wife about the incident concerning the oranges. His wife listened, responding only by setting down her
bowl to wipe her mouth. Then, picking the bowl up again, she began eating without changing her expression, as if
she were telling him this incident wasn’t worth disturbing their meal over. But when he related what had gone on
with Li-sao, she wrinkled her brow.
By the time Te-jun was eating breakfast, his older brother had already walked down to the stone-paved road,
tugging continuously at his sleeve (as if he were using the cuff to aid in his meditation), and headed for town. The
younger brother ate a huge amount. He worked his square dark mouth up and down as he noisily chomped and
gulped his food. His red tongue sprayed spit as he licked the bowl and then his own lips, like a wild beast
gnawing at a bone. Underneath the table, his legs tensed and shook from the physical pleasure of his eating. Hei
Wa-tzu, fearful that his father’s knuckle would fall on his head, uneasily shifted himself to the far end of the
bench. His father really had eaten too much, but still looked over the dishes on the table in his insatiable manner
and plucked up a large hot pepper, dipped it in fermented wheat sauce, and stuffed it in his mouth. Finally, he
squinted his sore, tired eyes and spoke to Hei Wa-tzu.
“So, you dog, you stole-oranges again!” He stuck out his chest and burped. “Mother’s. I’m full.”
Hei Wa-tzu suddenly understood him, and stared excitedly at him, a beastly grin on his face.
“Hurry and eat!” The mother rapped the child’s skull with her chopsticks. “Those oranges don’t just belong to
them, anyway,” she shouted at Wang Te-jun. “Why can’t we eat them? Don’t try to put on airs with us!” She stuck
out her lip, laughing disdainfully at the elder brother’s stinginess.
“Of course we can eat them.” Te-jun smiled contentedly, and opened his oily yellow eyes, now kindling with
desire. “Well, you watch out! I’ll screw the brains out of you tonight!”
“Fart!” The woman giggled excitedly, then raising her voice, yelled toward the back room: “Su-fen, you’re as
lazy as a pig. Come clear off the table!”
“Women must always act like women. You insolent slut!” The man stood up, stretched, then yawned. “What’s
all the fuss over a few orange trees, anyway? They aren’t worth a damn! That old bag of bones, he’s so cheap he
won’t even spend money to buy salt! I just can’t stand—” He stopped, and looked up at the dazzling sky
overhead. “I hope the Jap planes won’t be coming again today. Oh, I’ve got something to tell you.” He bent over,
covered his hairy mouth with his hand and drew near her ear. “Old Li was dragged off to join the army.”
The woman put on a serious expression for a moment, and then burst out into a gale of laughter.
“Ha! Taken away! Then that bastard won’t get his goddam rent money!”
He licked her smelly ear; she raised up her hand to slap him, laughing uncontrollably. Hei Wa-tzu, confused,
stared at them.
After a while, he picked up a thick staff and slowly walked to the back yard to begin his day’s work. He
walked slowly under the autumn sun, lazily heading wherever his feet took him. He had things to do in any
direction he might go. There were quarrels, newly minted gossip, and the unsavory village news awaiting him
everywhere he might go.
His wife, having given the maid instructions, hurried after him.
*
After husband and wife had gone, the plump maid Su-fen sneaked out to the back yard, grasping her belly as
she went, and quickly ran through the sun-soaked yard to the basement of the brick tower. Li-sao’s corn wasn’t
ready yet. She should have ground the corn first, but she had absentmindedly just dumped the corn whole into the
pot. Not knowing quite what to do with the tough kernels, she was becoming desperate.
Su-fen went in and excitedly called to her, “Li-sao, are you all right?”
Li-sao stared at her in hate, wearily shutting her eyes, and then cried out, “I ate some stones, I’m going to die.
Die!”
Plump Su-fen sighed, retreated a step, then advanced toward her three steps. Taking a bundle wrapped in
leaves out of her dirty apron, she opened it. A warm heap of rice topped with pickled vegetables appeared before
the starved woman’s eyes.
“Eat it,” Su-fen urged happily.
Li-sao threw up her hands, thrashing at the air. “Aren’t you afraid they’ll find out?” she said, and was about to
continue but her mouth was filled with rice. She wolfed it down like a wild woman.
Having finished, she stared absently at her companion. She shouted, then wept. “Have you eaten, Su-fen? I ate
your breakfast. And I used to hate you too.”
“I’ve eaten,” the plump young girl replied, rubbing her coarse hands together uneasily, her face flushed with
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happiness. “Really. I’ve already eaten. I just finished. I have to go hoe the beans now. I’ve already eaten.” She
gestured with her hand, then quickly left the house.
*
Wang Te-ch’uan always attended to his affairs carefully and steadily. If he weren’t going every day to take a
look at his lands, he would be going to town to take care of business. His circumstances began to improve. He
was glad that his ventures were all succeeding. The month before he had bought three hundred callies of vegetable
oil. Just within the past two weeks the price had shot up dramatically. So he managed the business with greater
care and on harsher terms. He would stand adamant over even ten cents in bargaining with the housewives from
other provinces and the wives of the workers in the brick factory and coal mines. In mid-October he hired a
reliable young distant cousin to be his clerk and relieve him of petty chores. He then spent some of his time in an
old rattan chair at home, sunning himself and puffing on his water pipe. This was what he had dreamed of for
many years: to become celebrated as a powerful master with time on his hands, the respected elder of his
household. But he was unable to savor it for very long. It made him restless. He had to go twine hemp into rope or
count the heaps of toilet paper or else he would feel uncomfortable, as if he had become ill. On his thin yellow
face there always appeared a look of helpless stupidity. Worries he had brought upon himself plagued him,
making him struggle without dignity like a carp trapped in a muddy pool of water. His stubbornness and pride
separated him from his neighbors. His neighbors looked down on him for leading such a wretched existence when
in fact he could afford to live a better one.
As for his younger brother, though it seemed as if he hadn’t a care in the world, he ran into some trouble
during this time too. The local authorities carried out strict searches and the tiny opium den was threatened. His
voice wasn’t raised quite so loud anymore. He didn’t know for what reason, but many times when he quarreled he
didn’t win. As he walked along, he appeared lost in thought, but this meditation was more real than his older
brother’s. In sum, even if he were to be defeated, like a smuggler shot down on the border, he still wasn’t as pitiful
as his older brother, a man inside his own home frightened by his own shadow.
But half a month passed and nothing out of the ordinary happened. Everything went along peacefully as
before.
One evening, Wang Te-jun’s opium-smoking patrons had just left when a strong wind came up. It was like a
mouth of iron teeth gnawing at the rafters, causing the watchtower and other buildings to shake. Te-jun was a
heavy sleeper; if he weren’t slapped on the head, he would never wake up. But Te-ch’uan wasn’t the same at all.
When the strong wind arose and rattled the door just once, he couldn’t sleep. He lit a lamp and went outside,
protecting the flame with his hand, looking all around, as he thought he had heard a swishing noise of somebody
walking. He saw nothing. But as he was looking around, his hardened heart was secretly opened a bit by the
severe, forbidding scene impressed upon him. In the cold night, he gained a fresh perspective on all about him,
suddenly parted from his worries and the muddled state of his whole life. But as he hunched over and took
another look, everything that carried the record of his hard, bitter life came back to him again, speaking to him
without words:
The old, worn table said, “Since the day you were married, I’ve been here. I was made by that pock-marked
carpenter who was later killed.”
The black lacquer plaque inscribed with the words Prolific Writings and Gathering Herbs, hanging on the left
wall of the main hall, said: “Your grandfather, your grandfather.”
The broken stone cistern in the yard also spoke with similar words. Even the black brick building standing out
above the fence and the huge t’ung tree at its back, screeching in the gale, angrily yet sorrowfully wept: “We’ve
been here for two hundred years. Two hundred years! Your life will never get better. You’re going to lose
everything!”
The master was stunned. The dark, dusty furnishings, the sturdy old trees—they could live for so many years!
But in this ceaselessly changing world, he went blindly on with his business, vainly wearing down his life, not
giving them a minute’s notice. Yet they were the real rulers!
He grew frightened. A gust of wind blew out the lamp. He leaned against the doorway in remorse, pitifully
muddled sounds coming from his lips.
He didn’t know why, but putting down the extinguished lamp, he passed through the small patio, opened the
gate, and walked down the steps into the big yard. Then he thought he heard a rustling noise from the corner of
the yard that the gusts of wind were covering up. He walked nearer. The sound wasn’t his imagination. He saw a
black shadow darting around like a dog. The wind blew open his shirt. He suddenly trembled with fear.
“Who is it?” he called out sharply.
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Hearing this sound, like someone believing in his own uprightness, he grew more courageous and slowly
crossed the yard toward it.
The black shadow emitted a piercing screech and, standing up, turned into a human form. He immediately
recognized the hapless Li-sao. He stepped closer, and discovered an overturned basket to one side. But he didn’t
speak at first (if he had been his younger brother, he would have immediately become furious and begun beating
her). He only bent down to investigate. In the basket and spilled over the ground were pieces of coal stolen from a
pile at the base of the wall, plus several sticks of kindling.
He fingered the coal, sternly questioning Li-sao.
“Just what are you doing?”
“It’s for the stove,” the unfortunate woman cried out in reply.
“I just bought it today. Forty-eight dollars’ worth!” He pointed to the wall, his voice harsh. “How could you?”
A gust of wind struck his face, forcing him to close his mouth. “How could you take these for fuel!” he shouted,
shielding his mouth with his hand.
Li-sao trembled all over like a reed. Her initial cries of terror changed to mournful sobbing, and spreading out
her hands, then drawing them together, she knelt before her master.
“Save me! Forgive me! This coal …” She clutched his gown and wept, her weeping and pleading meant not so
much to obtain his forgiveness as to change her hopeless pain into an ardent outpouring of grievances.
Wang Te-ch’uan was shaken, but he immediately recovered, extracted himself from her grip, and retreated a
step. Crying upset him, making him lose his composure. Another strong gust of wind hit the wall of the house, as
if whistling up the muzzle of a hidden gun.
The gust passed, and his anger rose. He began his examination.
“Why were you stealing coal? Answer me! Stand up!”
Li-sao weakly scrambled to her feet and stood woodenly before him, silent for a long time. “Uh, uh, ah, ah,. . .
oh,” her tongue clucked indistinctly. She then took the master completely by surprise by screaming at him as if
she had just awakened from a nightmare:
“Master, I’m so scared that Old Li’s been shot. I had a dream, got up, and wanted to take a little coal, so I went
out. I don’t know. The wind was so strong!”
“Nonsense, you witch!” Wang Te-ch’uan shouted back.
“I was freezing to death. I got sick from the cold. I wanted to start a fire.” She lied calmly, as if she believed it
herself.
Her tone of voice infuriated Te-ch’uan. When angered, he tended to panic and not know what to do next.
Finally, he picked up a piece of wood from the ground and aimed at the thief’s shoulders.
The servant woman, struck by the stick, began to cry and fled toward the stone house. Te-ch’uan slowly
pursued her, as if he were chasing a dog who had no hope of escape. He went right into the house.
“What do you have to say for yourself?”
He ground his teeth and whined, “You stole from me, you lawless creature!”
His eyes darted around the room, searching for something he could take away with him. It wasn’t good moral
conduct to beat a defenseless woman in the middle of the night, so he thought he might as well take away her only
new gown. He inched over to the corner of the room, took the blue gown off the hook as if he were removing his
own garment, and stuck it under his arm. But at that very instant, the frightened Li-sao, coiled in the other corner,
madly sprang at him. She clutched him tightly, silently trying to win back her last possession. When she couldn’t
rip it from his grasp, she began to butt him with her head and bite him. They tugged at the blue gown for a minute
until Te-ch’uan, overcome with fear, let go. He scurried out of the house as she stooped to pick up a broken bowl
to throw at him. As he ran up the steps to the main house, he could hear the bowl crash behind him in the yard.
“She’s mad—mad!”
He shrank back, rubbing his chest.
The strong wind whistled overhead, then whooshed down to earth. The stone house shook violently, and rattled
tiles off the roof. A splitting sound pierced the silence. A huge branch from the t’ung tree outside the wall crashed
to the ground. Wang Te-ch’uan, terrified, clutched at his head, and gazed back at the stone house. The wind died
down. The heavens appeared calm and ashen. The sky was larger than just a second before. The shattered trunk of
the t’ung tree, bereft of leaves and tall branch, rose silently into the sky.
The master of the household fled inside the house.
Early the next morning, his serenity regained, he quietly stole out the back door.
The t’ung tree, having lost one of its main branches, seemed to have had its arm chopped off. The branch was
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attached to the main trunk by only a large strip of whitish bark. The dark luxuriant leaves and tiny brown nuts
were scattered on the ground, rustling in the cool morning breeze.
A section of rotted wood had fallen on the vegetable garden, one end thrust in a puddle of water as if searching
for a little moisture.
At first Wang Te-ch’uan had been bitter and depressed, thinking it a bad omen. But later he came to feel quite
lucky, since if the hollow branch had fallen on the other side, it would have crushed the wall and pigpen. In the
end, he suddenly discovered an unsuspected usefulness in this section of wood; he was overjoyed and completely forgot about the unpleasantness of the night before. He rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, set his jaw firmly,
and raced around the snapped-off branch. He measured its length and width with his water pipe.
“This is mine!” he thought to himself gratefully, because he was sure that his younger brother wouldn’t have
thought of it. “Rotten”—he ripped off the rotting bark—“but this is mine. It doesn’t matter that it’s rotten.”
He had many reasons he couldn’t put into words that proved the branch was his. Then he thought of its use: the
village and countryside had been in need of some medium-priced coffins lately. This section of wood was enough
to enclose eight corpses, and enough to earn him a thousand dollars.
That afternoon three carpenters came, took the wood, and began sawing away at it. But, hearing the low
whining sound, he slipped back into that pitiful worrying he was subject to. His high spirits vanished. When it was
turning into reality, when the captivating notion of hope turned into a weary progression of reality under the ashen
sky, the ominous shadow that had come the night before reappeared to him. His mind became fuddled; he felt
hollow inside, dejected. What was there to get excited about? The branch had fallen over. It belonged to him. Of
course it should be made into coffins!
Besides, gripped by that stark impression, he didn’t dare tell his shrewd wife what had happened that night. He
only informed her dispiritedly that to make coffins from such a piece of timber was a worthwhile venture. But her
attitude in the matter, like her attitude toward anything that was an actuality and taking place before her, was to
treat it as nothing especially interesting. Nothing seemed to startle her or pierce her cold, indifferent heart. When
she heard the carpenters were coming, she only raised her head slightly from her bent-over position winding hemp
thread. In a low voice, she slowly instructed her children to tell them to return all the excess wood scraps and
pieces and not let anyone else get them.
*
During all this Te-jun and his wife appeared magnanimous, as if nothing had happened they should feel
wronged over. They spent the whole afternoon roaming around outside. Even Hei Wa-tzu had run off somewhere.
He hadn’t stolen any oranges that day, nor did he come near the bustling scene where the coffins were being
made.
This silence perplexed Te-ch’uan. He now felt he had no good reason to keep this piece of timber all to
himself, but he hadn’t the courage to make acknowledgments that worked to his own disadvantage. He began to
hate Te-jun, blaming his vacillation on his brother’s silence. The wood was his; yet his brother’s long silence
made him feel as if it weren’t rightly his. Rage blinded him.
But the incident that occurred the next day was especially infuriating.
After breakfast he had planned to go to town. Just outside the gate, however, he saw Te-jun and his three hired
hands sawing down the old walnut tree. He stopped short and, white with rage, crossed over to where they were.
The younger brother wore a small felt cap, and snuffled through his nose. He spoke to the workmen in a hoarse
but happy voice: “This would cost three hundred dollars in the market.”
Te-ch’uan shouted at him, “What are you doing? That’s a lucky tree!”
The younger brother turned around, glanced disdainfully at his brother, took his hand out of the pocket of his
long gown, and bent over to blow his nose.
“It’s to make a coffin.” He spoke, holding his nostril. “The wood is excellent.”
“Well, that’s just fine, brother.” The older brother smiled uncomfortably. “Let’s go into the house. I have
something to discuss with you.”
“Make it tomorrow.”
The older brother motioned at the sky with his water pipe, staring at him gravely. “You should have at least
told me before you started.”
“Tell you? Your wood is white and rotten!” The younger brother laughed. “This one’s mine—red wood and
fragrant!”
“You’re just trying to make trouble!”
“Oh, so you can commit arson but I can’t light a lamp, huh? Let’s divide the household,” Wang Te-jun replied,
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and leaped onto a nearby rock.
Te-ch’uan considered this bitterly as he watched them saw through the slowly canting old walnut tree. Like a
scrawny puppet’s, his arm tensed and his body jerked. He screamed passionately, “You loafer! You good-fornothing! Are you out of your mind? You want to divide the household, huh? Just what kind of a household do you
have? And do you know what kind of a family we are? Have our ancestors mistreated you in any way?”
He bowed curtly, then raised his poor head, tears welling in his eyes.
But Te-jun, whiskers bristling with rage, chanted piously: “Ancestors! Ancestors like hell! I know as much as
anyone what is right and what is wrong, and I can tell you that we’re all evil men!” He was shaking. “Who did
that t’ung tree belong to? And you made it into coffins!”
“The storm blew it down!”
“The ancestors sent that storm to test your resolution!”
The older brother trembled.
The younger brother continued to shout. “I’m a common man, straightforward through and through. I’ve never
harbored an evil thought, but if you want to fight, here are two fists to meet you …” He stared at his fists, his face
contorted. “I can’t stand your goddam crooked ways! You bastards have no sense of what’s fair. Shameless
bastards.” He jumped down from the rock and turned toward the hired hands:
“Go ahead and cut it down!”
The walnut tree swayed and crashed to the ground.
Te-ch’uan returned home in a daze. “Coffins! Coffins! Ancestors! Coffins!” he mumbled, heading toward the
yard, but then he stopped abruptly. The workmen were ruining the timber. “Be more careful. Make sure you don’t
waste anything.” He pointed at a piece of rotten wood and shouted angrily. “You can patch this up. Just plane the
top!”
Without finishing, he ran blindly into the house and settled into the old rattan chair. He sighed.
“I won’t give in. This is terrible, terrible.” His fear turned into the bitterness of defeat. He hung his head.
“Damn if I don’t … no, I’m still going to do it. I’ll get another carpenter. I’m not that easy to push around!”
Li-sao came in. She put her hands in her pockets and stopped short. “Master!” she called out happily.
Te-Ch’uan looked at her in surprise. He asked sharply, “And what are you so happy about?”
“Old Li’s come home.”
The master got stiffly to his feet, reflected a moment, then demanded, “What did he come back for?”
“He knocked on the door just as the sun was coming up. Master—” She hesitated.
Te-ch’uan quickly remembered he could dispense with hiring another carpenter. “Tell him to come here right
away!” He showed his teeth as he smiled, and gestured to her.
She sighed and wiped away her tears, gazing steadily at him. “His back’s sore and swollen, and his chest hurts.
He’s sick.”
“Then why did he come back?” Te-ch’uan asked sharply.
“He escaped from the city.” The woman smiled timidly, almost obscenely trying to curry favor. “He wants to
borrow twenty dollars from you.”
“Rubbish!” Te-ch’uan replied. His neck swelled and he stretched it, as if something were hard to swallow. He
just stopped himself from calling her a shameless bitch. “Tell Old Li to come here,” he croaked finally.
Li-sao retreated, hanging her head.
Wang Te-ch’uan sat quietly in the rattan chair and began to smoke. After his quarrel with Li-sao, the regimen
of daily life was helping him conquer the confusion in his mind. He could think about things, returning to more
normal worries. The way of life before him still seemed gray and desolate. His brother the opium den owner and
the thick smoke blown from the mouths of his customers quickly vanished.
“This doesn’t make any difference. Wait and see,” he thought. “It shouldn’t bother me that he’s taken
advantage of me. He won’t be able to live a good life. He won’t make it. He sure won’t,” he mused bitterly,
seeking a vitory in his own mind. “You’re not going to succeed! But me, why, tomorrow I’ll put Old Li to work.
That’s it. Put him to work!”
Wang Te-jun’s walnut coffins, altogether four of them, were ready in two days. His courageous wife ordered
Hei Wa-tzu to collect the wood scraps. He cleaned out the work area with unusual alacrity and thoroughness. As
soon as a piece fell from one ax, he would race over and snatch it up, oblivious to the sharp blade. At the same
time, he kept a sharp eye on the other ax.
The coffins were laid out between the watchtower and the wall, so that the yard shrank in size and seemed at
once an industrious and a gloomy place. Wang Te-jun’s coffins, exactly as he had boasted, were a reddish color.
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Wang Te-ch’uan's were a sickly white, and, because the wood wasn’t all of a piece, they appeared pocked all over.
The coffins stood bloodthirstily gaping at the sky, yawning like weary beasts, guarding this special corner of the
yard.\fn{A note reads: Litereally, the coffins have their “fierce foreheads protruding, their sharp chins held high—the kind of gesture that
belongs to the most bloodthirsty of men.” For the sake of clarity, the editors have recast this sentence .}
*
Li-sao’s husband, the carpenter Li Jung-ch’eng, had been seized by two soldiers as he ran down a hill to
relieve himself near the construction site in a village ten li away. He planned his escape even as he was forced to
go with them, but was shot and wounded in the stomach by the soldiers.
After one month, he did succeed in fleeing the town.
He was an ill-tempered, ornery creature with strong but formless desires, lacking in willpower. He was also in
poor health. Despite his wound, he had been crazy enough to make the hundred-li journey home in one effort,
unwilling to rest along the way. When he reached his poor but well-loved dwelling, he was half conscious and
could move no further. Li-sao happily lay down next to him and spent the whole night murmuring, “Thank the
Buddha, he’s come back. He’s come back.”
The next day she somehow managed to borrow a few dollars, but the carpenter ranted and raved so much that
the Taoist priest, who was acting as doctor, was frightened away. He told her not to bother with doctors. All he
needed was some liquor to mix herbal medicines with and he’d be fine. He was sure he wasn’t really seriously ill,
just chilled from the cold. Li-sao knew her husband’s temperament and didn’t tell him Wang Te-ch’uan wanted
him to get to work right away. She spent the whole day slipping off to run errands for him, going into town,
asking around to find out if he was in danger of being caught. The carpenter was paranoid, imagining that the
whole world was against him and out to get him, even though his own courage and foolhardiness had enabled him
to escape when the violent world tried to attack him.
This evening, he seemed almost well, and took a stroll in the yard. But he returned in a hurry.
“Coffins? Which bastard do they belong to? They’re opening up a coffin shop?” he asked his wife.
She answered him in a tone calculated to please him. She told him about the t’ung tree’s being blown over, the
brothers’ quarrel. Finally, she mentioned that Wang Te-ch’uan had humiliated her.
She sat down, placed her hands on her knees, and thought back on it. That stormy night had made a deep
impression on her, but she couldn’t put it into words. In trying to describe it truthfully, she became more and more
mixed up. “I said, I’d come to get a little coal to make a fire. I’d been thinking. You always liked a good fire.” She
glanced at her husband. “Then Wang Te-ch’uan came. I knelt down and begged, but he beat me. The wind was so
strong. You were still in the city then, right? Ah. He tried to steal my clothes. I fought back with all my strength. I
threw a bowl at him and he ran away. Right then the wind blew the big tree down-bang! There it went.” She
looked outside and began to cry. “It was so awful! I was left all alone with no one to help me.”
The carpenter became agitated. He looked at her amazed, then yelled out, “What did Wang Te-ch’uan do?
Speak clearly.”
“He beat me up!”
“Say that again. He did what?” The carpenter was enraged, his teeth showing.
“I wasn’t here and look what you were doing! You ugly old bat. You witch! And if I had been killed, then
what?”
Li-sao cried weakly. The carpenter, blindly jealous, sprang at her and beat her. But she didn’t resist. Later, the
stupid man pulled a bottle of wine out from under the bed and, drinking heavily, fell down beside the bed to sleep.
She covered him up and dumbly sat beside him staring at the lamp. Late in the evening, she stole outside. She
had to get something to make sure she and her crippled husband could survive. The day before she had stolen
some coal and had taken four eggs from Wang Te-ch’uan's chicken coop. She had also picked six oranges, and
sold them that very noon. This success encouraged her, made her intoxicated with her own power. This evening,
she had even bigger plans.
But Wang Te-ch’uan had removed all the coal. There was nothing left in the yard except the coffins and some
scraps of rotten wood. The opium den had closed for the night. The door to the master’s main house was tightly
locked. She felt lost. Sighing sadly, she looked at the sky, engaged in idle thought. Behind the watchtower, in its
huge dark shadow, the solitary trunk of the t’ung tree rustled in the wind. A crow stirred on its branch, cawing
bleakly, and then, after madly beating its wings, quieted down. A few bright stars flashed in the pitch-black sky.
Not far away was the ponderous shadow of the mountain range that separated this land from the rest of the world.
The woman just stood there in a trance, dreaming that she was in another world, a world of which she had
absolutely no knowledge, that far-away world of extravagance and the world of war and destruction, or in fact,
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dreaming of a world beyond man. In that world carpenters were of course in demand to build houses, but there,
carpenters weren’t poor or ill-tempered. There was also a Li-sao in that world, but one that didn’t have to feed the
pigs or hoe the garden. In the hell of her fantasy, there would be two ghosts dragged before the magistrate; one
would be the scrawny diabolical Wang Te-ch’uan, the other the thief Li-sao. Wang Te-ch’uan would be sentenced
to boil in oil in a cauldron. Li-sao would be sent to the village of the vicious dogs.
She felt this punishment was meted out fairly. Since her marriage to Li Jung-ch’eng, she had become a sinful
woman. She felt that poverty was enough proof of one’s sins. Therefore she thought back to her golden childhood
and began to sob quietly. Everyone had forgotten that she was once a landlord’s daughter. It caused her to wonder,
without any way of knowing, if that simple, quiet, chaste, dreamy life still existed in this unfortunate world of
man since she had become Li Jung-ch'eng’s woman. She found it hard to explain, but she fervently hoped that
kind of dreamy life didn’t exist anymore!
The rigid line of coffins beckoned to her. She sprang at them, gripping one of the inside ones, and butting
against it with her head.
“Nothing is mine, not even you coffins,” she cried. “I’m ugly, poor, dressed in rags; I steal. That dog-fucker
Wang Te-ch’uan—a whole year’s rent. A whole year, a whole year [we still owe him].”\fn{ The words in brackets are
expressed in the sense of the Chinese, but not in actual words; this happens elsewhere in the story .}
Later, growing tired, she fell asleep. When she awoke and was more clear-headed, she discovered herself
outside the main gate. Before her spread the pitch-black fields, without a trace of light or human sound. She
groped forward blindly, not knowing where she was headed or what she was doing. In front of the dark shadow of
a low tiled house she suddenly became frightened and immediately halted and crouched down.
Something’s wrong,” she thought.
Just then, the loud noise of a stool overturning erupted from the house. She backed into a ditch along the field,
and heard a man’s voice suddenly explode in anger:
“I’m going, so what are you going to do about it?”
The feeble voice of a woman was heard: “Really, why do you have to—”
“I want to go. I want to. If you don’t believe me, just ask Mother. I’m not going to waste my life out here in the
country.”
Before the shouting had subsided, a hen clucked uneasily and scurried out from under a fence. Li-sao crawled
over to it.
“They’re making such a racket even the chickens have run away!” she thought.
She lunged at the chicken and grabbed it securely by the throat.
“Ha! A chicken!” She fled, clutching the hen to her breast. “Why didn’t it go back to its coop? They were
making too much noise. A chicken! Ha! A chicken!”
Inside the stone house, Li Jung-ch’eng sat up in bed, his bloodshot eyes wide open. Seeing her come inside, he
suddenly leaped out of bed.
“What are you carrying? What is it?” he yelled wildly.
Li-sao lovingly held the hen out to him as she approached the bed.
“The Wus over there are fighting again. It’s really a shame. The chicken ran away. Look—”
“What! You shameless slut. You stole a chicken!” The carpenter trembled, his face contorted in pain. Then he
lurched at her crazily, cruelly kicking at her stomach. She fell and rolled on the floor. The hen escaped from her
grasp and ran wildly around the room, screeching and flapping its wings.
On the floor, her eyes were open wide in pain, as if not comprehending why the world was so cruel and
unfeeling. The carpenter began to rant and rave. Then, becoming ill, he fell back onto the bed in a spasm. She sat
on the floor, staring dumbly at her husband as he thrashed the air with his legs. She felt a rare sense of
satisfaction. But she then screamed and, kneeling by the side of the bed, cradled his dizzy, foul-smelling head in
her lap, just as she had held the stolen hen a moment ago.
*
The two brothers began to scurry around trying to sell the coffins. Te-ch’uan was less active about it, thinking
that even if the coffins remained unsold, by next summer they were certain to increase in value. But Te-jun took a
completely different approach. Excitedly he raced around the streets of the town as if he couldn’t afford to fail. He
pretended not to hear the criticism of his neighbors. If he couldn’t help overhearing their remarks, his only
response was a random cursing. His desire to defeat his older brother was greater than anything else. He seldom
gave much deliberation to anything. Even if sometimes he had his plans well thought out, he might change them
on impulse and carry them out haphazardly. Selling coffins was no different.
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An old lady who worked as the cook at the lime kiln got sick and died. Te-ch’uan naturally took an interest in
her. He raced over to inquire what she had died of and stood silently for a long time under the rush awning where
the body lay. His expression was a bit worried and a little disappointed, because he felt this old lady wasn’t the
kind of person who could afford one of his coffins. Then he left, feeling restless at first, but soon consoled himself
with the thought that coffins needn’t be sold immediately, and at the same time began to look for something else
to occupy his mind.
Just at that time, however, one of Te-jun’s coffins sold for two hundred and fifty dollars. The buyer was a stone
mason whose wife had died of the plague. At first he had chosen one of Wang Te-ch’uan's, figuring that they were
a little cheaper. But Te-ch’uan’s fat wife coldly set the price at three hundred dollars. Te-jun then got friendly with
the stone mason and lowered his asking price to two hundred and fifty dollars. In addition, he happily pointed out
that his brother’s were all made of rotten wood patched together.
So he was victorious. Te-ch’uan’s wife was furious. At the same time, on orders from his mother, Hei Wa-tzu
came to steal the ripe oranges off the orange trees. She therefore ordered Li-sao to knock all the oranges off the
branches.
An abundant harvest—the sign of the impending storm was hung out for all to see!
Wang Te-ch’uan, this soft-spoken and calculating man, became so angry that his face turned white. It was all
right if his coffins didn’t sell, but not if they were rejected because the wood was said to be rotten and patched. He
rushed over to the cistern in the small court- yard and called his brother in an unnaturally high-pitched voice.
“You calling me?” His brother shouted, and strode out of the house.
“Hunh. Yes, I’m calling you.”
Wang Te-jun opened his dark purplish mouth and yawned, then pushed up his sleeve as he took a look around
him. Te-ch’uan began to tremble.
“Come over here!” He threw back his shoulders with an air of sternness. “I have something to ask you.”
“You asking me or my prick?”
“I’m asking you,” the brother replied timidly, almost in tears. He screwed up his courage and shouted: “You
really know how to insult your older brother. Why did you say my coffins are ‘patched together’?”
“They’re rotten.”
“Nonsense. Don’t you have any respect for human relationships?”
The younger brother jumped and wildly leaped about, ranting: “You’re mad because I was the one who sold a
coffin. But I didn’t break any law! Save your own to sleep in later.”
The older brother tried to calm himself. Raising his water pipe in his hand, he waved the other man back with
it, yelling, “Now cool down and listen. To tell you the truth, neither of us is too clean. You’d better understand
this: if I were you, I’d be careful about my opium den!”
“What? What did you say? Say that again!” the younger brother cried, then panting, stood with his hands
hanging at his sides, as if hypnotized by his own anger.
“You’re running an opium den!" This time the shout sounded like wailing.
Te-ch’uan’s fat wife, standing by the square frame door, raised her hand and screamed at her little daughter:
“Get inside!” The little girl ducked her head [and walked inside]. The fat woman edged out, her nose wrinkled up.
Te-jun jumped up like a firecracker. The fat woman rushed over wordlessly, a raised club in her hand. But almost
immediately she dropped it and dragged at her husband.
Wang Te-ch’uan pitched forward onto his brother’s chest, his collar torn off by the huge hand of his opponent,
while his left hand was being nervously tugged at by his wife. He leaped about, grunting like a pig.
The beast-like Wang Te-jun couldn’t endure this sound. He suddenly felt smothered. Shaking his shoulders, he
bared his teeth and snorted. With one stroke he knocked Wang Te-ch’uan into the mud.
*
Without having to get involved himself, Te-ch’uan bribed a butcher to tell the authorities about Te-jun. The
director of Internal Security, wearing a new square cap and a gray canvas overcoat, selected a bright clear
afternoon to pay a visit. He wore a contented smile. An autumn fly buzzed around his nose. Mechanically he
raised a hand to grab at it but, missing it, angrily shook a fist in the direction of flight. Just at this moment Li-sao
passed by and observed his strange action.
He felt his dignity had been compromised and became angry with himself.
This was a stifling, lazy day. Wang Te-ch’uan was sitting in a chair with his thin head collapsed on his
shoulder, saliva dribbling out of his mouth as he dozed. The insistent, angry footsteps of the director woke him up.
“Oh, Mr. Director. Have a seat.” He raised his drowsy head, waved his hand, and called to him confusedly,

818

“Here, have a smoke?”
He offered the water pipe but the director walked past to the small courtyard.
“Is Lao-erh\fn{A note reads: Literally, “Lao” (“old” “erh” (“second”) is the second son or daughter in the family. In the present
context, it is a reference to the older brother of Commissioner Yi .}at home?” he asked softly.
“Yes,” Wang Te-ch’uan answered, playing with his left sleeve. He appeared abstracted, overcome by a
nameless regret. But soon anger welled up in him. Heavily he plunked himself back down into the rattan chair and
listened to the voices coming from the back yard. In the beginning, it was Te- jun’s wild hoarse shouting, followed
by the low whisper of the director. In the end, Te-jun’s high-pitched voice began to curse, as he pounded on the
table. Then, two short laughs, and all was silent.
Te-ch’uan, attracted by the voices, had gotten up and slipped in the mud. It’s easy to get sleepy and muddleheaded in the autumn afternoon.
“Stupid! Really stupid of me,” he reflected bit- terly. “What kind of a director is this man anyway? He seemed
to be here this afternoon for nothing else but to buy a coffin! And now the price seems to have been settled.”
Te-jun and the young official who was supposed to investigate the opium den emerged from the back of the
house. The two of them looked very solemn, paying no attention to him. Clearly enough, he had lost.
Afterward, Te-jun’s pugnacious wife walked to the cistern and glared at him, full of hate. She waddled along
holding her stomach, flaunting a large ornamental pin in her hair, with a frantic expression on her face. She began
to laugh peevishly in her cruel, sarcastic way. She stopped laughing. Her half-closed eyes were brimming with
tears. She gazed into the sunlight as if listening to something. The look on her gaunt, powdered face was one of
worry. She heaved a deep sigh, as if her heart had found gratification in this ancient house. But then, suddenly, her
face lit up and turned savage, her eyes were riveted on Te-ch’uan.
“You dog-fucker! You put all the blame on us because you couldn’t sell your own coffins!”
She ranted on, clapping her hands.
“Not only do you want to keep all the oranges for yourself, you wouldn’t even let anyone else touch the
wood!” she wailed. “If you have any guts, go report us to XXX!”
Wang Te-ch’uan jumped up, his limbs gyrating like a puppet’s. “What did you say? What?”
But Te-jun’s wife ignored him, and remembering something, swiftly ran out of the yard. He stood there pale
and drawn, uncertain what to do next, forgetting even to lower his outstretched arms. Finally, he grasped a teacup
and, as Li-sao had done to him in the past, viciously flung it after her.
“So it’s come to this! You can’t bully me. I’ll get back at you!” he screamed as the cup shattered.
His fat wife dragged him away. “Are you crazy?”
“I’m going to get even with them!”
“Oh, forget it. It’s not worth the fuss.”
Wang Te-ch’uan struggled out of her hold and scrambled out past the main gate. But he was stopped at the
steps of the courtyard by the carpenter Li Jung-ch’eng. “What the hell are you doing?” he yelled.
The carpenter glared at him coldly, drew back, and replied weakly, “We’re moving.”
“Then come up with three hundred dollars.”
The carpenter, his face pale, swayed painfully as if he were about to topple over. “You’ve got no conscience,”
he whispered. Then, forgetting everything, he exploded in anger, wildly thrashing his arms and jumping up two
steps. He wheezed:
“You’ve gotten enough out of me. Too much out of me. We can’t go on living like this!”
“Shut up!”
“You’re not human. You even tried to steal my wife, steal my wife’s clothes—” He glared at him, panting
painfully. “You’re all beasts.”
Te-ch’uan retreated a step and raised his water pipe, but the carpenter, his body in convulsions, toppled over
like a felled tree, already unconscious. His head hit a coffin with a heavy thud. White bubbles gurgled out from
his mouth and nostrils, covering his face.
“Li-sao! Li-sao!” Te-ch’uan called out, terrified. Li-sao ambled over from the back yard, then, seeing her
husband, raced to his side. She grabbed a handful of grass from the bottom of the fence and stuffed it in his mouth
[to keep the bubbles from coming out], then stood up, folding her arms about herself.
“You, take him—carry him back inside,” Te-ch’uan ordered anxiously.
The woman raised her eyes to him in a hateful stare as if saying, “As simple as that.”
“I can’t move him,” she answered somberly. “Shit! Everyone saw what happened. Master, lend us a little
money,” she threatened clumsily. “Then it’ll be all right.”

819

As the master was about to explode in anger, Te-jun rushed over to the steps and shouted in his face, “Well,
this is just fine. Come inside and we’ll talk this over. You are my elder brother, aren’t you?” He pointed toward
his brother’s nose, then turned and hurried inside.
The elder brother followed. As soon as he stepped aside, Li-sao bent over her writhing husband and began to
wail. Her cries so disturbed Te-ch’uan that he almost stumbled over the doorstep.
The younger brother appeared in the main hall and called his brother’s name haughtily. He flung a sharp knife
into the table.
“Let’s settle it with this,” he roared, kicking over a stool. “But first pay back the three hundred dollars your
hireling owed me.”
The elder brother patted his chest, as if to point out his advanced age.
“The first account to settle is the three hundred dollars I loaned to that blasted carpenter of. yours. The second
is the favor I did you back before the war. Do you remember how I saved you once?”
Wang Te-ch’uan stole a glance at the knife, and struggled to reply. “You? Saved me?”
“Cut out the bullshit! Let’s get it over with!” Wang Te-jun’s voice ripped through the air, his mouth open wide,
teeth flashing. “Outside,” he roared at his brother who was trying to reach the table with his thin hand. “I’m going
to give you a coffin today.”
The fat woman rushed in.
“You’re drunk, brother.” Te-ch’uan stretched out his hand once again. "Listen to me, brother—get out of here,
woman, you hear?” he barked at his wife.
“We’ll see.” The younger brother wrapped his pudgy hand around the knife handle.
“What are you two up to?”
“Let’s not do anything foolish. There must be a way out. Let’s sit down and talk it over.” He pulled on the
corner of a stool, trying to sit down, but his younger brother motioned with his hand, and he withdrew and
straightened up. “Have I ever owed you anything? What is it that we can’t talk over?” He paused, wheezing.
“Anyone who flashes a knife is a guilty party. And besides, I’m your elder brother.”
“We’ll see!” The younger brother thumped the table, reaching for the knife.
“You’re overreacting!” he shouted lamely, retreating. “You’re a disgrace to the family. I’ll have the authorities
shoot you!”
The younger brother brandished the knife, aimed, and lunged madly at him, pinning him down with one hand.
The fat woman screamed, “Help! Help! Save him!”
“We’ll see. We’ll see.” He rapped his brother's head with the knife, and at the same time, twisted his body to
free himself from his sister-in-law, who was clutching his arm. He wanted to shove her to the floor, but her
intervention had concealed his cowardice, making it possible for him to yield according to her wish, and at the
same time holler even more fiercely. Wang Te-ch’uan thrashed around blindly, but was finally reduced to tears
under the threat of the gleaming blade.
The fat woman knelt before Te-jun. “There’s nothing we can’t talk over.”
“No way.” He flashed the knife.
“Help!” Te-ch’uan wailed.
Te-jun’s wife yelled excitedly and rushed inside. She threw herself at the three people, and held tight to her
husband’s shoulder, As soon as Te-jun’s hold on him loosened, Te-ch’uan rolled on the floor and crawled under
the table. Even the arbitrator, Te-jun’s wife, was pushed down by her ferocious husband and the four of them fell
together in a heap.
By the time Te-ch’uan and his wife had escaped to their own house, Te-jun’s wife had already begun cursing
them. She herded Hei Wa-tzu over to the cistern and pelted their house with rocks and sticks.
The next day they invited all the relatives from the Wang clan for a feast at the expense of Wang Te-ch’uan.
The purpose of the gathering was to divide the household. By the time the last portions of the property were
divided up, the two brothers had become most meticulous, Each brother was to share half the mountain slope and
half the courtyard, to be partitioned by a back fence. The six orange trees were divided up, half to each household.
The damaged t’ung tree which had lost its branch in the violent storm was given to the younger brother.
*
Li Jung-ch’eng died that very night. In the household Li-sao’s desolate wails woke only the fat maid Su-fen.
Though Wang Te-ch’uan had awakened, owing to the unfortunate events of the day he had no heart to pay any
attention to it, Her sobs lengthened and became more heartrending, permeating the autumn night and the fields,
causing uneasiness among the neighbors.
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“Don’t you know that Li Jung-ch’eng is dead?”they whispered. “Yes, and to tell the truth, it’s a real shame.”
But in no time they went back to sleep. Who had the energy to pay heed to anyone else? Their own bitter cups
were full enough!
Early the next morning the unfortunate woman, her eyes swollen from crying, went to see Wang Te-ch’uan.
She kowtowed to him and begged him to give her a coffin. This caused Wang Te-ch’uan some anguish, for he too
had suffered, but it didn’t change his habit of not giving alms. He ended up by shouting deliriously and beating
her off with his water pipe. Therefore the body of the carpenter was wrapped in reeds and carried up the
mountain.
Everyone thought Li-sao would become demented, but she didn’t. The very next day—that is, the first day
after the households were divided—she went back to work to pay off last year’s rent. She was still lazy and dirty,
and still went out at night to steal, then hurry to the river to buy corn. Except for her reticence, she was the same
old Li-sao. But in the middle of the twelfth lunar month, she underwent a change. During the day, she wasn’t to be
found at home. Furthermore, she wore the blue cloth gown that didn’t have a hole or patch in it. Wang Te-jun’s
wife found out everything and happily reported it to all: Li-sao was living with a worker at the lime kiln.
Wang Te-ch’uan beat her up savagely, confiscated all her belongings, and drove her away.
No one cared what happened to her. Even the death of the unfortunate carpenter had long been forgotten. The
only remaining mark of his existence was the entry in the ledger that he still owed three hundred dollars. In the
remote mountain valley, the households continued their existence according to long-established patterns. Dividing
the household property and quarreling hadn’t changed their life at all. Te-jun’s tiny opium den flourished. When
winter approached, his wife was seen wearing a red woolen jacket, the kind worn by women in the cities. Te-jun
himself wore a long leather gown lined in satin and a Turkish cap and carried a red lacquer cane. This couple
strutted along the street victoriously, talking and shouting in the bitter mountain wind with even more abandon.
Te-ch’uan, though unable to forget his humiliation over the oranges and his feud over the coffins, regained his
wooden dignity. But he still was a perpetual worrier, never satisifed. His wife was the same. Almost every day,
passing the new construction site, they would hoist several pieces of wood onto their shoulders, or the two of
them would lift a section together, quietly, haughtily, and carry it back home. They seemed to be showing the
world that no one valued property as much as they, and they were the true protectors of property. Not long
afterward, their back yard was piled high with timber, molding in a great pile.
As for the coffins, neither the red nor the white ones had much hope of being sold before the spring plague
came. They turned black from the dampness of winter and filled with sludge. They warped all out of proportion.
When an old lady came to inquire about the price, Wang Te-ch’uan lowered his price to one hundred and fifty
dollars, but they still couldn’t be sold.
“I can’t go any lower. This is an honest price,” he said, shaking his head while tugging at his sleeve. “This
price isn’t enough to cover labor. Food is expensive these days. It takes fourteen working days for a carpenter to
make a coffin. You can figure out how much it costs yourself.”
“Holy Buddha, you’ve got to have a conscience—” the old lady sighed, closing her dry, dusty eyes.
42.106 Excerpt from Wildfire And Wind Vie In An Old City\fn{by Li Ying-ju (1913- )} Hopei Province, China
(M) 8
… At the very moment when Yang Hsiao-tung was pushed into the car, neither fear of death nor thought of
enemies crossed his mind.\fn{ A note reads: In the early 1940s, when China was resisting the Japanese invasion, a Communist commissar, Yang Hsiao-tung, was assigned to work as an underground agent in a northern provincial capital occupied by the Japanese army.
The Communist liaison officer in the city was a young woman named Yin-huan, who adroitly used her cover as a nurse in the city hospital
and her connection with Kao Tzu-p’ing, nephew of a government councillor, to aid Yang in setting up a base for underground activities.
The puppet government, headed by a Japanese high official, was actually under the control of its military police commander, Kao Tach’eng, and his nefarious followers, T’ien, Lan, and Fan. Although Kao exerted formidable pressure on the Communist resistance, it had
little effect in stopping Yang from helping two senior cadres run the enemy’s blockade, or Yin-huan from distributing revolutionary leaflets
at an enemy’s celebration party, or Han Yen-lai, a young impetuous comrade, from killing a Japanese officer. A strategic attack that
destroyed the security police headquarters forced Kao to take desperate actions. He arrested Yang’s aged mother and Yin-huan’s elder
sister, both of whom eventually died for the revolutionary cause. In the meantime, Kao Tzu-p’ing, jealous of Yin-huan’s increasing fondness
for Yang, went to Commander Kao and told him where Yang could be found. Yang was taken captive. To get his signature on a defection
paper, the enemies resorted to all forms of enticement and torture, but to no avail. The episode translated here depicts the interaction
between Yang, his mother, and their tormentors. The hero survived. One of Kao’s regimental chiefs, Kuan Chin-t’ao, was com-pletely
disillusioned over Kao’s cruel deeds of exploitation and persecution and decided to join the resistance front. He, together with other
Communist members, succeeded, after much tenacious effort, in rescuing Yang from his debilitating imprisonment. During a final close
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combat, Kao Ta-ch’eng was severely injured and his underlings, T’ien, Lan, and Fan, were all killed. The Communists safely withdrew
from the city and returned in victory to the resistance base in the suburbs. There, Yang designated Han to be the officer-in-charge as he and
Yin-huan, now his wife, were to leave for another, more challenging mission .}Instead, he was harshly blaming himself.

“See what a terrible mess your leadership has made. No substantial results, only incessant troubles. The entire
underground working force which the Party developed has slipped right through your fingers.”
But on second thought, he felt that such a view was biased.
“Even though you have gone down, there are still Yen-lai and others. Besides, the Party will surely send a
more competent comrade to take command. So, the situation is not completely hopeless. Furthermore, what lies
ahead of you is another battle of hardship, and you’d better prepare yourself for the upcoming struggle.”
The thought of a confrontation prompted him to open his eyes and look around. There were secret agents
clustering all around him, so many that he couldn’t even make the slightest move, let alone steal a look beyond
them. He simply closed his eyes and tried to compose himself until they came to a stop.
The car pulled up in front of a row of tall barracks with a long walkway around the building. He was thrown
into a cell that had iron bars dividing the room in half. The minute he was put behind the bars, both the iron gate
and the cell door locked simultaneously. Though the cell was divided into two, it was still larger than an average
dormitory room. Both the north and the south walls had small and narrow windows covered with wire mesh.
This could not be a real prison; it appeared more like a converted storeroom. Where was he? Yang tried to
figure it out calmly. The car made a long turn when they started out, the sunlight streamed in from the right, and
the road was bumpy all the way. With speed, time, direction, and all conditions taken into consideration, it seemed
impossible for this to be the secret agents’ headquarters. Neither could it be the military police station, which was
in the city and a shorter distance than what they had traveled. The most likely possibility, then, was Kao Tach’eng’s headquarters outside the West Gate.
While still speculating, he heard footsteps outside the gate. They must have put a guard there.
“But wherever this place is,” he told himself, “take advantage of the time to rest up first.”
He lay down on the bed, which was nothing more than a few wooden planks.
He wasn’t sure how much time had elapsed when he heard a clanking sound as the padlock on the gate opened.
Lan Mao entered and cried in surprise when he caught sight of Yang.
“Thank God! It’s really you! It’s been quite a while since our last encounter, hasn’t it? You fooled me last time,
but did you ever imagine that you’d fall into my trap?”
Yang gave him a contemptuous look and turned around to face the wall.
“Any case involving you Communists always stinks. But let me tell you something, Commander Kao is going
to handle your case personally. If you’re thinking of playing tricks on him, you’d better forget it. He’ll beat. you
to a pulp. Guards, take him out!”
Yang was pushed out of the cell door and had walked about twenty or thirty steps when he saw a large room in
front of him. Two ranks of soldiers spread out from the doorway like the wings of a wild goose, each man armed
with at least two weapons. They had all kinds of guns, some held in hand and some stuck behind belts, but all of
them were pulled out from their holsters, exposing gun barrels of various sizes. All seemed to be holding their
breath, awaiting the coming of a mortal enemy. It appeared as though anyone who stepped into the room would
never get out alive.
The soldiers made way for Yang to enter the room, where everything was prepared for his interrogation. He
saw Kao sitting in front of him, howling:
“Quick, bring me that bandit!”
Hearing his shout, Lan hurried over and stood respectfully with Assistant T’ien on either side of the
commander. For a moment, Yang was not sure how to react, but after a brief pause, he took a few swift steps,
stood in the middle of the room, head lifted high, and said nothing.
Kao banged on the table loudly.
“Look at him! Haughty and self-inflated. Who are you trying to impress? This is a place of law and order. Bow
your head!”
Yang stood there stone-faced as though he hadn’t heard anything.
“What’s your name? Where do you live? What crimes have you committed? Speak up and tell me the truth!”
“Speak up!” roared the soldiers, echoing the threat and adding in their own abuses.
Yang had hoped to exercise self-control for a slow and persistent fight in the enemy’s kangaroo court. But the
situation unfolded so unexpectedly that he could no longer keep silent and maintain the dignity of being a
Communist. Glaring at them, he said coldly:
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“Can't you show some respect, or are you a pack of mad dogs?”
“Look at this arrogant bastard! Who do you think you are, talking to us as an equal? How dare you make such
a sarcastic remark!” Kao raved.
“Me? Equal to you? What could be more insulting?”
“Shut up! You must be out of your mind, you self-conceited lunatic. I can find better things to do than waste
my time with you. Assistant T’ien, take him out, pump some lead in him and send him on his long journey!”
T’ien knew exactly what Kao had in mind. He took out his pistol and shouted:
“Get going!” The guards swarmed over, pushing and pulling Yang out the door. T'ien scurried outside and
stood waiting for him. Before Yang knew what had happened, two shots whizzed by his ears.
Ordinarily, T’ien’s targets would completely collapse from his game of mock execution. Even a brave one
would blanch in terror at the sight of a first-rate marksman like T’ien aiming at him. But this time things were
different. When T’ien pulled his gun, the thought of “it’s all over” did flash through Yang’s mind, but when the
shots were fired, he suddenly realized it was a trick. Sighing with relief, he threw a look of utter disgust at T’ien.
Shocked by Yang’s unperturbed expression, T'ien felt intimidated and bewildered. He knew he had failed to
achieve his purpose. He signalled the guards to take Yang back to the room.
When Yang reached the middle of the interrogation room, a panicky figure emerged from the mob. It was Fan
Ta-ch’ang.
“Thank God, I made it in time! Commander Kao, do you realize who this gentleman is?” He lowered his voice
and whispered into Kao's ear. Feigning surprise, Kao said:
“Oh! What a mistake! What a stupid mistake! I don’t even know how it happened.”
First he berated himself, and then bombarded his guards with a tirade of obscenities. In a brazen manner, he
came right up to shake Yang’s hand, and told the guards to take him back for a rest.
“This must be the end of Act One!” Yang thought to himself.
Early the next morning, four or five orderlies brought over some household items: a teapot, some cups, a
washbasin, a new quilt, cigarettes, tea leaves, and reading materials published by the puppet government. Yang
was not at all pleased by the sight of these things because he saw them as the bait of a deadly trap. He merely
eyed them while waiting for the situation to develop.
That afternoon Fan came to see him. He came across as a glib and amiable person, inquiring about Yang’s
health and engaging him in small talk as if they were old buddies. However, Yang grew bored listening to him and
said:
“If you have anything to say, spit it out! If not, just get out!”
Only then did Fan begin to divulge the plan. Kao had invited a few friends to a banquet especially designed to
appease Yang for all he had gone through. Yang questioned Kao’s sincerity but Fan denied any ulterior motive.
“Commander Kao has great admiration for you and hopes to befriend you. That’s why he has arranged for this
meeting. When he greets you, he will open with a few welcoming words in the hope that you will respond in
kind.”
The enemies were obviously trying to set him up as a defector. Yang realized it and staunchly refused. But Fan
persisted until he had no recourse but to give a deliberate cough. Immediately following the signal, five or six
monstrous guards came in and threatened to drag Yang out by force.
“Stop it!” Fan shouted. “Remember what Commander Kao said before we came? If we fail, he will come
personally to invite Mr. Yang.” Sizing up the situation, Yang knew that the confrontation was unavoidable.
“Stop harassing me!” he said. “Wherever it is, I’ll go!”
“Will you say a few words then, too?” Fan said, testing how far Yang would go. Exasperated, Yang answered
evasively.
“We’ll see. If it’s absolutely necessary I’ll say something.”
Fan and his men seemed satisfied with this response.
“Why don’t you get some rest now? I’ll go telephone Commander Kao and announce your acceptance. I’ll be
in this evening to pick you up.”
Kao Ta-ch’eng was the first to arrive at Epicurean Garden, the place where he planned to stage his
performance. He was to be the star of the show, with his political and military sympathizers from the puppet
government as the supporting cast. In the main parlor, under the brightly lit neon lights, a few round tables were
set with an opulent spread of chicken and fish, fragrant wines, and dozens of tall-stemmed wine glasses stacked
dense as a forest. At the table of honor, there was a loud speaker with two vases of fresh flowers on each side for
decoration.
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The distinguished guests were all there on time. News reporters carrying cameras had already selected the right
positions for setting up spotlights. A speech had been prepared for Kao by his aides. He had practiced it a few
times, underlined the words he didn’t know, and spelled out the proper pronunciation. The final preparation was
made while the guests awaited this important leader from the Communist side. Since he had consented to come,
they planned to publicize the event by sending out telegrams, releasing his speech, printing his pictures, and
making films.
“He will not be able to pull himself out then,” Kao and Fan surmised.
When Yang arrived, Kao did not detect any sign of reluctance, and thought to himself:
“No-one is void of vanity and love for indulgence in material things. Even a Communist is no exception.”
Feeling confident, he extended a few courteous words to Yang and explained that he had invited a few friends
from military and political circles to join them at this informal gathering. This, he said, was an expression of his
good intentions. The conversation took place in a private lounge. All along, Yang had a deadpan expression on his
face, which Kao interpreted as silent approval. Exhilarated, he gave the order for the guests to be seated. The
lounge door opened and he made a grand entry into the banquet hall.
As he appeared, all the guests rose to their feet. The spotlights were lit, and the two reporters knelt down by the
door like two guardian dogs. They held their cameras close to their eyes and squinted while Kao’s subordinates,
the top echelon of the military, rolled up their sleeves and applauded with fervor. Quite out of keeping with his
usual vulgar manner, Kao moved with an air of elegance toward the dais. He suddenly felt uneasy and turned
around. Yang had not followed him out.
“Please join us!” Kao said, holding his speech with an outstretched hand while inviting Yang to come in.
“Get rid of these photographers first!” Yang shouted out, shocking the entire party even before making his
entrance.
“What? A captive with such audacity?” many people in the audience thought. “Where did he get the courage to
put his head in the lion’s mouth? Doesn’t he know how ferocious Commander Kao is? Whoever falls into his
hand loses at least his skin, if, luckily, not his life.”
But none of them knew of the impression Yang had made on Kao during their first encounter the previous day.
Kao tried to suppress his instinctive response and signalled to the reporters to leave. They picked up their cameras
and left the hall in embarrassment.
“Hey you! Turn off those damned spotlights. This place needs no illumination.”
Assistant T’ien was standing by the doorway when Yang spoke out. He knew Yang was speaking to him and
was unsure of how to react. Since his first round with Yang, he realized that this man was more frightful then he
and his buddies, all decked out in scary getups, had tried to be.
“Didn’t Commander Kao submit to his demand to get rid of the reporters? What can I do?”
Without even waiting for a nod of approval, he obediently went over and turned off the lights.
Finally, Yang strode out of the lounge and stood in front of the audience.
“What kind of a game are you trying to play? You want to play it civil or play it rough? If it is rough, you
outnumber me. But even if you take my life, you can’t take my will. If it is civil, let’s act like gentlemen. After all,
there is no way you can force anything out of me.”
Fan, afraid that things were taking a turn for the worse, hurriedly came forth and said in a compromising
manner:
“No one is trying to fight with you. Didn’t I tell you that Commander Kao asked everybody over for a small
get-together?”
Yang saw that even in his fury Kao was still holding on to the damned speech, which he was determined to
give. He grabbed the chance to stand before the table and said:
“If this is an informal gathering, I want to say a few words first. We Communists never try to hide where we
stand. We dare to speak out in any situation. You’re all VIP’s\fn{ Very important people.} in this city, and in the eyes
of the Japanese, you are courageous and your performance is exemplary.”
Yang showed no sign of anger. In fact, his words flowed with good rhythm.
With a false sense of confidence, Kao was pleased by what he had heard, misinterpreting the statement as
indicative of a change of heart. Lan and Assistant T'ien also thought Yang had retreated from his unyielding
stance. Their disappointment was now replaced with new optimism.
Kuan Chin-t’ao\fn{A note reads: Kuan Ching-t’ao, the commander of Kao’s First Regiment, was a capable and conscientious
officer, who often took a dislike to Kao’s ruthless and corrupt leadership. He was captured during a Communist attack and was brought to
Pa-li Village, where Yang awakened him to the unselfish spirit and patriotic deeds of the Communist Eighth Route Army. This exposure
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aroused his sympathy for the Communist cause. The two female comrades mentioned in this passage refer to Chin-huan, a close friend of
Yang’s who was arrested soon after the Pa-li incident and was shot five times in her attempt to assassinate Kao during her trial, and Yang’s
mother, who was taken captive as bait for trapping Yang .} was the only one among the officials who felt differently. He had

no desire to come to the party until he heard from someone in the commander’s headquarters that a Communist
cadre had defected. Was it possible that someone from their side would surrender? How could a senior cadre be
more cowardly than those two women comrades? Still incredulous, he decided to come to the party. When he first
caught sight of Yang, he immediately recognized him to be the presiding officer he had met in Pa-li village. He
shuddered.
As Yang’s eyes pierced the audience, Kuan ducked behind Pockmarked Wolf, while listening with full
concentration to every word Yang said.
“Speaking of your exemplary performance,” Yang continued, “you supported Japanese devils to invade our
country. In the eyes of the Japs who have you to fight their war for them, you of course rendered them a
meritorious service. As to your courage, you have the unconscionable courage to sell out your motherland and
accept the Chinese people’s most hated enemy, Japan’s imperialism, as your friend, even your kin. Such courage
has never been seen in Chinese history.”
“Take him out!” Kao yelled at the top of his voice.
Pockmarked Wolf and a few other captains immediately swarmed over to form a barricade of guns around
Yang.
Yang showed no signs of being nervous and said contemptuously:
“You ass! These crummy guns couldn’t scare anyone but a coward. Even if your military chief was here, I
don’t think he would dare handle my case all by himself, let alone your measly little security police unit. If you
have guts, just go ahead and shoot.” He pointed at his chest.
Eying each other, Pockmarked Wolf and the others made way for Kao, who was rushing toward Yang with a
gun he had taken over from Assistant T'ien.
“How dare you! If I wanted to kill you, all I’d have to do is bend my little finger.”
“Then how would you account to your Japanese bosses?”
“I don’t have to account for my actions. Your life is in my hands. A single word from me and you’ll disappear
without a trace.”
“You could only murder a Communist in secrecy. But one day when you’re captured, thousands of people will
come to the square to judge you in broad daylight!”
“Bragging! That’s all you Communists are good for!”
“Bragging? Huh! History will pass a verdict on you just the way I described.” Kao suddenly burst into loud
laughter.
“I’m no elementary school boy. I don’t need a history lesson from you. I am the commander who has the
power of life and death over you. A verdict on me—what rubbish! But I’ll pronounce a verdict on you right now.
Chief Lan, listen to his vicious tongue! Take him back and really fix him up!”
*
When he came to, Yang was not sure where he was until he recognized the iron bars and the padlock
obstructing his view. So, he was back where he started. The torture seemed to have taken place so long ago, and
yet the scenes were still more or less clear in his mind. Kao Ta-ch’eng had personally supervised the punishment.
First, rods were pressed against his flesh until he cursed at the top of his lungs; then he was forced to gulp down
burning-hot chili juice. Electroshock came much later, but he couldn’t recall exactly what had happened because
by then he was already disoriented. But now, after some rest, he was wide awake and knew that he was still in one
piece. Thinking he had control of his body, he tried to turn around, only to feel his loins so heavy that his entire
body seemed to have been torn into bits. He struggled to get onto his feet, but his legs were burning with pain and
could hardly support him.
Gritting his teeth, he hauled his legs around until he could finally sit up on the wood bed. He closed his eyes
and tried to get some rest until the prison door opened. Fan appeared, removed the padlock, and came in. He
inquired briefly about Yang’s condition. Having dismissed the guards, he came straight to the point and said to
Yang:
“I must admit what Commander Kao did was a little reckless and crude. He could have talked things over with
you without resorting to physical abuse. But, of course, Mr. Yang, your temper was a little too—”
“I’ve got no time for such frivolity. Why have you come?”
“I have something to discuss with you, but before we begin, let’s try to be more objective, put aside our
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individual beliefs, and talk to each other as intellectuals. An intellectual should be flexible and willing to adapt to
the situation at hand. I myself have great respect for your courage and nerve. But there are certain harsh realities
that one must face—”
“Shut up! The last thing I need is propaganda.”
“I’m not giving you any propaganda. I’m a practical man. Commander Kao has left you several alternatives.
Honestly speaking, your choice so far hasn’t brought you any closer to your goal. In fact, it has created even more
obstacles in your way. Take a look at this if you don’t believe me!”
He took out a set of pictures from his briefcase and politely handed them to Yang. Skimming over them, Yang
recognized that they were pictures of all kinds of unbearable brutal tortures. Infuriated by them, he yelled at Fan:
“Do you think you can scare me with this stuff? Only a maniac, an animal, would resort to such a scheme.
Anyhow, tricks of this kind would only work on a coward. I’m telling you once and for all, I have no fear of
death.”
“It’s true there are quite a few of you Communists who don’t fear death.” In a contrived tone of soft voice, Fan
drew out a couple of pictures and said:
“Take a look at what happened to these fearless guys!”
One of them was a scene of wilderness with the sun setting over a vast expanse. Bones were piled up by the
side of a decrepit tomb. They were obviously the remains of comrades murdered for their anti-Japanese
maneuvers. The couplet written in the picture read:
White bones scatter in the wilderness;
Deserted tombs face the dusk.

Yang thought to himself, “These enemies are really malicious. Not only did they kill our patriotic brothers,
they desecrated their graves for propaganda purposes. Worse than physical torture is the underhanded way they
use these pictures to break the will of the surviving comrades.” Seeing Yang deep in thought, Fan surmised his
tricks had worked. In a sarcastic tone, he asked:
“What do you think of this couplet, Mr. Yang? Pretty philosophical, eh?” Yang snapped:
“Hogwash! If there had to be a couplet, it should have been:
Who on earth has ever escaped death,
Let one’s loyal heart forever illuminate history.

Why are you putting these dejected lines on the picture? To scare a man you threaten to kill? Don’t you know I
can’t be broken?”
He threw the pictures at him.
“If you think the pictures are depressing, there are more pleasant alternatives.”
He repeated over and over that all Yang would have to do was to make the slightest effort to cooperate and he'd
be able to enjoy high prestige and a luxurious lifestyle.
“You’re over thirty now and still don’t have anyone to take care of you. Don’t you think this is something
worth thinking about? We’ve tried to scout out some attractive candidates for you. Why don’t you see which one
you like best?” He displayed a dozen or so pictures of girls and pointing to each one he said:
“This one is a clerk in the organization, that one is a young student, this one is … and they are all virgins.
Should you be interested …”
Before he could finish his sentence, the entire pile of pictures was on the floor. Yang had already lain down on
the bed and closed his eyes. Fan was on the verge of losing his temper at Yang’s arrogance, but a second thought
told him that it was too early to take any action. Having suppressed his anger, he grimaced, picked up the pictures,
and left disheartened.
When evening came, Fan returned and went through the usual tricks of greeting him in a jovial manner. It
seemed as if it must have been a different man that Yang had scoffed at in the morning, or, if it was the same man,
he had somehow already put that insulting scene behind him. Fan didn’t say very much, let alone ask any
questions. It was the guards who coerced Yang to go with him. Yang could not figure out what the secret agents
were up to. Though he tried to refuse, they forced him onto his feet. Staggering behind Fan, he soon came to a
newly built partition with an iron gate that separated the building into two parts. Seeing that Fan was leading the
way, the guard stationed outside the gate glanced at Yang and let him pass. The area was deserted, with only a few
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scattered houses. A few yards ahead, they reached a lawn connected to a man-made hill by a foot bridge over a
stagnant pond. The hill was on a tilt, and on the left side there was a crooked pine tree standing in the wild grass.
Under the tree lay the green and white tombstone of a martyr. Though the color of the characters had long since
eroded, they were still barely legible in the hazy moonlight:
Spirit of heroism engraves the crimson tablet,
Blood of molten iron stains the burnt land.

Yang had been carefully observing his surroundings, which seemed faintly familiar, almost as if he had been
there before. But it was not until he saw the tablet that all the disconnected memories strung together. Despite
damages and alterations, the familiarity of the surroundings suddenly dawned on him. Anxiety begun to race
through his body when he realized that he was standing in the courtyard of his old school. This was the place
where he had devoured for the first time in his life a good book called The Communist Manifesto.\fn{Originally a
German work (Manifest der Kommunistischen Partei), it was the declaration of principles and objectives of a secret organization of émigré
German artisans and intellectuals (The Communist League), and was published in London in 1848, shortly before the February Revolution
in Paris. It was written by Karl Marx (1818-1883) in collaboration with Friedrich Engels (1820-1895), two German revolutionaries .} The

gray building illumined by the moonlight must be the library where Hsiao, the senior comrade, used to work; that
kitchen close to the wall around the yard must be Old Han’s bell tower; and below that high wall must be the open
sewer that he himself once had squeezed through to deliver secret messages. Reminiscing about the past and
realizing his present predicament, Yang inadvertently heaved a long sigh.
Fan seized what he thought was his chance and pressed the question:
“Brings back old memories, doesn’t it?” Yang was silent.
“Mr. Yang, may I continue where I left off this morning? Women and wealth don’t seem important to you. But
let me ask you this, isn’t life precious to you? Won’t you feel reluctant to part with it?”
“Living in humiliation doesn’t appeal to me at all. I didn’t come into this world merely to reap personal profit.”
“Is that right? Fine!” Fan continued confidently. “Even if you have no regard for yourself, perhaps you have
some concern for your relatives.”
“Relatives?” Yang paused and then continued:
“All people are my relatives, but by the same token I could say that I have no relatives.”
“Is that right? Please follow me over there!”
Fan led the way, circled the hill, walked around the lawn, and approached two newly constructed buildings
standing parallel to each other. The houses, shimmering with a silver hue, squatted on the horizon, which was
covered with a gray mist. Though the moon was obscured by dark clouds, the path was easy to follow. But even
so, Yang struggled to keep up with Fan as he made his way to the front of the buildings. He bit his lip while trying
to grab hold of the railing and climbed up the stairs to the second floor. Fan looked at the numbers on the doors
and took him into a dark and dismal room. He told Yang to go up to the window and look to the north. On the
north side about twenty yards away, there stood a building parallel to them. Not a light was on and the glass
windows, even darker than the walls of the building, seemed to peer out like dozens of black eyes. Yang was not
sure what Fan was up to, but he sensed that there was something behind the eye-socket windows. Fan began:
“Did I hear you say that you have no relatives? We both know that’s not true. Just to prove it, take a look in the
window across from us!”
While saying this, Fan was feeling in the dark for the bell he had planted there. He rang the bell until all of a
sudden the room across lit up. Yang saw a silhouette against the window pane and immediately realized that it was
his mother. No words could describe his feeling at that moment. Fire was burning within him, his bones were
disjointed and his ligaments strained. He had been leaning against the window until he felt so dizzy that he could
no longer support hImself and collapsed on the floor.
“Even a Communist has a father and mother. You can throw your own life away, but at least give a thought to
your aged mother. No?”
What a thrill for a secret agent to spot the Achilles’ heel of an honest man. Fan was ecstatic and went off into
an oration for more than ten minutes. Finally, he said that if Yang was willing to provide a list of his underground
comrades, his mother would not be hurt and they would be allowed to have a family reunion in addition to
monetary and material rewards. He went on until his voice was hoarse.
Yang thought it over again and again before he spoke, and this time he sounded ready to talk.
“You can kill me and my mother. But if you understand the love between a mother and her son, please execute
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us separately and secretly, making sure she has no knowledge of what happened to me.”
“Why, of course! We have humanitarian feelings too." Fan grabbed this chance to gain more ground.
“Since fate has brought you and your mother together, why shouldn’t we let you meet?”
Yang desperately tried to refuse, but he was carried by the guards onto the terrace of the third floor. His mother
was already on the other terrace facing him. They were only three yards apart.
In the dim moonlight, her white hair, pale face, and drooping posture showed how much she had aged and
withered. But she seemed impatient and restless, staring under the terrace as if she were awaiting a happy and yet
painful occasion. She obviously knew who was coming. Seeing her, all his feelings welled up and burst forth in a
flood of emotion. He bent over the railing and cried out:
“Ma …”
The old woman heard the familiar voice from the side of the balcony and turned her head. For a moment, she
wasn’t sure whether she felt surprise or joy, fear or sorrow. A mixture of all these feelings agitated her. It was
quite some time before she was able to move her lips and utter:
“Tung! Are you—”
“Ma!” The son cut right in. “We don't have much time, and we are not at home either. Let’s say what we have
to say and what we want to say!”
“Don’t worry! I understand what you mean, son.” She spoke, trying her best to suppress her feelings for fear
that any sign of weakness would disgrace her son.
“Ma, as the situation now stands, we’d better not say anything about how we got here. Mentioning it would do
us no good and only add to our sadness. So why don’t we talk about something else?”
Under such conditions, it was impractical and virtually impossible to chitchat. Unable to find the words, they
both remained silent. Finally, Yang began.
“Ma, let me say a few words first. Your son is an anti-Japanese warrior and Communist and has brought no
shame to the revolution or the people. But when I think about all the caring you’ve given me and the disastrous
end I’ve brought to you, that is my only regret.”
“Stop it! I don’t want to hear this.”
The elderly woman was about to say something when all of a sudden a car roared qp. All the lights inside and
out! clicked on, including those directly above her and her son. A barrage of footsteps sounded on the staircase up
to the terrace where Yang was standing. Kao appeared, followed by a mob including Lan Mao, Assistant T’ien,
and some bodyguards who crowded around the entrance to the terrace. Yang winked at his mother and they both
froze.
Fan took a couple of steps onto the terrace and said, trying to be smart:
“I overheard your touching conversation. I’ll repeat what I said an hour ago. You Communists have parents
like everyone else; you should not ignore your filial obligations. Isn’t this exactly why Commander Kao made this
special trip? He has ordered both of you to be released as soon as you give us the list.”
“If you’re trying to make me betray my comrades, forget it!”
With a giant step, Kao came out on the terrace and grabbed the railing. Just as he was about to explode in
anger, he reconsidered and said:
“Yang Hsiao-tung, it was with good intentions that I arranged for you to see your mother. I did you a favor. So
why be stubborn? Let me tell you something. We really don’t need you. A three-legged toad is hard to find but a
two-legged man is commonplace. Why do you think we tried so hard to convince you? Simply because we have
respect for a man like you. If only you would give in, the car downstairs would take you and your mother out of
this place.
All right, I’ll make a concession. You don’t have to give me a list of Communists. All I want is your
signature.”
“You stupid bastard! Don’t be ridiculous!” Kao’s eyes bulged out.
“How dare you insult me! Oh, forget it! Why should I trouble myself over this? Take him out and execute him
right out there!” Yang looked across the terrace.
“Ma, don’t worry about me! I’d rather be dead than alive.” He marched with his head held high and followed
the guards down the stairs.
Seeing that Yang showed no sign of fear, Fan thought a moment and whispered something into Kao’s ear. At
first Kao seemed annoyed, but just as Yang was going down the stairs, he yelled out:
“Hold it! Bring the ‘prisoner’ back!” He strutted over to Yang and said viciously:
“It would be too easy for you to die like that. I’ve got other ideas for you. You and your mother shall watch
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each other tortured. Whoever can’t bear to watch will give in first. We’ll see whether or not we’ll get your
signature.” The old woman became panicky, thinking to herself:
“We could never give the names of those dedicated young men and women who work underground. But how
much longer will the enemy grill us? Could I bear to watch my son suffer? Could I allow him to watch me …?”
She stood by, slapped her hands together, and shouted at them:
“Move aside! I want to meet this Commander Kao of yours.”
The way she walked she seemed to have lost her balance. She hobbled to the edge of the terrace. Supporting
herself by the railing, she said to Kao:
“Do you think you can intimidate him with these few soldiers of yours? You misjudge him. He is still my son
and will listen to me. If you were smart, you’d let me see him. Leave us alone for a while, and I’ll try to persuade
him.”
Kao glared at her with suspicion and said nothing.
“We don’t have wings to fly away. So what are you afraid of? All you want is a signature, right?”
Kao and Fan exchanged glances, and reluctantly agreed to her suggestion. Everyone left the terrace. She was
escorted over to her son’s terrace.
The moment they were together, Yang embraced her and said in a hurry:
“Ma, giving out my signature is not a small matter. Every word is going to make a world of difference. You
understand, don’t you, Ma?”
“No! It’s you who don’t understand.” She turned ashen white. “Lift up your head and look me straight in the
eye.” He did what she said.
“Now you understand?”
“Yes. You were trying to grab this last chance to be with me.” She nodded her head.
“Say what is in your heart, Ma!” he urged her.
“What can I say, Tung? Don’t ever think I’d blame a son like you for what he has brought upon me. No, never!
I’m proud of you. I have no regrets. And never hold you back.
“Oh! I almost forgot to tell you,” she continued, her thin face suddenly aglow. Her voice was very low, almost
unintelligible. Obviously she did not want anyone else to hear what she had to say.
“I’ve picked a young woman that I know would make you happy. I gave her the ring with the red heart, and
she didn’t refuse. Oh …”
She suddenly felt enshrouded with fear as she thought a out their future. She became silent.
Then the terrace door opened and Lan Mao came out to them because what they were saying had nothing to do
with convincing him to give his signature. All the guards came back onto the terrace as Lan raised his voice and
asked Kao for further instructions.
“Shall we take care of the son first or shall we start on the mother?” Kao shouted:
“Haul up both of them and beat them!” The old woman screamed in despair.
“Just a minute. Let me have another word with him.”
She held his head with both hands, and ran her fingers through his hair. Her bitter tears dripped silently over
his face. But then she saw in his eyes that his only concern was for her. She pushed him aside.
“Tung, my son! I won’t be your burden. Fight to the end!”
She rushed forward, threw herself over the railing, and plunged down from the top of the third floor. …
64.117 Mother’s Breast\fn{by Pak Ke-ju (1913- )} Yong-jung, North Gando, China (M) 3
In World War II the Japanese regime forced Korean students to join the army as “volunteers.” They were not
allowed to make up their own groups but were disseminated among the Japanese soldiers. One such Korean
student, named Chong Tae-ho, was conscripted and sent to North China, where he deserted the Japanese army and
went to Yenan. At the end of the war, he returned to Korea and told the following story:
*
Before I deserted the army and escaped to Yenan, I saw action in the battle at Taihangshanmo. In my company
there was another young Korean, named Kim In-chol. He was not a student, nor had he ever been to school. The
only son of a widow in a rural district, he had been forced to join the army and sent to North China.
A soldier on the battlefield has no ambition for fame and glory. He has no personal desires; he is concerned
only with the thought of death. Like the other soldiers with whom I was being sacrificed for their country, I had
no ambitions for myself, but my emotions were not as simple as theirs. My heart was heavy because I was not
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fighting for my own country. Moreover, I was bitter that I was fighting on the side of the enemy which had
deprived me of my country. I knew that I was pointing my rifle at my own countrymen who had joined the
opposing army as real volunteers in the hope that they were taking the first step toward the restoration of Korea. I
longed to give voice to my despair, but I was not permitted to indulge in private emotion.
When I was alone with Kim, I said to him:
“We are Koreans.”
He heard me, but since he was a simple and ignorant boy, he seemed not to understand what I meant. I
explained further:
“We should not forget that we are Koreans.”
He then showed some response, but I did not know how much of my implication he understood. After a while I
again reminded him:
“Don’t you forget that, on the opposite side, in the Eight Route Army\fn{ One of the armies of the Communist Party of
China; they and the Nationalist Chinese formed an uneasy alliance to fight the common invader of their country until the end of World War
II.} there are real Korean volunteers.”

Then he nodded and his face showed that he understood what I meant. After that our aim was always bad
whenever there was any shooting to be done.
Sometimes I had dreams in which Kim and I deserted the Japanese army and fled toward the Eighth Route
Army. In one of them, Kim and I were crawling cautiously on the side of a steep mountain. When we were about
to break through the sentry line, we heard a rifle shot and the sound of footsteps running toward us.
“Let’s run. Hold my hand. Run!”
We started to run, but the next moment another rifle shot struck Kim and he fell down with a desperate scream.
He was badly wounded. I had to get away. But I could not leave my dying friend. As I was hesitating, our
Japanese pursuer reached us and we began to fight for our lives. In the midst of our desperate struggle, I heard
some one shout:
“Shut up. Shut up! What’s the matter?” When I opened my eyes, there was no mountain, nor was it midnight. I
was in my bunk in the tent.
“What are you screaming for?” It was the voice of my superior officer. I rose and stood at attention.
Another time Kim and I shot down our Japanese commander as he stood before us issuing orders, and we were
awaiting darkness to make our escape. That was a dream too. In some dreams I was lost and starving in the
mountains after escaping from the army. In another dream I escaped all right and reached the Eighth Route Army,
but unfortunately they misunderstood me and put me in jail as a Japanese spy. All these nightmares unnerved me
and I decided to take action. Whenever I had a chance to talk to Kim privately, I made plans for deserting the
Japanese army and joining their enemy. Finally I persuaded him and we made a pledge to desert together.
But in the battle of Taihangshanmo Kim was wounded and was sent with other wounded soldiers to the field
hospital located twenty miles behind the lines. I then fell into an agonizing state of loneliness and melancholy. My
despair was as great as when I was leaving my parents and friends for the front. Perhaps it was now even worse,
for here on the battlefield I had lost my only Korean friend, and: the one who had promised to desert with me.
Two weeks later when the big battle was over, I got a chance to visit Kim.
“I will be happy to see him. And how glad he will be to see me again!” Such were my thoughts as I hurried my
horse toward the hospital.
When I arrived, I found that Kim’s injuries were greater than I. had anticipated. Both his eyes were swathed in
bandages, and he was groaning with pain, unaware of my presence. I approached him sadly and called to him:
“Hey, Kaneyama.”
I was obliged to call him by this name although it was not his real surname. It was the name taken by his
family in response to the Japanese order to change Korean names into Japanese polysyllablic equivalents. Thus
they hoped to crush the Korean spirit! I hated to call him by this name, and I hated myself for being a coward
because I did not dare call him by his real name. Anyway, there was no answer from him. I did not think that he
would refuse to answer to that name; so I called louder:
“Kaneyama!”
But no answer again. At that moment the doctor came in and told me that Kim was not only blind, but also
deaf because his eardrums were ruptured. As soon as I recovered from the shock of this tragic news, I sat down
and grasped his hands. He was trembling as he asked:
“Who is this?”
He spoke in Korean instead of Japanese, as was prescribed. He continued in an excited tone:
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“It’s mother, isn’t it? Isn’t it?”
When he felt with his other hand and knew that mine was not a woman’s hand, he sighed with disappointment.
“This is me, Matsumura—oh, no, Chong Taeho.”
Even though I knew that he could not hear me, it gave me satisfaction to speak my Korean name. But he just
talked on.
“No wire yet from my mother? Why don’t you answer? Oh, please wire my mother. Let me see my mother
before I die. Let me see her..”
He had become crazed by this obsession, this innocent desire to see his mother before he died. I sobbed as I sat
beside him. Kim’s damaged eyes and ears were not his only wounds; a bullet had passed through his side, and he
himself knew that he could not live long. A nurse told me that every day, day and night, he asked her to wire for
his mother so that he could see her before he died. She added:
“The other day when I was here another nurse came and took his hands. Then he cried out, ‘Oh mother,
mother.’ She wept, and I wept too. She continued, “So, from then on it was forbidden for a nurse to touch him and
comfort him. One day, there was a piece of paper near him. He touched and took it, and asked whether it was a
telegram from his mother. He begged us to read it to him. His case is the worst tragedy in the hospital.”
I had no way to make him know that I was there, and I left with a heavy heart. If he had been able to read or
write, I could have traced some words on his skin or in the palm of his hand so that he might have understood. As
I was walking away with the doctor and nurse, I asked if they had wired for his mother. I did not think that they
would have taken the trouble for this poor, unknown soldier, but her answer was, “Yes.” I did not think that I had
heard her correctly and asked again, “Really? Did you really?” On second thought I understood why it was possible for them to grant his request. It was necessary for the war-torn Japanese to make a good impression on the
Koreans at home by showing that they were kind to the Korean soldiers at the front so that families would be
willing to send more of their sons into battle. Then I asked the nurse:
“Was there an answer?” She replied:
“No, not yet.”
In the afternoon of the same day a military truck loaded with food and medical supplies arrived at the hospital.
In it were a few military personnel and a woman dressed in white. Intuitively I felt that the woman was Kim’s
mother. Others thought so too. But their feelings toward her were very different from mine. To them, she was just
a plain Korean woman. To me, Kim’s mother was almost my mother. Even if she had not been his mother, she
was an inspiration to me. To a man who had already given up all hope of seeing his homeland and his own people,
just seeing a countrywoman was a cause for rejoicing. Even the mere sight of the dear, familiar native dress would
have given me comfort.
To my great joy, this woman really was Kim’s mother. I bowed to her in greeting, but I could not speak. I was
not responsible for her son’s wound, but somehow I felt guilty. Still speechless, I joined her, and with the doctor
and nurses, we went in to see Kim. As soon as we reached his room and she saw that his eyes were bandaged, his
mother stood aghast and then ran toward him crying, “Inchol!” She grasped his hands, but there was no proper
response from her son. Still unaware that he was deaf and blind, she repeated:
“Oh, Inchol, this is me, your mother. I am here.” But he just said:
“Who is this?”
“This is me, your mother.”
How can I describe her appearance and expression at that moment? She tried desperately to suppress her feelings and to hide her tears. I thought that she must be a great woman. Had I been in her position, I would have
cried out without restraint. I then told her that he was deaf too. My poor skill cannot describe the mother’s agony
and despair. All of us in that room tried to let Inchol know that his mother was there, but all our efforts failed: He
grasped and felt his mother’s hands, but he thought that they were just the hands of another nurse. He continued to
ask when his mother was coming and to entreat them to send a wire to her. His mother’s control was near the
breaking point as she exclaimed:
“It is me. I am here. This is your mother. Inchol, can’t you understand me?”
But the son could not understand. She ran her fingers over his face, held him in her arms, and finally kissed
him, but he refused her caresses indignantly because he thought she was some woman other than his mother. Not
only the mother, but I, myself, and the others who were witnessing this scene grew irritated and impatient. For
almost an hour the poor woman had tried desperately to make him understand her.
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At last she forgot, or ignored, the presence of the rest of us, loosened her blouse, took out her breast, and thrust
the nipple into his mouth. At first, Inchol was uncertain. Then he felt its unusual texture, he touched the breast,
touched his mother’s shoulder, and shouted in surprise and delight.
“Mother!”
Then he threw his arms about her and sobbed, rocking backward and forward as she held him. The nurses were
already in tears.
“Mother!” I shouted without making a sound. And I could not hide my tears;
*
This is the end of the story, but I want to add a few words of explanation. In tears, I shouted “Mother!” as I
stood watching my dying friend. At that moment I envisioned successively Inchol’s mother, my own mother,
whom I had lost many years ago, and my mother country,. Korea. The last vision, that of Mother Korea, was so
vivid that I have never forgotten it. From that moment on my mother has always been my country, and I wished
that I could suckle of my mother’s breast as Inchol had done at his. For my mother I lived and struggled. At last I
am now in her bosom again.
80.70 Tsui Yi\fn{by Shu Chun (1913- )} Acheng County, Kirin Province, China (M) 10
It is two years since I returned from Korea, and the armistice negotiations have been successfully concluded.
But the memories of those days still shine like jewels in my mind, particularly because I often talk about the times
in Korea to the workers in the Anshan Iron and Steel Company, where I am working now. The story I have told
most often, in the Model Workers’ block, and other places, was about Comrade Tsui Yi.
One day, one of the girls who works in the propaganda department handed me a notebook and said, “Please
read this over and make it into a real story for me some time when you have time.” I expected it to be a
propaganda draft, or a report on her section’s work that she wanted me to give her a hand in, but when I turned to
the first page I saw the title Comrade Tsui Yi. I then realized that the manuscript was no other than the notes she
had jotted down from a talk I had given to the workers on a construction site the other day.
I asked her why she wanted this permanent record, and she said she wanted to be able to tell the story to other
workers who had not yet heard it. When I got back to my room I went over her notes. The story I had told was all
there, and so was the spirit behind my telling of it. I felt very much inclined to do what she wanted. Some of the
pages were blurred … was it by rain or accidental splashes? I think it was from her tears, the passionate tears she
shed when she heard the story.
But I realized that it would take me a long time to do what she wanted, and we were all of us very busy. The
Heavy Rolling Mill was just being completed and I was involved with all the others. I had to put the notebook
away for the time being.
After the rolling mill started operations, and was in trial production, I began turning in at night later and later,
but could not get to sleep. It was during this sleepless period that I polished up her notes, adding here and deleting
there. Then when I had finished the whole of the first part, and I was about to lay my pen down, it suddenly
occurred to me that if she thought it was helpful to the worker at Anshan, why shouldn’t it reach a yet wider
audience? The story is now laid before you with her permission.
*
It was in the spring of 1951 that I set out from Shenyang to Korea. I ran into air-raid after air-raid as I traveled
through the winding highways, among mountains, through green pine woods, and across clear streams …
sometimes through the rubble of ruined towns. Finally I arrived at a Section H.Q. of the Army Service Corps. I
had already picked up the rudiments of military strategy, and knew that in the war against United States
aggression in Korea, the supply services played a major role. In fact victory depended as much on supplies as on
other services. I also knew that I was going to a famous supply unit, which kept the transport road open in the face
of almost insurmountable odds, and was never halted by air-raids. I was also looking forward to meeting the C.O.
Commandant Shen, who is an old friend. I first knew him in Yenan more than ten years ago. I was particularly
glad therefore to have arrived in this outfit.
Preparations were in hand for the Fifth Battle, and because, as the military pundits have it, “Munitions are the
life blood of war,” the Corps was working all out. The Political Commissar, Comrade Li, had gone to inspect the
front zone, Political Officer Wang was conducting political briefing among the troops, and only Commandant
Shen with two aides was at H.Q. directing the show.
The night began like all the other nights, with a scene of intense activity. The homestead where the H.Q. was
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quartered was in a hubbub from dark to dawn. The sentry at the door was alert, challenging any comers, and being
the air-raid alarm when necessary, so that we knew when to make the black-out complete. An orderly was also
hanging around, busy and slack by turn. In his busy moments he strode in and out as purposely as a ferryman with
his pole, but in between he lounged or squatted outside the door. Now and again he looked in through the cracks,
or listened through the paper windows. This was Feng Hsiao-kui, who had been with the Commandant for six
years, starting off as one of our beloved “little devils”\fn{ I first came across this term in a short story about Communist
youngsters operating behind enemy lines during the Sino-Japanese phase of World War II—running messages, spying on Japanese troop
movements, doing all those things suitable to their youth, elasticity and slight builds which would be out of the question for grown men .}

and was now a first-rate orderly. He knew his Commandant inside out, and could tell what he was thinking by his
very breathing. I took to Feng Hsiao-kui immensely; his intelligence and straightforwardness shone out from him.
So much for the general appearance from outside.
Inside, three candles burned. By comparison with the Korean village, this was brilliance, but these three
candles were not enough really to read the transport map on the wall. The telephone on one wall was in constant
use. One of the aides was using it incessantly, to the exchange, to Sachang, Yenchon or the stores. His conversation ranged from ammunition of various types to roast flour. His voice had given way till it was only a husky
whisper. The other aide used his tongue less but his legs more, running between the Section H.Q. and the Signals,
to get and send telegrams, and, inbetween, drafting orders for the Commandant. He was dog tired, and his
bloodshot eyes showed the strain he was under.
Commandant Shen told me with a grin that the young people couldn’t take it like the tough old ones. He was
forty-three, the total of the aides’ combined ages! His uncropped hair framed his thoughtful face and his broadrimmed spectacles. He sat cross-legged at a little Korean-style desk, reading, listening, giving orders and dealing
with problems. He had to use all his faculties at full pitch, and work very closely with his two youngsters. I found
him very much matured compared with his previous self, more flexible and steadier. Even at the most critical
points his face gave no sign of strain, and his level tones did not vary. At such time, in fact, he was apparently in
the best of humor, cracking jokes. I did see some signs of change. His forehead was criss-crossed with deeper
wrinkles, and his hair was grayer. The uniform I knew him in in Shenyang was now changed to army redbordered uniform. I was close to him now. My desk faced his, and we slept next to one another, and I went with
him wherever he went. He gave the impression that all problems could be solved if he were around.
The night wore on. One aide came with an urgent report from Transport. Fifty trucks were loaded, but could
not start.
“What’s the trouble?” asked the Commandant, not looking up from the telegram he was reading.
“They’re dropping delayed action bombs on the highway from the stores.”
“Tell the anti-aircraft to get the planes in this area, and mobilize the workers’ brigade to move the bombs.”
The enemy had found it useless to bomb the roads, and turned to scattering nails. He then found that this didn’t
halt the traffic, so he had taken to dropping delayed action bombs. We had, of course, stepped up our struggle to
meet these attacks from the sky. As Commandant Shen said, “If they’re trying bombing, we’ll take cover, deceive
them, and answer with anti-aircraft fire. If they drop nails, we’ll sweep them up. Now if they are tryi:ng delayed
action bombs, we’ll shift them.” But as we’d just heard, this was easier said than done. Blowing out the candles,
the Commandant told little Feng to come with him, and set off to see the matter for himself. I went with them.
It was midnight. The sky was dark, and the earth even blacker. We could hear sounds, but see nothing. Our
jeep bucketed along, ignoring the machine-gunning and bombing of enemy aircraft. It was an awful job for the
comrade driving. He could not use his headlights—the anti-aircraft regulations forbade it—and had to strain his
eyes as his only guide. Besides, he had been told to go at top speed by the Commandant, and must go on despite
the concussion of falling bombs and the appalling noise. I felt as though we were in a little boat on a storm-tossed
ocean. Little Feng sat beside the driver, doubling the parts of air-raid warden and signaller. In normal times he
would have told the driver to stop, but now he couldn’t, with the Commandant’s strict orders. He just poked his
head out, keeping a sharp look-out, and warning the driver—“Enemy plane about!”, “Strafing ahead!” or “Look
out, there’s a steep bank … rocks in the road!”
We sat in the back. Now and again I felt Commandant Shen’s reassuring hand on my arm. I knew he was
helping me to relax.
In a musing voice he said to me, “D’you know, old chap, I’m indulging in a daydream … or is it a night
dream? Perhaps you think the word is too far-fetched. Let me call it a hope. Can you guess what my hope is?”
“That you’d like to see our planes turn up!” I answered with undue self-confidence.
“What else?”

833

“You hope for peace in Korea?”
“Yes, but what else?”
I had no more ideas, and could only wait for him to tell me himself. More like a scientist. engrossed in work in
a peaceful laboratory than a commandant at the front, he talked about the immediate problem. He said that
physical removal could be one way of tackling the job, but that it was very dangerous, and anyway it was backward and primitive. The scientific and advanced method was to dismantle and render safe the bombs. Properly
done, this was much less dangerous. Finally he said, as we jolted along:
“I must confess to you that I hope we can dismantle the bomb, instead of having to shift it. Do you see what
I’m driving at? D’you think it’s feasible?”
My mind went back over his life, as far as I knew it. He had been apprenticed as a lad to an engineering
workshop. Later, by dint of doing odd jobs, he raised the money to keep himself at a university and studied
physical science. He joined the revolution and the Party in his early youth, and had held responsible posts before
he came to Korea as a Volunteer. He was well equipped, therefore, not only with scientific knowledge, but with
revolutionary experience. In the few months that he had been working in the Service Corps he had been able to
suggest many improvements, such as air-raid sentries stationed among the lines of communication, camouflage
improvements, and so on, most of which had been adopted and found useful.
I had no difficulty in agreeing with him, as you may imagine, and answered as much.
“What makes you agree with me so easily?” he retorted, taking me aback.
“Well, I also believe in the advance of scientific knowledge, and the technical abilities of our country. Aren’t I
right to do so?”
“Hmm. What I’m getting at is that it’s the masses I’m going to rely on, not experts. Now do you see what I’ve
got up my sleeve?”
We had fairly got to this point in our breathless talking when we got to our destination. Enemy flares hung in
the night sky, giving out their unearthly cold light, and there in front of the stores lay five ungainly monsters.
Certainly they were holding up the traffic! The Chief of Staff and the Transport C.O. were already there, and so
were the mobilized workers. Only naturally, for such an unusual task, they were inclined to be hesitant about
removing such objects. Commandant Shen realized that this was only to be expected. But the mounting queue of
lorries and cars might lead to heavy losses, should one of the circling planes get on to them. This was the urgent
problem. The occupants of the cars, laden with records and files, had got out and scattered to the sides of the road.
The medical corps took over the wounded, and nurses were staggering along, carrying the wounded by the
fireman’s lift. I saw one who passed me just as the soldier realized it was a girl who was carrying him. Wounded
as he was, he insisted on getting off and managed to hobble along by himself …
The scene was one of the intense expression of the common will to overcome the difficulties. But no one could
take the responsibility off Commandant Shen’s shoulders. He strode backwards and forwards purposefully,
organizing the movements. For the first time I found him somewhat hurried. As he passed me, he said briefly, “I
haven’t done much of a job here, I’m afraid. The situation’s a tough one.” But he was interrupted by the impatient
halloos of the lorry drivers, who were fed up with waiting. They didn’t know that the Commandant was about,
and were properly letting off, as you might expect.
“Where’s the responsible comrade? Let’s get cracking, for God’s sake.”
Everyone was wanting to play his part. But what was the individual responsibility? Perhaps everyone has his
own interpretation. Commandant Shen had one, certainly, and exemplified it in his work. I remember several
incidents—when he had been the first to go into one of his flour stores and carry out the damp sacks, or when he
was the leader in hauling out cartridge boxes from an exploding ammunition dump which had been raided. Of
course he had a definition of what responsibiljty meant to him—the call of the Party spirit, voluntary selfsacrifice. Now he pushed aside Feng Hsiao-kui, who was trying to stop him going near, as though Feng were just
the gate-keeper of a zoo. He eyed the delayed action bombs, for that matter, as though they were black bears
safely in a cage! He went on till he was near the biggest, and scrambled up on top of it. From this pulpit he spoke
to the workers, who would not approach nearer than some ten yards.
“Hallo there! This is Commandant Shen speaking! Commandant Shen from the Service Corps. I’ve come here
specially to give someone a treat!” He was always fond of a joking manner, but this time he was particularly
jovial. I took it that he wanted to reassure the workers. I didn’t expect the reaction though. One of them took it
perfectly seriously, and asked,
“Who’s going to be given a treat?”
“Well, I ask you, who should get one but these five U.S. beauties? I have a treat in store for them, but they
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won’t budge. What shall we do about it? We’ll have to shift them! Yes, we’ll have to shift these sons of bitches
ourselves.”
Just then I heard some one bawl out at the top of his voice, “Comrades! That’s a commandant, one of our
leading comrades. We mustn’t let him get hurt! We must protect our leading comrades!”
This piercing cry cut through all other sounds like a whip. I could hear a white-hot passion beating in it, roused
now by Commandant Shen’s courage, but speaking also of the traditions of our people’s army and the courage of
the soldiers who, wounded, still refuse to leave the lines if they can stand. I turned to see the speaker; it was a
wounded soldier, the soldier I had seen struggle down from the nurse’s back. I could not see his features in the
wavering light, but could make out a tall shape limping forward, with a crutch under his right arm, hobbling as
fast as he could, as though he had a race to win. The other watchers did not guess his intent, and gave him
passage. By the time they realized he was making for the delayed action bombs, it was too late for them to stop
him. When he got to Commandant Shen, he shifted his crutch to the other arm, and stood upright, balancing on his
left leg. It looked as though his right leg had been crippled, but. that he still had a good deal of strength in the rest
of his body. He did not speak again, and Commandant Shen could not get out a word, so rapid were his
movements, as he reached up, grabbed Shen’s arm, and with a pull got him down off the bomb. Then with a firm
hand, he butted him well away, turned, and tried to scramble up on the bomb himself. With only one good leg,
however, he couldn’t manage it, so he just sat on it, as calmly as a traveler who sits down on a wayside bench to
have a breather.
The workers began to come nearer, and he said matter-of-factly:
“It’s all right. You can handle them. I know their little ways”—stooping and putting his ear against his bomb
—“There’ll be some indication before it goes off. I’ll listen to it, and tell you directly there’s any danger. There’ll
be plenty of time for you to get away.”
The workers were emboldened by this, and those nearest came closer, while the hesitant ones further off
gathered up courage. They began to get at the bombs, and rope them up so that they could drag them away, while
the smaller ones were shifted bodily. They began to jest to one another.
“What guests to have, to be sure! It’s all we can do to persuade them to move!” And some of them went up to
the soldier, and said, “It’s all right, mate. You get off to safety now. We can manage.”
The wounded man was intent on his “listening,” and could not take in what was being said. His ear still glued
to the bomb, he only grunted.
“Hey you, get off to a safe place. We don’t want you here. If the bombs begin to talk, we’ll take to our heels all
right. But you can’t, with your crutch. Can’t you hear us? Don’t look at me as though you were daft! It’s you I’m
speaking to, you!”
He stirred as though he had only just woken up to the fact he was being spoken to.
“Oh, me!”—he rubbed his head with his hand as though he was feeling to see if he did exist as an individual
—“Oh, I’m a Communist. You don’t have to worry about me.”
At such a moment, with enemy planes lazing around the night sky, our communication lines cut, and the antiaircraft barrage thundering, and when the spirit of readiness to overcome all obstacles was almost palpable, the
lucid simplicity of these words struck home to me more powerfully than any rhetoric could have done. Its very
simplicity illumined the depths of man’s nobility.
*
The workers shifted the bombs within half an hour. They were parked by a hillside, some hundred yards away.
The lorries roared away, and the road cleared. We wanted to find our wounded soldier, but he had also
disappeared. Of course we felt that we had come to know many people closely, but we were particularly drawn to
him. Who was he, where did he come from? We didn’t even know his name, and we would not know his face
again, after only seeing him in the night. He had made a profound impression on his hearers, and some of the
crowd went over to “listen” to the bombs as he had done.
It was already daybreak when we got back, but we got constant reports that there were still people on that
hillside, “listening” to the bombs. The Commandant promptly ordered a notice to be put up, to say the place was
dangerous, but this had no effect. He followed this with another order that the area should be roped off and an
Out of Bounds, Danger notice put up. We still heard that this didn’t discourage the “listening.” Then a report
came in that one bomb had exploded, and had killed a boy messenger. While the Commandant’s heart went out to
the youngster for his courage, he mourned the unnecessary loss of life, and felt that he ought to have taken steps
to enforce the orders. He said to us that as the Volunteers came from all over China to fight against Ameri-can
aggression, they would have to learn the reason for military orders, and finally gave strict orders that a sentry
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should be posted at the roped-off area, who was to refuse to allow people to go in. After this, the order was
obeyed.
An ordinary day, after this fantastic night. Feng Hsiao-kui got on with his normal routine, rolling up the
bedding which had been warming on the kang all night, and started to urge us to get off to our mountain caves to
sleep. I lifted the black-out tarpaulin at the doorway, and went out on the threshold. Most mornings we would
stand at the doorway and stretch ourselves, but this morning we were in no mood to relax. We looked around in
silence. Although there was no objective change from yesterday, or the day before, we felt that there ought to be
some imperceptible reflection of the night’s strangeness. All we could see, though, was the little glen, the village,
and some scattered homesteads, with smoke curling from their roof tops. With their steep thatched roofs, they
looked like old fishermen in their grassy rain-cloaks. The nearby stream glittered in the morning sunlight like a
silver chain, and alongside it a woman walked in shining white, balancing a jar on her head. There was an old
white-bearded man with a bundle of faggots, and an ox-drawn plough. All was the same as it ever was; it was we
who felt strange.
All was stillness and peace. It lay like balm on our souls. The warm sunlight caressed us, striking through the
rosy cloudlets; our hands curled in it as though we could touch its kindly circlet, and we welcomed the friendly
embrace of the morning breeze. The vivid green pine woods framed the quiet scene, heightening its beauty. But as
we stood there under the eaves, our impatient thoughts were on our wounded comrade, and I heard the Commandant give vent to our feelings as he muttered:
“Where can he have gone?”
Feng Hsiao-kui shared none of our musing. He was impatient at our dawdling, and came back to hurry us to
our caves. Once there, we fell back into being our wartime selves. The darkness, the cool dampness, and the call
of the quilts brought us back to our immediate need, the most cherished need at the front: sleep. I lay down on my
camp bed, and rolled myself up in my quilts, still holding their comforting warmth from the kang, but sleep would
not come. The telephone bell still rang. A shell depot was damp, a new unit had turned up and needed supplies …
it was some time before Commandant Shen got the chance to drop off.
Our faithful Feng was on duty at the door, keeping a firm hand on telephone calls and visitors. I could hear
him, “The Commandant’s only just got off to sleep. Please give him a chance to rest.” Like a good member of the
race of orderlies, Feng could be absolutely maddening at times, but at critical moments he was right on the job,
watching over the safety and well-being of his charge.
Suddenly I was startled wide awake by an altercation outside. Two people were at it hammer and tongs.
“Pah! You haven’t even been in uniform long enough to get the creases out of it!”
“Who d’you think you are? A veteran? What the hell does length of service mean anyway? There are mules
still pulling the guns today who were at Chingkangshan!”\fn{ A note reads: Revolutionary base on the borders of Kiangsi and
Hunan Provinces, established by Mao Tse-tung in 1927.}
I knew one of the voices—it was young Feng. I went out to see what was going on, and found him at it with a
squad leader from the Guards Company.
I didn’t have to ask what the row was about. It must be some message for the Commandant which Feng was
trying to intercept, so that the Commandant could get his sleep. I drew them off a little way, and tried to find out
how urgent it really was, and if it really couldn’t wait. The problem came from our bomb area. There was a man
there who would not obey orders, but insisted on going into the enclosure to “listen.”
“Pooh! Everything turns into a craze, and now it’s a craze for listening to bombs.” Feng got his word in,
indignantly. I told the lad to shut up because I didn’t want another loud argument, and asked the squad leader why
the Commandant’s orders were not being kept.
“Well, we’ve got the chap in custody,” he said.
“What on earth have you come round here for, then?”
“Our C.O. is afraid there’ll be trouble if we keep him shut up too long.”
“Where does the trouble come in?”
“You see, the chap’s a wounded soldier, and he insists he knows how to deal with delayed action bombs. He’s
managed to talk his way round the C.O. already, and that's something!”
Of course I realized in a flash who it was. Even if there was no connection between him and Commandant
Shen’s dream, I wanted to go and. see this soldier anyhow, as I wanted to know more about him. I told young
Feng that I’d go along to the Guards Company, and would phone back if I thought I ought to. If I did, he was to
put me through to Commandant Shen and not try to interfere. He grinned rather sheepishly at that, like the good
boy he was, and shook hands with the squad leader who, for his part, said that he shouldn’t have been so hasty!
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*
We walked about half a mile, crossing a stream, round the brow of a hill, and skirting some marshy land,
toreach Company H.Q. I knew the C.O. and I was taken to.see the “prisoner” straight away. Directly I got into the
detention room I recognized “our” wounded soldier of the night. Now I could see him clearly. He looked round
about thirty, with his thin, sallow face and his uncropped hair, but this may have been due to his wounds and war
service. He was huddled up into a corner, in his army overcoat, crutch by his side, and engrossed in drawing in a
notebook which he held against his good knee. He had made such a remarkable impression on me before that I
was surprised to see his reactions to us now. The C.O. spoke to him in a friendly way, and I said, quite naturally,
“How are you, comrade?” but he did not even raise his head. Whatever was up? Was he naturally so taciturn? I
went up to him, and laid my hand on his shoulder.
“What’s the great work?” I asked.
Through nearly closed lips he answered, “Look here, I’m not a counterrevolutionary, and I’m not going to try
to run off. I’m not drawing anything reactionary. There’s no need for you to waste your time hanging around
guarding me. Haven’t you got anything better to do?”
I could see he was perfectly sincere in what he said, but I didn’t like the biting ring. I tried to explain what I
was going.
“I’m not a guard, Comrade, and we’re not treating you like a criminal.” I could not bring myself to argue with
him, remembering his behavior during the night. He had put up with enough then, and since had been kept under
guard. I went on, “I came here just to see you. Aren’t you the comrade who helped to move the bombs last night?
I was there.”
He turned round at that in a flash, and said, “Are you the Commandant, then?” When I saw into his face for the
first time fully, I could see that his honesty shone out in his eyes, which reminded me of his saying last night
—“Oh, me! … I am a Communist.” When the C.O. saw that we’d roused him, he seized his chance, embroidering
a little on the bare facts, and said, “This comrade isn’t the Commandant, but he came from him. You can tell him
what you have already told us.”
Once the ice was broken, there seemed nothing taciturn about him. He was typical of the rest of the chaps in
our army, who treat you like one of the family when they get to know you. He told me his name was Tsui Yi and
that he was twenty-seven. He came of working class stock; his grandfather had been an Anshan miner, and his
father a fitter. Both he and his brother were apprenticed to the Anshan Steel Company, and afterwards worked in
an armament factory. After the Japanese surrender he had joined the P.L.A.,\fn{ People’s Liberation Army.} and as he
knew about munitions he was posted to the artillery. He rose to be a company leader in five years, and had been
wounded three times in the War of Liberation. Now, as a Volunteer in Korea, he had been wounded again. His
right kneecap got a bit of shrapnel. He made light of this, and said he was still alive, and there was nothing the
matter with his hands. He had not meant to leave the line, but his battalion C.O. had ordered him to get back and
recuperate. He was going back when he ran into our little trouble, and had been greatly impressed with Commandant Shen’s bearing. He had instinctively come out to organize the workers, and when he heard that a boy messenger had been killed, following his example of “listening” to delayed action bombs, he was both deeply grieved
and inspired.
“I went on and registered at the field hospital, and transferred my Party records,” he wound up, “but I wasn’t
going to hang around just to get something to eat and have my dressing done, and I got out when the nurses’ back
was turned. 1 want to dismantle that bomb, so that it won’t be able to terrorize us again.”
“Have you handled that type of bomb in your munition factory?” I asked.
“No, not that kind.”
“What makes you think you can dismantle them, then?”
“The principle will be the same—most bombs run true to type! My guess is that this kind will have some kind
of time-mechanism, which ticks over like a watch, until a certain time, when the detonator breaks and the bomb
explodes.”
“And does it make a noise before it goes off, as you said last night?”
“I suppose there’ll be some kind of indication when the detonator gets going, but I don’t know if there’s
actually anything audible. Then again, if there is a sound, I have no idea how much time there’d be between the
sound and the explosion. It may be all right if you’re pretty nippy, but I don’t know.”
“Why were you so confident last night, then?”
“Oh well, that was really only a try-out, and to encourage the others. I was bitterly disappointed I wasn’t there
when the bomb went off this morning. That would have given me the chance of knowing if there was time. Any-
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way, whether there’s any obvious sign or not, if I had some tools, I’m sure I can dismantle those bombs. Comrade,
I ask you to tell the Commandant to let me have a try. Tell him I’m not irresponsible, I won’t risk my life for
nothing. Even though I’m a cripple at present, I still love my life, and besides, the Party has done a lot for me. I’m
not going to waste it.”
He showed me his sketches in his notebook, the diagrams and cross sections, and hypothetical diagrams of the
workings. All the drawings were carefully done to scale, and produced with great delicacy. As he showed me the
drawings he dilated on them with enthusiasm, accompanying his words with gestures. I listened, fascinated, and
finally was completely convinced.
“You must let me do it, and quickly at that,” he concluded. “Because we shan’t get such a chance again, if we
let all these bombs go off.”
I realized that the C.O. felt as I did, and why he thought he would not be justified just to hold Tsui Yi under
arrest and why he had sent an urgent message to the Commandant. Tsui Yi had worked his magic on him already!
As I came to realize later, once his mind was made up, there was no stopping him. He went straight ahead without
deflection.
*
I went out and telephoned the Commandant, and it seemed only a few minutes before I heard young Feng’s
voice. “Those damned planes were after us all the way—and we’re nearly drowned in mud!” And in came Commandant Shen, his face beaded with sweat, and his whole body bespattered with mud. Tsui Yi was carried away
with excitement when he saw him, and struggled to his feet, forgetting his crutch, and hopped over, one hand on
the wall. Commandant Shen rushed forward to hold him up. Their silhouette against the bright sunshine which
streamed in through the door merged into one mass. They greeted one another with affectionate arms and slaps on
the shoulder, more like old friends and old comrades-in-arms, with common memories of risks they had shared,
than people who had just met.
Then they settled down for a serious talk. One had the scientific background, and the other the practical
experience. One talked while the other listened, all ears. One demanded an answer and the other pondered. The
talk ranged from the peculiarities of time bombs in general, and of their automatic mechanism in particular, to the
nature of dynamics. I knew nothing about this scientific mountain-top, but I could see they were finding plenty in
common. Finally, they seemed to have reached a measure of: agreement over some action to be taken, and Tsui Yi
said, “Is it O.K. then? Are you going to let me try?”
“Yes, I’m agreeable,” said the Commandant without hesitation. “But the thing will have to be worked out
properly.”
By “worked out properly” he meant thorough security measures were to be taken. Commandant Shen’s ideas
on the subject were a good deal more complicated than Tsui Yi’s—he quite simply wanted just to get on with it,
and his plans were accordingly simple. In fact there was a considerable gap between the two ideologies.
“The bombs are delayed action bombs, but it doesn’t mean they’re going to delay themselves to suit our convenience” was Tsui Yi’s line, while Commandant Shen was as reasonable from his point of view. “Without full.
and adequate preparations, there’s nothing doing.” This did not seem reasonable to Tsui Yi.
“I know I’m nothing compared with you,” he said, “in fact, I might be called only a Young Pioneer, but if
you’ll excuse my saying so, Commandant Shen, we’re not proposing to mount a full-scale battle. And come to
that, I don’t remember seeing all these preparations last night when you got up on one of the bombs!”
The Commandant didn’t rise to this. “Let’s go along to the roped-off area, and see what we shall need when we
get there,” he said amiably.
No sooner said than done. We started off, borrowing some surgical instruments from the field hospital on the
way, scalpels and forceps, which we took along with us.
By now it was noon. The sun blazed down out of a cloudless sky, and not a breath of air stirred. The scent. of
newly-ploughed earth rose strongly off the fields. By some method, the news that the Commandant was going to
dismantle a time bomb had spread, and long before we got to the actual scene we could see the area was thick
with people. Soldiers, orderlies, workers, and the Korean villagers—Commandant Shen had to start off by giving
orders that they were all to be cleared off to a safe distance before he began to go in with Tsui Yi.
“You’ll please stay outside the rope, Comrade Commandant,” Tsui Yi said firmly.
“That’s too far off!” was all he got from the Commandant, who went on right up to the ropes and a few steps
inside.
“Not a step further, Comrade Commandant.”
“I gave you permission to come here at all, and now you don’t let me have a look! I tell you what, we’ll
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compromise. I’ll just go near enough to be able to see it properly.”
He hadn’t gone another two steps, however, before Tsui Yi got really angry, and just pulled him back to the
fence. “You’re not to go on, Comrade Commandant!”
Commandant Shen faced him, with a grin.. “You’d better get it into your head, comrade soldier. If you can’t
agree with my security measures, you won’t be allowed to—”
“Allow me to speak my mind too, Comrade Commandant. If I’d known what you meant by security measures,
you’d never have got me here with you at all!”
All the men who had worked with the Commandant knew very well that he didn’t throw his weight about, and
that he never tried to pull his rank, but would be the first to say, in all humility, that he hadn’t done his work well.
His Party records stated that he was genuinely democratic in his relations with comrades of all ranks. But he was
being properly the head of the family now, while Tsui Yi was being plain pigheaded, and sticking like glue to his
own way of thinking. The one could not yield, and the other would not. I was afraid that an impasse had been
reached. The Guards C.O. wanted to suggest that he should swap places with the Commandant but no one took
any notice of this. I suggested that I might be a mediator, but Tsui Yi, his face red with indignation, would have
none of it.
“Talk, talk, talk, the whole bloody day, and now I’m led over here, all for nothing,” he said scornfully. He
saluted the Commandant stiffly, and turned to limp away. Commandant Shen softened, and began to speak again,
but the soldier went off witbout turning his head. The crowd dwindled away, and we heard some disapproving
comments on the Commandant as they went. At last there were only Commandant Shen, young Feng, and myself
left standing by the enclosure.
*
Back again at our quarters, the Commandant was deep in thought. I knew him too well to think that when he
was working out a problem he was ever concerned with his own prestige or advantage. Finally he made his mind
up, and ordered young Feng to take the jeep and fetch Tsui Yi from hospital. He gave him a letter for the director,
and ordered Feng to bring the soldier back at all costs. His two aides, who knew all about the whole business from
young Feng, were ragging him. “Tell them that the Commandant says he’s wrong,” one said, while the other
pulled a shocked face at the Commandant as though he had really committed a crime.
“If I have made a mistake,” the Commandant said frankly, “I’ll tell Tsui Yi so to his face, and I’ll quite openly
criticize myself before all of you.”
We waited to see what would happen. It was getting on for two o’clock, and the Commandant would have
usually had his first meal of the day by noon. He seemed to be preparing for it now, though, as he told the old
cook to prepare for a guest, and to get out the two bottles of wine. This wine had a history attached to it. Some
time ago his wife had sent him a parcel of wine and a book. He had written to thank her and had said, “There is
gold in the book and love in the wine.” He tried to keep both. He often read the book and he hardly drank the
wine. In fact, he had only broken into it twice, once on New Year’s Eve, to celebrate the victory of the Third
Battle, and once at a fraternization dinner with the Korean villagers. I knew it was not because he begrudged
drinking it, but because of its sentimental value. Now, when he told the cook to get out the last two bottles, I knew
he had some very special guest in mind.
However, we were foiled again. Young Feng telephoned to say that he had not only failed to find the soldier in
hospital, but that he had been properly ticked off by the matron for being the first to break their rules! The
Commandant told him to try the guardhouse, in case Tsui Yi had got himself arrested again, but we heard then that
he wasn’t there either. The Commandant then ordered him to go with the Guards C.O. back to the bomb
enclosure. “And if that’s where he is, you jolly well bring him back.”
He put down the receiver at this, and turned to speak to me. “I think he must be there, don’t you? He struck me
as being the ideal scientist for the job, and I think he’ll probably get away with it. But it’s his condition I’m
worried about. With that bad leg, how’s he going to dodge if anything happens? But I’m not going to take that line
with him any longer. If we can get him here again, I’ll see what are the maximum safety measures he’ll agree to,
and leave it at that.”
We waited; no Tsui Yi. Finally the telephone bell rang. Young Feng’s triumphant voice came over.
“We’ve got him, Comrade Commandant!” he shouted.
The Commandant couldn’t keep back a roar of laughter. “I bet you found him at the bomb, didn’t you?”
“That’s right. That’s where he is.”
“Why the hell haven’t you brought him back here, then?”
“Easier said than done, Comrade Commandant! He’s incited the masses to rise now!”
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Feng’s voice shook with real dismay.
“Why didn’t the sentry stop him going through the rope?”
“The sentry says that the soldier told him that he had been brought there before by the Commandant himself,
and that he had the right to go in when he wanted to. He also said he wasn’t going to do anything, just wanted to
have a look. As a matter of fact, the sentry didn’t try to stop him very hard—”
“What about the C.O.?”
“Comrade Commandant, I have to inform you that the C.O. is a double-dealer!”
“What the hell are you doing about it then?”
“What, me?”
“Yes, you. Who d’you think I mean? Are you incited too?” The Commandant winked at me as he said this, as
much to say that these cruel words were hiding his real affection for his young devil who had been through so
much by his side.
A strange voice came over the telephone.
“Beg to report that young Feng has been taken prisoner too.”
The Commandant said gravely, “Report received, comrade stranger,” and put the receiver down. No chance of
dinner or that bottle of wine now! He grinned at me resignedly, and said, “We’d better face facts. Everyone’s
against me. Shall we go and surrender?”
We started out, and about halfway we met young Feng coming back in the jeep. The Commandant stared
sternly at him, and waited for him to speak first.
“How can a fellow clap with only one hand?” Feng muttered.
We got in the jeep and soon ran across the C.O., standing by the roadside. He also got a stern glare, and cold
silence. He didn’t know that the Commandant had already changed his mind, and started out to persuade him to
look at the problem from another point of view. He put it across quite convincingly, saying that a leading comrade
ought to be able to accept the views of the masses, and that the masses and Tsui Yi were of one mind. Having
already got some indication of this, and having heard as much from young Feng, I was myself by now heartily
convinced that Tsui Yi had won over the masses all right. As we might have known, the masses were about. On
the other side of the hill, the place was crowded. Soldiers, orderlies, workers, Korean villagers—all of them
organized and busily working under Tsui Yi’s instructions, building an open-air workshop-laboratory. They had
cleared and leveled a plot of ground—that was the workshop site—and had dug a large hole, in which they had
planted a delayed action bomb, the size of a barrel, with its top sticking up. That is, the machinery had been
installed. There were even security measures, too. They had poured a quantity of sand round the bomb’s “nest.”
The shop was all tooled up, into the bargain, with the famous scalpels and forceps, and where they lay, was, we
supposed, the lab bench. By the time we got there, the capital construction of the project had just about been
completed, and the toiling masses were retiring to a viewpooint some twenty yards away, to wait for the formal
commissioning of the factqry. No-one seemed surprised to see us. At the sight of the Commandant, they greeted
him as the director of the outfit, and came over to take him to the best “front seat.”
Shen didn’t seem entirely pleased with the lay-out of his workshop. It seemed to him that the security measures
would not stand up to too close an inspection. There it was, however, and what could he do about it? He didn’t
feel that he could now raise any objections to Tsui Yi, nor did he see just how the workshop could stop being
commissioned. In fact, if he did try, he saw no way of preventing everyone from criticizing him for innate
conservatism. At the same time, he could not really cavil overmuch at the arrangements, and could in fact not at
all withhold his admiration of the organizer! In fact he whispered to me,
“He is not only an engineer but a good organizer.”
But where, indeed, was the “organizer” in question? So far we had seen everyone but him. It turned out that he
was reconnoitring in the woods. When he had put himself into the picture, he came hopping back towards the
amphitheatre. When he saw the Commandant, he shifted his crutch to his left arm and gave a ceremonious salute,
the salute of a soldier before he steps out on an important duty at the front.
“Reporting for your orders!” he said, in soldierly tones.
The Commandant smiled, as though to intimate that nothing he could say would alter the way things were
turning out. Then he thought better of it, and said, “You’ve won the battle so far. I am sure you will win the next
engagement.”
Tsui Yi’s answer was brief: “Salute!” His voice, his salute, his whole bearing breathed of the immensity of his
task and the solemnity of his approach to it. No one stirred in the crowd, as we watched Tsui Yi, a little stooped
now, hopping forward. He seemed like a new-fledged university graduate starting his first important job—excited
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yet solemn, apprehensive but confident in his capabilities, sure that he could fulfil the task which lay ahead and
win through. Thus he set his hand to the work. Like an old artilleryman, his mouth was slightly open. This he
must have learnt from his first day in the unit, when you are warned to do this to save your ear-drums when the
guns are fired. I realized what was in his mind.
Forceps in hand, he attacked the screw-head of the bomb. The grip was too small, however, and both the
forceps and the neck of the screw-head were slippery. If he got the forceps open enough to reach round, they
would not grip properly, and skidded in his hands. For half an hour he struggled, getting impatient, with his eyes
starting from his head and the sweat streaming down his face. I could not bear to stand and watch so impotently,
but longed to help. I had never felt so useless!
He tried first the forceps, then the scalpel, then from that to the scissors—the whole range of his tools. The
electroplating of the surgical instruments flashed in the sunlight. Even the most experienced surgeon would feel
the strain, I thought, if he had to spend so long on such a difficult operation, and would feel his instruments growing heavy and his hand less sure. He would repeatedly ask his assistant how the patient’s pulse was, and would
turn to the theatre sister to have the sweat wiped off his brow. But Comrade Tsui Yi was not a surgeon, nor was he
working in a quiet, clean operating theatre. He was digging in the crater of a volcano; or travelling over an icebound river in early spring. If the volcano became active, or the ice began to break up …
Then with a roar of thunderous sound the mountains and the earth shook, and a blast of gunpowder filled air
swept over us, knocking down a Korean girl. Close on its heels came a cloud of smoke, which sealed off our view
completely. As it cleared I saw the Commandant, and then heard him call out to Tsui Yi.
To our relief an answering hail came through the smoke screen; at least we knew that he was alive, and that the
explosion must have come from one of the bombs on the other hillside. The smoke wreaths cleared off further,
and there was Tsui Yi still intent on his work. He stopped and looked round at us, his face blackened all over with
smoke.
“Comrade Commandant, all of you,” he shouted imperatively like the artillery, leader that he was. “Listen,
everyone, if I hear anything and tell you to lie down, you must do so straight away. Do you understand? When I
call, ‘lie down!’ you’re to do so.”
“What about yourself?” the Commandant hallooed back.
“Oh, me! You don’t have to worry about me.”
When he said, “Oh, me!”, my mind went back to last night. Commandant Shen seemed to resign himself to
being unable to move Tsui Yi from the spot, but three combatant soldiers offered to act as a rescue party to go in
and move Tsui Yi away at the last moment.
Commandant Shen told them to be careful to remember about his wounded kneecap, and they began to move
forward to take up their posts. But when they started towards him, he shouted out, “Halt. Stay still!” in English.
All our Volunteers knew the phrase. It was the one they had learnt in Korea to use when they met the enemy at
close quarters. They stopped and looked round at the Commandant to see what he thought they ought to do next. I
could hear Tsui Yi shouting away, though I could see the three bodyguards had stopped where they were. I
snatched up a binoculars and looked at him. Now I could see his lips; I realized he wasn’t shouting to anyone but
was giving vent to his long-pent-up feelings. He had got the head moving and was unscrewing it. As he took it off,
we all joined in his excitement. Everyone grabbed for the binoculars so as to be able to see for themselves. The
Korean girl who had been knocked down by the blast snatched the binoculars from me, with such a jog that it
bumped my eyes.
Tsui Yi put the head down, and stuck his ear to the hole. Then he peered into it, took out his notebook to make
an alteration, and put his hand. down into the maw of the bomb, and moved it as though he was untying some
intricate knot. He was still shouting excitedly, but this time I could hear him, in English again:
“Give up guns, or be killed!”
The three bodyguards had by then run up to help. Exhausted as he was, however, he could not relinquish his
“knot” at this critical moment, but went on working away, until he succeeded in doing what he was after—
disconnecting the detonator, and disarming this U.S. warlord. By this time he was just about played out, even
though he seemed to be made of iron, but he still kept at it, and to save the powder said reassuringly, still in
English, to his “disarmed prisoner:”
“We’ll treat captives!”
The world seemed to wear a smiling face, and so did all of us. We were all cheering madly, Chinese and
Koreans together. The Korean girl, whom I could now notice as a person in her pink coat and long green skirt, had
burst out singing: “O’er the summit of the White-Headed Mountains a white stork wings its way,” she carolled.
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She couldn’t keep on the ground even, but was on tiptoe, dancing to her song. Then she flung her arms wide and
flew across to Tsui Yi like a butterfly, followed by the shouting crowd. They seized Tsui Yi, and lifted him
triumphantly into the air.
Commandant Shen did not move, so little Feng and I stayed by him. He stood as in a trance.
“What are you dreaming?” I asked him.
As though carried away by his intense joy, he answered proudly, “It’s no dream that I’m having. No dream! It’s
all real!”
*
Later on, Comrade Tsui Yi came to our unit, to organize a training class. Except for his trips to the field
hospital for dressings, he lectured all day on “How to Dismantle Delayed Action Bombs” and how to save the
explosive for use in the reconstruction of Korea. He very quickly trained a group of comrades to dismantle the
bombs, so that we no longer had to remove them bodily.
He was cited as a Special Grade Meritorious Fighter of the Chinese People’s Volunteers. At one of the meetings held by the Chinese People’s Delegation to Korea to present citations and merits to those who had earned
them, I was amazed to find our courageous soldier was frightened, when he had to report on his exploit. He tried
to get out of it altogether, and when he was finally forced on to the platform by the Commandant, he could not
read the draft I had prepared for him, even. At last he said, impromptu:
“I just managed to dismantle a toy. I’ve got no more to say about it. That’s all.”
*
This is not the end of the story of Tsui Yi. I hope that one day I shall have time to write up the rest of the notes
which were in that little notebook.
19.102 Stealing Lotuses\fn{by Yeh Tzu aka Yu He-lin (1913-1939)} Yi Yang, Hunan Province, China (M) 4
One evening when the sun had just set the old red-nosed hired hand and Qiufu, the boy who looked after the
water buffalo, came running into the young master’s room.
“What about it, Master Han?” said the old hired hand in a low voice, fingering his beard and grinning. “What
about guarding the lake?”
Master Han put down the primer he was holding and said: “I’ll go. My father has agreed.”
“Really?” asked the boy Qiufu, coming between them.
“Yes.”
The old hired hand moved his hand away from his whiskers, grinned again and said, “Then we needn’t go to
the lake this evening?”
“No, you can go and booze.”
Young Qiufu was beside himself with delight. He had arranged to go fire-raising in the rushes with Xiaogui
from the other end of the village tonight, so it suited him very well not to have to go and guard the lake. As for the
old laborer, a smile spread right across his face at the thought of drinking. Making a mocking, comical, and
somewhat obscene gesture he said, “Be careful,” and went out.
“Come back,” said Master Han suddenly.
Qiufu and the old hired hand turned round.
“Tell the hands in the husking mill not to go to the lake on any account tonight unless …” He pointed to the
gleaming whistle hanging in front of his chest. “Do you understand?”
“Yes,” replied the old hired hand.
*
The moon slipped out from a dark ring of clouds.
Cassia and Chrysanthemum, who had been sent ahead to reconnoitre, ran back panting. They were covered
with tiny beads of sweat. They reported to the all-wise Mrs. Yunsheng: “Yes, tonight will be all right. Neither the
red-nosed servant nor the young so-and-so are there, and all the hired hands have gone off drinking and
gambling.”
“Then who’s guarding the lake?”
“Well,” said Cassia awkwardly, “he’s back from the foreign school in the provincial capital.”
Mrs. Yunsheng nodded and fixed her gaze on Cassia with a wicked and highly significant smile.
Cassia blushed, bowed her head, and opening wide her liquid and mischievous eyes she went for Mrs.
Yunsheng with great fury: “What are you grinning at, Mrs. Yunsheng? You, you …”
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“Not at you. I’m laughing at that monster back from the foreign school. Hurry up and tell Aunt Taisheng,
Taoxiu, and Li Seven’s daughter. The more the better. When the moon’s full our boats will meet in the forked
lake.”
“Yes, we’d better get them.” Cassia, still angry, hurried back to the upper village leading Chrysanthemum by
the hand.
*
The lotus pods would soon be too old. Sighing at their wretched fate, their bowed and withered faces were just;
managing to hold themselves up above the waters of the lake. Most of their leaves, now like broken fans, could
barely keep three or four dried bones waving in the breeze. The cold late September dew covered the banks of the
lake, and in the distance, among the boundless expanse of rushes, large and small fires started by naughty boys
flared up from time to time.
Master Han crept to the side of the lake and sat in a big rowing-boat looking up to the high ground and the
unattainable stars in the sky. He made no sound. His brain was filled with those mischievous and liquid cat-like
eyes of hers and her sun-browned face tinged with a delicious girlish pink. He remembered the chance he had lost
in June and the unforgettable smile he had glimpsed while strolling beside the lake during the day.
“Yes, they’re bound to come,” he said to himself. “I won’t blow the whistle however many of them there are. I
just want to catch the one with the liquid eyes.”
None of the school beauties under their queen could compare with her. They used hair-oil, powder, and exotic
scents; they wanted you to obey them and do everything for them. But the natural girl here, perfumed with sweat
and mud, had such rosy cheeks and liquid eyes …
He waited in happy anticipation. He did not care that the dew was gradually soaking him, or that the lake
breezes made him shiver. He braced himself, summoning up the stamina he had needed in the ten-thousandmetres race at school and kept his eyes fixed on the mouth of the forked lake.
The moon had slowly climbed to its highest point.
*
“Go on ahead, Cassia.”
“Why do you want just me to go? You …” An angry Cassia turned her cradle-shaped lotus boat that was not
ten feet long across the mouth of the lake, shattering the moon in the water with her little oar. Those nearest to her
could see that she was blushing to the roots of her ears.
“He won’t be able to hurt you, you fool.” Mrs. Yunsheng moved her boat forward so that the two boats floated
beside each other like a pair of ducks. “Bring him over here and we’ll help you.”
Cassia was still refusing. She did not want to do it even though she knew that the others would not let her
come to grief. She remembered what an animal the wretch from the foreign school had been that time she had
been enjoying the cool of the evening back in June.
Mrs. Yunsheng and Li Seven’s daughter tried to encourage her and put her mind at rest. At last she silently
lifted her oar.
Her head was bowed so low it almost touched the bottom of the boat; her heart pounded fast with anxiety. As
her lotus-seed gathering boat slipped between the stalks and leaves of the plants she heard a lightly whispered
call. She turned round and saw that Mrs. Yunsheng and the others, who were far behind and dropping slowly
back, were calling to give her resolution and courage.
She pulled herself together and started to row for all she was worth. Her boat shot like an arrow towards the
southern bank.
*
Master Han had been looking for her so hard that his eyes were almost worn out when he saw a lotus-boat
racing towards him, recognized the familiar slim graceful figure, and was intoxicated at the skilful way she
rowed. In his delight he started rowing his heavy boat after her for all he was worth.
Cassia, gritting her teeth, teased him into going round in circles after her. When she had almost reached the
others she deliberately stopped, and headed straight for his boat.
Master Han stretched out his hand to grab her boat and she jumped across into his. As he embraced her the
whistle round his neck fell into the water.
The two of them fought and grappled with each other.
A dozen lotus boats rushed forward like a flight of wild ducks and surrounded them. A dozen women jumped
into the big rowing-boat.
Cassia was rescued and Master Han captured.

843

“Tie him up with his belt.”
Master Han tried to shout, but a large handful of raw cotton was stuffed into his mouth.
Cassia was crying. She had lost. She scratched twice at Master Han’s face and scratched hard; Master Han’s
eyes opened wide in pain as blood poured down his cheeks.
“You little wasp,” said Mrs. Yunsheng, pointing at him and giving him a piece of her mind. 'You've never
suffered in your whole life, you bastard. Looking for a bit of fun, were you?”
“Ha! We’ll leave him to spend the night here on his own.” An icy mocking laugh came from somewhere in the
crowd.
*
The moon was slowly sinking in the west.
As a dozen lotus-seed boats went to and fro across the lake a dozen pairs of scissors snipped in unison.
Cassia was still feeling indignant, wiping the tears away as she cut off the lotus pods, gathering fewer than
anyone else.Mrs. Yunsheng tried to cheer her up:
“Never mind, dear. We all know what you went through. We’ll all give you some of ours.”
As the breeze blew up over the lake irregular waves snatched at the stems and leaves of the lotuses, rocking the
boats like cradles.
“Hurry up or the hired hands will catch us.”
Every boat was now full and each of the women was very happy. There was no old man yelling at them, no
vicious hired hands rowing after them in pursuit.
When they came out of the mouth of the forked lake again they were still singing quietly:
Stealing lotus, stealing in the middle of the night,
When everybody is fast asleep.
The rich don’t know how the poor folk suffer,
But the poor know what the rich are realty like.
Row fast, punt for all you’re worth,
If the lake guards chase us we’ll never get away.

Rice wine had made the old hired hand’s nose redder than ever. When he crawled lazily out of his dog’s hole of
mouldy rice straw the next morning the sunlight had already reached the bottom of the wall.
He rubbed his eyes with some old raw cotton and staggered into the young master’s study.
“Master Han, Master Han.”
A gust of cold autumn morning air came out of the study. The old man was now full of suspicion. He said to
himself:
“That's funny. He must have been bewitched by those she-devils.”
He ran back to this dog’s hole and shouted at the boy Qiufu to get up. His hair had all been burnt off by the
fires he had started the previous night.
“You little devil, damn you. Quick, go and find Master Han.”
The old man and the boy dragged Master Han’s boat back across the lake only with great efforts.
Master Han’s face was swollen like a judge’s, and his bloody scars had dried purple. He gave the old hired
hand a vicious slap round the ear and shouted roughly:
“Where were you all? Dead? Damn you!” The hired hand did not know whether to laugh or to cry. He wiped
his nose hard.
“But you didn’t blow the whistle, master. Why?”
“Damn you,” muttered the young master in a voice that seemed to have disappeared after his previous raucous
shout. “Come on. Come with me while I tell my father. Their leader was Yunsheng’s wife, damn her. She still
owes us rent and money. I’ll have her husband put away for three years. That’ll show them what I’m made of.”
The boy Qiufu stood there stupidly, holding his singed head, gazing with his filthy eyes at the young master
and trembling for fear that another blow would land on his head. What ever could have happened, he wondered,
for the young master to be tied-up all bloody night?
3.108 & 41.179 1. Purge By Fire 2. Excerpt from A Thousand Miles Of Lovely Land\fn{by Yang Shuo (19131968)} Shantung Peninsula, China (M) 18
1
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It was ten years ago when I was still only a boy my family happened to live in a fly-speck of a city on the
Kiaotung peninsula!\fn{A note reads: Shantung province.} It was then that I first made the acquaintance of Keng
Chung-fang, a teacher of English in one of the local schools. He had just graduated from one of the universities in
Peking and had come back to his own district to teach for lack of something better to do. He was short and had a
narrow, pointed face. His eyes were lacquer-black and very bright and mobile, and his gestures and manner of
speech quick and staccato. He reminded one of a nervous, sniffing, and darting mouse and was so nicknamed by
the students.
During the last ten years Keng Chung-fang had gradually faded from my memory and I would have
completely forgotten him if it had not been for the story that I am about to tell of which he was the hero.
When the Chinese forces abandoned the Kiaotung peninsula and the Japanese landed at Cheefoo, the
magistrate of the city to which I have just alluded fled from his post and the cowardly gentry made secret
preparations to welcome the enemy. The reaction of the people in the countryside, however, was different. This
was especially true of Chaoshui, a fishing town about twenty li from the district seat. There the inhabitants,
known for their love of violence, were all out on the streets and talking excitedly about measures to be taken in
the emergency. Among the remarks most often heard were:
“That fellow Keng is right. If we young ones do not do something to save the women and children, who will?”
“What is there to be afraid of since Kuo Chun-sheng is willing to lead us?”
Kuo was the richest man in town. He had been away to school and seen the world and was respected by
everyone in town. He had a sizable store of firearms in his house, which he would distribute to the able-bodied
men of the village when there was threat of bandit raids but which he would take back once the danger was over,
for he knew that it was not safe to trust the people, with their love for violence, with guns. It was because of this
that Keng, a former schoolmate of Kuo, had picked him as his lieutenan’t in the uprising.
The two men sat up far into the night planning their stratagem. Keng was confident of success. His plan of
action was to visit the neighboring villages the next day with his townsmen who had already joined the guerrilla
unit and exhort them to take up arms against the invaders. If they could muster a force of five hundred armed
men, they would be able to disband the Peace Preservation Society formed by the gentry in the city and set up a
government of their own. Then they would be in a position to enlarge their guerrilla army and meet the enemy.
“I think we should try to recruit men in the city too,” Kuo Chun-sheng said. “You can’t tell when the devils
will be here. We have no time to lose.”
“But we don’t know of any trustworthy man in the city,” Keng Chung-fang objected.
“How about Little Fan?”
“What? Do you mean to say that you want Fan Ling-chih, that gangster?”
Fan Ling-chih was one of the most notorious wasters in the district city. His father was connected with the
district government and he made his living by running gambling establishments.
“Yes, he is the one I mean. He knows everyone and will be a great help. We need men like him. Moreover, I
have had dealings with him and find that he is all right.”
“Perhaps you are right,” Keng Chung-fang conceded. “Suppose then that you take care of the recruiting in the
city while I work in the villages.”
And so about two weeks later the Anti-Japanese People’s Government of the District of —— was set up at
Tasintien, with Keng Chung-fang as the magistrate. Tasintien was situated at the foot of a forest-covered hill
which served as excellent cover in case of attack. The guerrillas made a raid on the district seat and after a brief
skirmish disarmed the police force which was then taking orders from the Peace Preservation Society.
The guerrillas celebrated their success with a feast at which much wine and meat were consumed. There was a
great deal of laughter and rejoicing and as the feasting progressed there were occasional fights. Fan Ling-chih was
very much in evidence at the feast. He went from group to group, joking and drinking with the men. He was
popular with them and everyone clamored for him, their vice commander.
Presently an orderly went to him, saluted, and said,
“The Magistrate wishes to see you.”
When Fan went into the compound of the newly formed district government he was greeted by a group of
about thirty men.
“Here comes Little Fan!” they shouted.
Inside the office he was greeted as cordially by Keng Chung-fang and Kuo Chun-sheng, the latter being now
commander of the guerilla forces.
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“Do you know the people outside?” Keng asked him. “They are from the city and asked for you. They want to
join our forces.”
“They are mostly boatmen. Of course we’ll admit them.”
“I suppose we’ll have to take them since they have come. But you must realize that we have considerably
exceeded the quota we have set for ourselves. We have now over two thousand men, while we have planned on
only fifteen hundred. As you know, we do not have enough funds and provisions. So you must not recruit any
more men.”
“We can always get more money from the rich people in the city,” Fan said.
“We can, but there is a limit to it,” Keng Chung-fang said. “We can’t refuse the men who have come, so you
take them and give them something to eat and drink.”
After Fan left, Keng excitedly paced the room, elated by the unexpected success of his undertaking. All sorts
of people had rallied to his call: there were students both male and female, peasants, fishermen, carpenters, and
masons. A great many of them had come at the instance of Little Fan, who also managed to get a large supply of
firearms.
The Japanese established themselves at Chefoo but did not venture far beyond its environs.. Because of this,
Keng’s district was comparatively quiet. An occasional enemy plane flew over and dropped bombs but not much
damage was done and few lives were lost.
Being a far-sighted man, Keng realized the importance of establishing contact with the guerrilla forces of
neighboring districts and securing the support of the provincial government. To accomplish these objectives, he
sent this friend Kuo on this mission. The latter turned his command over to little Fan and went off the next day.
During the next two or three months very little happened. The guerrilla soldiers had little to do. They wandered
listlessly around town or lolled lazily in the streets. Often they would get drunk and fight among themselves.
Keng Chung-fang became concerned with the state of their morale but what distressed him even more was how to
provide for them.
One day two delegates from the city came to see him and told him that they were not able to meet the latest
assessments.
“We have contributed two hundred thousand dollars in the last few months,” they said. “There just isn’t any
money left in the city.”
What they said was true, for it was obviously impossible for a small district to support an army of over two
thousand men, especially when they were fed on rice and pork. It was Kuo Chun-sheng’s idea that they should be
fed well, since they were to risk their lives against the enemy; he did not think what this would mean in terms of
money.
Keng decided that the situation must be remedied. He went to see Little Fan. It was almost ten when he arrived
at Fan’s quarters but the latter had just got up and was carefully brushing his teeth. Keng went straight to the
point:
“We have been far too extravagant,” he said. “Our funds are giving out.”
Little Fan did not answer immediately but went on with his morning toilet. Keng noted with distaste the
expensive ring he was wearing and decided that there must be some truth to the rumors he had been hearing about
Fan.
“Haven’t we just made another assessment?” Fan said finally.
“That’s beside the point,” Keng said. “We must practice economy as a matter of policy. Otherwise, we shall
soon run out of funds again even if we raise another two hundred thousand.”
“How are we to economize, may I ask?” Little Fan said with an insolent sneer.
“I want you to tell the comrades\fn{ A note reads: Tung-chih, the Chinese equivalent, is used both by Communists and members
of the Kuomintang.} that from tomorrow on we must all eat millet and vegetables like the laopeihsing.”\fn{A note
reads: Common folk.}
“Do as you like! Only I can’t tell the comrades that. Do you want to know why? Well, let me ask you first why
they have joined the guerrilla army.”
“Because they want to protect their own homes, of course.”
“That may be, but I had to promise them good eats before they would come.”
“Do you mean to tell me that you bribed your recruits with such promises?” Keng said indignantly.
“Say what you like. The only thing I know is that no one would risk his life for nothing.”
“I don’t care what you say but I insist that the food be changed tomorrow.”
With this Keng turned around and walked out of the room.
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“I must warn you that the comrades are armed and that I shall not be responsible if anything should happen.”
Keng ignored the implied threat.
Something did happen, not, however, on the day the food was changed but about two weeks later when Kuo
Chun-sheng returned from his mission. He was telling Keng about the tactical agreement he had made with the
guerrillas in Muping and of his interviews with Shen Hung-lieh, chairman of the Shantung provincial government,
when they suddenly heard a commotion outside.
They rushed out to investigate and found a shouting mob gathered before the gate. The shouting grew in
intensity at their appearance.
“Down with those two! We want Fan Ling-chih to lead us!”
“We want meat and rice! We want wine!”
Keng Chung-fang raised his arms to command silence but it was useless. The mob kept shouting their
demands. Keng’s face flushed with anger. He shouted at them,
“Are you guerrilla soldiers or bandits?”
“You are the bandit.” some one shouted back, and it was immediately taken up by others. Then some one fired
a shot into the air and cried with an oath, “Let’s give the son of a dog a beating!”
Suddenly the oaths and threats changed to shouts of approval as little Fan weaved his way through the crowd.
“Here comes Commander Fan,” the men shouted. “We want him to speak for us!”
Fan waJked up the steps and motioned for silence. He was instantly obeyed. Then he turned around and spoke
to Keng Chung-fang challengingly,
“What do you propose to do now, Magistrate?”
Keng did not, however, answer him. Instead, he took advantage of the momentary silence to address the men.
“Comrades,” he said, “we are all guerrilla soldiers who have joined hands to protect our own people, not to
oppress them. I can appreciate your desire for better food. We all would like to have rice and meat instead of
millet and vegetables. But our people have to supply these things and they just can’t afford it. And what do you
think I have been eating myself? The same things you do. We must all suffer and work together, else how do we
expect to fight the devils?
“Another thing: why are you against Commander Kuo? If he has made any mistakes you should point them out
and let him make amends. Now tell me, what has he done?”
No one spoke up and Keng Chung-fang continued:
“Since you, comrades, seem to agree with me, I ask you to disperse now. It has been due to some
misunderstanding. Let us forget the whole thing.”
The mob, which had collected at the instigation of little Fan, began to waver. Men in the back of the crowd
actually started to walk away. Little Fan, however, would not give up so easily.
“Speak up, comrades,” he shouted. “There is nothing to be afraid of—”
But before he could finish the sentence Kuo Chun-sheng had seized him by the collar and struck him in the
face.
“So you, Turtle Egg, are at the bottom of this,” Kuo muttered, but he in turn had to stop, for Little Fan pulled
out his pistol and stuck it against his ribs.
“Take your hand off me or I’ll shoot you down," he snarled, and turning to the men he shouted,
“Comrades, don’t believe them! Don’t you know yet who your real friend is? What did you come for? Speak
up! Don’t be afraid! I’ll see to it that you get what’s coming to you.”
The mob took courage and again shouted their demands.
“We want rice and meat! We want wine!”
“Down with Kuo Chun-sheng! Throw the son of a dog out!”
The mob got what it wanted. Rice and pork were served again and wine. That same night Kuo Chun-sheng
quietly slipped out of town.
Keng Chung-fang was apparently broken by the experience. He played deaf and dumb to everything and did
nothing to check Little Fan’s acts of extortion. Once Fan’s men intercepted and arrested a small merchant who had
come back from Shanghai. He was accused of being a Japanese spy and mercilessly beaten. Later the man was
able to establish his innocence but the fifty dollars he was carrying with him and which Fan had confiscated was
never returned to him. So oppressive Fan became that the collaborationist gentry secretly wired to the Japanese at
Chefoo and asked them to send an army of deliverance, which, however, never came, as the Japanese were not in
a position to extend their control.
Disaffection against Fan was felt even in the guerrilla ranks. When a group of student guerrillas came to
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complain to Keng Chung-fang, the latter only sighed and professed helplessness.
“What can I do,” he said, “since he is in control? I am in danger of my own life if I oppose him.”
“There are over two thousand of us,” the spokesman of the students said. “Of these at least five hundred are
good men. Of the remaining fifteen hundred not more than five hundred are Fan’s men. You, Mr. Magistrate, must
do something to save those of us who want to fight for our country.”
“You are right,” Keng suddenly lowered his voice and confided. “But you must be patient and wait for your
opportunity. In the meantime, you should try to win to our side the indifferent ones. The day of reckoning is not
too far off.”
The day of reckoning came on July 18, 1938.\fn{ The western reader will remember that the final struggle between China
and Japan for control of the whole of China began in 1937 and merged into World War II .} At around ten o’clock on the evening
of that day, little Fan had just finished his opium pipe and was preparing to go to bed when there came a knock at
his gate. He heard his orderly go to the gate and heard him come back followed by the footsteps of another man.
“Have you gone to bed, Commander?” the orderly asked through the window. “The magistrate is here to see
you.”
“Not yet,” Fan answered as he went to open the door. As he stepped aside to let Keng enter, he wondered what
the latter was up to.
“What emergency has brought you here at this hour, Mr. Magistrate?” he asked, after they had sat down across
a table.
“I have just received reports that some people are planning to liquidate our army.”
“Who? Those pigs in the city?”
“That I do not know, but some one saw a large detachment of troops marching toward Tasintien. Maybe they
have already surrounded the town.”
“I do not believe it,” little Fan said, frowning.
“I have a written report on it.”
“Let me see it.”
Keng Chung-fang reached into his pocket but he pulled out a pistol instead of a report.
“Don’t make a sound!” Keng commanded, his pistol pointed at Fan’s chest. Backing himself to the door, he
quickly closed and bolted it and then went back to the table and sat down opposite Fan.
“You won’t dare shoot,” Fan said calmly. “You’d never get out of here alive if you did.”
“Don’t I?” Keng said, laughing. “Of course, you don’t know that your house has been surrounded by our
men.”
“Don’t try to scare me. I am not a child.”
“All right, then, let’s see if you can be scared.” So saying Keng raised his pistol and fired a shot through the
roof. Instantly the crack of gun fire rose on all sides, both inside the town and outside. Before Fan’s men had time
to get dressed and reach for their arms, the gate had been rammed open, and the compound filled with loyal
guerrillas.
“Lay down your arms and surrender, comrades,” they shouted. “Little Fan has been arrested.”
Those who managed to escape capture inside the town found a ring of fire outside. There was nothing for them
to do except to surrender. By early dawn the firing had ceased entirely and Fan’s men, except for about ten who
had been killed, had been rounded up and herded into the compound of the Magistrate’s office. Fan was there
among them, having been taken there under guard, and was without question the most dispirited of the lot.
Presently Keng arrived, accompanied by a man whom Fan had never seen before and by, much to Fan’s
surprise, Kuo Chun~ sheng.
“Sorry to put you in such a fix, Commander Fan,” Kuo Chun-sheng said, waving breezily toward the prisoner.
The three men then sat down and Keng began to recount the crimes that little Fan had committed. At the end Kuo
turned to Fan and asked,
“Do you admit these charges, Commander Fan.”
“I do,” Fan said without hesitation. “I am a man, I am ready to take the consequences. But tell me, where have
you come from?”
Kuo Chun-sheng laughed and said, pointing to the stranger,
“Let me introduce the vice-commander of the Muping guerrillas. We had to have his help, you see. Now tell us
what you would like us to do for you.”
“Do what you please,” little Fan spoke with the contempt of a desperate man. “I am not afraid of anything. But
I want to remind you that I did spare your life when I had you in my power.”
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Kuo Chun-sheng stood up and made a mocking bow; saying, “Thank you very much indeed, but I am sorry
that the Magistrate will have to decide what to do with you.”
Unfortunately for Fan, the sentence the Magistrate pronounced was death.
A week ago I received a letter from a friend of mine in the city I have alluded to. The events I have just told
were taken from the letter, which concluded with the following paragraph:
“Since the purge by fire, our guerrilla force has become a well-disciplined body known as the Second Route
Unit. It now forms part of the Third Army and is under the immediate direction command of the First Route Unit
of Muping. Keng Chung-fang continues to be the Magistrate and is working energetically with Kuo Chun-sheng
on the front lines of the war of resistance.”
2
… On his way to the station,\fn{ A note reads: A note reads: The 212-page novel depicts North Koreans and Chinese volunteers
fighting against the Americans in 1950-52, across the Yalu River. A prologue spreads a rather poetic view of a Korean farmhouse near the
Yalu River border. Across the river, near the bridgehead on the Chinese side, lives a Yao family. Yao Ch’ang-keng, a People’s Liberation
Army veteran now in charge of the maintenance of the bridgehead section of the railroad, is apprehensive about the war. His wife is
worried over the marriage, only three days away, of their daughter, Chih-lan, to a lively, trustworthy young man, Wu T’ien-pao, a
locomotive driver in the rail transport corps. The loss of the Yaos’ two sons to the Japanese has made the only daughter that much more
precious to the parents. One morning in August 1950, Yao Ch’ang-keng and daughter Chih-lan start for work, he to the railroad station,
she to the rail-line’s telephone office …} Ch’ang-keng saw a train on a siding. Beside it a dozen soldiers were squatting
in a circle, taking a hearty meal. They wore cotton-padded uniforms, but with neither red-star badges on their caps
nor any other insignia. They were not our own People’s Liberation Army at all. Getting suspicious, Ch’ang-keng
slowed his pace and pricked up his ears.
“Let’s have a good feed!” shouted a soldier who was as solid as a cannonball,. filling his bowl. “This is newly
reaped kaoliang. Just smell it!”
“If we had left home a few days later we could have reaped our crops,” a soldier with thick lips said slowly.
“For a whole year we busied ourselves in the classes and all kinds of exercises, and it was only during the
intervals of study that we managed to sow and plough. Now that the crops are ripe, the Americans won’t let us
reap them. What a pity to leave them all in the fields!”
“You think just like a peasant,” the cannonball chuckled. “So long as there are people to reap the crop and eat
the grain, everything’s all right and you have nothing to worry about. As the old saying goes, the old ones plant
trees for the young ones to sit in the shade. Opening up waste land is our speciality.”
Somehow the conversation turned from crops to the local produce of the various places they came from. The
new topic being introduced, all the men struck in at once, each insisting that the produce of his native town was
the best. One bragged that in the wind the immense wheat fields on the Hopei plain looked like boundless heaving
seas; another sang the praises of the natural scenery and inexhaustible store of rice and fish in areas south of the
Yangtze; a third expatiated upon the rich coal mines in Shansi, which lay near the surface of the earth. A
Szechwanese boasted about the limpid water flowing from the “heart” of the Yangtze and the tea leaves on the top
of Meng Mountain, while a boy from the northeast pointed to the gigantic factories thick as trees in a wood.
Being a keen fellow, Yao had already gathered something about these people from their talk. Gazing at these
robust and plain young fellows, he felt indescribably happy.
“O these people!” he thought to himself, unable to hit upon a happier expression. For the moment, he could not
yet recognize in them the bulwark of world peace and justice, the heroic volunteers of the Chinese people.
Someone hurried up from behind and patted Ch’ang-keng on the back by way of greeting. It was Chin Ch’iao,
the Korean secretary of the railway administration bureau, who had come to Yenchi when a boy and had become a
Chinese citizen. To Ch’ang-keng’s surprise, Chin was in the same queer uniform as these soldiers.
“Don’t you recognize me?” Chin said, smiling. “What are you looking at? I’ve joined the Chinese People’s
Volunteers, you see.”
“What volunteers?” Ch’ang-keng inquired.
“Volunteers to aid Korea!” Chin answered. “We railway workers have formed a detachment of volunteers and
very soon we shall cross the Yalu River. Comrade Wu Chen, director of the railway administration bureau, is the
commander as well as political commissar of the detachment. Are you going to join up?”
This was the first Ch’ang-keng had heard about it. He smiled and parted from Chin without saying anything.
Presently he stopped walking; for a few moments he stood rapt in thought as if rooted to the spot.
He came home early that evening. For many nights he had sat up late and hadn’t got much sleep, so he
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returned early this evening after the basket weaving was over. Upon his arrival, he found his wife giving their
daughter a dressing down. Chih-lan was leaning over the table, her chin on the back of her hands, her eyes full of
tears, and her cheeks puffed.
Mrs. Yao thought that her husband had come to her rescue. Instantly she sang out:
“Well, you should do something about this precious daughter of yours. She is vexing me to death. I have done
everything for her, brought her up and fed her, haven’t I? And now the only thing she does is to do mischief and
get me into one set of trouble after another. What sort of a daughter is she? What mortal sins have I committed for
God to punish me now by giving me a daughter who’s always disgracing me? Oh, what a shame it all is!”
Ch’ang-keng was shocked, but he could make no head or tail of the matter. Again his wife shouted to their
daughter:
“Your father is to blame for having spoiled you so. I don’t know what you’re coming to. Now that the
trousseau is ready and the wedding will soon be here, you declare you won’t get married. Is marriage some sort of
a game? Aiding Korea is your own lookout; but I won’t let you go unless you get properly married.”
“I don’t want to get married! I don’t want to!” Chih-lan muttered sulkily.
“I’ll flay you alive if you don’t,” Mrs. Yao said, fuming. “If you’re lost to shame, I’m not. Was there ever
another girl like you in the world? I never heard of such a thing!”
In the last few days Chih-lan and some others had dipped into the history of American aggression against
China and had got a clear notion about American ambitions. It would be too disgraceful for her to bother about
her wedding at a time when everybody was talking about and working for the movement of opposing American
aggression and aiding Korea. It was for this reason that she had been restless the last few days. What is more,
those girls at the telephone office had very sharp tongues; to her dismay, they liked to make fun of her and T’ienpao. One of them, Young Chu, was particularly malicious. She was always ready to catch people on the raw and
hold them up to ridicule. Like a sparrow, she would chirrup on and on, sparing nobody.
When Chih-lan went to the office that morning, Young Chu was chatting with somebody downstairs. Chih-lan
was in a new coat and Chu, cocking her head on one side, took her in with mocking deliberation.
“What a smart dresser!” Chu remarked ironically. “No wonder people say clothes make the man; your new
coat certainly makes you much prettier. Well, tell me, who are you all dressed up for?”
“Don’t let your high spirits run away with you, or you won’t know where or who you are,” Chih-lan said,
blushing and giving Chu a hostile look.
“I won’t forget who I am or what my name is, though somebody I know may soon be forgetting hers. She will
have Yao for surname today and Wu tomorrow without knowing which fits her better,” Chu said with a giggle and
set the others roaring with laughter. “Chih-lan, I suppose you’re going to join the detachment,” Chu said
maliciously. “I’m too backward—not a patch on some other people.”
Chih-lan blushed in embarrassment. Presently she turned her head, shut her mouth, and walked away. She
enlisted that day, the first one in her section.
The news threw Mrs. Yao into a fury. When her threats proved of no avail, she began to coax and wheedle her
daughter.
“I know,” she said, “you don’t care much for your poor mother. But as I am older and have had more experience than you, you might have asked me first. It’s all very well for you to talk about going to Korea; but what
could your father do if T’ien-pao came and asked for you when you were gone?”
“What does T’ien-pao think?” Ch’ang-keng asked.
“I don’t know,” Chih-lan said sulkily. “He’s on his train and I’ve sent him a letter.”
“What nonsense did you put in your letter?” Mrs. Yao asked quickly.
“I made a challenge and said let’s see which of us crosses the Yalu River first,” Chih-lan replied.
“Just listen, the wench is out of her senses!” Mrs. Yao cried out, striking the couch with the palm of her hand.
“A young girl wanting to go into war and leave home and comfort behind! Well, I never heard of such a thing. Do
you mean to go to your death?”
Ch’ang-keng cast a glance at his daughter, his heart glowing with admiration. He felt very proud of her pluck.
But very soon a faint sadness stole upon him as he thought of the separation and long journey she had to take. He
wanted to say something but all that he managed to say in a husky voice was:
“It’s getting late, you’d better go to bed.”
*
The detachment set up its headquarters on Chenkiang Hill on the Yalu River. Chih-lan was in deep distress.
She had been the first one in her section to enlist but she was not even allowed to move into the detachment
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compound. To her chagrin, she had witnessed Young Chu triumphantly packing up her things at the office that
morning, ready to move into the detachment headquarters. What sense could one possibly make of that? Was it
because she was not qualified? She flushed crimson with shame at the thought. She became awfully fidgety. With
a sudden turn of her head, she ran to the headquarters. She wanted to ask Wu Chen about it. Leaning stiffiy
against the door, she gave Wu a look of hate and sulked in sombre silence.
Wu knew what she had on her mind.
“What has bitten you?” he asked, smiling. “Fancy coming in the cool of the morning with such a long face,
looking for a quarrel!”
Chih-lan broke into a laugh in spite of herself.
“Commander Wu,” she said eagerly, still with her eyes cast down, “when shall I move in? I have volunteered
but am not permitted to come. What sort of ‘volunteer’ am I?”
Wu suppressed a smile and said, while washing:
“It’s splendid, of course, that you should want to come. But on second thought, I think you’d better not. You’re
too young, and a woman, too.”
“What, a woman? Is Young Chu a man, then?” Chih-lan interrupted vehemently. “And you know, she is even
younger than I. Why should she be called into service but not I? What sort of justice is that? It’s enough to make a
deaf-mute shout!”
“But yours is a different case,” Wu said. “Isn’t it true that you’re going to get married?”
This made Chih-lan blush like a pomegranate flower. She jerked her head to one side and clenched her fists.
Then she said angrily:
“Marriage, marriage, always marriage! What if I don’t want to get married?”
“What a stubborn girl!” Wu thought to himself with a smile. “Comrade,” he drawled, “don’t be in such a
hurry! Hurrying won’t help matters. You’re a member of the Youth League, and the first thing you should do is to
observe discipline.”
A pang shot through her heart and two tears rolled down her cheeks. She hurriedly wiped them away with her
sleeve. She felt so utterly wretched. Yet to whom could she tell her grievances? Mother was unsympathetic, and
the commander tried hard to put her off with the magic word “marriage.”
“What sort of girl would I be if I were thinking about marriage at a time like this,” she thought bitterly.
“Everybody treats me like a child, but I’m not a child any longer! Indeed I would rather die than get married; you
people can just wait and see.”
Wu was searching for a soothing word or two to say, when his breakfast was brought in.
“Stop crying, Chih-lan," he said. “What are you crying about? Have you had your breakfast? I guess not. Let’s
share what we have here and continue our talk.”
Chih-lan didn’t answer.
“Come on, please,” Wu urged, “you can’t go on sulking at your stomach’s expense!”
Chih-lan burst into a laugh.
“You’ll let me go to Korea, won’t you?” she pleaded, smiling. “You see, I’m so anxious to go that I don’t even
care for my meals. You don’t mean to keep me fasting, do you?”
“Help yourself, help yourself,” Wu said repeatedly, pointing to the food with his chopsticks.
They were just about to start when suddenly a bomb exploded. The walls shook and a big lump of lime fell
from the ceiling and was scattered all over the table.
Wu jumped to his feet, throwing away his chopsticks.
“It looks as if we’ll indeed go fasting,” Wu said angrily. Then he opened the window and looked out.
Bombs had fallen in some sections of the town and flames darted up into the air in quick succession. Over the
river a big fire was burning and smoke spread a thick screen over the bridge. Large puffs of black smoke mushroomed, blocking, for the moment, the sunshine from the earth. Bullets swept whistling through the air and fell in
a shower. It had been a fine day, dry and refreshing; but in the twinkling of an eye darkness came.
Wu jumped out of the window into the jeep outside the gate and started for the bridge.
“Comrade Chin,” he shouted back, “send some men to the bridge, quick!”
Then a wind rose. Sinuiju on the other side of the river became a hell of fire. The ceiling-paper of dwelling
houses was reduced to black ashes. It was blown across the river, fluttering over the streets. On arriving, Wu
began to notice a hubbub of screams and groans gathering volume from the southern end of the bridge. In an
instant a crowd of Koreans emerged from the smoky haze, men and women, old and young, their clothes torn,
their faces badly burnt, some hugging bed-quilts and some carrying children, all crying and cursing, puffing and
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blowing, madly surging towards the street.
Pale and stern, Yao Ch’ang-keng dashed down the bridge in Wu’s direction, exclaiming that the bridge had
caught fire.
After the smoke dispersed, they saw the flames gutting the boards of the bridge. With ropes, clubs, hooks, and
buckets in their hands, the whole volunteer detachment and local railway workers rushed from all directions to
save the bridge.
“This is risking our necks. The enemy planes are still overhead. Who’ll be held responsible if anybody gets
killed?” Yao heard someone grum- bling behind him.
He looked back at him with hatred.
“All the women comrades go over the bridge with the medical units to help the victims,” Wu Chen called out.
“No one can tell what is happening in Sinuiju!”
Yao Chih-lan ran onto the bridge with the other girls, following those who carried sacks marked with the red
cross.
Young Chu was naïve and talkative. She kept on chattering to Chih-lan all their way to the bridge.
“Can’t you be quiet for a while?” Chih-lan asked. “What are you talking about before such a horrific air raid?”
“Do you mean you’re afraid?”
“Quite so. But I hope you’re not,” Chih-lan replied angrily. “Don’t talk big, my girl,” she said to herself, “we’ll
see who’ll get scared.”
Smoke on the bridge assailed their faces and made Chih-lan cough and weep. The bridge was hit; the rails
became crooked and the boards were scattered in all directions. Looking through the glaring gap between the
sleepers, one could see water whirling past below.
Dead fish of all sizes drifted down the river with their white bellies turned up. Water splashed on the bridge,
froze and became slippery and shiny as glass. The workers rushed into the smoke, knocking down the burning
boards into the river and fetching water from below to put the fire out. Wherever water was poured, black smoke
curled up, hissing. But in a minute flames rose again and the workers had to stamp them out with their feet. In
their excitement, they did not even feel pain when their heels were scorched.
Chih-lan was worrying about the difficulty of getting the wounded over the damaged bridge when Wu Chen’s
crisp clear voice rang out:
“Get some smart fellows to put the footway into shape so that the wounded can be sent over.”
Quick-witted and courageous, Wu was as resourceful in ideas as he was resolute in action.
“He could pluck stars from the heavens if he wanted to,” Chih-lan sometimes thought in amazement.
The air over Sinuiju was murky with smoke. The sun had disappeared and even the sky looked burnt. Here and
there shells of incendiary bombs were scattered. The uncropped rice had been reduced to smoldering cinders
which flew up into people’s faces when the wind blew. As far as one’s eyes could see, heaps of Koreans lay dead.
Chih-lan’s heart stood still. Glancing backward, she found Chu’s face ghastly pale, her bloodless lips all atremble. Chih-lan wanted to speak, but she felt her tongue tied beyond her control. She shivered with fear but was
not able to utter a word.
Suddenly a little Korean girl rushed up barefooted, her torn apron fluttering in the wind. Chih-lan stepped
forward to meet her. The little girl hugged Chih-lan with a heartbreaking cry as if she were her nearest and dearest
in the world. The girl dragged Chih-lan along to her home.
It was no longer a home. The house had been knocked down and the furniture burnt. Only heaps of cinders
were left smoldering. Though there was nothing left to burn, the red flames rose steadily.
In the flare of the fire Chih-lan found the girl’s mother lying prostrate in the mud. What a sight she was! Her
head was turned to one side, her big rough hands lay on her bosom, which was gory with blood. She lay
motionless but her face looked soft and her limbs alive. A doctor who had come along with Chih-lan knelt down
beside her, tore open the blood-soaked garment, and whispered:
“She is still alive!”
Yes, she was alive.
The doctor gave Chih-lan a glance and asked her to help dress the wound. Blood soaked through the dressing
and stained her hand. Chih-lan’s heart thumped, her face went white, and her fingers trembled in spite of herself.
“What’s the matter?” the doctor inquired.
“I don’t know,” Chih-lan said, wiping her face with her arm and biting her lower lip.
The Korean woman came to herself with a deep sigh. She looked painful and exhausted. For some time, she
fixed her eyes upon Chih-Ian, her mouth twitched on the verge of a smile. She raised her hand and stretched it out
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for nobody knew what. As Chih-lan drew closer, the Korean woman smiled sadly. Softly her hands wiped away
the beads of sweat on Chih-lan’s face and caressed it.
What hands she had! They were chapped, blackened, and hardened through work. But their touch was gentle
and soothing. They were hands that had sewn and knitted, sown and planted for a whole lifetime. They were the
hands of a woman who never had the heart to crush even an ant. Like a swallow, she had devoted her whole being
to building a nest and planning a future for her fledglings, fetching now a mouthful of clay and now a mouthful of
straw. The imagined future would become reality one day but the mother, its creator, had fallen in a pool of blood
spilt by the American fiends.
Again the enemy planes made a raid over the Yalu River. Shells whistled past and smoke rose from the banks.
Suddenly, a great splash of water leaped over the bridge. Hurriedly Chih-lan straightened up and saw someone
dashing down the bridge through the dust and disappear. Then he came out again on the embankment. Another
bomb exploded and the man rolled over and over.
Looking at the man’s back, Chih-lan recognized her father.
*
Yao Ch’ang-keng was bowled over and buried under heaps of earth. He crawled out and felt as if he had just
turned a dozen somersaults, his head swimming and stars before his eyes. For a moment he couldn’t even
remember what he had come for.
Why, of course, he had come to Li Chun-san’s rescue. During the air raid a moment before, Ch’ang-keng
thought he saw him clinging to the rails of the bridge. Then an explosion came and shook him down into the river,
fortunately not very far from the bank. Perhaps not a heavy fall, if his luck was in.
Gradually Ch’ang-keng recollected this. He turned his eyes to the river bank and saw that Li was no longer
there. He must have crept to somewhere else, he thought. Ch’ang-keng called him but there was no response.
Then he came to a part of the bridge with no water under it.
“Anybody there? Help! Help!” a voice rang out from under it.
The voice struck Ch’ang-keng as strange, and he walked down and asked:
“Is that Li Chun-san?”
“No. I’m Cheng Ch’ao-jen,” came the reply.
“Who’s he?” Ch’ang-keng wondered. As he approached and peered at him, he found it was the man who had
complained when they were crossing the bridge over the Yalu River. Pale with fear, the man was clinging to the
bridge as if he wanted to squeeze his body into it to be out of danger.
“What’s wrong with you?” Ch’ang-keng asked with deep disgust.
“I don’t know," Cheng said gloomily, “I can’t stand.”
Ch’ang-keng examined his legs and found nothing wrong with them. He tried to help Cheng to his feet.
Whining piteously, Cheng slightly raised his right leg, his left leg still laying on the ground. Then he sank down
with a thud and broke into a cry.
“You seem to have been frightened out of your wits,” Ch’ang-keng said grimly after taking a long look at him.
“Be a man and don’t behave like a blubbering old woman! Pull yourself together.”
“I’m not afraid of dying, you know, but only of being disabled,” Cheng complained. “I’m young and I’ve lots
to do; if I were disabled, it would have been a waste for the country to have brought me up.”
Ch’ang-keng had no time to talk. Raising Cheng’s arm and putting it round his neck, Ch’ang-keng carried him
up to the embankment and hurried towards the bridge.
At that moment Wu Chen was supervising the repair work on the bridge. His dark square face glistened with
sweat. Quickly taking charge of the wounded Cheng, he said to Ch’ang-keng:
“You look tired.”
“You’re the technician of the detachment, aren’t you?” he asked, taking Cheng in.\fn{ I.e., looking him over
critically.} What s wrong with you?”
“Something wrong with his legs,” Ch’ang-keng said, panting.
With Wu Chen’s help, Cheng moved a few steps forward. He could walk, though clumsily.
“You have probably got convulsions,” Wu said and called Ta Luan to help Cheng take a little walk.
“I’m really worried about my legs,” Cheng murmured. “Even sleeping on the cold floor is bad for them.”
“Maybe you’ve been frightened into a fit of convulsions,” Ta Luan said jokingly.
Wu glared at Ta Luan. Turning to Ch’ang-keng, he asked:
“Any more people falling behind?”
“There is still Li Chun-san,” Ch’ang-keng replied. Turning back, he shambled away.
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“Where’re you going?” somebody said, trying to stop him. “Do you want to tire yourself to death?”
“I’m forty already and it won’t matter much if I die,” Ch’ang-keng said, “but Li’s a youngster, and it would be
a shame if something happened to him.”
Somehow Wu managed to stop him.
“Don’t you bother,” he told Ch’ang-keng. “I’ll send somebody to look for him.”
All the way along Ch’ang-keng felt his heart thudding violently. His legs were like heavy weights. He reached
the northern end of the bridge in a daze. He sat down on the ground, unable to move any further. His cotton coat
was soaked through with sweat. Wu Chen knew that Ch’ang-keng was utterly exhausted. He asked some of his
men to send Ch’ang-keng home for a good rest.
“This is no time for rest, there’s work for everyone of us,” C’'ang-keng said, smiling weakly and shaking his
head. “Comrade Wu, you know me. For years I’ve lived near this bridge. For more than ten years I saw the
Japanese crossing the bridge to murder our people. Now that things are just beginning to pick up, the Americans
want to do the same. I can’t look on and let them do that. We must never allow the bad old days to return.”
Wu Chen fixed his gaze on Ch’ang-keng, his head on one side, not knowing exactly what he meant.
“There is only one thing forme to do, I must join the detachment,” Ch’ang-keng said without lifting his eyes.
“Your daughter is coming,” someone said, pointing to the southern end of the bridge.
Chih-lan arrived on the scene with another worker. They came up at a snail’s pace, dragging Li Chun-san
along. Chih-lan thought the raid must have killed her father and tore towards the embankment. But there she
found Li Chun-san instead. She was tired out and smeared all over with mud and blood. Her plaits were scorched
and looked yellowish, the tips of her hair were all singed.
Wu Chen looked from the father to the daughter. The past years flashed over his mind. A course of more than
ten years is not an easy one to travel. When the force of darkness seemed to have reigned supreme, and when
struggles were at their bitterest, Wu Chen saw such fathers and daughters—such people coming to the fore,
fighting shoulder to shoulder through wind and rain, fog and snow. Before such great and plain people, what brute
force could hope to prevail or to avoid a crushing defeat? He admitted the Yaos into the detachment right on the
spot.
By this time, the northern sky had cleared up and the sunshine was dazzlingly bright. But in Korea, south of
the river, the smoky haze still shrouded the sky. Then, as the northern wind rose and the smoke began to disperse,
the sunshine gradually reached the bridge, the river, and the southern bank, and lit all of them up.
That day, under the cover of dark night, Wu Chen and his detachment crossed the Yalu River …\fn{ A note reads:
A war saga unfolds with the Chinese volunteer detachment plunging into battle alongside the North Koreans, involving more than just the
few characters already identified thus far. An old army cook, Old Pao, stubborn to the point of the humorous and the comic who sticks to
the group through thick and thin, scolds the young and foolish, but always cheers them on in the battle. A Korean stationmaster tries to
make life a little easier for the detachment members; he has no knowledge of the spoken Chinese but an excellent command of classical
Chinese literature, hence he communicates with them by passing written notes back and forth. Another Korean commander, fluent in
Chinese because he had fought for the Eighth Route Army against the Kuomintang troops in North China, is now receiving his due reward
through these Chinese volunteers. All along, the college student turned volunteer, Cheng Ch’ao-jen, undergoes a slow, sometimes painful,
political and physical metamorphosis to come gradually closer to the true revolutionary. The story follows many subplots, but the
telephone girl Yao Chih-lan and her fiance Wu T’ien-pao remain central. Her interaction with her co-workers, girls from different
backgrounds with different temperaments, particularly the outspoken and teasing Hsiao Chu (Little Chu, or Young Chu), brightens up their
otherwise hard and bleak life, in mountain caves, along railroad beds, in the woods, braving blizzards and windstorms. More than once
they have to chew snow along with the dwindling ration of dry corn meal just to survive. Suddenly a time-bomb falls right in front of the
entrance to their cave, sealing them inside. When they finally manage to escape, Young Chu has lost an eye. Wu T’ien-pao, whose duties
separate him from the telephone girls, keeps the train running, under American air attack. He achieves narrow escapes by speeding for
shelter in tunnels. They run into suffering old Chinese who have settled in North Korea; they also visit the same Korean family, whose son
had gone to war for the revolutionary cause, first introduced in the prologue. They witness the ridiculous state of affairs of American
prisoners of war, and participate in some light-hearted moments in a field hospital where Chih-lan tries to cheer up her wounded comrades. All the while, American planes seem to be hovering overhead; in an actual bombardment of a bridge, a loyal North Korean comrade
and by now good friend to the Chinese volunteers, Ch’e Ch’ang-chieh, loses his life, and Yao Ch’ang-keng is wounded. Meanwhile, young
love continues to smolder, causing moments of pain …}

So far Yao Chih-lan had heard nothing from Wu T’ien-pao. Every time the home mail arrived, people trooped
up to get their letters, and every time Chih-lan was disappointed. She would mutter dazedly:
“Why no letters for me?”
To her exasperation, T’ien-pao hadn’t written her a single word.
“Is he angry with me—why doesn’t he write?” she brooded in fury. “Let’s break if off if we must; I’m not
afraid. But nothing would make me go back to you after that, even if you groveled in the dust and kept on
kowtowing till there was a hole in the ground.”
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After seeing her father to the door, Chih-lan again turned her thoughts to T’ien-pao. She simply couldn’t get
her mind off him.
Drifts of snow in the courtyard had thawed into small pools of black water. The foot-long icicles hanging from
the eaves also melted. Drip, drip, drip, went the sound.
Chih-lan felt her head itching. She fetched a basin of water and unbraided her two little plaits, getting ready to
wash her hair. Kneeling down on the brick bed, she began slowly to comb her hair.
Chih-lan hated herself for being constantly troubled by petty personal feelings. Commander Wu was never like
that, she pondered with envy. She remembered Wu Chen had once told her quietly:
“A man should never care too much about himself. He should always serve the people and love them.
Excessive self-love makes one selfish, calculating, and cowardly. Cowardice, you see, has an ideological basis. It
is nothing but a form of selfishness.”
Young minds are like spring soil; you can expect to reap from them whatever you have sown. Wu’s words took
root in Chih-lan’s mind, and she followed him as her example in all respects. : Wu Chen gave a savor to everyday
meals, he put spice into the life around him; he was a true Communist. Unobtrusive wherever he went, friendly to
whomever he met, he served as the standby for all and sundry. Talking about Wu, Ta Luan once observed:
“It’s just not his nature to care about himself.”
True, Wu Chen never bothered about his own affairs. He was surprisingly careless about his food and clothing.
Sometimes work kept him busy all night, and the next morning, when his head began to swim and his voice grew
husky.
Ta Luan would suggest sending for a doctor.
“Too much of a nuisance!” Wu would say, stopping him. “I can sleep it off; no need for medicine.”
His attitude towards others, however, was a different matter. Chih-lan learned much about Wu’s life in the
army from Ta Luan. In the old days, no matter how long the march they were making, Wu Chen never rode his
horse. It was used to carry either the sick or supplies. One summer day he and Ta Luan set out alone on an errand
and came across a soldier who was very ill. They made a stretcher with small birches and carried him over a
mountain path for seven miles until they finally reached their camp.
Wu’s self-sacrificing spirit was always an inspiring example, though Chih-lan so far hadn’t always followed it.
Not infrequently, personal troubles engrossed her mind. That was why she hated herself.
Slowly doing her hair, she pondered on absentmindedly. Young Chu was washing clothes in the kitchen. The
door opened with a click, and she came in with a basin full of clothes which she had wrung out; her mouth
crackled like a string of firecrackers.
“This Korean weather, just a moment ago the yard was full of sunshine. Now it’s all clouded over, before you
know where you are. Where am I going to dry these clothes I’ve washed?”
Muttering to herself, she stretched a rope across the room and hung up the clothes.
“I wish you’d be more careful hanging up those wet clothes,’ Chih-lan said, turning around. “You’re splashing
water all over my face. Something must have gone wrong with your eyes. Everything seems to strike you as
strange in Korea, except yourself.”
“Why, isn’t it strange? Look at Kang Mum Jai. When we met her for the first time we all thought there must be
an old man in her family. Now we’ve got to her house, all we find is Achimani and Kang’s little nephew,
Kangkunni. Nobody has ever hinted that Achimani has got a sister-in-law. There’s something fishy about it all, if
you ask me.”
Chih-lan parted her hair in the middle and let it drape over her shoulders.
“Oh, shut up,” she said, cocking her head on one side as she braided the hair. “You’d better mind your own
business. We don’t know Korean; we may have misunderstood them. You’re all right except for that loose tongue
of yours. When are you going to take yourself in hand?”
“Oh, God,” Chu shrieked, “open your mouth and let me see how many teeth you’ve got. Other people have
thirty-four at most, but you must have more to be able to talk so beautifully!”
With a gesture of her hand, she went out.
“Ha! Wu T’ien-pao is here,” Chu shouted with a laugh, out in the yard. “When did you arrive?”
Chih-lan suppressed a laugh and ignored her. She wouldn’t be taken in by this mischievous imp again. Last
time when Chu had played the same trick on her she was foolish enough to rush out to meet T’ien-pao and made a
spectacle of herself.
“Chih-lan, come out, quick,” Chu called again, in real earnest. “What’re you so shy about?”
She ran toward the door and pushed it open.
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Chih-lan blushed to the roots of her hair. The plait she was making slipped out of her hand.
At the door stood T’ien-pao, dark and cheerful, his eyes and lips smiling. He looked strong, fresh, and happy,
his cap pushed back and a shock of hair sticking out.
Upon T’ien-pao’s appearance, the anger and hate that had been brewing in Chih-lan’s breast all went up in
smoke. Happy as a lark, she completely forgot her previous determination to give him the cold shoulder. In spite
of everything, T’ien-pao remained the same wonderful person. But when she came to realize that he had come
from China, T’ien-pao appeared in a new light. In her mind’s eye he had now become a completely new man.
Without waiting for him to sit down, she plied him with all sorts of questions while smiling sweetly at him.
T’ien-pao told her that after the conclusion of the second campaign the lights had again come flooding during
the night, on the northern bank of the Yalu River. The volunteers, people said, were like stars in the sky, giving
people light wherever they went. As usual, T’ien-pao’s answers sparkled with wit, though there seemed to be no
end to Chih-lan’s questions. He remained undaunted even when her questions became more and more pointless.
“Is the Yalu River as blue as ever? What’re our folks doing every day?” she asked.
“Oh, lord, how could it change its color?” T'ien-pao laughed, pushing back the cap and scratching his head.
“It’s the Yalu River, not the Yellow River, you know. What’s wrong with you today? You used to talk good sense,
but now you chatter as if you had lost your wits.”
But Chih-lan felt differently. She thought many momentous changes must have taken place in her country
during the months since she had left, and they must be most exciting. She hadn’t realized until this moment how
anxiously she had yearned for news from her country. Her heart had dwelt not only on her own home but on her
country as a whole.
At home, she mused, you could walk about in the daytime and turn on lights at night; you could do whatever
you liked and get what you wanted. But strangely enough, she had always taken these things for granted, utterly
unaware of their significance. Only after her arrival in a land of suffering did she really understand the happi-ness
—the great happiness—these everyday things meant.
The first rush of excitement over, Chih-lan calmed down. She asked T’ien-pao why he hadn’t written to her.
“What’s the use of writing letters?” T’ien-pao laughed. “I joined the detachment the moment I received your
letter challenging me. I thought I had to cross the Yalu River anyway and we would meet and be able to talk our
heads off. So I might very well be spared the trouble of writing and save ink and paper. Besides, I didn’t have
time. All the workers were speeding up production and my crew was completing 150,000 kilometers of saferunning and trying to set a new record at the same time. We had to put everything we’d got into it, you see, and I
had no time to write. Are you angry with me for that?”
“Have I got such a bad temper?” Chih-lan said with a toss of her head. “You needn’t write me for the whole of
your life if you don’t want to! That’s your own lookout, and it has nothing to do with me.”
“As long as you’re not angry with me, I’ll be happy,” T’ien-pao laughed, fumbling in his pocket. “You see,
you’ve been making such a fuss that I forgot to give you my little gift.”
Chih-lan peered into the pocket and caught a glimpse of a book. Without waiting for T’ien-pao to produce it,
she stuck her hand into his pocket, and dug out a number of interesting articles—a harmonica, a diary, and a
carefully folded picture.
T’ien-pao snatched the picture away and hid it behind his back, just when Chih-lan was starting to unfold it.
“I don’t want to keep it. Just let me have a look at it,” Chih-lan pleaded, knitting her brows and swaying her
body.
“You may look at it but you mustn’t touch it,” T’ien-pao said. Then, unfolding the picture, he held it up at
arm’s length. It was the same colored portrait of Chairman Mao that he had shown Chih-lan the first time he went
to her house.
She held the book in her left hand and flipped the pages over. It was a travel book about North Korea and it
instantly aroused her interest. T’ien-pao watched her and smiled.
“What a bookworm you are,” he whispered. “You seem to give up your whole life to books. You never think of
me, do you?”
“Why should I?” Chih-lan said, hiding her face with the book. “Every day I’ve got so much to think about and
so much to do. You simply have no time to bother about such trifling matters.”
“Is it a trifling matter?” T’ien-pao pressed, grasping her hand.
“Don’t touch me,” whispered Chih-lan, struggling to get her hand out of his and eyeing the doorway. “What
would people say if they caught us?”
“How timid you are,” T’ien-pao said. “Don’t be afraid, I’m not a tiger. I won’t eat you up.” Instantly he stood
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up, seized his cap, and started spinning it on his finger. Chih-lan peered at him from behind the book, smiling
quietly.
“Now it’s you who’s losing your temper!” she said to herself. “Well, you may go on sulking until you burst
with anger.”
Burying her head into the book, she deliberately ignored him.
This really got under T’ien-pao’s skin. He had come to Korea and had passed the previous night in a big cave.
He had come to the detachment headquarters on business and then he had gone to visit Chih-lan to show how he
felt about her. But apparently she didn’t enjoy the visit.
“Don’t read now,” he cried, snatching the book away. “What’s the good of reading now?”
“Nothing wrong with it,” said Chih-lan, suppressing a smile.
“I’m no fool!” T'ien-pao said. “What about our getting married?”
For some time Chih-lan fixed her eyes upon him.
“Don’t always harp on that,” she said quietly. “This is no time for marriage. You know that. I won’t forget you
and I believe you won’t forget me. So long as we love each other, we can leave that to take its course. What’s the
use of talking about it now?”
T’ien-pao riveted his eyes upon Chih-lan in great astonishment. Outwardly, of course, she remained the same
as ever, limp and slender, with heavy eyelids and liquid eyes and two little plaits hanging down her back. But her
bearing and her talk had something different about them. She had almost become a new woman, he thought.
“A man should not just care about himself; that’s selfish,” Chih-lan began to lecture, assuming Wu Chen’s
tone. “He should always serve the people and love them. What happiness will marriage bring us when the enemy
is pointing his bayonet at our throat? Everybody knows how a slave lives. You have had the experience, and so
have I. So if you love me, love your country.”
“What’s going on?” somebody chuckled outside. “Enemies one moment and friends the next.”
Chih-lan recognized Young Chu’s voice and dashed out to deal with her. Halting in the middle of the yard, Chu
turned back and pleaded:
“Now don’t make a fuss, please. I only came for my overcoat. Please give it to me. I’m looking for a place
where I can get some sleep. I’m on duty this evening, you know. I’m no eavesdropper and I’m not interested in
your talk at all.”
Outside the sky was overcast. From time to time, a cold draft surged into the room. It looked like snow. The air
in the yard was filled with drifting chimney smoke. Quite imperceptibly, the hour for supper had come.
T’ien-pao had night duty to perform and could stay no longer. When he rose to say goodbye, Chlh-lan’s hard
heart suddenly softened. She would very much have liked to walk a little way with him, but Chu was there and
shyness held her back. To hide her embarrassment, she hastened to sweep the bed with a broom as soon as he
went out of the house.
From the distance came the sweet songs of gray thrushes and Mongolian larks.
“He is whistling. What a clever mouth he has,” Chih-lan thought, quietly smiling to herself …\fn{ A note reads:
Nearly eighteen months have passed since the volunteers first crossed the Yalu River. Now, against a North Korean landscape that is once
again in full bloom, the hero reaches his fateful destination …}

When Wu Chen’s men were working hard on the Chong-chon bridge, a heavily loaded train ran across the Yalu
River and raced towards the front. The driver’s cab was heavily curtained so that no light should show. From
between the blackout curtains a head poked out, looking forward, and the dim moonlight revealed the lean face of
Yu Liong Tal, guide on Wu T’ien-pao’s train.
Yu was a man of few words and always said only what was necessary:
“Going uphill … going downhill … slow down … stop …”
And the driver would act accordingly.
As the train approached a station, the stationmaster on duty would come out to greet it, hiding a small signallamp inside his coat. Opening the coat for a brief moment, he would flash a green light to the train, which rushed
past without stopping.
T’ien-pao sat in the driver’s seat, looking from the water indicator to the steam gauge. He steadily increased
the speed and the train tore cheerfully on, shaking and rattling over the bumpy, war-damaged roadbed. T’ien-pao
remembered how Kao Ch’ing-yün had said he wished they had more antitank grenades. The train now carried not
only antitank grenades but heavy tanks. Before starting off, T’ien-pao had walked up and down the train, itching
to lift the tarpaulin draped over these tanks and touch them. But to his regret, the train escort wouldn’t allow him
to.
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“What’s he afraid of?” T’ien-pao said to himself. “I don’t mean any harm. What’s wrong with touching them?”
T’ien-pao smiled at his own thoughts.
Liu Fu-sheng was shoveling coal. Straightening up, he saw T’ien-pao smiling and asked:
“What are you smiling at?”
“Guess,” T’ien-pao answered, still smiling.
Liu, being a straightforward man, had little patience for guessing. He never could hide anything from anybody.
He hated to keep anything to himself. When he woke up in the morning he would tell what he had dreamed the
previous night.
The train pulled up at a big station to take on coal and water. T’ien-pao leapt down, a small hammer in one
hand, and started tapping the rails. He felt the axletrees with the back of his hand and tested the screws. Liu stood
on the step, blocking the entrance to the cab with his bulk, folding his sinewy arms.
“It’s chilly,” he said. “Autumn only chills one’s flesh but spring chills one to the bone. It’s really too early to
leave off your padded clothes. In my home in Shantung, the ears must have formed on the wheat by now.”
“Oh, have you got a home?” T’ien-pao asked casually, still hammering.
“Why shouldn’t I have a home? I didn’t just spring out of thin air, when I was born,” Liu said. “I wonder what
my wife’s doing at home just now.”
“Oh, I expect she’s thinking of you,” said T’ien-pao with a laugh.
“I must admit she is a good wife, all right,” Liu said. “She’s a hard worker. Every night she sits by the lamp
doing needlework after getting the kid to sleep. That child was born at the right time all right. When I was a boy
of six, you see, I had nothing but water and gruel to live on. I was just a skeleton with a big belly. My son has
things different. He’s not only got plenty to eat, but can go to school. Do you know, he’s the first one in our family
for three generations who ever had a chance to go to school? All this time while I have been here fighting
Americans and helping Koreans, my son has been at school. I would have insisted on coming even if Chairman
Mao didn’t like it.”
Beyond the hills lights flashed up now and again. They were the enemy’s flares.
“None of your nonsense, now!” T’ien-pao said. “Have you raked out the ashes? Get everything ready, we’ve
got to get a move on.”
“Pooh! They’re only trying to scare us!” Liu said, spitting contemptuously at the flares. “It would be up with
us if we let you frighten us with those things!”
The train rumbled forward once more. Time and again T’ien-pao poked his head out of the curtain, looking
ahead. The night was far spent. The damp wind gently swept over T’ien-pao’s face. To his annoyance, the halfmoon was still there as if glued to the sky. Only after they had started did Liu’s question once again come to
T’ien-pao's mind:
“I wonder what my wife’s doing now?”
It was a good question. T’ien-pao wondered what people at home were doing. Having a good rest after a day’s
hard work? But Chairman Mao wouldn’t have gone to bed yet. People say he always works late into the
night.\fn{The same was said of Josef Stalin.} He has brought happiness to the people yet he takes little rest himself.
Chairman Mao, you mustn’t overwork yourself.
While such thoughts rushed through his mind, he instinctively raised his hand to feel Chairman Mao’s portrait
in his shirt pocket and recalled Chairman Mao’s instructions which were printed at the bottom of the picture:
“Love for the motherland, love for the people, love of labor and of science, and respect for public property
should be cultivated in the country as the common virtues of the people.”
“I always want to do as you bid,” T’ien-pao thought, “though I still have to make more effort.”
In the past four months or so he had only performed one meritorious deed which had won him a medal. He
wanted to perform more.
“I must win enough medals to decorate my coat, when I return home in triumph.”
He wanted to live in glory as Chairman Mao taught. When he went home, T’ien-pao thought, he would have a
few days’ rest. But first of all, he would give his engine a good cleaning. His heart always ached at the thought
that it had got so dirty. He was determined to make the copper parts shine so that you could see your face in them.
As for himself, he would have a really good dinner and a good sleep.
He was very tired because he hadn’t had enough sleep. He often heard Liu Fu-sheng say:
“After I get home I’m going to sleep for ten days and ten nights. And I won’t let anybody wake me up even at
mealtimes.”
“Then there is the question of getting married,” said T’ien-pao to himself as his thoughts turned to his own
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affairs. “Chih-lan’s really wonderful. She always said, don’t run after pleasures at this moment. What happiness
can marriage bring us when the enemy is pointing his bayonets at our throats? What she says is right. When
victory is won, we shall live together as man and wife and never part again. After the day’s work, we’ll have
supper at the same table and study by the same lamp. She is a great lover of flowers. She used to plant balsam
under the window and rouged her fingernails with the petals. We’ll surround our house with all sorts of flowers so
that we can pass every day among them.”
In the moonlight dark ranges of lofty mountains loomed in the distance.
Suddenly, a great noise leapt out of the sky right over T’ien-pao’s head, and a black cloud skimmed over the
train.
“An enemy plane!” Yu Liong Tal called out.
It was one of the enemy’s “black widow” fighter planes, specially designed for night raids. An idea flashed
across T’ien-pao’s mind:
“Get into the ravine ahead.”
But it was too late. A napalm bomb fell and lit up the rice fields in a blaze of light. Wheeling round, the “black
widow” swooped down again, its machine guns barking.
“Quick, the train’s caught fire!” Yu yelled.
“Stop! Let’s go and put out the fire first,” Liu called out anxiously.
Shutting up the steam port, T’ien-pao jammed on the brake. The train came to a sudden halt and he jumped
down to the ground. But he had only run a few steps when there was another explosion. He was thrown up into
the air and then fell to the ground unconscious.
Close by, Yao Chih-lan was helping Young Chia, an electrician, set up telegraph poles. Just a little before, Chia
had rung up from the working site for more wire. As no one was free except Chih-lan, who was off duty, she came
up with a coil of wire on her back and was helping him out. This was the second time that Chih-lan had met Chia.
He had the knack of making friends with anyone after exchanging a few words with him. Chou Hai had told Chihlan about his ability, his mischievousness and his fooling of the enemy. As Young Chu had knit a pair of gloves for
him and spoken nicely about him, Chih-lan had suspected that something was going on between the two. She had
pried Chu with questions about it, but Chu swore there was nothing between them. Now the mystery unraveled
itself. It turned out that Chu had been writing Chia quite often, telling him that her wound wouldn’t matter very
much, for only one of her eyes had been burnt and her only regret, Chu said, was that she couldn’t come back to
Korea again.
“I’ll have it out with her when she does come,” Chih-lan said to herself, “so as to stop her making fun of T’ienpao again.”
Chia was at the top of the pole when the enemy plane hit T’ien-pao’s train. He saw it clearly and yelled:
“That’s a train from the north. It must be carrying important things. Let’s run to the rescue.”
People rushed up from all directions, men of the rear service and the engineering brigade, and Korean
peasants, all shouting. Chih-lan and Chia ran forward in the middle of them all.
The car that was hit was second from the last. It was loaded with antitank shells. Flames went up as more
napalm bombs exploded. Several telegraph poles along the railway caught fire and burned like huge candles.
Chih-lan dashed through the flames to the train, her face and clothes badly scorched, her rubber shoes
smoldering. Paying no attention to all this, she concentrated on helping to put the fire out. The men stripped off
their clothes, soaked them in water in the rice fields, and beat them against the flames. Others poured sand or
threw mud on the fire.
“Push the last car away!” Liu Fu-sheng yelled.
Instantly someone uncoupled it and, with hands and shoulders, it was pushed away from the fire.
Liu also wanted to separate the second car, which was burning, from the rest of the train. But the antitank
shells were exploding right and left. The men dashed off, no longer daring to go near the train. Someone was hit
by splinters and several people called for nurses in a chorus. Then came the shout:
“Here’s someone lying on the ground. Come and help!”
Chih-lan ran up and saw it was T’ien-pao. She had often been awakened at night by raids. And as she heard
trains rumbling past in the distance, she naturally thought of T’ien-pao. At such moments she would toss about in
bed, worrying and fretting. When at last she managed to overcome her fears she would feel ashamed of herself.
“Isn’t it selfish of me only to worry about T’ien-pao? Every train driver has someone dear to him, and they are
all running the same risk. Why should I care about nobody but him!”
Thinking such thoughts, she would calm down.
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Now, the moment she saw her lover lying wounded, her heart ached. But she bore up under the sorrow, calm
and unshaken. She seemed to have inherited from her father his indomitable spirit. As there was no blood to be
seen anywhere on T’ien-pao’s body, she grew less strained. She took down the water bottle from her shoulder and
gave him a drink.
T’ien-pao had come to by now, but his mind was still very confused.
“What’s wrong with me?” he murmured.
“You were knocked out,” Chih-lan said, with relief.
“How did that happen? Where’re we going?”
“To the front. Don’t you remember?” said Chih-lan, wiping his forehead with a wet handkerchief.
“To the front?” he said, still at a loss.
“Yes, you were taking munitions to the front,” she explained, bending over him. “You’ve forgotten all about
it.”
T’ien-pao swept a hand over his forehead and felt better. Yes, he began to recall, he had come with munitions.
What kind of munitions? He couldn’t tell. Had he been sleeping and dreaming all this time? Then a glance at the
burning cars brought it all back to him. He had come up with antitank grenades and heavy tanks. How had he
come to be lying here? He sat up at once and tried to get to his feet.
Chih-lan at once clutched his arm. What a strange man! Extremely lively in his movements, he wanted to be up
and about when he had only just regained consciousness. That would never do!
“Take your hands off me!” T’ien-pao cried out, struggling to free his arm.
“What do you want to do?” Chih-lan asked impatiently.
“Take your hands off me, please!” T’ien-pao said, “I must go pull that burning car away from the rest,
otherwise the fire will spread.”
Liu Fu-sheng and Yu Liong Tal had gone before T’ien-pao had time to get up.
What a fire it was! Half the sky was red and the bombs in the train were exploding, with pieces of shrapnel
whistling in the air. Liu and Yu had brought their cotton coats with them. Covering their heads with the coats,
after soaking them in water, they dashed up through the haze of smoke. Big flames were engulfing the train.
While the iron boards were licked by the fire, the comrades heard a booming sound that became louder and
louder. They knew the enemy plane was coming back.
As a matter of fact, the enemy plane had been circling high in the air all this time. Now it swooped down
again, its machine gun chattering. Some of the men were about to run away but were stopped by a voice shouting:
“Don’t run away! Fight the enemy to a finish!”
The enemy pilot kept pouring bullets into the car which was already on fire. Had he aimed at the other ones, he
would have set all of them ablaze.
Liu and Yu continued to crawl forward even though the plane was right above their heads. As Liu put aside the
coat protecting his head, a lump of mud hit him in the face. He was angry but he wanted to laugh:
“Damn you, you stupid devil!” he cursed.
When he reached the car which had been blown up, Yu Liong Tal went., round and crawled along under the
train. He stretched out his hand to uncouple it from the one next to it, but the couplings were so hot that he burned
his hand; as soon as he touched them. Protecting his other hand with his coat, he tried again, without success.
Then Liu came to his aid. Striking a club against the couplings, he finally got them apart. In a few minutes, the
whole crew climbed back on the train. Mustering all his strength, T’ien-pao also ran up.
“Are you hurt?” Liu called out to him. Yu was ready to drive the engine for him.
“Nothing serious,” T’ien-pao yelled, pushing Yu away.
Settling himself into the driver’s seat, he started the engine, leaving the car which was on fire to the others. The
train sped forward. T’ien-pao’s chest was aching but he didn’t mind. The most important thing was to get moving
again.
Yu stood leaning against the door, his legs stretching apart. He looked grim and constantly urged the driver to
speed up.
The train raced forward at full speed, and a cold wind blew in against T’ien-pao’s chest. He wanted to button
up his coat but found that the buttons had all been torn off. His fountain pen, too, had slipped through a hole in his
pocket.
Damn that moon still leering up there in the sky, he thought.
The “black widow” spotted the train as soon as it got underway. Its machine guns barked, pouring out a hail of
bullets at the whirling wheels. Some hit the stones beside the rail, sending up a shower of sparks.
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Yu drew back a few steps from the door. Then he went up to it again and shouted:
“Speed up!”
T’ien-pao felt exhilarated as he let out the throttle. Kao Ch’ing-yün’s image flashed into his mind. He could
see him pouring antitank grenades into the enemy tanks. Now he had run short of the grenades and all the time the
enemy tanks were pressing forward. Kao shouted for more antitank grenades.
“I’ll bring them, don’t you worry,” T’ien-pao thought, and the wheels rolled faster.
The “black widow” was hot on their trail, determined not to let its prey escape. It reminded T’ien-pao of how,
once when he was a small boy, he had climbed a tree to pick apples, and had stirred up a hornets’ nest. The bursts
of machine-gun fire brought back to his mind the angry buzzing of the insects. The “black widow” flew almost on
a level with the engine, raising a great cloud of dust. Sweeping past the train, it would immediately turn back and
fire, belching flashes of bright flame from its guns. How T’ien-pao wished that he could drive the train straight
into the ravine!
He stuck his head out. A bullet whistled past his ear. His left thigh trembled, and he felt a hot wave running
through it.
Liu Fu-sheng, stripped to the waist, was busy shoveling coal. Unscrewing the water pipe, he doused water over
himself. Then he took up the shovel again.
Once more the machine guns rattled and bullets plowed up the ground.
“There’s a fog coming up!” Yu Liong Tal called out suddenly.
In Korea fog is liable to rise at any moment. Now, coming out of the ravine, it was spreading a veil over the
hills and the sky. It surged forward like a cloud of dust. T’ien-pao knew that they would be out of danger as soon
as he could get the train into the ravine, for then the “black widow” would no longer be able to fly low. And what
luck to be aided by fog at a time like this! Opening the throttle wide, he dashed towards the fog.
Once the engine was hidden by the fog, T’ien-pao shut off the steam and let the train slide into the ravine. Now
all the cars were in except the last one.
The “black widow” seemed mad with fury. Four times it swooped down, strafing, but the train remained
undamaged. The enemy pilot seemed to realize that the train was loaded with important munitions and must be
destroyed at all costs. The “black widow” made a fresh attack from the rear.
But the last car had gone into the ravine too and the new attack was fruitless. The “black widow” gave up after
a lot of aimless shooting.
Suddenly a red light flashed over the misty top of the hill and was immediately followed by a big crash. Liu
Fu-sheng’s eyes opened wide. Then he realized what must have happened.
“The ‘black widow’ has crashed against the hill!” he yelled.
It was true. The plane had crashed. The “black widow” had become a dead widow. By his courage and skill in
making use of the favorable conditions, T’ien-pao had won the battle against the enemy plane.
Yu Liong Tal gave T’ien-pao a joyful hug. For the first time since war began, this Korean, weighed down by
great sorrows, gave out a hearty laugh.
The train went on. T’ien-pao was tired, but he struggled against fatigue. Dimly he saw flames burning in the
southern sky, across which the searchlights were sweeping back and forth. He was worried about the Chong-chon
bridge and kept on muttering:
“Is the Chong-chon bridge being bombed again? I hope nothing’ll happen to it.”
He knew that on the other side of the river, the Korean crew was waiting for his train.
From station to station the train was given the green light. But as it drew near to the river bank, a red light
appeared before it glimmering in the fog.
“Damn it!” Liu yelled, putting down the shovel. “After all our efforts, we still can’t cross the river.”
The train came to a halt.
“So you've come!” the man with the red lamp shouted.
It was a familiar voice.
“Yes, we made it all right,” T’ien-pao replied.
“Get ready to cross the river,” the man said.
“So we can go across after all?” asked T'ien-pao, poking out his head.
“Yes,” came the answer out of the fog. The man climbed up into the train. He held up the lamp and let the light
fall on the crew’s faces. It was Wu Chen himself. He was in high spirits.
“You’ve done a good job!” he said, with a grin. “The dispatch office has sent me a report and I know all about
what’s happened to you. So you brought down an enemy plane, eh! Good work! Let me thank you on behalf of
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the people. Commander Ching rang me up several times inquiring about your train. Thanks to your efforts, it got
through. You’ll have to go across slowly; they’ve only just finished repairing the bridge. I’ll guide the crossing
myself.”
Holding a lamp in one hand and placing the other hand on the railing of the engine cab, Wu Chen led the train
slowly onto the bridge. A thick fog hung over the river and the bridge was quite invisible. When they reached the
middle of it, it began to creak as if it might collapse at any moment. Hurriedly Wu Chen ordered them to stop. The
people on both banks held their breath. What if the bridge suddenly gave way?
Worried about Wu Chen rather than about the bridge, Liu Fu-sheng popped his head out of the cab and said:
“Commander Wu, get off now. Don’t risk your life that way. We can go ahead by ourselves.”
Wu jumped down from the train and carefully examined the bridge. Then he came back and climbed up onto
the engine, as if he had not heard Liu’s pleading. Swinging the lamp, he cried:
“Go ahead!”
The train started again and crept slowly on, with the wooden bridge creaking under it all the way.
Finally they reached the southern bank. With a heavy puff of its steam the train drew in at the station. The new
crew took it over and were ready to drive on to the front with a new engine.
Wu T’ien-pao took a deep breath and relaxed on the foot-plate of his engine. He wanted to get up but his legs
failed him. Suddenly, with a flop he fell down.
“Come on, you! Get up!” Liu said.
But T’ien-pao couldn’t move. Liu bent down to help him. His hands touched T’ien-pao and became sticky with
blood. A strong smell of blood assailed his nostrils. In the light of the furnace fire, he saw that T’ien-pao’s trouserleg was drenched with blood. A good horse, it is said, will run like the wind even when it has been hit by a bullet,
until it reaches the destination. It was the same with T’ien-pao. He had suffered a severe concussion in the
explosions a while back, and now his left leg was also injured, but with his whole heart in his task he had
forgotten the pain and himself. His strength did not give out until he had fulfilled his task and began to relax.
Ignoring the pain in his own hand, Liu tore open T’ien-pao’s trousers and bound up the wound. Then he went
out and called at the top of his lungs to the men at the station:
“Send for a doctor!”
A doctor came and with him Wu Chen. T’ien-pao could hardly talk for loss of blood.
“What’re you shouting about?” he asked Liu feebly, forcing a smile. “Even Commander Wu has come.” Then
he turned to Wu Chen and asked:
“The loads’ll reach the front in time, will they? They must be sent on without delay. These tanks’re as big as
hills … our men are waiting for them.”
“It’s all right. There won’t be any delay,” Wu Chen answered, bending over T’ien-pao. “You don’t need to
worry about that. How do you feel now?”
“I’m all right. Just tired,” he said quietly, closing his eyes. After a while, he opened his eyes and said, “Do me
a favor. I want to have a look at Chairman Mao’s portrait.”
Liu understood and took the portrait from his pocket and handed it to him. T’ien-pao held the picture up before
him. A red light glowed out of the furnace and lit up his own face as well as the portrait. Both the colored picture
and T’ien-pao’s face gleamed in the light. For a long time he looked at the portrait with a smile.
“Good-bye, Chairman Mao,” he said softly, “I’ve done the job the people gave me.”
Wu Chen’s eyes became moist and he choked back his tears. Liu began to weep.
“What’re you crying about?” T’ien-pao said, with a smile. “Tell Chih-lan not to cry, but to give her love for me
to our country. . .”
T’ien-pao’s eyes began to wander; a smile hovered round the corner of his mouth.
“I’m so sleepy,” he muttered. “I’m done in. Let me sleep a while … just a little while …” Gradually his voice
grew softer and softer, his eyes closed, his hands still clasping the portrait. . . .
At last he slept the sleep that knows no awaking. He died peacefully, like a man who, having finished his day’s
work, stretches his legs, yawns, and dozes off in comfort.
186.212 Excerpt from The Physicians\fn{by Hazel Ai Chun Lin (1913-1986)} Foochow, Fukien Province, China (F) 10
A gold and brown rooster pranced proudly from his bamboo coop and jumped atop the back fence. Spreading
his broad wings and stretching his long neck, he let forth with a loud cock-a-doodle-doo. It was half-past six of an
early October morning and the autumn air in Peking was cool and crisp. For several years this same rooster had
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performed his duty call every morning in the back yard of the famous physician, Wang Kung. Dr. Wang yawned
and stretched in his spacious mahogany bed. His right arm reached out into the space beside him, and then his
heart felt a sudden sharp twinge, for the emptiness served again to remind him that for nearly twelve months,
since his wife died, he had slept alone in this room. In his loneliness he had formed the habit of speaking his
thoughts almost aloud.
“My poor An-lan,” he sighed as he stared at the smooth pillow beside him. “You did not live to hold your first
grandson, and even now your unfilial son has not yet fulfilled your wish.”
Wang Kung had three grandsons and five grandaughters by his four married daughters, but these did not count
because they were not Wangs. Although his only son, Wang Pin, had been married for six years, the daughter-inlaw, Chin-lien, had not been able to conceive, and Wang Kung was greatly concerned about an heir. He often
remembered what Confucius had said:
“There are three unfilial acts, and chief of these is to, leave no posterity.”
He sat up in bed and cleared his throat, the signal for his daughter-in-law to come to his bedside. This had been
Chin-lien’s pleasant task ever since she stepped into the Wang household, not because there were not enough
servants, but because Wang Kung preferred it so.
Chin-lien occupied a bedroom with Wang Pin directly across the courtyard from Wang Kung’s. As soon as she
heard her father-in-law cough, she crept quietly away from her drowsy mate and slipped into her blue silk
garment and black satin shoes. Before her toilet box she hurriedly straightened her long black hair into a smooth
knot at the back of her head. Meanwhile her personal maid, Huang-chu, brought in the morning tea and hot water
with which to cleanse her teeth and face. Huang-chu and the other servants loved Chin-lien, and they had all been
very happy together ever since Chin-lien took her mother-in-law’s place in the house. Huang-chu, rewarded by a
smile from her mistress, bowed and left.
After drinking her tea, Chin-lien prepared for her father-in-law. On a black-lacquered tray she set a cup of
steaming hot tea and a cup of warm water.
She was only twenty-two years old. She had a willowy figure and a fair oval face, and although she was not a
great beauty, nevertheless her radiant smiles had won for her a very special place in the household. Her husband
loved and cherished her most devotedly.
Gracefully balancing the tray, she walked briskly across the courtyard through the chilly morning air and
knocked gently at the carved wooden door of her father-in-laws room.
“Come in,” he called.
She entered and placed the tray on a round red-lacquered table beside the bed. Wang Kung looked admiringly
at his daughter-in-law and thought again how much he loved her. Blushingly she smiled at him and he smiled
back. Her infectious smile always warmed his whole being, and these early morning visits were a tonic to relieve
his depression and loneliness.
She first offered him hot water to rinse his mouth, then he gently sipped the fragrant tea, continuing to watch
her with loving eyes. There was no talk between them. Chin-lien was shy, and she always felt a little ill at ease
when her father-in-law eyed her so intently. When he had finished his tea, she put the empty cups back on the tray.
bowed to him and went out.
Chang-an, the number one servant of the household, was always alert, and as soon as he heard the daughter-inlaw close the door, he went in immediately. Wang Kung had moved to the edge of the bed where he sat in his
pajamas, his feet dangling. Chang-an took up a pair of black satin slippers and pulled them over his master’s feet.
Fifty-odd years of age now and grossly overweight, with a very prominent bulge in his middle, Chang-an had
been in Wang Kung’s employ for more than fifteen years. His shiny face with its flat nose and widely spaced eyes
seemed to be frozen in a constant grin. Like all the other servants, he loved and respected his master who,
although explosive at times, was nevertheless considerate and generous.
Wang Kung rose, stood up straight, stretched his arms and body, and took several deep breaths. He had just
turned fifty, but by the Chinese way of calculating age he was considered to be fifty-two. His hair was coal black,
except for gray patches at the temples, which served to accentuate his dignity and handsomeness. He was very tall
and trim, and his hair was combed sleekly back in pompadour style, revealing a broad high forehead. The eyes
were piercing and dark, the nose full and straight. Although there were no cavities in his teeth, the front ones were
all gold-crowned, and when he smiled the precious metal sparkled brightly,
Chang-an brought a basin of steaming hot water with which Wang Kung washed and shaved. All the hair was
removed from his face except for a rim of beard around the mouth. Chang-an had been carefully trained to clip his
master’s mustache so that the lower edge would be just even with his upper lip, With the help of his servant, Wang
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Kung put on a long blue silk gown and then a short black silk jacket. This was his formal office attire.
Meanwhile Chin-lien had returned to her room to waken her husband.
“Get up, Wang Pin,” she called, “and do not forget what you are to tell your father this morning.”
With this reminder, Wang Pin suddenly became very wide awake. He jumped out of bed at once and fondly
embraced his lovely wife. Only last night she had confided in him the secret that made him profoundly happy and
today he was to have the pleasant task of informing his father.
Wang Pin was a year older than his wife. Unintentionally his doting mother and his wealthy father had robbed
him of all ambition. Taught privately by several tutors, he had finaIly completed two years of study in a
goverernment college. After that he had remained at home beause his mother wanted him there and his father
thought it unnecessary for him to work. Wang Kung had always hoped to interest his son in medicine, but the boy
would have none of it. And since his mother’s death he had seemed to live only for the joy and comfort of being
with Chin-lien. She was most desirable to him and their mutual love was beautiful and satisfying to both.
Proudly observing his image in the mirror, Wang Pin recaIled again how strongly he resembled his father. His
mother had often said,
“My son, you and your father are certainly carved from the same piece of wood.”
He thought how pleased his father would be with the news was to receive this morning, and he prayed that the
likeness would be perpetuated for yet another generation. Knowing his own weakness, he prayed also that the
hoped-for grandson would resemble the grandfather in intelligence and ambition.
Chin-lien was now dressed. Her silky black hair was combed into an even row of bangs in the front, with the
back in a smooth knot, and not a single hair out of place. For this special day she had chosen to wear a rosecolored satin suit with slippers to match. She called gently to Wang Pin,
“You had better hurry and come to the breakfast table, for I have just heard him there.”
Wang Pin emerged fresh and happy. Beholding his wife, his heart swelled with love and pride, and at the door,
he reached impulsively for her hand. She blushed and warned him,
“Please be careful. The servants may be watching.”
He dropped her hand at once and they walked briskly across the courtyard, Chin-lien close behind her
husband. All the amahs and maids peered through drawn shades. They sighed with mixed feelings of happiness
and envy as they watched. Their young mistress was unusually pretty that moming: the importance of the secret
she and Wang Pin shared filled her heart to overflowing. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled. She had
the sweet freshness of a flower drinking in the moming dew.
The dining room was spacious and airy. The front consisted of four huge windows and a center door, while in
interesting contrast the back wall was almost solid except for two small upper windows. On this autumn morning
bright sunlight streamed through the front windows, and a gentle breeze blew in from those behind. The topmost
branches of willow trees swayed soothingly outside. There were three long buffet tables on three sides of the
room and a huge round table in the center. The round table could seat twelve people comfortably, but only three
stools were occupied this moming.
Wang Kung sat at the head of the table and his son and daughter-in-law sat at the foot. Chang-ma, the wife of
the number one servant, called,
“Serve breakfast!”
The cook, a flat-faced, pudgy man of some forty years, came forth immediately with his tray. He smiled and
bowed, first to his master and next to the son. Then carefully he placed before each of them, and last before Chinlien, a bowl of steaming hot rice porridge. In the center of the table he arranged four delicacies—alkaline eggs,
dried beef fibers, salted peanuts, and pickled melon cubes. Then Chang-ma brought a plate of hot steamed bread.
Wang Kung sipped the porridge and picked at the four dishes alternately. Wang Pin was very nervous because
he kept remembering that now was the time for him to speak to his father. He stuffed his mouth full first with the
rice porridge and then with the steamed bread. Wang Kung looked at his son and his heart beat with pride, for he
considered his son a perfect youth—loyal, obedient, and well mannered. Then he looked at Chin-lien and recalled
that she had never disobeyed him in the six years since she had entered his household.
She ate her breakfast quickly and impatiently, and when she was sure that Wang Pin had forgotten his promise,
she stepped heavily on his right foot. The young man jerked himself up and cried out,
“Fa-Fath-Father—you are to become a grandfather!” Wang Kung stared for a second and then shouted,
“What?”
He put down his bowl of porridge and looked earnestly at Chin-lien. She blushed and nodded. Wang Kung
thought quickly of his wife, and turned to his son and said,
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“If only your mother were living! All her life she hoped for this day. Why did it not happen earlier!”
Suddenly a lump rose in his throat. His eyes turned red, and he rushed quickly out of the room to avoid the
servants. Wang Pin put his arms around Chin-lein’s shoulders and whispered softly,
“Don’t worry, my dearest. Father is only overcome with joy.”
With his own chopsticks he picked up a piece of alkaline egg and offered it to his beloved, and as she accepted
it their eyes met in understanding.
*
Wang Kung’s medical practice kept him very busy. He was by far the most popular and famous physician in
the east part of Peking. His home consisted of twelve large rooms, with three courtyards. Around the front court
were the handsomely furnished office and comfortable, cheerful waiting rooms, the enormous, lavishly furnished
parlor, and the gatehouse. The center court was surrounded by three bedrooms and the elaborate dining room.
Around the back court were the servants’ quarters and the main kitchen.
The whole estate was enclosed by a high gray wall with gates at front and back. The front gate was closed by
two beautifully carved wooden doors, which were lacquered bright red. Immediately above the doors hung
inscribed wooden panels, symmetrically arranged, which had been presented to the doctor by grateful patients.
They were protected from rain and sunshine by a graciously sloped narrow roof high above the red doors.
Soon after breakfast Chang-an began to receive his master’s patients at the gatehouse. Some patients had been
waiting since long before dawn. The fee for the first visit was regulated according to the patient’s costume, from
fifty cents to five dollars, with half as much for revisits. While the taking of fees was in progress, Wang Kung
relaxed behind the huge mahogany desk in his spacious office and puffed at a long bamboo pipe. His eyes roamed
the walls from one neatly arranged shelf of books to another. On the left wall there were thirty medical volumes
written by Tsen Ren in 620 A.D. On the right wall rested Nei Ching, or Internal Medicine, written by Huang Ti in
2599 B.C., and the book on Mei Ching, or The Pulse, written by Wang Shu Ho in 280 A.D. The shelf directly in
front held the Chinese materia medica, Pen Tsao Kang Mu, a twenty-five volume work compiled in the sixteenth
century. It contained some two thousand prescriptions found through experience to be of value in the treatment of
various ills. These were all expensive textbooks, meticulously and artfully bound in blue cloth covers. Only wellto-do physicians could afford such works of reference.
But Wang Kung’s library was not just a show place. He was an ardent student and he spent several hours each
day consulting his texts. On the desk were an inkwell, a brass brush holder, five brushes, and a slab of dry ink. In
the left drawer was his stack of prescription blanks, and in the right, a soft-paper volume of Tao-teh-ching, or The
Scripture Of The Divine Way To Virtue.
Wang Kung was also an ardent Buddhist.
As he sat smoking one pipeful after another, his mind reviewed with pleasure what his son had told him.
Finally he lmocked the ashes from the bowl of his pipe in a fashion that Chang-an understood as the signal that
the physician was ready to start receiving patients. Fully aware of the importance of his position, Chang-an called
in a clear authoritative voice,
“Number one!”
There appeared at the door of the waiting room a young man dressed in farmer’s garb—short blue cloth jacket,
long black cloth trousers, and black cloth shoes. The loose garment was tied tightly around the waist with a broad
black cloth belt. He hesitated, for he felt ashamed be ahead of some of the older men in the waiting room.
Furthermore, he was afraid to see a physician and he had postponed this visit for months until finally his father
had forced him this morning to make the trip.
“Hurry up, young man!” roared Chang-an. “We do not have the whole morning to waste!”
“Yes, Old Uncle, answered the timid. young man as bowed politely and shuffled across the courtyard. In the
bright sunlight his extreme pallor was apparent; his skin actually appeared greenish. When he entered the office,
the physician looked up and the frightened patient bowed three times.
“Sit down,:” Wang Kung said, pointing a chair.
He carefully studied the patient from head to foot. Then he opened his right drawer, took out the volume of
Tao-teh-ching, and placed the young man’s right wrist over it. He studied the pulse first with light pressure, then
with slightly greater pressure, and finally with sufficiently strong pressure to obliterate the whole pulse. He
repeated the same procedure on the patient’s left wrist. After this asked him to protrude his tongue, which he
viewed m several different angles. The patient sat staring at the doctor with eyes full of wonder. There followed a
long silence at the end of which the physician said,
“Your siclmess is malaria. It started by the overrun of yin and the suppression of yang. That is why you are
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pale and your lips are blue. The frequent chills you have can only be conquered by hot medicine.”
The patient had not spoken during the entire interview, and he now only nodded in ignorant agreement. Wang
Kung took the solid ink and gently ground it over the inkwell mixing it with a few drops of water. Pulling a brush
from the brass holder, he dipped it in the freshly made liquid ink and wrote a prescription:
Root of Japanese Varnish Tree
------------------------------------------½ oz.
Tree Moss
-------------------------------------------1 oz.
Dried Ginger Flakes
---------------------------------------1/10 oz.
Dried Cinnamon Leaves
---------------------------------------1/10 oz.
Ground Turtle Shells
-------------------------------------------1 oz.
Dried Red Peppers
-------------------------------------------1 oz.
Licorice Root
-------------------------------------------1 oz.
Directions: ---- Simmer with water and red sugar for one hour and then drink.
The timid patient received the prescription with a graceful bow and left.
“Number two,” called Chang-an. A little boy about eight years old with his hand supporting a swollen cheek
was dragged across the courtyard by a stern-looking father.
“Bow to your physician,” the father commanded as they entered. The boy took his hand down and bowed three
times.
The physician could see at once that this young patient was in agony, for his dirty plump face was writhing. He
was very sure what was wrong with the boy, so without any preliminary examination he reached for a green
porcelain jar on a shelf behind him. With a small ivory spoon he took out a heap of grayish powder and said,
“Now open your mouth.” The little boy, frightened, started to run toward the door, but his angry father caught
him and replaced him none too gently on the chair, shouting,
“Now open your mouth or I will thrash you!”
Seeing that he was caught, the boy reluctantly obeyed, wincing while Wang Kung poured the grayish powder
over the carious right lower second molar. This stopped the pain almost instantly and the little patient began to
smile through his tears.
“Wipe your face,” ordered the father.
The boy smeared his tears with the back of his dirty right hand. He bowed gratefully to the tall physician, his
father joined him and together they bowed all the way out.
Wang Kung smiled. He always kept this gray powder on hand as a pain reliever. He prepared it himself from
unshelled litchi. roasted and reduced to powder form.
Patients kept coming throughout the morning, until at about noon, Chang-an called,
“Number twenty-four!”
This was the last patient. He looked very ill and had to be supported by two brothers. A man in his early
thirties, he groaned constantly. His cheeks were hot and flushed, and his eyes dry and sunken. The physician
kindly motioned to him to sit down and began studying methodically the pulse and tongue. The pulse was very
slow, the tongue heavily coated, the gums covered with sores. Seeing that his patient was too ill to listen, Wang
Kung explained to the men,
“Your brother has shan-han (typhoid fever). It is a hot disease. His yang is on the rampage and his yin has gone
into decline. Now we must quell the yang with cold medicine.”
With this, he wrote a prescription calling for dried apples, pears, turnips, melons, and dried feet of water fowls.
In addition to the prescription, he advised,
“Diet is most important in this siclmess. Your brother should have no meat and no vegetables. Give him
simmered rice porridge with salt.”
The brothers bowed and thanked Dr. Wang. The younger removed the shoes from his sick brother’s feet, while
the elder lifted him and carried him out.
Wang Kung watched his patient anxiously for he realized that the young man was desperately ill. Chang-an
stood near the gate and the physician nodded to him. The servant understood. He took from his purse fifty cents.
“Here,” he said to the patient, “my master wants you to have this. Use it for the medicine.”
The sick man, overwhelmed, mumbled, “May heaven bless him and bless him,” and the second brother knelt
down on the ground to show his gratitude. Wang Kung gave a long sigh and stretched himself out on the wicker
sofa to think and smoke. For the moment he was alone, and he pondered his son’s announce- ment,
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“You are to become a grandfather!”
“Well,” he thought to himself,” I am finally going to have an heir, an heir to carry on my name and to inherit
my wealth. Now at last!”
When he was alone, he thought constantly of his departed wife and their happy years together. As he wondered
why his daughter-in-law, barren for six years, should now become pregnant, it suddenly dawned upon him why
Heaven had granted his wish, and he said to himself,
“Yes, I should have known. An-lan has interceded for me so that my son can give me an heir.”
He firmly believed that the world of the living and the world of the dead were closely connected, and, he was
convinced that his wife had more power and wisdom now in death than she had had in life, and that she was using
this power to protect and guide the fortunes of her family.
“Thank you, thank you, An-lan,” he whispered aloud, “even in the next world you are a most wonderful wife
and mother.”
After lunch, Chang-an brought in hand-delivered messages about the home calls the doctor was to make. They
involved patients who were too sick to come to the office and female patients whose appearance in public was
considered improper. When Chang-an heard his master knock the ashes from his pipe, he walked briskly to the
back court and called:
“Hai, our master is ready!”
Four sturdy young men immediately left their lunch table and raced to bring the physician’s sedan chair. The
chair was actually a square chamber about four feet high, three feet wide, and four feet long. There were two
windows about a foot across, one on each side. The front was open at the top and covered at the lower half by a
blue silk curtain. The whole was made of heavy silk except for the wooden frame and two long bamboo poles tied
securely to the sides. Each man assumed his customary position at one end of a pole, then the quartet easily lifted
the sedan and carried it to the door. Chang-an raised the front curtain and Wang Kung was ushered courteously to
his seat.
One of the messages had read:
“Madame Tu of fifty-two Wu-liang-ta-jen Hutung invites Dr. Wang to visit her.”
Chang-an announced the address and the carriers moved off. Madame Tu was the wife of the wealthy mayor of
Peking. On arrival, the sedan chair was carried through an impressive iron gate, through a first court and finally
brought to rest in a second court. Mayor Tu met the physician there but did not go with him to the women’s
apartments.
Wang Kung walked into a very dark bedchamber, which was dimly illuminated by two cow-fat candles. At the
left corner of the room stood a delicately carved wooden bed, tightly sealed with net and covered with a
gorgeously embroidered red satin canopy.
A young maid brought a wooden stool and the physician sat down beside the bed. The center of the curtain
then parted slightly and a fair hand appeared with all five lingers heavily decked with jade, pearl, and gold rings.
Wang Kung received the hand in his and carefully studied the pulse under three different pressures. Then the
patient withdrew her right hand and thrust out her left. After the examination of the second hand was completed,
Madame Tu pushed through the curtain a tiny ivory doll with two points marked with black ink, one at the lumbar
and one at the coccyx. Thus the physician was given to understand that his patient had pains in her back. But his
pulse studies pointed to kidney disease, so that he diagnosed the case as lumbago due to renal dysfunction. He
scribbled a prescription containing several varieties of herbs, especially a toad grass which was a powerful
diuretic.
When he walked back to the courtyard, he found the mayor waiting for him. Wang Kung explained his wife’s
condition, and the mayor was so pleased that he handed the doctor a roll of bills wrapped in red paper. Wang
Kung was very satisfied with the fee, for it was easily more than the total amount paid by five of his average
patients.
*
Chin-lien blossomed beautifully with her pregnancy. Her eyes sparkled with unbridled happiness, her smiles
were expectantly radiant, and she gained ever increasing favor in the sight of both her husband and her father-inlaw. The coming event almost miraculously changed the mood of the entire household. Even the death of her
beloved mother-in-law was now, for the first time, of diminished importance to everyone except Wang Kung.
He took his daughter-in-law’s health most seriously. He excused her from serving his morning tea the very
next day after he was informed of her pregnancy, and she was allowed to sleep as late in the morning as she
wished.
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After thinking how much she would need an older woman’s counsel Wang Kung sent for Chang-an and said,
while he\fn{Chang-an} was arranging his master’s desk,
“Well, Chang-an, since you are my most senior and trustworthy servant, I am going to share a most precious
secret with you. At breakfast yesterday, my son told me that my daughter-in- law is pregnant.”
Chang-an’s shiny face almost broke into laughter, but remembering his master’s temper, he quickly covered his
mottled brown teeth with his right hand. Wang Kung, disappointed that his servant was not surprised, asked,
“Did you know that already?” With his hands straight down at his sides, Chang-an bowed deeply and said,
“Well, my master, the fact is that you are the last one to learn this good news. You see, our little maid, Gin-hua,
is quite a spy. In her quiet way, she managed to learn when first our beloved mistress did not have to wash out her
red cloth in the back yard.”
Wang Kung ordinarily would have exploded with a string of curses but not today, for his heart was overflowing with joy. Instead, he merely looked benignly at his half-amused and half-frightened servant.
“I want my daughter-in-law to be well cared for,” he commanded. “We need an old and experienced woman
now, and since my wife is dead, I am asking Chang-ma to take charge.” Chang-an beamed and replied,
“My master, my unworthy woman will be only too glad to serve.”
With that, he bowed three times and walked away backward. When he reached the third court, he straightened
his pompous body and proceeded in brisk steps with head held high.
Chang-ma, the frisky amah, was about to scold Gin-hua for neglecting to polish the brass for the afternoon.
“You bitch—“ she was starting off, when suddenly she heard her husband’s footsteps. He greeted her in a loud
voice so that all the servants could hear him.
“Mother of my children, you are greatly honored today for our master has actually appointed you to take
charge of his whole household, especially our young mistress.”
Chang-ma had never dreamed of such good fortune. Her husband and she had been in charge of the servants’
quarters for years, but now her authority was extended to the intimate central court. It meant not only more
importance for her in the household, but also a welcome increase in wages. She lifted her head haughtily and
remarked,
“Our master has eyes. He is wise. He knows my work and can see that I have served his household faithfully.
May heaven bless him and his! I shall do my best.”
She then flashed an angry glance at Gin-hua, which cowed the little maid. By this time, the cook and all the
maids were out in the courtyard and each in turn congratulated Chang-ma. At exactly four o’clock that afternoon,
Chang-ma appeared at the door with an earthen pot in one hand and a teacup in the other.
“Madame, drink this,” she said to Chin-lien. “Our master has prescribed it for you to strengthen your body. It
must be good, for my old man bought it at the Yin-han drugstore and it cost very much.”
She gingerly poured a syrupy brown liquid into a cup. Chin-lien shuddered when the liquid touched her
tongue, and Wang Pin stood by and patted her on the shoulder.
“There, this will sweeten it,” he said, smiling as he pulled two lumps of rock candy from his pocket and
dropped them into the cup. The bitter concoction, which she must now take every day, was very distasteful; but
she took it gladly because she knew that her father-in-law was trying to see to it that she had the best possible
care.
Chin-lien was an orphan. She had lived with her uncle before she was married, and thus Chang-ma had to
fulfill the maternal mother’s duties as well as those of Wang Pin’s mother. She now began to plan the infant’s
clothes. Since she had been properly appointed to the total task, she gradually became more bold, and one day she
even ventured to go in to see the doctor himself.
He had just finished his supper and was relaxing on a long wicker sofa when the old woman trotted in. Her feet
were very small, and the soles of her slippers were so soft that she made scarcely any noise. He was actually
startled when she reached his side. She bowed and said in her squeaky voice,
“May Heaven bless you with happiness and prosperity.” Wang Kung smiled through his horn-rimmed
spectacles.
“Have you come to report the condition of my daughter-in-law?”
“Yes, my lord,” whispered Chang-ma.
“How is she?”
“My lord, she is well. Her appetite is good, she sleeps well, and her middle is growing nicely. The only thing
that worries me is our young master. He seems to grow thinner. He worries over our mistress’s condition. You
should advise him to leave all the worries to me. I will get him the most expensive midwife, and with your
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prescription, she should bear a strong heir for my lord.”
“Well,” said Chang-ma. “I am very pleased with you. I will give you some money. Keep some for yourself,
and please buy my future grandson some clothes.”
He stood up and lifted his long blue silk gown, exposing a black silk belt. Hanging from the right side of the
belt was a little leather purse. From this he took five bills and handed them to Chang-ma.
She was speechless. Her husband had never given her more than fifty cents to spend at one time.
But the immediate task now before her was even more exciting. She was to buy red satin and silk to make
appropriate robes for the future heir. She vowed that she would do her best and never do anything to detract from
the master’s confidence in her.
*
May was a beautiful month in Peking with lilacs and peach blossoms in full bloom. The center court of Wang
Kung’s estate was heavily scented with purple and white lilacs, pink magnolia, and dogwood. In the very center of
the court stood a large green porcelain bowl in which Wang Kung bred rare species of goldfish.
Each evening after supper, Wang Pin escorted his wife through the gardens to enjoy the spring. He carried a
wicker chair with red plush cushions to the side of the fish bowl, and here Chin-lien rested while he poised
himself on the left arm of the chair, breathing deeply the combined happiness of her presence and the beauty of
nature. He cherished her like a rare piece of jade or a precious Ming vase. One evening in late May, he asked for
the hundredth time:
“Chin-lien, my dearest, are you happy?” His young wife blushed as always and whispered,
“I am very happy. I can hardly wait.”
“Hush,” he said. For some unknown reason, he harbored an inexplicable fear in his heart, but not knowing
exactly what he feared, he never spoke of it. The happy young couple enjoyed the cool. breeze of the late spring
evening until it was quite dark and the mosquitos drove them to shelter.
Deep in the night, Chin-lien felt pains and when there could no longer be any doubt, she called her husband.
He jumped out of bed at once, saying,
“Don’t be afraid. I will call my father.” Quickly he ran across the courtyard and pounded on the physician’s
door.
"”Father, Father! Chin-lien is in labor!”
Wang Kung came to the door. He put his right arm over his son’s shoulder and said,
“Calm yourself, my son. I went through this five times. Call Chang-ma. She will know exactly how to
proceed.”
“You call her,” Wang Pin moaned as he sank into the red velvet chair in his father’s room. Chang-ma gently
led Chin-lien back to her bed and made her lie down while she trotted across the yard to call the cook.
“Hai, Chin! Make some ginger tea and prepare boiling water.” Then she went to her husband who was snoring
heavily on a wooden bed.
“Hai! Wake up. Our new little master is on his way. Now hurry and get dressed. Bring Lai-ma here at once.”
Chang-an got up, half awake and half asleep, and walked unsteadily to the room in the back court where the sedan
carriers slept.
“Get up,” he ordered. “Bring Lai-ma.”
Chang-ma had her team well rehearsed. Chin-lien was now in great pain, her whole body writhing and bathed
in perspiration, and she was frightened. Chang-ma mopped her forehead gently.
“It is well, madame. You will deliver a strong boy to gratify our master.”
The mere mention of the word “boy” comforted Chin-lien and the pain seemed at once more bearable. She
wished Wang Pin could be at her bedside, but men were not to be admitted.
The little midwife was soon brought in. Lai-ma was one of the most prosperous midwives and she was often
called by wealthy families to deliver their offspring. Short and fat, with half-gray hair which gave her the
appearance of being in her early sixties, she arrived lavishly dressed in satin and silk. On her left arm she carried a
red cloth bundle containing a pair of scissors, a ball of new linen, a jar of alum, and a small red-lacquered basin.
In her right hand she carried her pewter pipe. On entering the room, she greeted Chang-ma in a loud voice,
“My elder sister!”
The two old women exchanged greetings, patted each other on the shoulders, and joked for a bit, paying no
attention to Chin-lien lying doubled up with pain. Both had gone through this many times, and they considered
such suffering normal.
Outside Wang Pin paced back and forth while his father tried to persuade him that birth required time. Finally,
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however, the physician betrayed his own concern when he said,
“If only your mother were here! How we need her now!” Then quickly he suggested,
“Come, son. Let us burn incense before your mother’s tablet and beg her spirit to come back and watch over
Chin-lien tonight.”
Father and son walked to the front court and into the parlor where the ancestral shrine, housing many tablets,
was set. Wang Pin obediently burned three incense sticks and bowed three times to his mother’s tablet. Neither
spoke a word during the ceremony. On their way back, the silent air suddenly carried a little cry to their ears,
“I-ngar! I-ngar!”
“The baby! The baby!” Wang Pin shouted.
He was on the verge of plunging into his wife's room, but his father restrained him, and they waited. After a
little while Wang Kung became very anxious. The baby had come and yet Chang-ma had not come out to
announce the sex. Soon he began to feel certain in his heart that the baby was not a boy, and that this was the
reason no one had reported to them. The grandfather and father sat tensely on the edges of their velvet chairs
waiting for the news from the room across the courtyard. Another hour passed and nobody came, and not a sound
was heard from within. Wang Pin broke down and began to weep. His father then walked to the fence separating
the central and back courts and called,
“Gin-hua, come here!” The little maid came running at once, for she too was waiting for the news.
“Yes, my master,” she bowed.
“Go to Chang-ma and find out what is going on in that room,” he demanded.
Ordinarily Gin-hua was curiosity personified. But she was unmarried, and therefore hesitated because she was
not supposed to witness childbirth.
“Hurry!” roared Wang Kung, and the little maid forgot the rules and ran off madly.
She lit her oil lamp and walked unsteadily up the three stone steps leading to the delivery room. Gingerly she
pushed the wooden door. It creaked a bit. In the dimly lighted room, she saw her young mistress, motionless and
deathly white, lying in a pool of blood on the bed. Chang-ma and Lai-ma were kneeling, swaying their bodies
back rod forth and mumbling incoherently like two idiots. In the center of the room a round red-lacquered tub was
lined with coarse brown papers among which tiny arms and legs were moving vigorously.
Gin-hua rushed into the courtyard screaming, and heafing her, Wang Kung and Wang Pin ran to the delivery
room.
Chin-lien was dead.
Wang Pin dashed to the bed and cradled the lifeless body in his arms.
To Wang Kung it was almost unbelievable that Chinlien was dead. Like other physicians, he had seen so much
of death that he had become hardened toward it in a way that laymen find difficult to understand. At the first
glance, death is to a physician but another specific biological phenomenon. Tears come afterward.
Wang Kung did not weep now, although he knew that he would later. It was scarcely two years ago that he had
gone through what Wang Pin was going through now. His heart went out to his son as he watched him sobbing at
the bedside.
But as the grandfather he was concerned about the sex of the infant. Much against custom, he went quickly to
the red-lacquered tub. Using two fingers of his left land, he carefully drew away the blood soaked papers. With
one look his fear was confirmed.
The heir had not come!
In spite of the heart-rending sobs of his son, he stalked angrily out of the room. He was now bitter against his
wife and against all the gods to which he had prayed, for his most fervent wish had not been granted. A girl was
born to his household! That tiny insignificant female had even cost the life of his daughter-in-law. He went to his
bed, and without disrobing, he stretched himself out and stared blankly into the black ceiling.
Chang-ma, remembering the motherless infant with a great surge of warmth, gently carried it to her own room
and bathed and clothed it.
She dared not approach either father or grandfather about this female infant whose birth had brought such
tragedy.
*
For three days and nights Wang Pin mourned alone in his locked room, refusing to eat or drink. On the fourth
day his father became so alarmed that he pounded his fist against the bolted door and implored,
“Let me in, Son! Let me in!”
And when his son did not come to the door, he called Chang-an and his four sturdy men, and broke the door
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from its hinges. There lay Wang Pin absolutely motionless. The degree of his son’s weakened state alarmed Wang
Kung so that he lifted the hem of his long brown silk robe and almost ran to the servants’ quarters.
“Chang-ma,” he called, “pour some hot chicken broth into a bow!.” When Chang-an arrived with the broth, he
pleaded,
“My son, sip some of this broth to ease your old father’s heart.”
Chang-an used the silver spoon to pry Wang Pin’s jaw apart while the father poured the warm liquid into his
mouth. Wang Pin, even in his weakness, protested.
“I want to die! Let me die!” he wailed.
“Hush!” said Chang-an. “Such an unfilial son! Do not let the spirits hear you.”
After taking this little food, however, Wang Pin began to feel stronger, and that evening he got up and ate a
light supper in his own room. The next morning he surprised the household by appearing at the breakfast table,
cleanly shaven and fully dressed, sitting solemnly opposite his father. When the cook had left the room and father
and son were alone, Wang Pin sat toying with his chopsticks. Suddenly his bloodshot eyes looked up to his father
pleadingly.
“My honorable father, please listen to me and heed my last wish. I know that whatever Heaven has destined to
be the length of our age, we must take care of the bodies our parents gave us or we will be punished in the next
life. Last night I wanted to die. I thought I would drink some poison. Then I was afraid of the eighteen hells that I
would have to go through if I should commit suicide. If I went to hell, I would never meet Chin-lien. She was
pure and good, and she will be in Heaven. So after much thought of all matters, I have made up my mind to
become a monk.”
Wang Kung dropped his rice bowl and stared at his son with mouth open.
Wang Pin looked at his father and pitied him, for he knew only too well how much he had suffered during the
past two years. But Wang Pin felt that his own sorrow was more acute. He pleaded again,
“Please, Father, set this flesh of mine free! I want to enter the monastery in the Western Hills; it will be a step
closer to Heaven, and much nearer to Chin-lien.”
Wang Kung knew his son well enough and he realized that being a monk was far better than suicide. So after
long silence he said,
“My son, since it is your wish, I will not oppose it. But let me provide you with money so that your life in the
monastery will be comfortable.”
Greatly relieved, Wang Pin began at last to know peace in his heart. Now he could seek comfort from Heaven.
*
The Sleeping Buddha Temple in the Western Hills is sheltered in a deep grove of pine trees. As the ricksha
climbed the winding ascent, a pair of tall marble pillars suddenly came into view, the first outpost of the
sanctuary. The pillars were heavily carved with designs of dragons and clouds. Two massive iron gates hinged to
the pillars were kept open to pilgrims during the day and closed at night. Above the gates a huge slab of marble
connected the pillars, and this also was carved with clouds and dragons. The gates opened into a great courtyard
in the center of which was a pond to which goldfish, eels, and carp were often brought by ardent Buddhists who
believed that living creatures should be set free.
On the sides of the courtyard were rows of small rooms in which the monks slept. In the central temple behind
lay the Sleeping Buddha, his head supported by his right hand. He was about twenty feet in length, and was
dressed in a red-lacquered robe, beautifully gilded at the hem. His smiling face conveyed at once the very essence
of understanding and benignity. Directly before him was a row of incense burners, each with a footstool, where
the pilgrims worshiped. On each side of the room there were several musical instruments and a large gong.
Chang-an got down from his ricksha and walked directly to one of the rooms where he met a boy about twelve
years old, dressed in a black robe.
“Please, brother, tell your superior that I wish to see him,” Chang-an said.
The boy nodded and led the way into the first room on the right, where a middle-aged monk squatted on a
wooden bed, chanting prayers. Chang-an cleared his throat and bowed reverently.
“Old Teacher, may I speak with you?”
Monk Pang listened to Chang-an’s story intently and sympathetically, then in a soft voice he replied,
“Earthly sorrows have sent many to seek refuge with our Buddha. If peace is what this young man seeks, peace
he shall find here. Since his father wishes to pay, he shall have the room next to me. Two young monks will attend
to his daily needs.”
Chang-an, having accomplished his purpose, bade Monk Pang farewell and returned to the ricksha at the
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marble gate.
*
Wang Kung’s world was at last shattered to bits. It was certain now that he would never have an heir, since his
only son was to enter a monastery. Yet being himself an ardent Buddhist, he recognized that serving as a monk
was the highest form of religious sacrifice, and this gave him some comfort. He arranged a feast that night,
because his son’s meatless diet must begin the next day.
At dawn, father and son set out for the Western Hills. Not wanting the neighbors’ tongues to wag, they went in
separate rickshas. Wang Pin had discarded all luxuries, and wore a single blue cloth garment and black cloth
shoes.
The rickshas came to a halt at the foot of the Western Hills and Wang Pin, pale and worn, stepped out. Three
times he bowed to the ground to thank his father for his paternal love and care, and to ask his forgiveness for
leaving him now in his old age. Then, tightly clutching a small bundle under his right arm, he walked slowly
upward toward the marble pillars. The night crickets were still chirping and the grass was still wet with dew. The
lonely figure climbed steadily.
Wang Kung sat rigidly in his ricksha until his precious son finally disappeared into the trees. Then he bit his
lower lip, straightened his shoulders, and whispered to his rickshaman,
“Let us go back.” …
187.141 Excerpt from I’ve Come A Long Way\fn{by Helena Kuo aka Kuo Chin’chiu (1913-2000)} Macao, China (F) 9
When I remember my Father and Mother, my home and my family I can not but admit the truth of this saying
of Confucius.\fn{ “If the will be set on virtue there will be no practice of wickedness,” posted at the beginning of the chapter, a
commonplace practice during the 19th century, but now largerly fallen out of use:H } My Father was a rich Chinese businessman
in Macao, with a beautiful wife, a big house—most of which he designed and built himself—and a passion for
improvement and for being ahead of his time. In this respect he achieved much. He married a woman because he
loved her. And, more important still, he persuaded her to break the rigid Chinese convention whereby a woman
may marry only with parental consent; for she left her family to marry him because she loved him. He furnished
his home in European style and applied his skill and labor in building grandiose-looking Gothic churches for the
Portuguese Catholics and roomy hospitals for the municipality. He had a large family, and he educated them, boys
and girls alike, in accordance with his progressive ideas.
In most Chinese families of that period, girls were considered a poor asset, and their arrival was no joy. You
fed them, dressed them, and later you lost them, because on marriage they simply became members of someone
else’s family. That was old China. Today girls and boys have equal rights, equal welcome. Father thought ahead.
Today, with a friendly typewriter at my side, a little American machine which I have carried half-way around
the world, which I have clutched fiercely on harrowing refugee trips, and hugged to me under bombardment, I am
reading a letter from home,- and there are tears in my heart.
I have come such a long way! Home now is a little village somewhere in the interior of China. Father is there,
white-haired, dignified, and industrious still. He is a refugee. The only wealth in his possession is not his riches,
but his character. His home is shattered, his family scattered, but his heart is serene. He has been building air-raid
shelters to protect the civil population from Japanese bombing. He is gardening. He writes that he is well and
happy and advises me to be prudent with money.
I pick up my brush and begin to answer his letter. I inscribe the characters, “Honorable Great Man, I kneel
before you to say …” and I hesitate.
I would like to scold him if I dared, for a missionary who came to New York from that remote little Chinese
village told me quite casually in a bus on Sixth Avenue that my Father had been injured in the leg by a bomb
splinter. He remembered the date very well as it was his first but not his last air raid. The next day my Father had
written to me saying he had slight rheumatism.
The Great Man is still great, great enough to want to spare his daughter the anxiety of worrying. After all, he
would say to himself, she is far away, and by the time she gets this letter I shall be better, so why should I burden
her with such a worry?
In the same envelop comes a letter from my sister’s son, aged seven. He writes in bold classical Chinese
characters doubtless learned from either my father or my sister:
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Auntie Number Four [which reminds me I am the fourth child in the Kuo family]: You sent Mother a watch which
was very beautiful, but you sent me nothing. But do not distress yourself about this. I have money in the bank, and
when you come home I shall take it out and spend it on a becoming celebration for your arrival.

I dropped my brush and flew down to Macy’s to buy Nephew Number One a playsuit and some painting
books. I walked back through the bustle and clatter of the New York streets so thoughtful that traffic lights might
not have been invented. When I come home? Those innocent childish words from a Chinese baby who could
hardly remember me had shattered the armor that all of us at one time or another build around our hearts.
*
I have come a long way. Sometimes I wonder what travel has done to me. Back in my hotel room, I can no
longer write with a brush; the typewriter is calling.
Yet I must not forget I am a Chinese, a fragment of old China come West. I am no different from the women of
other nations, except that I come from a country whose culture and traditions go back to what were the dim ages
of the Western world. But since the year of my birth, as many new and wonderful happenings have come to China
as to me: China, that has had a civilization for nearly four thousand years; China, that has outlived Egypt, Greece,
Rome, Carthage, Persia, and the others, has become overnight, as it were, a great nation, a world power, united,
virile, and still highly civilized, as lusty a herald as any of the outposts of democracy.
I have seen Europe in peace and under the war clouds. I have seen America as a powerful young nation that
foreshadows for me the future of China. I live now in a happy if sometimes puzzling state of divided mind: the
old Chinese mind and the new mind of the West. I am educated and progressive to the point of being aggressive,
but always with me is my happy heritage of Chinese civilization which gives me a heaven-sent balance, and I
believe I shall never be wholly westernized, even if sometimes I seem to be walking on the edge of a dangerous
chasm.
I have to remember always, I tell myself, that I am seeing life as a woman. How strange it is that so many
people of other nations believe Chinese women are different from their own. We have been described as
inscrutable, exotic, and even sinister. My viewpoint is that women all over the world are the same basically. But
between Chinese women and those of other races the difference is widest, because, after nearly four thousand
years of incarceration and the practice of selected feminine virtues, we have today a new freedom, equal to that of
any other free women in the world. And never let it be forgotten that, through the revolution, Dr. Sun Yat-sen gave
us that freedom years before woman’s suffrage and other liberating movements swept the more enlightened
nations of the world.
We Chinese women have not bitten deep enough into the apple of emancipation to abuse our rights. Consider
the lot of the women of Japan, Germany, France, Spain, and Italy, and agree with me that the democratic spirit of
any nation may be measured by the part its women are allowed to take in national life. My purpose is not to laud
the Chinese woman, but to tell my own story, reminding you that today, happily, I am not alone. There are
thousands of Chinese women like me. Tomorrow there will be millions, for the simple reason that our national
emergency has intensified the demand for education. Illiteracy is being swept away at an incredible speed, and the
young men and women of the reborn China are stepping out into the future hand in hand, virtually equal, and
socially balanced in a spirit that may never be reached by any other country.
I am a feminist as well as being feminine. I believe, paradoxically enough, that woman’s place is in her home,
and I support her right to earn money to make and maintain that home if circumstances are such that her labor is
needed for doing so. These may seem strange thoughts by a strange woman, but I come from a nation whose
scholars, thousands of years ago, expounded the philosophy that life is a gift and man a creation of thought, a
nation that has only one use for the word love, a usage which I feel is an exact one. So many people jokingly and
otherwise hive asked me the Chinese word for love. There is none, I answer truthfully, and they think I am being
evasive. Our way of expressing that English word of four letters is by four words—“Gift of the Heart”—and gifts
are made only once.
*
In front of me I have a letter from my sister, whom you will meet later. She is isolated in that tiny village away
from the scourge of war.
“I feel so useless,” she writes. “My life is running to seed, for there is nothing to do except the few crafts we
learn from the villagers. I am sick; so sick sometimes that I seem to be fulfilling the Chinese saying of living on
more medicine than food. Out there in the living-room, Father is making my son a toy motorcar. We never see
motorcars here, and he does not want him to grow up and be frightened or ignorant when he first sees one.”
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Father still has his progressive spirit, and if ever I feel that life is too hard, if there is a temptation to rest by the
wayside, I like to remember the great building contractor and businessman building a toy motorcar for his
grandson. His, if ever there was one, is an educated heart.
*
When I think of my home town, I can not forget the howling typhoons that wrenched down the trees and
wrecked the buildings. In those long dark evenings when the wind and storm screamed outside the windows like
furious devils from another world I was assailed by a strange and miserable feeling. Was it loneliness? I was not
alone! Was it fear of death? I was brought up to believe that death was the only sure thing in human existence. It
was a miserable, terrible feeling, like mad and threatening music that suggested the imminent menace of total
destruction. I recognize it now as the same feeling I was to have later in war-time blackouts, or when I heard the
screeching of bombs and the roar of enemy airplanes.
Whether this is how one would feel when facing certain death, I can not tell. But I remember those were the
moments when one does not feel like reading or writing or playing. One’s thoughts fly like hurrying doves to the
unfortunate ones whose homes may have been blown away or those who are suffering through hunger and,
privation because they were imprisoned by the typhoon.
But those evenings also filled me with inspiration. I used to take consolation from what Mencius had said:
“When God intends to place great responsibility on a person, he will first harden his bones and muscles and
then he will starve his body and soul to enable him to bear the responsibility.”
I recognized even then the value of this saying which means that there can be no real happiness or success for
anyone who has not gone through one or many mental or physical ordeals. Later I was to realize that not only my
physical person but my character was menaced by a greater evil than the typhoon.
*
Macao, where I was born, is known as the Monte Carlo of the Far East: it is a tiny hilly peninsula set in a
mountainous bay about fifty miles south of Hongkong. From a distance, it looks almost like a Gauguin painting,
with its multi-colored roofs and astonishing variety of houses closely packed around its winding streets. Five
hundred years ago, Macao was a barren, almost useless piece of land. Then the Portuguese merchants came to
China and begged the Emperor for a place to dry their tea before they shipped it back to Europe. The Son of
Heaven generously complied with their wish and gave them this piece of waste land in the far-away corner of the
Kwangtung Province which the Chinese of the North still considered the barbarian country.
From Macao Christianity made its first real advance into China, and this town was formerly known as the
Head of Christendom in the East. Here it was that Father Matteo Ricci, the founder of the Catholic Mission to
China, stayed while learning Chinese before he went on his journey to Peking. Another famous missionary, St.
Francis Xavier, Apostle of the East, passed a short time in this busy township in preparation for a mission to
China that he was never able to undertake, for he fell sick and died at Sancian Island near Canton in the year
1550.
In 1557 the industrious Portuguese established their own government in Macao, settled their own people, and
soon made more of a town than a place to dry their tea. They turned it into the first European colony in the Far
East. They built churches and public buildings and established convents and colleges. The Church of St. Paul,
today only a gaunt and awesome façade, was one of the wonders of the East until it was destroyed by fire in the
nineteenth century. Its ruins remain an eternal monument to the days when Portugal was one of the greatest
maritime nations of the world. Macao, my father told me, was the only colony to keep the Portuguese flag flying
when Portugal was under Spanish rule. The Dutch fleet attacked the island several times and was finally defeated
by the Portuguese and the local inhabitants.
One thing I remember about Macao with its churches and its fishing: gambling and vice grew like seeds
pushing up through the crevices in a newly paved garden path. Perhaps history was repeating itself.
Macao seems always to have been associated with plunder. Hundreds of years ago, pirates used to come in
from the high seas to meet the representatives of their victims and to collect ransoms, because it was a place out
of the control of the Chinese authorities. Here on this waste land, smugglers used to make their deals and political
criminals fleeing from the interior of China waited for boats to carry them to safety.
Today, since Macao is neither a commercial nor an agricultural city, the revenue of the municipal government
depends a great deal on taxes collected from gambling and other vice. Evil shamelessly rubs shoulders with the
most respectable and homely virtue. One long street is entirely and exclusively occupied by light women. There
are two or three streets devoted to gambling-houses, and there are beautiful residential mansions occupied by
people whose characters are above reproach. Some of these houses are among the most beautiful and spacious I
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have ever seen. My first sight of peaceful Geneva brought tears from my heart because it was so much like the
town where I spent my baby years. Those statues in the parks and the lakes at Geneva-Macao has them too!
Looking back it seems that one’s home town is like the Bible or any good book. One appreciates it only as one
grows older.
I wonder now if in some occult way it is possible to inherit a spirit of adventure and a yearning for literature
from the traditions of one’s homeland. Thrilled and impressed now am I, to learn that many famous people in arts
and letters lived and died in the place where I was born. Luiz de Camoens, one of Portugal’s most famous poets,
spent most of his time in exile there and wrote his famous Lusiads, the poem commemorating the voyage around
the world of Vasco da Gama.
I had a, very early association with Camoens. In Macao there is a peaceful little park with smiling lawns and
flowery gardens in which is a statue put up in memory of the great poet: every June 10 th the inhabitants visit the
park and fête his memory.
One day when I was very young I was playing in front of the statue and was suddenly taken ill. It must have
been a fit, I suppose. I fell down in great pain and was soon unconscious. Father carried me home to Mother and
went for a doctor. While she was waiting for the doctor Mother made up her mind that I had been affected by a
spirit haunting the air around the statue, and she began exorcising me as best she could. I do not remember now
whether I was impressed by her cure, but I do know that whenever I went into that public garden again I was a
little cautious about going near the bust of the Portuguese poet, although never could he have wished harm to a
little Chinese girl.
George Chinnery, the English painter whose work is in the National Gallery in London, lived for more than
twenty-five years in this colorful spot and is buried there side by side with Robert Morrison, the first Protestant
missionary to China, who spent twenty-five years compiling the first Chinese-English dictionary, for which I am
truly grateful.
From Macao in 1897, too, sprang Chih Hsin Po, the famous reform newspaper which started the movement
that overthrew the Manchu dynasty. To Macao to practise as a dentist after graduating at Hongkong came famous
and revered Dr. Sun Yat-sen, who laid down the principles on which modern China is founded. From Macao went
Yung Wing, the first Chinese student to study in America, and in Macao was set up the first Chinese printing press
by Wells Williams, author of the classic Middle Kingdom. Chun Ah Fong, the adventurous Cantonese pirate who
created the Ah Fong dynasty in the Hawaiian Islands, was perhaps one of the most famous of the island’s
inhabitants. He was the central figure in Jack London's Chun Ah Chun, and he spent his declining years in Macao
in a magnificent house overlooking the Praia Grande. He at least enjoyed the satisfaction of dying in his native
land, even though Macao is rated as a foreign settlement.
Certainly Macao has an atmosphere of adventure and enterprise. Macao has smells as well. What old town has
not? When I eat in an American-Chinese restaurant where they bring out a dish of fish named “Sweet and Sour,” I
am reminded of these smells, and of their infinite variety; they were smells of wide contrast. Sometimes it was as
if they blew in from the sea, fresh and tangy; sometimes they were foul and menacing; other times they would be
spice-laden adventures, intoxicatingly musical and adventure-stimulating. Sometimes they were just plain fish.
Inside our house there was the sweet, sense-haunting odor of sandalwood and a subtle suggestion of peace and
well-being that manifested itself in an incense-like perfume I have never been able to describe. Perhaps it was the
result of painstaking cleanliness and order, and the assembly of beautiful things that, brought together, radiated an
atmosphere of abundance and well-being. It was a perfume that was not real, but one I can smell still in my
imagination.
There was noise, too. Sometimes it was a symphony of pleasant voices, the rumbling of carts and the tinkling
of those little glass assemblies, brightly colored and hung in doorways, that make music as they shiver to the
breeze; and sometimes it was the cacophony of shrieking, strident amusement-seekers. The nights were shattered
by the blare of artificial music, the throbbing of stringed instruments, voices raised in quarrels, and the ceaseless
raucous shouting of pleasure-crazy people thronging to the amusement centers. Gamblers would fight, policemen
crack heads, and women wail. At night when we children were safe in our heaven, the “jungle” came out to growl
and snarl and gamble.
The biggest amusement center at Macao was a huge hotel building, on the main street, in which the opera is
situated. In the same building there were also a cinema and a noisy and decorative coffee shop with lovely flowerlike sing-song girls entertaining on a raised platform. There was also a smart restaurant serving Chinese and
European food, the daily haunt of the local café society. Above the restaurant were two floors devoted to various
kinds of gambling games ranging from fan-tan and pa-kop-bew to the modern roulette.

875

Here indeed was Babylon. Near here I was reared in an atmosphere of respectability and virtue.
*
Honorable Father himself seemed to have no vices, and he took good care that no evil influence ever
penetrated our house. Although our home was situated on the main street, Father never allowed gambling in the
house. None of his children was allowed to visit the gambling-houses or walk down the street inhabited by the
questionable young women. Just before I left for Europe, mature and thirsty for knowledge, I visited the
gambling-houses. I saw the beautiful girls plying their trade and working as “hostesses” in the gambling-houses,
and I realized with sudden and profound horror the terrible evils among which I had been brought up. I think now
I must have understood something of this atmosphere when I was fifteen, and this may have encouraged me to
want to fight my way out into a better world. I cried a little when I found that my home town was so encumbered
with “inhuman” temptation.
You will have read that the Chinese are a filial people. We worship our ancestors and honor our parents. If a
child goes wrong in life, the parents are blamed. In my memory are the models of two exemplary parents to whom
I owe everything.
My Father, “Honorable Great Man” as I still address him in my letters, stands out in my life as a pillar of
respectability, just as he must have stood out then among his fellow-citizens. As a building contractor, he worked
from six o’clock in the morning till nine or ten at night. His specialty was the construction of churches, hospitals,
and government buildings. Whenever I return to this steamy, humanity-packed peninsula, my heart fills with
pride, for the first buildings that meet the eye from the boat bringing travelers from Hong Kong or Canton, are the
church and hospital on the hill, both built by my Father.
Father himself was not born in comfort and ease. As the second child and the only son, he was brought up
alone by my grandmother, because my grandfather was a tea merchant in Australia and his business forced him to
live there. I was told later that news of my grandfather’s death came when Father was only twelve. Grandfather
left no will or inheritance for his widow and children, but his ashes were sent back to be buried in China
according to custom. Through the kindness of grandfather’s friends, a set of gold teeth was also included in the
parcel, and grandma, as a good mother, nobly sold the gold to pay for Father’s education. The money lasted only a
year and a half. So Father had to leave school to earn his living, whereas his sister, my aunt, went to live with my
grandmother, who had married again.
Father’s life was not at all easy. He had to scramble along as best he could being a waiter and cook, before he
acquired his knowledge of building and realized he could do better as a contractor, to which he devoted his life
from then on.
How Father married my Mother is an unusual story. If it is not unusual now, it was certainly unusual during
their time. When my Father was a tall eager young man of twenty-two, he started business on his own in a small
way. One day he happened to walk into a carpenter’s shop to buy some material and chat. He liked the old
carpenter, and soon he became a close friend of the carpenter’s family. The carpenter’s fourth child, a young girl
of nineteen who was then named Chieh-chi, which means Neat and Tidy, was so attractive and intelligent that my
father could not help admiring her. Soon, despite her parents’ disapproval, they became fast friends and decided to
get married.
In those days, it was considered disgraceful for a girl to choose her own husband or to fall in love. Mother’s
parents opposed the match, for although they liked my father person ally, he was still a struggling young man
without an established position. Mother decided not to marry any man except my father. Despite her financial
security and undoubted marriage chances under her Father’s protection, she ran away with Father, and they
struggled together on their own bravely and happily as man and wife.
They went through many early hardships together, but cooperation triumphed, and Father’s business was
improving every day, through his diligence and snow-white honesty, till soon he became the first and the best
contractor of the Chinese community in town. Originally, all the buildings, roads, and bridges built under the
supervision of the Portuguese government were given to Portuguese building contractors. But my Father had a
way of dealing with the Chinese laborers, who did not like working for the Portuguese. He found he could offer a
more reasonable price for most things, so soon the construction of the public buildings and rich men’s mansions
came into his hands.
Father was the sort of person who never gambled or speculated. He did not buy any gold bar or any stock.
Every single cent he earned was in straight business that was done penny for penny, and dollar for dollar.
Although Macao was an evil place, where people smuggled and manufactured false banknotes, none of these
propositions could ever tempt him. For this reason, he was never too rich, but he managed to make enough to
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support a big family of eight children and to live comfortably, not in the swanky residential quarters, but on the
upper floors of his big store.
Memories of Father are always happy. Who could not love a man who lived up to a name, Chi-tang. Translated
into English that means “Plant the Wild Plum Tree,” which we understand as a symbol of true brotherly
friendship. The ancient classic, Hsi-ching, the Book of Poetry, tells us that the wild plum and the wild pear tree
are inseparable brothers as they flourish together through winter storms. Father nicknamed me, his imp daughter,
“Hsian-King-Look” which means “Looney Number Six,” the Cantonese name for the Hollywood comedian
Harold Lloyd who was so loved by the Chinese children. Who was Looney Number One? I shall have to write
and ask Father, as I still do not know!
I can see Father now as he was then, tall nearly to six feet, tanned and with silvery hair, so colored even when
he was young. I doubt if he ever slept later than six in the morning, and never would he ascend to bed at night
without taking a hot bath. He had an office on the ground floor where he worked most of the day, receiving callers
and planning his projects. In summer I used to lean out of the window on the second floor and wave to him as he
sat at his desk in his white suit made in the Chinese style with trousers worn under a short spotless tunic that had
to be changed if it ever got soiled.
If there was a visitor, Dad would never even look up, although he knew I was there, but when the man had
gone he would wave back and go on with his work. Once he had gone the room was not interesting any more for
me.
When Father went out about his business he would invariably wear a white tropical cork helmet. According to
the urgency of the day and his mood he would walk fast or slow, and from seeing his tall dignity moving up the
street I got to know what kind of a day was ahead.
I liked to see him most in winter days when the thermometer was less than 40 degrees, for then he took on an
almost royal dignity in his long satin gown, dark blue lined with warm fur. European clothes he could never be
persuaded to wear.
“1 always feel uncomfortable in them, and who should endure discomfort for fashion,” he used to say.
Sometimes I used to patter down to his office those early mornings and watch him. Painstakingly he would
explain to me he was making plans for the distribution of the work for the day, so that he could send his workmen
to their different places of work as soon as they arrived. He had painters, and carpenters who made furniture, and
architects who charted out the plans for the construction of the buildings. Few big businessmen ever planned their
day so carefully and scientifically as Dad. No day passed that he did not visit all the places where his men were at
work to see that his instructions were being carried out.
In Europe years after I read in an advertisement that handsome men are slightly sunburnt. Father was like that,
tanned by his long walks in the sun, and his great clean mind shining through his face like the sun itself. His
health today is as good as his heart; better than mine. Five years ago, before the outbreak of the present SinoJapanese war, he and I and my little nephew went to Nanking to visit the tomb of Dr. Sun Yat-sen, the founder of
the Chinese Republic. To reach the impressive tomb, visitors must climb hundreds of steps. Half-way up I was
breathless and as exhausted as a deflated frog.
“How useless is youth of this generation,” Father would laugh, and he ran up to the top to stand laughing at us
as we struggled up.
From Father’s example I suppose I learned what is a passion for cleanliness in men and women. Today I am
always wanting to tell people I know very well to go and wash their hands, which I know is an impolite thing to
do.
Of modesty, Father was a prince. I am sure no one in the house ever saw him undress, or even remove his coat.
Never would he change in front of Mother. When he was sick he insisted that we all should leave the room while
he struggled to change his pajama top himself to be clean and fresh looking to receive the doctor. I was naughty
enough to change in front of my sister, but I dared not tell Father, and besides it was difficult not to, seeing that
we were living in the same room.
If Father loved anything apart from his wife, his family, and his house, it was his food of the best quality.
When he had time to be in an eating mood he would go to market himself and buy lobster, crab, and various kinds
of meat. This he would take home himself, and he would give minute instructions to our patient cook as to how it
was to be prepared. His favorite dish was broiled shad and steamed sole. And before eating he would
appreciatively drink a small glass of brandy straight. “Three Star” was the brand of the imported brandy. If he
wanted to spoil himself of an evening he would beat the egg and sugar into his Three Star brandy, and if Mother
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was not looking he would let me taste it by dipping in my chopstick, but if Mother was near he would look very
sternly at me when I made a sign that I wanted some, for Mother would never allow a child to touch liquor.
Our whole house was a product of Father’s love and industry and his playfulness. In his spare moments he
used to make experiments with chemistry. Today in America a child can buy for a few cents a balloon that will
soar high into the heavens. I want to buy them, too, but I am no longer a child, but a woman in skirts. Imagine the
joy those twenty-five years ago to be in a small town in China, and have for a father the only man in town who
could make a toy balloon fly high into the sky. How wriggling with excitement we were, to watch him place the
balloon on the neck of the big fat bottle containing some kind of acid and hear it sizzle and blow up. We were a
little frightened, too, as Dad told us that acid burned, so we remained as near as we dared, a circle of astonished
children, our dark boot-button eyes bursting with awe and excitement.
Dad’s laboratory thrilled me. It was a wonderland of test-tubes, colors, and smells, the home of a kindly wizard
who worked it exclusively for me, and played with it contentedly for himself when we were not around.
In American junk shops you will often see antique mirrors with flowers painted behind the glass “in the
Chinese manner” as they say at the Metropolitan Museum. Father was adept in this. He could take an ordinary
mirror and convert it into a wonderful thing of exciting beauty with a few strokes. Doing this he was a magician
for me. The polished wooden frames of our mirrors and our furniture were cunningly angular, and today I realize
that some of them appear to be after the style of Chippendale. But on research I find that Chippendale
manufactured his famous furniture after the style of the Chinese, for this style had been long in vogue in China.
I am still proud of having a Father who could paint a picture behind the glass of a mirror, and when I have a
home of my own—when I can really put down my portable typewriter and spread out my belongings in some
friendly house where I know I can stay—I shall go and buy a mirror with a picture “painted behind the glass in
the Chinese manner.”
Dad also loved to study. Often in the early hours of the morning Beautiful Mother would tiptoe down to the
laboratory and playfully pull his ear and protest that he should come to bed, instead of poring over his books and
experiments. I can never see shelves of books without thinking of “Honorable Great Man’s” dignified gray head
probing out their secrets.
One day my Brother and I came in to find him experimenting with some pieces of paper. He gave me a piece
and told me to put it on my tongue. It turned red. He gave another to brother, and his turned less red, nearly blue.
My little world rocked a bit, for then I did not remotely understand what Dad told me-that he was testing the
papers for acid and alkaline. But I was mountains-high proud of having him for a Father.
Father invariably spoke Cantonese and Portuguese. He knew very little of the English language, although he
could get along with it. All the books he read were in the Chinese language.
Our reception room was decorated in old Chinese style, lime-washed walls with a dado of blue flowers running
around near the ceiling. Along each side of the room were ranged sandalwood chairs and small hand-carved tea
tables. In the middle was a large carved table, round as the moon, with a top of marble specially imported from
Italy. High above it, suspended from the ceiling, hung a costly imported electric lamp that had cost Dad endless
worries in its installation. Unforgettable room of a thousand dignified memories, conservative as that of any other
Chinese house but stamped most definitely with the loving liberality of my Father.
We children had a playroom of our own, a vast room that seemed to wander through the house. In his spare
time, Dad manufactured toy motorcars, seesaws, tricycles, a billiard table, and a swing which he installed in the
playroom. My brothers were as agile and as naughty as monkeys. The twins could play chess when they were four
and beat their elder brothers and many grownups. I was a dunderhead at chess, and I was scared of the rough play
in the nursery, so I spent a lot of time in my bedroom.
Today I often think of that house. I like to remember the creaking of the stairs, the odor of sandalwood, the
smell of succulent cooking, the noisy bangings of the little monkey brothers. There were eight of us, so we needed
plenty of room. Whether Dad designed the house for the children or fitted the number of children to suit the house
I have never been able to find out. The youngest were the twins, who slept with the nurses in the back room on the
second floor, where was installed the last word in bathrooms of the period, all the way from England, a bath as as
big as the Atlantic Ocean it seemed, in which we fluttered about like soapy tadpoles.
Then there were servants’ rooms, the kitchen, and that wonderful room upstairs in the wing above Father’s
study, where Sister and I lived so contentedly.
Bless Father for that. Why, I wonder, did he decide to give his girls a chance in those dim ages when girls were
raised as nothing but nuisances to be married off? He has never told me, but he achieved a quiet miracle. Our
room was a paradise for two black-haired solemn little Chinese girls whose destinies were later to be so far apart
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in their life tracks. We each had a desk, a huge heavily carved oaken affair with sloping writing surfaces and
upright shelves running down the sides of the big mirror. You lifted up the lid, always very frightened that it
would slip and hurt your fingers, and inside you stored your childish rubbish, the secret things no one would ever
see.
How happy I was at being the proprietor of that little privacy! There were two closets, two vast towering
walnut affairs in which we both could hide. In this room I used to sit for hours dreaming of life ahead, happy to
escape from the rough play downstairs, or hang heaven-high in delight out of the window and peer down into the
office to see if Dad was at work.
*
My memory of Mother is not as vivid as that of Father. Maybe it is because she was a woman who by nature
was exquisitely quiet and composed. Maybe it is because she died too soon and I had not had enough association
with her during my mature age. Maybe it is because Father was a more active and energetic person who was
always on the go, thus attracting the attention of his children.
Mother was a person of quiet dignified beauty. In Father’s office hung pictures of her taken when she was stilI
young, wearing her costumes of the late Manchu Dynasty with broad sleeves and broad trimmings. Ma, as we
called her in our baby patter, was always well dressed even in later years. Her favorite color for street dresses was
black. Her hair, shined with brilliantine, was combed all the way back with a bun hanging low on her slender
fragile neck. She wore golden ornaments on her hair, diamond earrings, and, on her lovely hands astonishing rings
that matched her pink palms, and always I remember an emerald-green jade bracelet on her tiny wrist. Her little
bound feet were the decoration of the household, but often she told us her thankfulness that women of the younger
generation did not have to go through the same torture.
Mother was a devout Buddhist. Every morning she would get up at five or half-past four, when the rest of the
house was still in slumber. She would wash herself all over and then sit at the little stool, which Father had made
especially for her, in front of the Buddha shrine, and murmur her prayers and ask for blessings for her husband
and children. When the servants were all up later, in the morning, she would give them work for the day. Her
work was chiefly sewing and reading. She sewed almost all the clothes for her children. When she became older,
she left the sewing to one of the maids, and let my sister-in-law do the cutting and planning. But she always took
great care in choosing the materials herself for all of us. She was very clever at embroidery. She made beautiful
shoe tops in golden threads, and I used to take great pride in wearing them. My inadequate words can not describe
the beauty of that embroidered tapestry, rich with gold thread, tiny beads, and a maze of beautiful colors, so
cunningly and painstakingly contrived. I had a heartache, a cruel nostalgia, in the Metropolitan Museum recently
to see the embroidery on those decorative Manchu robes that might well have been done by Mother’s clever
fingers. Mother was an industrious flower.
Was she modern in her ideas, or was she old-fashioned? She smoked a water-pipe made especially for women.
A wonderful affair was this pipe, with an oblong bowl of metal enameled in blue and white pattern. The bowl was
separately filled with water and tobacco. On the top was a slender cylinder, rather like a cigarette, into which the
tobacco was lighted to smoke. Ma held the bowl in her hand and took one draw. The water bubbled. She inhaled
slowly and blew the scented Chinese tobacco into the air, where it coiled slowly to the ceiling like dragon tails in
old Chinese paintings. There was only enough tobacco for one draw. Under the graceful swan-neck stem was the
reservoir for the tobacco. Ma made a pleasing ceremony of smoking her pipe. I can see her with the fragile thing
in the palm of her hand which she extended as one might do when blowing away a feather or giving a restingplace
to some tired and tiny bird.
Sometimes while Mother was sewing, I used to fill her pipe. One day while she was not there I smoked it. I
seldom touch a cigarette today for I remember the horror and pain of that experiment.
“You do not need punishing,” said Ma. “Secret actions like that bring their own punishments.”
My inquiring child mind wondered if I would have felt so ill if I had smoked it while she was there, but I dared
not ask or try. Today I do not like men who smoke pipes because of the tobacco smell.
Reading became Mother's passion in middle life. It was as if having brought up eight children, she felt entitled
to relaxation. Mother soon had a collection of novels of adventure and romantic historical novels about knights in
days of chivalry, and bandits who robbed the rich to support the poor. I was really responsible for her starting to
read those novels. I was very much absorbed by the fascinating stories. I used to read them eagerly and wonder if
I could acquire the same ability as the knights of old and those high-minded champions of the innocent who were
able to jump over a ten-foot-high wall to kill the wicked elements of society, or to ride a horse as fast as a flash of
lightning.
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One day, I remember, I was so anxious to finish a novel about the adventures of these right-thinking bandits
that I locked myself in my room and lay in bed all day reading it instead of going to school. When Mother found
out, later in the evening, she was so angry with me that she threatened to burn all my novels.
But the cover of one attracted her and she read it. She found it so interesting that she read another, and soon
she was making a collection of them. She used to read the books over and over again and became such an
enthusiast that she would discuss the exciting plots with my sister, Lucy, and myself.
From Father I suppose I inherited my adventurous, industrious and humorous spirit; but Mother has given me
all the good feminine qualities. Mother was never jealous because she had no cause for jealousy. Father had no
other woman in his life besides her. She was graceful in deportment and capable of managing the household
affairs. A family of eight children with each younger child having a nurse, besides the cooks, maids, and servants,
made quite a number of people to manage, but she was able to put everybody at his proper duty, so that all could
live in harmony.
She had a hairdresser who came every morning to arrange her hair, and a florist who came daily to deliver
flowers for her Buddha shrine. She always powdered her face carefully with an old-fashioned powder cake. Her
skin lotion was not cold cream or vanishing cream, but simple and hygienic glycerine. I used to stand enchanted
behind the mirror watching her making up. Often I found her looking into the mirror with a solemn sad face. She
did not say anything, but I knew it was her lost youth for which she was mourning.
I shall remember my Mother as a good, kind woman who loved me and cared for me as nobody else in the
world could ever have done. When I was sick, she gave me every care. She knew every remedy for every
sickness. Her love was the wholehearted love in which there was no selfishness or bargain. She loved her children
simply for the pure sake of her motherly love.
Mother was fond of opera—the Cantonese Opera, of course. She and Dad used to buy ten or twenty seats in
the opera to entertain their friends, and they used to take a delighted little shrimp of a daughter with them—me.
My imagination was stimulated by these colorful, noisy opera stories of filial sons and faithful women who made
their marks in our history and were portrayed on the stage. Some operas were simple romantic stories of two
people who met after years of hardships and trials.
It was at this point, I think, that I began to think in an ethically Chinese way. I realized that my duty was to be
a filial daughter to my parents, respect my elder brothers and sisters, and take care of the younger ones. It was the
dawn of the first consciousness. I decided in my baby-pure heart that I would grow up into someone’s faithful and
obedient wife, be a good future mother and obedient as a daughter-in-law. Good intentions, well meant. How my
heart swells now as I think of those enchanted musical days of the opera! I learned to hum the Cantonese songs by
heart, and today when I am solitary in some big aloof city, I sing them to battle off feelings of being homesick.
Apart from the theaters, Honorable Father and Beautiful Mother did not entertain much. After dinner
sometimes a few close friends came in to chat in the evening. One couple I remember always, who came all the
way from Canton three times a year. They were a young couple respecting my Father as if he had been theirs.
Father told me why. They had nearly been innocent victims of prosecution by the municipal government, but
Father had been able to prove them innocent. I can remember them now, with their friendly voices and neat
clothes bringing with them an atmosphere of heaven blessed love for each other and of true gratitude.
Beautiful Mother and Honorable Father lived ideal lives before us, but I know they had their disagreements.
Money was mostly the cause. Mother was extravagant, and she did not like asking Father for money, so she ran up
bills. Dad, used to paying cash for everything, did not like bills, so when she left them for him on his office desk,
he would sometimes come into her room and read her a polite lecture which she accepted with dignity and the
considerable martyr spirit that belongs to a much married wife-mother. After the scolding would come an apology
and an invitation to the theater or a little present.
Never were these domestic dramas enacted before us children, but children have ears and eyes, and I have a
curiosity inclined to the strong. Sometimes I would see a tear shining like a diamond in Ma’s eyes. I would
clamber up on her knee and stroke her eyebrows. To ease her conscience then she would say, “Your Father is a
princely man,” and straight away she would run up a few more bills, having saved face for them both.
*
I used to persuade Ma to help me climb up to the windowsill to watch what was going on in the street beneath,
which was a great treat to me. I liked especially to watch the Catholic religious procession, with tiny acolytes
carrying candles, before the golden cross jewel glittering, with the priest walking in the center of a big tent or
sitting on a chair carried high above the shoulders of the devout men and women, Chinese and Portuguese. I did
not know what they were doing or what a religious procession meant, but the colorful sight enchanted me. The
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smell of the incense blending with the pungent street smells was an intoxicating delight. I used to clap my hands.
Father explained to me that the people walking in the procession were Chun-Kao-Lo, which meant converts, and I
always wished there were thousands more so there could be more processions to watch.
Father remembers me today particularly for one thing. As a child I spoke of myself as a third person, in spite of
gentle methods to break me of it. If I was angry I would run to Mother and say,
“She is angry. She is going to cry.” Relating the event of the day it was always,
“She did this.”
Father still chuckles about this “Number four” daughter. …
1914

41.258 Excerpt from Morning In Shanghai\fn{by Chou Erh-fu (1914- )} Nanking, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 11
… “Tso-hsien, you’re right,” General Manager Hsii said in a low voice, as if he feared being overheard. “Now
that we’ve been liberated it won’t be so easy to move our spindles about. From now on the workers will be on top.
Without any of our men in the new trade union, things will be hard to manage. How do you see it?”\fn{ A note reads:
Morning in Shanghaj is Chou Erh-Fu’s best-known and most widely read literary work. Based on material he gathered while living in
Shanghai in the 1950s, it describes the changing situation in Shanghai’s textile industry during the years following the establishment of
Communist rule. Broad in scope and filled with vivid details, it resembles in numerous respects Mao Tun’s major work Midnight, a
portrayal of the Shanghai industrial scene in 1930. Unfortunately for Chou Erh-fu, however, the complexity of his well-developed
characters and his faithful reflection of the spirit and events of the times provided openings for certain critics to claim that he had failed to
adhere to the standards of socialist realism in his writing. Thus it was that in 1969 this work, which had been widely acclaimed by
Communist literary authorities in the late 1950s and early 1960s, was labeled a “poisonous weed” and used as prima facie evidence of
Chou’s rightist tendencies. Chou intended Morning in Shanghai to have four volumes, but he only finished three volumes before Chiang
Ching’s literary rectification drive of the mid-1960s led him to set aside his pen. Volume one, from which the following excerpts were
selected, covers the period from the arrival of the Communists in Shanghai in 1949 to the eve of the Five Antis campaign in 1952. As these
excerpts show, this was a time of vigorous plotting by the capitalists to maintain their power and privileges in the face of increasing
government regulation and growing worker militancy. By the end of the volume, however, their efforts have proven to be in vain. Their
ranks are in disarray and they have scant hopes of continuing effective opposition to the emerging new economic order. This first excerpt
from volume one encompasses the latter part of chapter one and all of chapter two. It begins with the central capitalist figure in the story,
Hsü I-te, the general manager of the Hu Chiang Cotton Mill, and his trusted assistant Mei Tso-hsien, the deputy director of the mill,
discussing how to neutralize the new worker’s union. It ends with Mei Tso-hsien’s successful effort to enlist the help of a factory mechanic
named T’ao Ah-mao in their scheme.}

“I think that we should gain control of the union,” Mei Tso-hsien replied.
Slowly lifting his cup of superior grade Mountain Peak Lungching tea from the low round table, he took a sip.
Then, concerned that he might have spoken too strongly, he discreetly sought General Manager Hsü’s own idea
with the question:
“What do you think, sir?”
“I say that it’s not that easy.”
“Oh, it would actually be very difficult. However, if we don’t gain control, nothing will ever go the way we
want it to.”
“Well, think about it and see what you can come up with.”
General Manager Hsü did not say any more. The gaze of his piercing fishlike eyes lay fixed on Mei Tso-Hsien,
as if to say:
“Now we’ll see what you’re made of.”
In a single glance Mei sensed what the general manager was thinking, so he boldly set forth his plan.
“Of course it won’t be easy to gain control of the union. That’s only my way of describing the situation. How
could a capitalist lead a labor union? Would the Communist Party permit it? Absolutely not. The Communist
Party quite naturally wants to direct the unions, so we’ll change the prescription but not change the medicine. On
the surface the union will be theirs. But in actuality those inside will be our own people, doing as we wish.”
“That’s excellent. Tso-hsien, you really deserve to be my deputy director.”
“It’s all due to your care and guidance.”
“Well, who is going to infiltrate the union?”
At this moment Old Wang entered the room and announced to General Manager Hsü:
“Sir, the coffee and sandwiches are ready.”
“Yes, I know. You can go now. I still have a few things to discuss with Director Mei. We’ll be coming soon.”
Mei Tso-hsien listened until the sound of Old Wang’s footsteps had receded into the distance before moving
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over next to Hsü and whispering:
“How about T’ao Ah-mao? He’s clever, capable, and daring. He likes to drink, and for a couple of bottles of
liquor he’ll do what we want.”
“He would do,” Hsü responded, tapping his right temple with his fat fingers. Then, turning toward Mei Tsohsien, he said anxiously:
“But he was the deputy chairman of the old union!”
Seeing that the general manager was worried, Mei immediately changed his tone of voice.
“This is true. Sir, do you see a way to work this out?”
Actually, Mei had already thought of a way to handle it. But, just as he could not look helpless in front of the
general manager, Mei also could not appear to be brighter than he. He deliberately held back, waiting for Hsü to
speak.
The general manager thought for a moment and then said reflectively:
“Of course there’s a way. We did give him a little work to do for us in the past, and he also had his differences
of opinion with the chairman of the old union. The workers know about this and his standing among them is quite
high. If we could now give him a little capital, that would just about do it.”
“Capital?”
Seeing that Mei Tso-hsien did not understand, Hsü I-te laughed and said:
“Political capital. We will express our dissatisfaction with him and he will think of ways to oppose us.”
Mei Tso-hsien gave the “thumbs up” sign and exclaimed:
“Ingenious! Positively ingenious!”
“You have to be careful, however,” the general manager warned. “There must be no evidence of any contact
between us and T’ao, and he must be just like he was before. He should seek opportunities for standing with the
proletariat in opposition to us and for leading the workers in struggle against us. In this way he’ll have political
capital and working for us will be easier.”
“Sir, you’re brilliant, just absolutely brilliant.”
“Handle this yourself. Don’t let anyone know.”
“Yes, sir. It will be done just as you wish.”
“Come, let’s go have a cup of coffee.”
*
Although it was broad daylight, with the sun high in the sky, the light inside Do’s Café was dim. Mei Tso-hsien
climbed the spiral staircase and turned toward the ballroom on the right. With the windows covered by black cloth
that completely cut off the sunlight, the weak lamplight coming from the booths along the dance floor gave the
impression that it was already late at night. As Mei strode into the room his eyes moved from side to side
searching for something. Quickly he saw a man seated in the last booth on the west side of the room raise his right
hand and beckon to him. Mei nodded his head in return and walked over to him.
The young fellow seated at the booth looked to be about thirty years of age. He was wearing a coffee-colored
Western-style pinstripe suit and a red silk necktie with a gold dragon embroidered on it. The sleeves of the suit
were too short and it fit poorly around his body. Its appearance was that of something from a used clothing store
on Woosung Road. The young man stood up as Mei approached, shook hands with him, and said:
“This place is really great.”\fn{ A note reads: This young man is T’ao Ah-mao, and after some initial small talk, Mei Tso-hsien
apprises him of his plan to have him infiltrate the union. T’ao is willing to undertake this task, but he is also very much aware of the
difficulties and personal dangers involved. Picking up the action near the end of chapter two, we find T’ao telling Mei :}

“I wouldn’t say that there’s no way of doing this, but it will be very very difficult.”
“As long as there’s a way, Ah-mao, don’t worry about the difficulties. If you run into any problems let me
know and I’ll help you resolve them.”
“Things can’t be done now like they were in the old days,” Ah-mao responded and then stopped.
“That’s true.”
“As far as openly leading the workers is concerned, how could I keep up with the Communist Party? They
wouldn’t permit me to lead, either.”
“I know.”
“I would have to limit my activities to a small number of people.”
“Right.”
“There would even be times when I couldn’t tell anyone anything and would have to work alone. If Yü Ching
and her friends learned about this, it would be very bad.”
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“Indeed it would!”
Mei Tso-hsien agreed completely with all of T’ao’s comments, but they lacked substance. Anxiously, he asked:
“Well, then, just how are you going to proceed?”
“As you know, I work in the maintenance department. This means that I have a chance to go around the mill
and pass the time of day with the workers.”
“This approach sounds good.”
“But not everything can be discussed in the mill, because there are too many people. It will be necessary
sometimes to go to their homes to talk.”
“Of course. You want to be careful. In some cases you might even want to meet them elsewhere.”
“If there were a lot of family members around it wouldn’t be easy to talk, and we would naturally have to go
out.”
Two dimples appeared on Mei Tso-hsien’s long rectangular face. Looking directly at T’ao Ah-mao he leaned
forward and asked in a low voice:
“Who are these people? Who are you going to start on?”
“I’ll start in the maintenance department. There’s a worker there by the name of Chang Hsüeh-hai. He’s very
simple and honest and we get along well. His wife, T’ang Ah-ying, works as a spindle operator. She’s also a good
person. She quietly does her job and doesn’t involve herself with other things. She’s popular, too. Talking with her
won’t be a problem, and through her I’ll be able to influence other women working in the spinning shop. If each
person brings along several more, when the total is added up it will be something to look at.”
“This is a very good plan. Why didn’t you mention it earlier?”
“It’s just that it’s not easy to do,” T’ao answered and stopped. He obviously wanted to say more, but nothing
would come out. Finally, after a long hesitation, he blurted out:
“It will take time, and it will also take money.”
When Mei Tso-hsien heard this last word he suddenly realized that he had been playing the role of a fool. T’ao
Ah-mao had been toying with him all this time and he hadn’t even sensed it. This, however, was no time to
become angry. Despite his great abilities and resources, Mei had no way of influencing the upcoming union
election. He was a representative of the capitalists. Not only was there no use talking about his being elected to a
union office, he couldn’t even acquire a red union membership card. He put on his tortoiseshell rimmed glasses,
looked very closely at T’ao Ah-mao for a moment, and then said in an agreeable, generous manner:
“Money is no problem. Whatever you want you can get from me. Just get elected to the union committee and
we’ll be able to work everything out.”
“I’ll try.”
“Ah-mao, there’s nothing to worry about. I believe that you’ll be able to do it.”
Mei Tso-hsien spoke with great certainty. Without a trace of doubt in his voice he added:
“Be quick about talking to Chang Hsüeh-hai, T’ang Ah-ying, and the others.”
T’ao Ah-mao’s voice also had a confident tone as he answered:
“That won’t be a problem.I’ll look for a chance to approach them tomorrow.”
*
Our discussions today have been very good.\fn{ A note reads: This episode takes place in the early autumn of 1950, about a
year after the events of episode I. By now the People’s Government is starting to implement policies that are encroaching from above on the
freedom of the textile magnates. As in the case of the rising threat from the workers below, the capitalists meet to work out their responses.
This episode begins with Hsü I-te telling his colleagues at the highly select Tuesday Dining Club, a group whose membership includes the
most powerful and influential figures in Shanghai’s textile industry, what he thinks needs to be done to meet the latest goverment
challenges.} Our textile industry needs a place like this where we can speak freely. However, there are certain

matters that the Dining Club cannot undertake directly, but which must instead be handled through the Textile
Association. I have a personal view—I don’t know whether it’s right or not—that I’d like to put forth. Please tell
me where I’m wrong. I feel that the leadership role of the Association is not very strong at present, and that the
more capable men in the industry should be freed to manage the Association, as is the case in the Textile Workers’
Union. Every single department in our Textile Association should be headed by a millowner. Then we would
present a stronger front, and it would be easier to get things done.”
Chiang Chü-hsia was the first to voice agreement.
“I feel the same way. I’ve always felt that it was hard to get something done in the Association. Many members of the executive committee are absent on a regular basis, and many of the subordinate committees within the
Association exist in name only. Some committees do have millowners listed as members, but they never exercise
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control. As is the case with the representatives of the state-run enterprises, they seldom attend. Because of this,
those who perform the actual work feel utterly useless.”
“That’s true,” said Feng Yung-hsiang, as he picked up a fried chicken leg. Eating as he talked, he added:
“The Association must be strengthened. Since Liberation everything has become dependent upon organization.
With a poor organization it’s very difficult to accomplish anything. The textile industry has occupied an important
position in Shanghai for a long time. At present, however, the situation is one of impressive strength, but confused
ranks.” Pointing his chicken leg at Ma Mu-han, who was seated at the end of the table, he asked:
“Mu-han, how do you feel about this?”
Ma Mu-han took a swallow of Coca Cola and replied thoughtfully:
“Our strength is somewhat diffuse, and it is true that only by organizing can we really be strong. But after invigorating our organization we must also improve our study and strengthen our leadership. Since we’re operating
our mills under the overall leadership of the Communist Party, we must learn more about the Communist Party.
We must keep in step with the times. We must look ahead. If we do this our futures will be brighter.”
After he finished speaking, Ma stole a glance at Hsü I-te, as if to say:
“Everything must be viewed from a higher level now. If you continue to manage your mill in the old way,
you’ll fail.”
Hsü understood what Ma meant by this look and he responded:
“Of course. With the Communists leading us it would never do to be out of step with the Communist Party.
However, we businessmen also have our business position. We can’t demand too much from ourselves.”
In his heart he was thinking that this young fellow Ma Mu-han was, after all, nothing more than a university
product with an overly simplistic way of thinking. He had not established himself by managing a mill and did not
understand the difficulties involved. He had never tasted the bitter and the sweet, so he had no idea of their flavor.
Hsü’s remarks continued:
“We are members of the bourgeoisie and always will be. The Association should serve our privately operated
mills. If we could change the Textile Association into a bureau of private textile enterprises we would have some
power.”
“A bureau of private textile enterprises. Brilliant! Absolutely brilliantl”
With his father, P’an Hsin-ch’eng, out of the room, P’an Hung-fu became quite lively. His effusive praise was
accompanied by animated gesturing.
“Who would be the director of this bureau, I-te?” Feng Yung-hsing asked enthusiastically.
Before Hsü I-te could answer, Chiang Chü-hsia interrupted:
“I think that the best person would be Shih Pu-yün, who is in Peking right now attending a conference. Or, the
chairman of our board of directors, P’an Hsin-ch’eng, would be fine, too.”
“Have father serve as director?”
P’an Hung-fu could not restrain his sense of pleasure and began to smile. But then the fear that the others
might see what he was thinking made him control himself and he ended up with only half a smile.
Ma Mu-han laughed coldly and said sarcastically:
“Then we’ll have two textile bureaus and two directors.”
“When that happens our Miss Chü-hsia can take charge of the office in the bureau of private textile enterprises,” interjected Feng Yung-hsiang.
Chiang Chü-hsia gave Feng Yung-hsiang a sidelong glance and said:
“You’re making fun of me again.”
“Don’t worry,” Feng Yung-hsiang countered, “the director hasn’t been announced yet, so for the time being
you won’t have to take over the office.”
Everyone laughed heartily. P’an Hung-fu called out to Chiang Chü-hsia, “Chief Chiang,” but then he saw his
father coming back and fell silent.
P’an Hsin-ch’eng came in hurriedly, and without taking a seat or even resting for a moment, he announced
excitedly:
“That was a long-distance call from Shih Pu-yün, who’s in Peking attending the National Textile Conference.
He has heard that the government wants to stabilize cloth prices and has decided on the unified purchasing of
cloth. He knew that our Dining Club was meeting today, so he called to solicit our opinions in preparation for
representing the attitude of the textile industry in Peking. Gentlemen, what are your ideas? How do you feel about
this? He’s waiting for me to call him back today.”
As soon as this news was announced the lighthearted banter and laughter disappeared without a trace. A deep
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silence fell over the dining room. From outside the window came the sound of falling leaves rustling in the
autumn wind.
Hsü I-te’s mood was like that of a leaf being blown from a tree. He felt a touch of disappointment. If the
government adopted the unified purchasing of cotton yarn, the free market would cease to exist. There would be
no way to freely buy and sell the cotton yarn produced by the Hu Chiang Mill system. Even if Fang Yü, the tax
office representative in the mill, sent him better information about tax collections, it would be impossible to make
a big profit on a single transaction. Normal profits would also have fixed limits. Hsü felt that they should oppose
unified purchasing, but businessmen could not struggle against government officials. If this were a proposal of
just the Shanghai State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company they could still find a way out. Relying on the Federation of Industry and Commerce, they could unite with the Bureau of Industry and Commerce, win over the Textile
Administration Bureau, and then attack the Shanghai State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company. If unsuccessful,
they could still appeal to the Central Government. But this proposal was from the Central Government, which
made it a thorny matter.
For a long time no one uttered a sound. Hsü I-te stared silently at the plate of fried chicken before him. The
chicken was tender and delicious, but he seemed to have suddenly lost his appetite. He couldn’t eat another bite.
“Seeing that no one was going to speak, P’an Hsin-ch’eng said to Hsü I-te:
“You’re our ‘iron abacus.’ Figure this one out. Just what attitude do you think we should take toward unified
purchasing?”
Hsü I-te heaved a deep sigh and said dejectedly:
“It doesn’t matter whether you have an iron abacus or an electric adding machine, or figure a thousand times or
ten thousand times. Nothing can match a solitary calculation by Him who rules the heavens.”
Feng Yung-hsiang noticed Hsü I-te’s look of despair and tried to be encouraging.
“Don’t exaggerate the determination of others or belittle one’s own importance. We in the Shanghai textile industry should, after all, have a set policy. I-te, give us your ideas first, and then we’ll have a general discussion.”
Hsü I-te thought for a moment, his fat fingers tapping his temple. Then he said slowly:
“If the Central Government has decided to introduce unified purchasing, in my view there is no way for us at
the local level to oppose it. Ninety percent of the things the Communist Party brings up for consultation and
discussion are carried out. Their method of operation is more intelligent than that of the Kuomintang.\fn{ The
Nationalist Chinese Party, in control of much—and at first, most—of China, prior to the Communist takeover in 1949 .} Before
undertaking something, they give us a thorough briefing, seek our consent, and expect us to do it willingly. This is
a very formidable approach. As I see it, we should take the initiative in proposing the idea of unified distribution
and marketing. At present every factory is experiencing a shortage of new materials, capital is hard to obtain, and
our markets are restricted. Let’s place the burden of responsiblility on the government. We’ll ask the government
for raw materials and ask the People’s Bank for capital. With marketing given over to the government, we’ll
concern ourselves solely with operations and management. Since the government is always saying that it wants
private enterprise to develop, we won’t worry about the government not taking care of us. We’ll just watch and
see what it does. How do you feel about following this plan?”
Chu Yen-nien listened to Hsü I-te’s reasoning with respect. He wanted to voice his support as soon as Hsü
finished talking, but then he saw Ma Mu-han glaring at him and didn’t feel that he should say anything. All he
could do was keep his complete agreement to himself.
Mei Tso-hsien had been listening to these high-flying, wide-ranging discussions of the big bosses in silence.
But after listening to this lengthy discourse by Hsü I-te, he leaned toward him and said softly in a flattering
manner:
“This chicken is very good. You must be hungry. Have a piece before it gets cold.”
He also servilely passed the small glass peppershaker to Hsü with the question, “Would you like this?”
Hsü I-te shook his head. He had no heart for eating chicken. Chiang Chü-hsia also admired Hsü I-te’s analysis.
“I-te’s idea is right. He really deserves his standing as our ‘iron abacus.’”
T’ang Chung-sheng, “Mr. Brilliant,” raised his hand in support and said:
“This is an ingenious approach!”
This time Ma Mu-han was in agreement with Hsü I-te.
“I agree with I-te’s plan, too. Since the government has already made its decision, we might as well go along
graciously. We’ll leave it up to the government to set the profit and see how much they give us. Whatever amount
they give, we’ll take.”
“Right. We want to look good.”
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This was Feng Yung-hsiang speaking. Seeing that everyone was more or less in agreement, P’an Hsin-ch’eng
silently added up the number of spindles controlled. by the members of the Tuesday Dining Club. The total came
to about seven hundred thousand, which meant that if Shih Pu-yün acted as a representative of the Shanghai
textile industry in agreeing to unified purchasing and marketing at the NationalTextile Conference in Peking, there
would be no major problems after he returned.
P’an then asked if there were any other ideas in the group, and when everyone replied that there was none he
said:
“Well, in that case we’ll take the initiative in accepting unified purchasing and marketing, and we’ll have Shih
Pu-yün express this position for us in Peking. Agreed?”
“Yes,” came the unanimous reply.
Hsü I-te made an additional comment.
“We have yielded on the issue of unified purchasing and marketing. But on the question of payment we must
take the offensive. Tell Pu-yün that he can raise the subject of the eight percent rate of return that was fixed by the
temporary regulations on private enterprise. In this way we’ll be able to stress the fact that current profits in the
textile industry are too low. We must seek a decision on the formula for calculating payment and struggle to
obtain a victory for ourselves on this question.”
“This is a very important point, as I’m sure you all agree.”
P’an Hsin-ch’eng looked at each person for their reaction. No one had a different opinion, so he called the
waiter in and said enthusiastically:
“Place a long-distance call for me to Shih Pu-yün in Peking. Do it quickly. I have something urgent to discuss
with him.”
“Yes, sir,” the waiter answered and hurried out.
*
The time was two o'clock in the afternoon.\fn{ A note reads: The events of this episode occur in the first part of 1951, some
months after China’s entry into the Korean War. Here Hsü I-te faces a severe challenge from the representatives of the new workers’ union.
It is interesting to note that T’ang Ah-ying, the spindle operator whose miscarriage in the mill has now resulted in greater worker
militancy, was considered earlier by T’ao Ah-mao as someone he could use in his scheme to infiltrate the union .}

At the labor-management meeting, Yü Ching was just concluding the detailed report she had made as union
representative.
“According to our union’s information and analysis, the primary reason for the work in the mill becoming
difficult of late is the raw cotton. I hope that this problem can be resolved once and for all at today’s meeting. If
we continue on in this way, production in the entire mill will be affected, as will the quality of our products and
the health of the workers. It is because of the difficulty of the work that T’ang Ah-ying became exhausted and
gave birth prematurely in the spinning shop. The child died and Ah-ying has still not recovered her health. I
believe that if we don’t clear up this problem there will be a second and then a third T’ang Ah-ying.”
When Kuo P’eng heard Yü Ching mention the problem of the raw cotton, he turned his face toward the
window and stared at the great smokestack thrusting into the sky. General Manager Hsü was very calm. He
avoided looking Yü Ching in the eye and with an unobtrusive glance indicated to Director Mei Tso-hsien, who
was seated a little in front of him on one side, that he should respond to the issues raised by Yü Ching.
Director Mei nodded his head ever so slightly to indicate to the general manager that he was prepared to say
something, but he did not begin to talk immediately. He first picked up his cup and took a sip of tea. Then, with a
very troubled look on his face, he started to speak in a slow halting manner:
“This problem has been of concern to the general manager for some time. The quality of our products has been
poor recently, and this has affected the reputation of the Hu Chiang Mill in the marketplace. The general manager
has come to me on a number of occasions and asked why our goods are so bad. I have been thinking about this for
a long time. I know that a problem definitely exists, and I was about to approach the union to discuss it. Now
today Comrade Yü Ching has raised this topic. I think that this is excellent. However, I see this problem
differently.”
When Chao Te-pao heard this he became somewhat annoyed.
“The problem is obviously in the raw cotton,” he thought. “What kind of game is he playing with his other
viewpoint?”
Leaning his chin on his left hand, he stared intently at Director Mei.
Director Mei realized that Chao was reacting against what he had just said, but he pretended not to notice; Ite’s tone, however, became much more mellow.
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“I don’t know if my opinion is right or not. That is something for everyone to look into. I am especially
hopeful that the comrades in the union will provide more direction.” He glanced at Yü Ching and then proceeded.
“I think that the major problem is with the machinery. Our mill has not had a general overhaul for a long time. If
the maintenance department has not been making detailed inspections, this would affect production, make the
work more difficult, and cause our quality to decline.”
Chao Te-pao stood up immediately and objected.
“Your idea is wrong. Two days ago Comrade Yü Ching and I went to the spinning shop and looked things over.
The maintenance department also made an inspection. In general, the machinery is very good, with no defects to
speak of.”
Director Mei asked skeptically, “Well, then, what is wrong?” Continuing on he answered his own question.
“Of course not every machine is defective. I’m I just saying that some machines should be overhauled. Is that
better? Some machines are defective. In addition, the task of keeping the spinning shop clean hasn’t been done
well lately either. Naturally, this has an affect on product quality. That’s right, isn’t it, Kuo P’eng?”
Kuo P’eng had been watching the black smoke issuing from the tall smokestack. Curling up and down in the
damp sea breeze of winter’s end, it resembled a long, long wisp of hair. The sound of Director Mei calling his
name left him startled. He hadn’t been listening closely to what Director Mei had been saying, and had only heard
the final question, “That’s right, isn’t it, Kuo P’eng?” Without thinking he answered hurriedly:
“Yes. Yes.”
Director Mei was very pleased at obtaining Kuo P’eng’s support for his idea and his tone hardened immediately. “The work supervisor probably wouldn’t be wrong, would he Comrade Yü Ching?”
“What’s important is the facts. The cleanliness of the spinning shops recently has really been quite good. But
even if the cleaning work in certain shops had been a little below standard it couldn’t have affected things this
much.”
“Not necessarily. The impact of cleaning work is significant. If you don’t believe me, ask our own Engineer
Han.”
Engineer Han had not yet said a word. He had not wanted to attend today’s labor-management meeting, and
when Director Mei had asked him to come he had declined. When General Manager Hsü called him on the
telephone, however, he didn’t feel that he could say no a second time. He had foreseen what today’s meeting
would be like and the difficult position that he would be in. No matter what he said he would be in trouble.
From the very start of the meeting he had held a teacup in his hand. On one side was written the number 13,
which he considered a bad omen. He tried to turn it away from him, but it was soon back in front of his eyes
again. And just as he could not avoid the number 13, so it was that this difficult situation appeared before him. He
had not intended to speak, but now he had to say something. He said:
“The cleaning work does have a certain effect.”
General Manager Hsü now took advantage of this favorable situation to comment.
“I have heard reports very recently that the cleaning work in the shops is, in fact, rather poor. This is a clear
indication that our worker comrades have a poor attitude toward their jobs. The rate of absenteeism now exceeds
thirty-five percent. I hope that the union will give more consideration to this point.”
Director Mei was afraid that these words were not strong enough, so he added some of his own in an attack
upon the union.
“I think that the work style of the workers in our mill is bad. If not, why is the work always done poorly?
Perhaps the union will want to consider this point, too.” He looked intently at Yü Ching as he spoke.
Yü Ching recorded each problem that they raised, but she made no response other than to ask:
“Does management have any other comments?”
Chung P’ei-wen could not refrain from rebutting General Manager Hsü’s remarks.
“I don’t think that there’s anything wrong with the work style of the mill workers. As I see it, I would still ask
management to give this matter more thought. Perhaps the problem really lies with them.”
General Manager Hsü feared that Engineer Han and Work Supervisor Kuo P’eng might give a different view,
so he spoke again:
“I think that the problem is primarily with the workers themselves. We have no other opinions on this.”
Chung P’ei-wen did not give an inch. Pointing directly at General Manager Hsü he said:
“You can’t be so arbitrary and hold fast to the judgment that the problem is with the workers. You should listen
to all sides with an open mind.”
After he finished speaking his eyes came to rest on Engineer Han. He was thinking that Engineer Han knew
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where the problem lay.
Engineer Han was devoting his attention to turning his teacup. He did not want to join either side and had been
sitting back watching Hsü I-te and Yü Ching face each other with crossed swords. This was not his problem, and
he was afraid of being drawn into it. He feared being asked any questions, and deliberately avoided Chung P’eiwen’s hopeful gaze.
For a while no one said a word. Yü Ching arranged the notes she had written down, stood up, and said in a
calm, deliberate manner:
“We cannot look at the problem just on the surface. Neither can we discuss it in bits and pieces. We must get to
the heart of the problem. First, let’s talk about the work style of the workers in our mill. Generally speaking, it’s
good and proper. The cleaning work is not bad either. We invite General Manager Hsü, Director Mei, and the
engineer to personally visit the spinning shops for a look. Of course, the cleaning work could still be done a bit
better, and as Engineer Han just said, the cleaning work does have a certain impact on things. However, it does
not have a decisive impact. The worker comrades have been doing their very best on the job. To show this I need
bring up only one example, namely, the female worker in the spinning shop whom I mentioned earlier, T’ang Ahying. Even though she was more than seven months pregnant she continued to come to work regularly. Due to
exhaustion she gave birth prematurely in the shop. Is it possible to say that she did not have a good attitude
toward her work? Yes, there are times when the absentee rate reaches thirty-five percent. I acknowledge that this
is a serious situation. But what has made the situation so serious? It is the difficulty of the work. If you don’t
believe me you can look at the rate of absenteeism for the period when the work wasn’t hard. What was it?
Supervisor Kuo knows. At most it never exceeded twenty-five percent. Why the change? The difficulty of the
work. Why has the work become difficult? The webbings on the carding machines are completely covered with
flying cotton. There are too many impurities in the laps and slivers and the rovings are not of uniform
thickness.\fn{A lap in textiles is a sheet, layer, or bat of cotton, wool, flax, or woodpulp resumbling a fleecy or felt-like web, and usually
wrapped on a cylinder, being the state in which the substance appears at certain stages of its manufacture. Slivers are strands or slender rolls
of cotton or other fiber in a loose, untwisted state, produced by a carding machine and ready for roving. Rovings are what slivers of cotton
or wool are called when they are drawn out and twisted slightly on rovers, prior to spinning.} Going back to the beginning, it’s a

problem of the raw cotton. I hope, General Manager Hsü, that we can all lay our cards on the table and have a
frank and open discussion of this problem.”
General Manager Hsü was taken aback by Yü Ching’s pointed remarks, but in an experienced manner he
quickly regained his composure and responded:
“Comrade Yü Ching, this is my greatest hope too. I think that our views can be described as exactly identical.”
Yü Ching waved her hand in disagreement.
“No. Our views are different as a matter of principle. My way of viewing things is completely different from
yours.”
“Totally different,” interrupted Chao Te-pao. “You say that the workers are at fault. This is not in keeping with
the facts.”
General Manager Hsü asked in amazement, “Do you think that the raw cotton is the problem?”
Without any hesitation Chao Te-pao replied firmly, “Yes, the problem is with the raw cotton.”
General Manager Hsü feigned a bewildered look and inquired of Director Mei:
“Is there something wrong with the raw cotton? Could this really be it?”
Director Mei knew what General Manager Hsü was thinking. He wanted Mei to stall for time while he himself
thought of a good way to respond.
“In general there’s nothing wrong with the raw cotton,” Director Mei said slowly, thinking as he spoke. “We
use even more cotton than other mills. For every lot of yarn we use 418 catties. The State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth
Company, however, only allots us 410 catties. This isn’t enough. Before the yarn is scheduled for delivery the
cotton is already running out. The Joint Purchasing Agency can’t buy cotton for us either, so we have no choice
but to add some Chingyang seconds. Chingyang seconds is comparatively low in quality, but even at this we’re
losing money. If we added the best cotton we would lose still more money. The general manager wouldn’t agree
with that, and I would be out as director of the mill, ha-ha.”
Director Mei looked at Yü Ching and laughed.
As if struck by a great revelation, General Manager Hsü suddenly responded:
“Oh, so that’s the way it is.”
As Engineer Han listened, it seemed as though General Manager Hsü was reading the script of a play. He felt
sick to his stomach, but could not bring himself to say anything. His eyes were fixed on the number 13 on his
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teacup.
“Adding just eight catties of Chingyang seconds shouldn’t make the work that difficult,” Yü Ching observed.
“Is it possible that there’s a problem with the blending proportions? If so, please be honest about it.”
When General Manager Hsü heard the words “blending proportions” his heart skipped a beat, but outwardly he
remained very composed. He said firmly:
“The blending proportions are something that I’m well aware of. There’s no problem there, absolutely none at
all.” Turning to Director Mei, he asked, “Isn’t that right?”
Director Mei leaned forward slightly and replied:
“There’s not a single problem, not one single problem. I, Mei Tso-hsien, can give a complete guarantee of
that.”
Yü Ching sensed that Director Mei was a bit nervous and thought that perhaps this was the key to the whole
problem. Seizing this opening, she sought to widen it.
“This is an engineering function. How can you guarantee that there are no problems whatsoever? On this
question we should allow Engineer Han to speak.”
“Right. Ask Engineer Han to speak,” added Chung P’ei-wen. He had been thinking from early on that Engineer Han might know something about this. Now that Yü Ching felt this way, too, he was more certain than ever.
Director Mei was unsure of how to answer. He did not dare let Engineer Han talk. If by chance he mentioned
the secret of the raw cotton, would not everything be uncovered? General Manager Hsü saw that Mei was having
difficulty responding. He had been checkmated by Yü Ching. Now they had to take a chance and allow Engineer
Han to speak. If they did not, it would appear that there must be a problem here. Only by encouraging him to
speak could they retrieve this desperate situation. Hsü prepared an answer for Engineer Han.
“Of course there’s nothing wrong with the blending proportions. Everything is done according to the regulations of the State Cotton, Cloth, and Yarn Company. Engineer Han handles this himself, so there’s not the slightest
problem. Engineer Han, tell Comrade Yü Ching about this.”
Once again the teacup in front of Engineer Han was turning round and round. If he didn’t tell what he knew,
and went along with the lies of General Manager Hsü and Director Mei, he would be going against his
conscience. Science should seek after truth, and he should not violate his conscience. But what if he did speak up?
It wouldn’t help either the mill or himself, and he would be turning his back on General Manager Hsü. No matter
what else was true, he was, after all, an engineer in the Hu Chiang Mill and Hsü I-te was the general manager of
this mill. Han’s conscience wanted him to tell the truth, but his job and friendship were telling him to keep quiet.
General Manager Hsü waited a few moments. Then, seeing that Han was not saying anything, he suggested:
“Just tell them the facts; that there’s nothing wrong with the blending proportions.”
“That’s right. There’s nothing wrong with the blending proportions.”
After Han said this his neck felt hot and he flushed slightly.
“Absolutely nothing wrong at all? Engineer Han, tell us the truth.” Chao Te-pao put further pressure on Han.
But having finally spoken, Han now felt at ease. He replied very quickly:
“Naturally there’s nothing wrong at all.”
“Then why is the work so difficult?” interrupted Yü Ching.
Director Mei was afraid that Engineer Han could not withstand direct questioning by Yü Ching, so he stepped
in with an answer.
“Recently the raw cotton from the State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company has not been very good. Many other
mills have been complaining that the work is difficult. I think that this is the major reason. Just a moment ago
Comrade Yü Ching said that the key to our problem lies with the raw cotton. As I think about this now I feel that
there’s some truth in what she says.”
“Then we must approach the State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company tomorrow and formally request that they
provide us with more good quality raw cotton.”
General Manager Hsü had actually been in a cold sweat these last minutes. Engineer Han’s comments had
made him feel somewhat relieved, but he was still afraid that things could go the wrong way and get out of
control. Then Director Mei, a man experienced in the ways of the world, placed the responsibility on the State
Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company, and gave him a ready-made way out. Hsü I-te naturally took it. He assumed a
very serious, earnest posture and said:
“This problem must be resolved soon. Otherwise we won’t be able to face our worker comrades. Director Mei,
send someone from the mill tomorrow to look in on Comrade T’ang Ah-ying, and send along some things to help
nourish her back to good health.”
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“Of course. It will be done in the morning.”
Turning to Yü Ching, General Manager Hsü said warmly:
“Comrade Yü Ching, if we are to increase production and thereby keep pace with national construction and
meet the needs of the people, we must depend completely on the leadership of the working class. There is no one
from management in our mill I can rely on. If our mill is to run well we must rely totally on the Communist Party
and always follow Chairman Mao. Only by doing this will we have a bright future. Now you have conscientiously
raised this serious production problem. This is a great service to our mill and we’re very grateful to you. I hope
that after this you’ll give us more guidance.”
After he finished speaking he nodded his head to express his gratitude.
“There is no need to thank me. Furthering production is the primary duty of our union. I hope that management
will improve its administration and work positively for production.”
“There’s no question about that,” General Manager Hsü said effusively. “No question at all.”
After the labor-management meeting was over and the others had all left, General Manager Hsü and Director
Mei stayed behind. Director Mei walked over and closed the door. Then he turned back to General Manager Hsü
and said softly in his ear:
“Sir, you’ve committed yourself. What are we going to do now about the blending proportions?”
General Manager Hsü had already settled on an idea, and after wiping his face he said with great satisfaction:
“With a young girl like Yü Ching, all it takes is a word or two to shut her up.”
This time Director Mei disagreed.
“No, you made a commitment.”
“That’s true. I said that we would soon be contacting the State Cotton, Yarn, and Cloth Company about
resolving this problem. Right?”
“Yes. But the cotton that they have been giving us lately has been quite good.”
“I know.”
“Then what’s the solution?”
“Notify Engineer Han and Supervisor Kuo that they can make a slight improvement in the blending proportions. This will mollify the workers and the union will think that the negotiations were successful. As the work
becomes less difficult the rate of absenteeism will decline, and soon the feelings of discontent will disappear.
After a while we can slowly come back to the present blending proportions. Isn’t that a solution, Tso-hsien?”
“Yes,” Director Mei replied with a nod of his head. But after thinking for a moment he added apprehensively:
“I’m afraid that we can’t go on like this for very long. Won’t the complaints start up again?”
“A day delayed is a day gained,” Hsü I-te responded. Then, whispering in Mei Tso-hsien’s ear, he said:
“The Peoples’ Volunteer Army won’t be able to hold out for long against the Americans in Korea. The whole
government might collapse completely at any time. If the Communist Party falls and the workers lose their backstage support, who will dare make trouble again?”
Mei Tso-hsien listened with rapt attention, nodding his head in agreement and saying, “Yes. Yes. Yes.”
“Won’t that take care of everything?”
Mei Tso-hsien replied elatedly in a loud voice:
“Yes. That will really solve everything.”
*
“One can see from today’s paper that the Communist Party is capable of managing the nation’s affairs. China
certainly has a bright future.”\fn{A note reads: This final excerpt, which is taken from near the end of volume one, describes events
occurring in the late autumn of 1951. The Three Antis campaign aimed at rectifying shortcomings within the Chinese Communist Party is
reaching its climax and the Five Antis campaign against bourgeois corruption is about to begin. Hsü I-te is shocked by the news that
several high-ranking CCP officials have been dismissed from the Shanghai Municipal Council for hindering the Three Antis campaign. His
own future now seems very much in doubt.}

Engineer Han’s eyes sparkled with joy as he spoke, but looking around the room he noticed that General
Manager Hsü’s eyes were fixed on the door. His face was still and rigid. He seemed to be deeply troubled.
General Manager Hsii turned toward Engineer Han and said:
“Of course China has a bright future. But what about our future? If the Three Antis campaign within the Party
is so harsh on their own people, think of what the Five Antis campaign against the bourgeoisie will be like. The
Three Antis campaign is a living model for the Five Antis campaign.”
General Manager Hsü’s remarks spread like a dark shadow across everyone's heart. Even the enthusiastic glow
on Engineer Han’s face faded away. He could not find a good way to respond. It was as if he were back in school
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doing arithmetic; his teeth bit tightly on his right thumb and he sank into deep thought searching for an answer.
Mei Tso-hsien knew now why the general manager had been so silent. He sensed the excessive tension in the
room and thought hard for a way to ease the atmosphere.
General Manager Hsü took the newspaper on the table and turned it over for another look, as though he
disbelieved the news he had just read and wanted to verify it. But there it was in black and white. It was true. Hsü
could see from the newspaper that the Five Antis campaign would definitely be fiercer than the Three Antis
campaign, especially after the office staff and the workers began to participate. Then it would become more
savage, like an unstoppable sharp spear. Yet, for now the Five Antis campaign was still only a dark cloud before
the storm. Its total effect could not yet be calculated. Hsü felt uneasy and apprehensive. As he looked at the
Liberation Daily he murmured to himself:
“Such high-ranking cadres in the CCP\fn{Chinese Communist Party.} have been dismissed. Cadres who have been
in the CCP for so long have been expelled from the Party. We in the business world will be in even greater
difficulty. Ah, why haven’t they formally begun the Five Antis campaign? Start it! Start it! Let’s get going! The
sooner the better! It’s so hard to be kept hanging like this.”
He felt regret about having stayed in Shanghai …
42.14 Excerpts from Keep The Red Flags Flying\fn{by Liang Pin (1914- )} Paoting, Hopei Province, China (M) 7
… On that day,\fn{A note reads: Keep the Red Flags Flying, conceived in 1953, was published in 1958 as the first of a projected
six-volume work (only the first three volumes have been published) depicting the early Communist struggles in China. The novel, set in
Hopei Province in northern China, portrays the peasant struggles in the 1920s and the student movements of the early thirties. In center
stage are the Chu and Yen families, which for three generations have suffered at the hands of the local landlord, Feng Lao-lan. But the
young hero, Yen Chiang-t’ao, having been nurtured by class oppression and subsequently motivated by Communist ideology through Chia
Hsiang-nung, rises to lead the peasants to oppose the pig tax. The following is the climax of this episode .} with the cloudless blue
sky above and the yellow earth beneath, after breakfast Chiang-t’ao walked over to Ta-yen Village to call for Yen
P’ing. Quietly they slipped out of the house together, Yen P’ing carrying a small bamboo basket stuffed with
leaflets and posters hidden under her red scarf. Passing the pond, Chiang-t’ao said:
“That will never do. You’ve got to change.”
“Change into what?” Yen P’ing asked.
Chiang-t’ao, looking her over, observed, “Even though we are going to the New Year’s bazaar, hardly anyone
else will be dressed like you. Look at you, wearing a long dress and leather shoes.”
Yen P’ing pulled up the corner of her dress a little, glanced to the left and then the right. Without a word she
ran back to the house and put on a pair of canvas shoes, a plain blue jacket, and replaced the red scarf with a
coarse hand towel. Then she ran out breathlessly shouting:
“Look! How's this?”
“That looks more like a village girl, but not quite,” Chiang-t’ao replied.
“Why not?” Yen P'ing anxiously stared at him as if to force him to tell her what else about her did not look
exactly like a village girl.
“Your face is too pale, your hair too black, too long and shiny.” He shook his head, then added, “You just don’t
look like a village girl.”
Yen P’ing became angry and punched him on the back.
“You tell me,” she demanded, “what do I look like?”
“A lady, a student!” He ran, with her in pursuit. Catching him by one of his ears, she asked:
“What are farmers like?”
“Farmers work hard, live simply, and have a straightforward disposition. All year round they labor under the
sun and expose themselves to the wind. They eat nothing but husks and vegetables. Their faces are ruddy and
their bodies strong. But you?”
He turned around to look at her. Yen P’ing’s face was perspiring freely in her effort to keep up with him, but,
pouting, she said:
“I’d like to be like that!” Chiang-t’ao said:
“In that case, you’re okay. Hurry up, comrade, try to catch up with the revolutionary ranks!”
Yen P’ing listened and felt that what he said had a double meaning which eluded her.
The two of them walked single file along the highway leading to town. Entering the city gates, they saw that
this year’s crowd was larger than ever. The butchers and vegetable vendors cried out, trying to attract customers.
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Peddlers of New Year’s pictures sang at the top of their voices to get attention.
Chiang-t’ao and Yen P’ing elbowed through the crowd, pushing this way and that until they reached the
firecracker market on the south side of the city. There Ta-kuei, with a red-tasseled spear in hand, was standing
atop a cart, gesticulating and shouting. Meanwhile, Wu Lao-pa and Erh-kuei set off an assortment of firecrackers
and rockets, shooting them high into the sky. The smoke filled the air with excitement. The crowd swelled.
Mounting the cart, Chiang-t’ao blew a whistle. People in throngs rushed out from livestock, cotton, and
vegetable markets, shops and restaurants. Ta-kuei, standing next to Chiang-t’ao, raised his sturdy arm with fist
clenched and declared:
“The meeting to oppose the pig tax will now begin!”
Swirling red and green leaflets and posters appeared in the streets and lanes. Yen P’ing, carrying her bamboo
basket, went around distributing them. She would toss a bundle of leaflets high into the sky, then watch as they
soared in the wind and slowly drifted down. Some in the crowd reached for them with outstretched hands and
read them aloud, while others, their faces glowing, looked up, eager for the speech to begin. Chiang-t’ao shouted
at the top of his voice:
“Friends and fellow villagers, we slave all year round just to make ends meet. Now they even want to tax our
New Year’s pig.”
For a while he spoke to them about resisting the pig tax, then he said:
“Rent for land and soaring interest rates are sucking our blood. Surtaxes imposed on land levies are grinding
our bones. And now this pig tax is more painful than being skinned. We work like cattle and horses, struggling in
the mud, water, wind, and fire.
“When we weed the fields, hunched over and hands on the hoe, we bend double. The hot sun bakes dirty oily
sweat out of our backs. We toil from spring to fall. After we pay the rent, what else have we got but empty
pockets? By late on, we still don’t have padded jackets. Even in winter, when it is freezing cold and snow is piling
up, there is no smoke coming from our chimneys after dark.
“We borrow money. In three years the interest equals the principal. We pay interest in advance! We pay
compounded interest! We pay compounded over compounded interest. It gets higher and higher and we sink
deeper and deeper in debt.
“When the new year arrives, creditors crowd around. They break down our doors to demand payment. We get
up before daylight, there is no food in the wok. A cangue\fn{A note reads: A wooden collar three or four feet square used to
confine the neck and sometimes the hands of a criminal for punishment .} weighing a thousand catties on our back. How we
tillers suffer!”
He stopped, panting for air. Chia Hsiang-nung, dressed in an old sheepskin jacket, was sitting on the cart with
his snow cap pulled down. Only his eyes were visible. No one recognized him. Chiang-t’ao bent down and
whispered a question. Chia Hsiang-nung whispered back. Chiang-t’ao straightened up to resume his speech.
“Warlords are constantly fighting among themselves; how long will this last? Corrupt officials! They only care
to fatten their pockets. They couldn’t care less whether the peasants live or die. They scrape every last penny from
us. They scrape and scrape. They won’t stop even after they have scraped away three feet of dirt!”
Panting as he spoke, he noticed Yen P’ing standing near the base of a short wall. Her glowing eyes were
fastened upon him. His heart skipped a beat. Blinking, he saw golden spots dancing in front of him.
“My poor and suffering compatriots,” he cried out, his voice rising to a metallic shrill, “what can we do to
overcome all this?”
Chu Lao-chung, eyes wide open, was watching Chiang-t’ao in the crowd.
“This child has grown up,” he thought. “What he says makes sense.” Suddenly shaking his arm, he shouted:
“Let’s get organized and act!”
“Rightl” Chiang-t’ao shouted back. “When sorghum sprouts are planted close together, neither wind nor rain
can knock them down; if they stand apart, they will be leveled by strong wind. So we must get organized and be
strong. Now we propose to fight against the pig tax and to knock down Feng Lao-lan. Do you agree?”
Yen P’ing was watching him from below. He usually struck her as being a little feminine—when he sat down,
he was demure; walking, he was graceful, a model of refinement and composure. But today he was standing in
front of this large crowd. Each word he spoke struck at their hearts like lightning. He stirred their thoughts and
caught their attention. She could not understand! what kind of strength he had.
Suddenly she felt her face burning; she trembled and her heart throbbed with happiness. She blushed as she
secretly whispered:
“Chiang-t’ao.”
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She realized that in the history of China, many a hero had come from among ordmary people. The young man
standing before her might very well become a future heroic figure. Her heart swelled with pride while perspiration
dotted her forehead. She could no longer control herself. Like everyone else in the crowd, she shook her fist and
shouted:
“Long live the Chinese Communist Party!”
Thousands of hands were being raised in front of her; thousands of flags were waving. And the crowd cried out
like the first peal of spring thunder.
Yen Chih-ho, from his place in the crowd, was watching his son become a hero in everyone’s eyes. Tears
coursed down his cheeks as he remembered Yün-t’ao.
“If he were here,” Yen Chih-ho thought, “he would do even better; but what a pity, he is locked up in prison for
life.”
When Chiang-t’ao raised his hands, the crowd raised thousands more in response. With tears in his eyes. Yen
Chih-ho jumped up and shouted:
“Good boy, right you are.”
Chu Lao-chung nudged Yen Chih-ho and said with a smile:
“You watch, this boy is going to get somewhere!”
“You never know from whose family outstanding sons will come,” Yen Chih-ho said.
Ta-kuei, a broad-nosed, thick-lipped young man, leapt three feet into the air. Landing with a thud, he shouted:
“Down with the pig tax. Down with that bully and bad landlord, Feng Lao-lan!”
Under the glaring sun, the crowd shouted in unison, sounding like the current roaring down a great river.
“We want to settle old scores with Feng Lao-lan! We want to settle old scores with Feng Lao-lan!”
Waves of shouting reached places far away. . .
Chang Chla-ch’ing, Chu Lao-chung, Yen Chih-ho, Wu Lao-pa, Ta-kuel, and others formed a cordon protecting
Chiang-t’ao and Chia Hsiang-nung. They were in high spirits and prepared for battle. Their spears and swords
glistened, threatening to drink the blood and devour the flesh of their enemies.
Chiang-t’ao directed the demonstration according to Chia Hsiang-nung’s plan. Vendors stopped doing business
as thousands of people watched the imposing ranks marching down the main street. The entire street was filled
with farmers marching along in great strides and students singing the Internationale.\fn{The uniting song of
International Labor.} When the first ranks reached the Tax Bureau, the last had not yet left the firecracker market.
Chiang-t’ao ran to the head of the column, with Yen P’ing at his heel. He blew his whistle; the demonstrators
rushed forward, knocked down doors, smashed windows, and broke into the Tax Bureau.
Hearing the commotion, Feng Lao-lan turned pale. He jumped over the wall and fled. Feng Kuei-t’ang also
scrambled over the wall and ran through alleys leading to the back door of the county government building, losing
his shoes and hat along the way. The door was locked; he climbed over a low wall and ran to the office of the
magistrate. Wang K’ai-ti asked:
“What happened? You lost your shoes and hat.”
“The Communists have started a riot,” he answered. “They have broken into the Tax Bureau.”
“What?” asked Wang K’ai-ti, his eyes wide open.
“The opponents of the pig tax have rioted!” Feng said.
Wang K]’ai-ti rushed to the door shouting:
“Send out the police and security guards at once.”
Meanwhile Chiang-t’ao was directing the demonstration from the rooftop.
“Fellow villagers,” he shouted, “the landlord has escaped. Now what?”
Ta-kuei, glaring, shook his muscular arm and strong fist, and screamed hoarsely:
“Now the oppressive landlord is down; let’s go to the county government building and root out the corrupt
officials!”
“We’ve not yet overthrown the cruel landlord,” Chiang-t’ao shouted back. “We must continue to hit him hard.”
He blew his whistle again and gave directions. The crowd surged toward the county government building.
Chang Chia-ch’ing and his monitors kept close to Chiang-t’ao and Chia Hsiang-nung. Ta-kuei and his young
companions, today under the leadership of the Communist Party, spoke their minds for the first time in their lives.
Talking, laughing, running, and jumping, they were intoxicated with joy.
This was Yen P’ing’s first experience with the masses rising in revolt; there was something sacred about the
scene which moved her to tears. She was wiping them with her handkerchief. Because she was slender and being
swept from side to side by the crowd, Chiang-t’ao quietly took her arm.
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No one but Chang Chia-ch’ing noticed this. He placed his lips close to Chiang-t’ao’s ear and whispered:
“Who’s that?”
“A comrade.”
“A comrade like that?” Chang Chia-ch’ing grinned and patted him on the shoulder.
Chiang-t’ao took hold of his hand and said:
“Don’t talk rubbish, eh?”
“Protecting you is okay,” said Chang Chia-ch’ing. “But I can’t protect her.”
The demonstrators moved on, then they stopped. Chiang-t’ao rushed to the head of the column to see what had
happened. Mounted police in black uniform and security guards in yellow military uniform were lined up,
blocking the way. They flashed their shining bayonets and snapped the safety catches on their rifles. They looked
like mad dogs with bloodstained snouts ready to devour their prey.
The crowd panicked and halted. Wu Lao-pa signaled Chiang-t’ao to climb up onto his shoulders. Chiang-t’ao
pounded his chest and shouted:
“Don’t be afraid! Don’t be afraid! If troops come, we’ll fight back. If water comes, we’ll dam it. You with the
guns, you take aim at me here!” He continued pouunding his chest. When the people saw that the police and
security guards dared not fire at Chiang-t’ao, they regained their confidence.
Yet the security guards did not retreat; the demonstrators could not move on.
Chlang-t’ao jumped down from Wu Lao-pa’s shoulders and shouted:
“Comrades, follow me!”
And with defiance in his eyes, he led the demonstration forward. Suddenly two sparkling bayonets were
pointing at his face blocking his way. Chiang-t’ao, with his hands behind his back, opened his eyes wide and
fearlessly glared at the glittering tips of the bayonets. His courage struck home and the demonstrators followed
suit.
Chu Lao-chung saw that the bayonets leveled at Chiang-t’ao would soon be thrust into his eyes. He ripped off
his padded jacket, and rushed over with a stick.\fn{ A note reads: A stick in three sections, chain-linked together—a traditional
Chinese weapon.} With one blow he knocked both bayonets to the ground. At once five or six more bayonets
descended upon him. He fought back. Soon he was surrounded by countless bayonets, and he was losing ground.
He shouted:
“Charge, comrades! Even if it’s a mountain of swords, we shall overcome!”
Ta-kuei, with his thick neck thrust forward, shook his arms and shouted:
“Down with the thugs of the corrupt officials!”
The crowd echoed. Their cries shook heaven and earth.
Chang Chia-ch’ing, Ta-kuei, and other young monitors of the demonstration picked up their spears and rushed
forward. Because the troops did not have any order to shoot, the monitors soon broke their ranks and drove them
into the courtyard.
Chu Lao-chung shouted, “Comrades, let’s go in!” They rushed into the courtyard, they crowded into the hall,
they climbed all over the roof.
Chu Lao-chung stood in front of the crowd, shook his fist and shouted:
“Corrupt officials, come out and meet the public.”
The demonstrators echoed his shout. The police and security guards made threatening gestures and held their
ground.
“Comrades!” Chu Lao-chung continued, “If they hurt one of us, what shall we do?”
“Kill them all!” the crowd responded.
“Very well,” Chu Lao-chung shouted, “get your weapons!”
The demonstrators armed themselves with hoes, bricks, and rocks and took up combat positions like tigers out
[to] hunt.
When the magistrate saw such a multitude of petitioners, he dared not show his face. The security guards and
police formed a cordon around the building. The demonstrators waited for a long time before the magistrate sent
out a message:
“For the time being, no pig tax will be collected.”
Chiang-t’ao demanded that he repeal the tax outright. The magistrate said he did not dare without instruction
from the provincial government.
Chiang-t’ao noticed that it had been a long day for the demonstrators, who had had just one meal and were all
exhausted. He asked Wu Lao-pa to give him a push to get onto a stone stele\fn{ A pillar bearing some form of memorial
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inscription.}

nearby. He talked from his perch;
“My fellow countrymen, my old fellow townsmen! Now you have seen our power, haven’t you? We scared the
daylight out of those bad landlords and corrupt officials. But if they come again to collect the pig tax, what shall
we do?”
“Kill them right there and then!” shouted Chu Lao-chung, again jumping up, and again yelling at the top of his
voice.
“Down with the bad landlord Feng Lao-lan!” roared the crowd. Chiang-t’ao tilted his head to one side and
imitated Chia Hsiang-nung’s gesture as he shouted:
“Abolish the license fees! Oppose the salt price hike! Abolish usury!”
But his raised right arm was trembling.
“You want to get rid of all the bad landlords and corrupt officials? Then join the Peasants Association!” said
Chiang-t'ao. And the crowd responded:
“We want to join!”
“Comrades,” said Chiang-t’ao, “don’t walk home alone. Watch out for the bad landlords. They are out to get
you. Watch out for the police; they are waiting to arrest you!”\fn{ A note reads: The demonstrators’ victory is short-lived.
Feng Lao-lan soon files a lawsuit against them. Meanwhile, Chiang-t’ao and his schoolmates at the No.2 Normal School are absorbed in
another issue—protesting the Kuomintang government’s nonaction against Japanese invaders. The closure of the school does not drive
away the student demonstrators, but a police blockade threatens them with starvation, which becomes effectively divisive among the
students.}

During the past several days the Kuomintang branch at the city mobilized the students’ parents to keep a vigil
in front of the besieged school, where they tearfully demanded to see their children. Their soft talk undermined
the students’ resolve. Some of them secretly negotiated with the police, sneaked out, and went home. The enemy’s
political offensive showed its effect.
The wavering of some students during the past few days had given Lao-hsia reason to be concerned. He could
neither eat nor sleep. One night he went up to the dormitory to look for Chiang-t’ao, but he could find neither him
nor Chang Chia-ch’ing. Alone he paced back and forth in the corridor. After a while he stopped, resting both his
hands on the railing. The noise of the city had subsided. Everything hushed. Thousands of twinkling stars above
matched the thousands of gleaming city lights below like red flags strewn all over the sky and below While
standing there he remembered the high price he had paid during the past few years at the No.2 Normal School.
For the sake of the revolution and freedom, many comrades had even had to sacrifice their own education to make
this school what it was now. In the course of the revolution the No.2 Normal School had written a glorious page,
but today it was facing disaster. It appeared that they would have to abandon it for a life behind bars. Distress
filled his black eyes.
There he stood, with his hands behind him. By and by he felt a warm hand reaching for his. He turned to find
Chiang-t’ao placing an arm over his shoulder. In the darkness, Chiang-t’ao noticed a sad smile on his pale, thin
face.
“Are you feeling well?” he inquired.
“It’s nothing,” Lao-hsia replied, shaking his head. The magnificent Milky Way and the quiet city at night
captured Chiang-t’ao.
“Well, we may have to leave this dear school,” he said with a sigh.
Any young person, particularly during his school years, would cherish the school that nurtured and educated
him—its buildings, trees, ponds, and wells—with the same feelings that he had for his home. The thought of
leaving would melt his heart; no matter how many years had passed, he would still recall with fond memories
many meaningful events that had occurred there.
“I don’t want to leave,” Lao-hsia mumbled slowly. “I cannot bear such a thought.”
“For the revolution,” replied Chiang-t’ao. “But as for our struggle, the aim ought to be clearer.”
“It’s very clear.” Lao-hsia was surprised. “Having armed ourselves, we wait for negotiations.”
“Wait for negotiations?” Chiang-t’ao asked. “Isn’t that rather opportunistic?”
Taken aback, Lao-hsia started blinking. After a long silence he nodded.
“Perhaps. But I still don’t quite understand. Paoting is an important center of communication and the heart of
revolution of this entire region. The No.2 Normal School is the revolutionary fortress in Paoting and a fulcrum in
student movements. We can’t just let the enemy take it. Our heroic action already has had influence on the people
in Tientsin and all over North China.”
His subtle tone revealed the determination of the Party leadership. His heart was afire as he, with his hands
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behind him, paced back and forth, and his calm eyes shone with confidence.
Chiang-t’ao, with his questions somewhat frustrated, hesitated for a moment.
“Yes,” he said. “In our demand for resistance against Japan we should be more resolute.” He was watching
Lao-hsia, trying to gauge his feelings.
Then Chiang-t’ao’s thoughts became clearer. To be sure, the young people of this region had all supported this
movement and extended its influence, but because of the shape the struggle had taken now the students could no
longer wait; they must act at once.
“The revolutionary tide has risen all over the country,” he maintained. “The establishment of the Chinese
Soviet Republic and the expansion of the red areas ought to inspire the people.”
Frowning in deep thought for a moment, he continued:
“We are not cooperating with workers and peasants but fighting alone with our strength exposed. Wouldn’t
such action harm the revolution?”
He started pacing with Lao-hsia. Lao-hsia’s face became grave.
“Your question is very much to the point!”
He gazed into space, unblinking. After a considerable pause he conceded:
“Yes, there may well be an element of opportunism in this.”
He did not finish. The present situation could well be compared to a drum, which, if punctured, can no longer
work. They had underestimated the cruelty of their adversaries. When the enemy announced the list of political
criminals, they did not run away. On the contrary, they assembled themselves in the school as if to wait for arrest.
At this point he was not prepared to bare this thought, but said:
“Right now, our job is to prevent right-wing sentiment among the revolutionary ranks and to fight
courageously and stubbornly. If we waver, there’s going to be trouble. Once we leave these walls, we will be
arrested immediately.”
He slowly raised his head to look at Chiang-t’ao.
At that time, the enemy, the Kuomintang, was marshaling its forces in preparation to attack the red areas in the
south, and actively suppressing anti-Japanese movements and arresting the young activists in the north. After the
students had maintained ten days of stubborn resistance on campus, their schoolmates off campus held press conferences in Tientsin and Peking to publicize their cause. But the authorities showed no sign of coming to terms.
To Lao-hsia, for years student movement had been this way: closing schools, demonstrations, petitions, and
extensive propaganda; when those who were in authority decided to save face, they would initiate negotiation. Yet
today the situation was different.
“I understand what you mean,” he said. “But have you thought through how we can break out? The enemy has
regular troops out there, but we have neither an inch of iron on hand nor support from the outside. That to me is
risky.”
“The way I see it,” commented Chiang-t’ao, “It’s better to break out than to wait, because waiting amounts to
suicide.”
“Waiting is opportunism, while breaking out is adventurism.” Lao-hsia said after a pause, “If you agree to this
logic, either way it’s suicide. There is no hope!” Chuckling humorously, he led Chiang-t’ao downstairs.
They stood hand in hand in front of a map. This had become their old habit in recent years. Whenever they
discussed revolution, they would draw red lines on the map around the regions occupied by the Red Army and
circle the abandoned areas with blue lines. When the comrades working in the Kuomintang areas saw the red
regions on the map, it warmed their hearts as if the red ones were their home and motherland. Lao-hsia made a
circle on the map.
“Look,” he said. “Whose territory is this?”
Chiang-t’ao’s feelings became mixed. He always had respect for Lao-hsia, who had come from Ching-hsing,
where his father and elder brother were miners and members of the Communist Party. From the very beginning he
was simply taught by his social class background, and did not come to the No.2 Normal School until he joined the
Party. Though sparing in speech, he loved to ponder questions deeply. All year round he wore a pair of shoes and
socks made by his mother and a faded gown of homespun variety. He was a simple but compassionate fellow and
a responsible Party member. The victories won by several student protests at the No.2 Normal School could not
have been without his leadership. Because of his ingenious strategies, the second student protest from start to
finish lasted for only three days but succeeded in having the Department of Education remove the corrupt
principal—an unprecedented victory! But now that the enemy had devised different tactics, Lao-hsia continued to
follow the old line and could not leap a single step forward.
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As the question of line entered into his mind, Chiang-t’ao regretted that when they were opposing the “Leftists’
Adventurism,” they did not grasp the new spirit, nor did they purge the attitude of wanting instant success. At the
moment the wisdom of the comrades had not caught up with the new line of thought, which caused their struggle
to face the present predicament. He no longer wanted to continue this line of thought.
“I’ll go to stand guard,” he said and walked away.
Lao-hsia, from his place by the door, watched Chiang-t’ao’s shadow until it completely disappeared in darkness before he returned to sit on his bed to rest. He thought: the prospect of leaving the school and handing it over
to the enemies would never get the group’s approval; in fact he himself could not bear to agree.
A student who had been on guard brought a letter to him which had been thrown in from the outside. After one
quick glance at it he backed up a few steps to lean against the wall, his hand trembling. He placed his other hand
over his eyes for a moment, then began to read the letter.
The Provincial Party authority had decided:
Anti-Japanese guerrilla activities will be expanded on both sides of the Hu-t’o and Chu-lung Rivers on the plain of
Hopei Province. The Special Party Committee has decided to withdraw the student protesters from the No.2 Normal
School and reassign them to the countryside to support the guerrillas in Kao-yang and Li-hsien.

Lao-hsia heaved a long sigh and said resolutely:
“It shall be done!”
Alone, Chiang-t’ao had continued to wonder whether or not he was guilty of right-wing reaction in his
thinking. But after reading the directive from the Special Party Committee he immediately said with conviction:
“This is right!”
His frowning forehead suddenly relaxed and a smile appeared on his face. With the letter in hand he went to
the northern building to look up Chang Chia-ch’ing, who was sleeping in his bed. He put the letter in his hands.
Without waiting for Chang Chia-ch’ing to finish reading, Chiang-t’ao said:
“I’m one hundred percent behind this excellent strategy.”
His eyes shone as he paced around the room.
“What happens to this school is less important than the affairs of the nation. Being boxed in within these
school walls is not as good as expanding guerrilla warfare in the countryside …”
Chang Chia-ch’ing finished reading the letter. He sat up abruptly and glanced at Chiang-t’ao.
“Beware of defeatism!” he said. “We must protect the anti-Japanese fortress and the interests of young
students.”
He waved his arm, chopping up and down.
“Do reactionaries want to starve us? So long as one of us is alive, let’s break out and charge the Public Security
Police Office.” Tears came to his eyes as he shouted breathlessly.
When Chiang-t’ao saw Chang Chia-ch’ing’s rousing anger, he understood that even though the time for the old
line had passed, the old line of thought still remained. Yet how noble was his revolutionary zeal!
“We ought to have a broader view,” he said.
“We can’t grow grain on the school playground,” Chiang-t’ao said “This is the new line! We must consider
problems according to the new spirit. In order to preserve the revolutionary seeds, we should conserve our
strength. We must recognize that in a revolution sometimes we advance and sometimes we retreat; at other times
we may go in a circle or take a detour. The enemy, seeing this superficially, may think that we have withdrawn in
defeat. Yet when the seeds sown on dry ground receive spring rain, they will germinate and become thousands of
seedlings. In the sun and wind they will blossom and bear fruit. On the other hand, if we lose these seeds …”
He proceeded to explain in considerable detail the importance of preserving the anti-Japanese strength and the
seeds of revolution.
Chang Chia-ch’ing stood up, cutting Chiang-t’ao short:
“Oh, my God! You and your circles and detours again! Why can’t we take the straight path? Afraid of
bloodshed? Fear death? I have no fear of anything, not even the corrupt power which placed this cangue upon
me.” He was thinking: If you went this way, he would say that way is correct; if you went that way, he would
surely say this way is correct. If not too much to the left, then too much to the right—this revolution is surely
tough business!
“Our struggle is to fortify further the revolutionary foundation,” he said thoughtfully. “We are not to sell
ourselves short; we cannot put all the eggs in one basket.” He sat down and continued:
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“What if you break out, charge the Public Security Police, and land in jail? The revolutionary ranks will only
lose a comrade, that’s all!”
They could not reach an agreement. They had to wait until they held a meeting to reach a decision. …\fn{ A note
reads: The students accept the Party directive. They prepare to break out for the countryside to join the guerrillas. But the Kuomintang
army takes them by surprise. In the course of violent struggle many students are wounded, arrested, or killed. The first volume of this long
novel ends with the imprisonment of Chiang-t’ao and the escape of Chang Chia-ch’ing, his comrade-in-arms .}

63.128b Verandah, Oh Verandah\fn{by Wang Wen-yee (1914- )} Kiangsu Province, China (F) 3
A verandah? Yes! A verandah to let in a torrent of sunlight and permit a full view of the beautiful scenery
outside would be quite an attraction, especially for this hillside house of ours. There should be proper means to
bring in clouds, mists, slanting rays of setting suns and silvery moonbeams!
Rainy days would no longer cause vexation. We can’t step out into the garden to gaze at rainy scenes. With a
verandah, however, we could sit in rattan chairs with cups of tea and heartily enjoy the mountains under misty
rain.
This is why my husband wanted to add an ideally exquisite verandah to our house, right outside the sliding
glass panels of the drawing room.
The moment we moved up to this hillside abode, he fell in love with the new little world that is half surrounded by hills and opens up to a panoramic view of far and near. Years of exposure to city din and dust had eroded
us, but we were now grateful for the green hills and trees which surrounded our garden and our hearts.
*
At the break of dawn each morning, my husband would go out into the garden for his shadow-boxing exercise.
We would then take a stroll to let the refreshing colors of mountains, trees, grass and a distant strip of water dance
before our eyes. Bathed in the early morning light, the mountains would unfold their soul-awakening beauty and
let marvelously fresh air float down in soft breezes. The morning chimes from the church at the foot of the hill,
blending beautifully with the chirps and twitters of the birds, played a dawn symphony. Sometimes we would find
ourselves shrouded by the morning mist and my husband would stand gazing at the milky whiteness of this
fairyland. Mountains, trees and distant farms would appear and disappear in the fluffy patches. Familiar scenes
would appear dreamily different and we would feel as if we were in mid-air above a totally strange land. Breathless with awe and admiration, my husband would exclaim:
“Just like a painting by Huang Chun-pi!”
Such outings were not possible on rainy days. Quite naturally, my husband was very anxious to have a verandah for all-weather viewing, so he asked the neighborhood shopkeeper to fetch a carpenter for the work.
When the shopkeeper brought a carpenter over, my husband suddenly came up with the idea that the west
window of the drawing room should have a fixed wooden awning to guard against splashing rains and the beams
of late afternoon sun. It was not a bad idea, and 80 per cent of the money asked for was paid on the spot.
A few days later the carpenter came with a cart-load of lumber. One pile was for the verandah and another for
the awning. I walked over and fouund in the awning pile two logs for what would be a small awning. At first, I
could not make out why he had chosen two thick logs for what could be a small awning. But I thought the carpenter perhaps had good enough reasons, quite possibly futuristic ideas about what architecture should be like. But
twelve feet tall and 4½ inches thick? Wouldn’t they be a bit too much for our six-foot west window? Furthermore,
what would happen to the cement path outside the window? And our hedge of hibiscus? The ones that separate the
inner court from thte garden. What about them?
Our garden, instead of being in front of the doorway, is at the right side of the house, and the question now was
whether to plant the two awning-supporters on the court side or the garden side of hibiscus. Obviously there was
not enough room inside. But to have the logs outside would amount to having two unshapely legs protrude from
the side of the house as if it were going to stride into the garden. Visitors would certainly chuckle at the expense
of our poor house!
“Perhaps we should drop the awning plan,” I said.
My husband, in the face of the two awkward logs, could not but agree with me. The west window had stood
well against typhoons. Rains had never really taken advantage of it, and the setting sun could easily be kept out by
drawn curtains. There was no need for an awning in the first place; the plan had resulted more or less from my
husband’s arbitrary whim.
“Once bought, lumber cannot be returned,” was the carpenter’s declaration. “The materials for the awning
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alone cost nearly 1,000 dollars.”
But all in all, the carpenter impressed us as a sort of gifted fellow, and this feeling of ours was substantiated by
what he later said to us. At any rate, we could keep the lumber as a reminder that a futuristic awning was once in
the making.
One consolation was that, according to the carpenter, the verandan would be completed in 10 days. That would
be fast work, and a beautiful verandah would soon make us forget the awning plan.
The work began, but the carpenter stopped coming after a few days. What had happened to him? The shopkeeper said the carpenter had been taken ill. As it turned out, that indisposition was to last a whole month. But one
day, I ran into the carpenter who, embarrassed as he was, did not look like someone risen from a sickbed. He
scratched his head and produced this remark:
“A friend is getting married and I just have to run some errands for him.”
So that was the reason!
Since any gentleman should be helpful to others, especially with regard to matters concerning matrimony, we
decided that our landscape viewing plan could wait a little longer. But the days passed fast and, before long,. they
had added up to well over two months. We kept wondering how many other friends of the carpenter’s were getting married. The shopkeeper, in the meantime, stuck to his statement:
“He is ill and doesn’t feel well.”
What really was the matter with this carpenter of ours? We had moved to the hillside not long ago and were not
yet familiar with things and people in the vicinity. One day I was talking with a neighbor and no sooner was the
subject of the verandah brought up than this man burst out laughing. When he had laughed enough, he said:
“This carpenter used to be awfully. rich. For example, a piece of land he sold about 10 years ago brought him
700,000 dollars!”
“What has happened to the money?”
My neighbor used some sign language and produced a groan. So! It was drinking and gambling. No wonder
the carpenter was complaining about his “stomach” trouble.
But what would become of our verandah plan? Instead of enjoying mountain scenery, we were now gazing
helplessly at wood shavings, saw-dust, sand and rubble. Everything inside the house seemed always covered with
dust. I had been rather impatient but was now as jittery as an ant in a hot frying pan.
The shopkeeper, however, was imperturbable. He kept telling my husband that he had advanced the final
payment to the carpenter and that rny husband did not have to bother about it unless the work was done. But my
good natured husband was now furious.
“If he isn’t coming, you’ll have to find someone else to finish the work,” he exclaimed to the shopkeeper’s
face. That was not an unreasonable explosion for it was the shopkeeper who, had been entrusted with negotiations
for the construction work.
And so, after a period of time, early in the morning of one lucky day, the shopkeeper brought the carpenter
back to us. The carpenter walked ahead, looking clumsily awkward. The shopkeeper, wearing a forced smile, kept
shaking his head. We let bygones be bygones and soothed them with cigarettes and tea. Each day we had to
remind the carpenter at least twice that he was to come back after lunch and the following morning.
The verandah had been a case of hard labor but completion now seemed just around the corner. Quite
unexpectedly, however, one big ripple was still around the bend. The incident started with the carpenter asking my
husband for the final payment. When he was told what the shopkeeper had said, he jumped up.
“When did I get any money from him for this verandah? Yeah, I owe him money. I owe him 10,000 and he is
trying to bleed me for it bit by bit.”
The carpenter grabbed the telephone: regeiver and started barking something in Taiwanese at the unseen
shopkeeper on the other end of the line. Red with anger, he slung the phone back into it’s, cradle, collected his
tools, bundled up some unused pieces of wood, picked up his jacket, and stormed off without a word. My husband
ran out into the garden after him arid asked him to please wait, then hurried off to get the shopkeeper. When they
returned, the two Taiwanese-speakers talked for what seemed to be an endless hour. I couldn’t understand a word
but knew the situation was tough and almost hopeless.
Then, my husband played his trump card.
“You keep working, and you can have the materials bought for the awning. They won’t be of any use to us
anyway.”
Gold has one price or another, but money alone does not necessarily help improve a man’s disposition. Nevertheless, my husband had to say and do something. .
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Like any mountain path that goes up and comes down again, the carpenter and the shopkeeper finally calmed
down and came to terms. The 20 per cent final payment was to go directly from my husband to the carpenter, and
the latter in turn declined the offer of free lumber.
Come to think of it, the carpenter really did have some good qualities. One day when we were transplanting
flowers in the garden, he came over and contributed some suggestions: the mechilia would look nice here and the
“ten sisters” can do without some of those extra branches. He did have an artistic inclination!
His eldest son, now in a public junior middle school, came up the hill to accompany him home after work.
Once he touched the boy’s head and told me:
“Ten years and he will be finishing college.”
He then said he had five children, his wife and his mother all depending on his carpentry for a living. That
reminded me that if he were without his bad habits, he would be leading a much richer and happier life and
certainly wouldn’t have to squabble with friends over old debts.
*
Finally, my husband’s veranda was ready. It was to have been finished in ten days, but completion took nearly
ten times as long. When leaving for the last time, the carpenter came to say goodbye and I saw him off, standing
at the foot of his latest masterpiece. His back appeared small and fragile against the setting sun and I found myself
impulsively shouting at that back:
“Don’t ever drink again, Mister!” The carpenter turned his head and smiled at me. I couldn’t help throwing in
an extra bit of advice:
“And no more gambling!” He turned his head again and I saw him nodding.
“Ten years from now your son will be a college graduate!” This time he stopped and turned to me with a very
big smile that turned into a hearty laugh. He looked happy noww. He waved at me and kept doing so as he walked
down the hill.
My husband should consider himself fortunate. The verandah he had wanted so much is now ready. We two
must take very good care of this new addition to our house, and frankly speaking, the verandah is very attractive.
But even before allowing us to enjoy the scenery from its deck, the verandah had exposed quite a lot of human
weaknesses—my husband’s hastiness, my own impatience, the shopkeeper’s greed and the carpenter’s doubtful
dependability. But, we all are just ordinary earth-bound creatures. We ought to be forgiven for our errors. If this
verandah were to be given a name, it should really be two names; “Carefulness” for my husband, and “Dais of
Patience” for me.
Let me now bring a rattan chair onto the verandah and rest myself for a while. On the west is a stretch of
mountains, and the two rows of coconut trees now look even more attractive through the verandah screen. The
lofty pine tree and the purple-leaf tree on the east side match particularly well now. The verandah faces south and
there can be seen the boundless azure sky. I am really rich, owning such a spacious blue sky with all its trimmings
of white clouds and colored mists.. Straining my eyes, I see the cloud-topped distant mountains and the ribbonlike river beneath them. Looking down closer, I see at the foot of the hill, on the plain and behind green trees,
rows after rows of red-tile roofs. Tens of thousands of households are right below our verandah!
I wonder when my husband comes back from work this evening, how long he will stand on this new verandah,
forgetting time and himself. The sun, however, has gone down and there will be no moon tonight. But when the
curtain is lowered for the day, the lights on the Peking Bridge will be among the first to illuminate the night sky.
Like so many tiny flowers, lights are already springing up alive all over the place in quick succession. So, I will
let my husband sit on his verandah and enjoy the myriad of lights that keep the night bright for countless people
below our hill.
255.101 Excerpt from Daughters And Sons\fn{by Yuan Jing (1914- )} China. (F) 8
In Shenchia Village on the shore of Paiyang Lake lived an elderly peasant widower and his two sons,
Ta-shui who was twenty-one and Hsiao-shui who was twelve. They owned less than an acre of lake
shallows on which they raised reeds. They were heavily in debt to Shen, the mayor, who was the biggest
landlord and the most active money-lender in the village. Shen’s clan, for generations, had been the local
feudal lords, as was indicated by the very name of the village, “Shenchia,” meaning “Shen Family.”
Tieh\fn{A familiar term for “father”} wanted Ta-shui to take a bride and was willing to borrow more money from
Shen to finance the marriage. Since their financial status was already precarious, Ta shui was more concerned
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about the marriage question than the news that the Japanese were advancing on Peking, a hundred miles to the
north.
“Things are bad enough as it is,” he protested. “If we keep borrowing, we’ll end up by losing our miserable
little plot of ground too.”
Tieh felt that the house was really much too hard to manage without a woman around to run things. He insisted
that they could assume the additional burden. Ta-shui didn’t agree. Powerfully built, with broad shoulders, brawny
arms, Ta-shui was a hard worker. He thought that if he would put his back to it, and labour day and night, they
could get rid of the debt. Then he would feel free to marry.
*
While the family argument was raging, on July 7, 1937, the Japanese struck at the Marco Polo Bridge outside of Peking.
The war between China and Japan had begun.
In Shenchia, acting on orders from the Kuomintang army, the police rounded up peasants to dig trenches. Tashui was
among those conscripted. The police behaved in their usual brutal fashion and he was cracked on the head with a club
several times during the month they spent digging.
The trenches turned out to be a waste of work. The Kuomintang army appeared briefly in the village during its
rapid retreat, pausing only long enough to pillage and loot. The police force left next, as news arrived of the fall of one
large town after another. Every day Japanese planes, wheeling overhead, dropped bombs on the cities. The big
officials, carrying their gold and silver money, departed for healthier climes, closely followed by the petty officials
who took away as much as they could of whatever wasn’t nailed down.
The villagers were beginning to become uneasy. One afternoon Ta-shui walked over to the village administration office to
see whether he could learn any late news. He found a crowd of peasants standing around in the courtyard, all ears to a
conversation between the mayor and some of the local gentry. The latter were so scared that they forgot their fancy speech
affectations, and were arguing among themselves.
“Let’s beat it! What’s the use of sticking your neck out and waiting for the axe?”
“And leave all this property behind? I’m going to wait and see which way the wind blows!”
Most people went around with their hearts in their mouths. They became even more frightened when, the
following day, refugees from the fighting zones began pouring in—some crying, and all very upset.
Ta-shui, his father and his brother Hsiao-shui were planting wheat on a little piece of land they had leased from Shen.
They had no draught animals; the brothers pulled the seeder while their father guided it from behind. Since the seeder
was heavy and Hsiao-shui was little more than a child, Ta-shui did most of the pulling. Built like an ox, he dragged the
seeder almost effortlessly.
“At a time like this, you’re planting wheat!” marvelled one of the refugees. “Do you think you’ll be here to eat
it?” Ta-shui stopped pulling and straightened his back.
“He’s right, we’re probably planting for nothing,” he said worriedly to his father. “We’d better leave.” Tieh
glared at him.
“Where’ll we run to? Get back to your pulling, boy. If we die, then there’s no problem. If we live, we’ve still
got to eat!”
Ta-shui had an elder cousin named Blacky Tsai who also lived in Shenchia with his wife and child. Blacky hadn’t
been home for many months. He was secretly a member of the Communist Party, and was called “Blacky” because of
his dark ruddy complexion. Originally a blacksmith, he had opened a small restaurant as a front and helped
revolutionaries move about from one part of the region to another. Then the police put on a “Communist eradication”
campaign. Things got too hot for him and he had to leave. His wife supported herself and the child by weaving mats and
baskets.
The refugees kept arriving in ever increasing numbers, and found living quarters wherever they could. Mrs.
Blacky Tsai was one of the many villagers in Shenchia required to put up friends or relatives running from the
Japanese scourge. Her mother, Mrs. Yang, and her younger sister, Mei, appeared at her door one afternoon. They had
fled from their home town which was already occupied by the Japanese. It was only fifty miles west of Shenchia.
“What shall we do?” said Mrs. Yang in despair. “Bandits and deserters are everywhere. Where can I go with this
girl and get away from all this trouble? She’s grown up, and should be married by now. I’ve thought and thought, but
I don't see any way out.”
*
A few days later, Mrs. Tsai approached Tieh about making a match between Ta-shui and her sister. Father was
delighted.
“That’s wonderful!” he smiled. “We don’t have much money now, but if your mother will consent …”
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“Who wants to get married in these unsettled times,” Ta-shui mumbled, but his heart pounded queerly.
In the past, Mei had come to Shenchia often to visit her elder sister. Ta-shui had met her there and talked with her
several times. She was a very pretty girl, a capable housekeeper with a pleasant disposition. Once Ta-shui went to ask
Mrs. Tsai to do some mending for him. She was out, but Mei, who was visiting at the time, did the job neatly and
quickly, without a word.
Mei is a fine girl, thought Ta-shui. I certainly would be happy, if I were married to her. .
Mrs. Tsai knew how he felt. Now that she had his father’s consent, she returned home to talk it over with her
mother.
Mei was sitting on the kang\fn{A brick oven-bed} busy with needle and thread. She was seventeen, slim, but quite
strong. She could carry a full bucket of water a long way without having to set it down. Her mother was old-fashioned
and made her wear a long thick braid and bangs. As her sister and mother talked, Mei raised her big eyes for a moment.
She saw her sister smiling in her direction, and guessed that they were discussing her prospective marriage. She began
to blush furiously. Keeping her head down as if intent on her work, she listened closely to what was being said.
Ta-shui is a fine boy—honest and sweet, she thought. If I could marry a good-hearted peasant like him, I’d be
content all my life. To her surprise and disappointment, her mother couldn’t make up her mind. Ta-shui’s
family was so poor …
“There’s no rush about this,” said Mrs. Yang finally. “We’ll talk it over again later.”
It soon became apparent that Mrs. Tsai couldn’t afford to take care of her two guests. Mei and her mother
moved to the home of another relative in a nearby village. The marriage question was left in abeyance.
*
In the fall, the bandits got busy. They menaced every village. The gangs would force the villages to give them
official status. Posing as their “protectors,” they constantly made levies for “upkeep.”
In Shenchia, there was a small operator named Li who had one gun and five men. One day he went to Shen,
the mayor, and asked,
“What about it? All the other villages have organized. Unless we do the same, I can’t promise to give
protection.”
Li was well known as a local tough. His private gang having run off, the mayor had no choice but to
consent. That afternoon, the villagers were summoned to meet in the temple courtyard. Ta-shui and his father
attended. His pistol stuck in his belt, Li got up on the steps and addressed the gathering. He used new terms he
had recently heard but about whose meaning he was more than a little vague.
“It’s like this,” he said. “Every village has a protection group, and we’ve got to have one too—paid for by
the village. These days we’ve all got to work together and share everything with one another. This is called
‘communizing.’” He stepped down, pulled out a pack of cigarettes, and began handing them out.
“Let’s communize!” he said grandly.
Cooking facilities and sleeping quarters for the gang were promptly set up in the temple. Tieh angrily tugged
Ta-shui’s arm.
“Let’s go home to work—these people are all crazy!”
Later that afternoon, Hsiao, a young peasant neighbour, asked Ta-shui to join the band with him. Ta-shui shook his
head.
“No one in my family was ever mixed up in that kind of dirty business,” he said.
In the nearby village of Hochuang, another gang of bandits was formed. It was headed by one Ho, a big
landlord who owned about 750 acres. Ho was a member of the Kuomintang Party and had been a staff officer in
the Kuomintang army. Chin-lung, a shrewd, cruel young man, was Ho’s bodyguard and a ranking officer in the
“Hochuang Company.” The gang, which was quite large, had a considerable number of guns and was full of army
deserters and former police. Li, knowing his crew could never stand up against the Hochuang crowd, joined
forces with it.
Ho’s enlarged gang roved from one village to the next, commandeering food. Their demands usually were in
terms of 1,000 lbs.—whether meat or wheat, oil or vinegar. The peasants were very hard pressed. In ad dition, the
gang would make levies of money on the entire village.
*
Meanwhile the Japanese were moving south along the railway to the west. Because this was quite far from the
Paiyang villages, one could still draw a breath.
One afternoon Ta-shui sat with his father in a little boat, while his brother Hsiao-shui did the rowing. After
travelling about half a mile, they came out of the inlet into Paiyang Lake. In the clear shallow water along the shore
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there was a dense growth of reeds, which belonged to them. They stepped out of the boat and wielded their
gleaming sickles.
Oblivious to the cries of the water fowl startled by their presence, they worked steadily. Overhead, a hawk was
slowly circling. Ta-shui wondered whether he and Mei could ever get married. He had no way of knowing that,
against her will, her mother had already engaged her to someone else, and set the date for the wedding. The lucky
man was the bodyguard, now turned bandit, Chin-lung!
The sun was almost set; its scarlet reflection on the surface of the water dazzled the eyes. Heavily laden with
reeds, the boat moved sluggishly back in the direction of the dyke, the two brothers straining at the oars. By the
time they unloaded the cargo on the shore, it was dark and the moon had reached the tree-tops.
*
The following morning, Ta-shui and Tieh turned most of their reeds over to Shen to meet an interest payment.
A few hours later, Ho’s bandits imposed a fresh levy which wiped out the small surplus of reeds left.
The next day, Chin-lung, a pistol strapped round his waist, came riding towards Shenchia on a big mule. He
was looking for recruits to his bandit gang. On the road he saw Ta-shui picking manure with a wooden bucket and
shovel. Reining to a stop, he cocked his head to one side and flashed a couple of gold teeth in greeting.
“Hey, stupid—what are you doing that for?” he called. “Come in with us and eat white rolls and stewed pork!”
Ta-shui knew what kind of man Chin-lung was. He broke into a nervous sweat.
“I’m no good at that sort of thing,” he replied confusedly.
“What! You mean you don’t know how to eat white rolls and stewed pork?” mocked Chin-lung coldly.
Ta-shui couldn't think of anything to say. He continued slowly along the road with his head down, scooping up
manure and putting it into his bucket. Chin-lung watched him scornfully.
“You weren’t made right, you’ve got your eyes in your behind!” he hooted.
He kicked up his mule, swung his crop and galloped off. Ta-shui glared after him until he disappeared.
*
In October, forces of the Communist-led Eighth Route Army under General Lu Cheng-tsao camped a few miles from
Shenchia. One of Ta-shui’s neighbours had seen them on his way back from a market town where he had gone to sell
home-made cloth. He couldn’t praise them enough—how different they were from the “guzzle-and-swill soldiers,” as he
described the bandits. He told how they wore rough cloth uniforms, ate millet, fought the Japanese, looked after the
peasants and cleaned up the bandits.
“That’s what I call a real army!” he said, sticking up a thumb from a clenched fist. “Join them, if you want to
fight the Japanese! Anybody who joins the guzzleand-swill soldiers is crazy!”
The same kind of reports came from all over. Immediately, dozens of young men wanted to enlist in the “Pa Lu,” as
the Communist Eighth Route Army was then called.\fn{ The term means “Eighth Route”; it was often used in the liberated areas
synonymously for all Communist-led military and government organizations} The “Hochuang Company,” afraid the Pa Lu would
wipe it out, hastily decided to call itself a “self-defence corps.” It was joined by another Kuomintang officer, a former
army captain named Kuo, who had deserted during the mass exodus of Chiang Kai-shek’s men. Ho recognized him as
one of his own kind and dignified him with the title of “Vice-commander.” The two worked well together. They ruled
the region as if it were their own small kingdom.
*
By now, Ta-shui was weary of waiting for news about his marriage. While Mrs. Tsai didn’t have the courage to tell
him the truth, since such a long time had already expired, he guessed that there was no hope. At home, economic conditions
were going from bad to worse. Half the time they didn’t have enough to eat. Ta-shui felt depressed and resentful.
“This is the limit!” he said to his father. “We’re practically starving. We’d be better off if I joined the Pa Lu.”
“You’re out of your mind! Don’t get mixed up in things that don’t concern you. You’ll be getting married soon
—”
“I’m never going to get married! I’ll be a monk with hair! I want to join the army!”
“I told you you can’t go,” yelled Tieh, angrily rapping him on the head with his long pipe. “You insist on talking about it
—you insist!”
Ta-shui scowled and rolled over on the kang. Covering his head with the quilt, he went to sleep.
*
The following morning, Ta-shui’s cousin, Blacky Tsai, unexpectedly returned to Shenchia. He was healthy and in fine
spirits, though his clothes were a mass of patches. On seeing Ta-shui again, his bristly moustache twisted into a grin. The
two chatted animatedly and with great affection.
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Friends and neighbours, hearing that Blacky had come home, began dropping in. He was known to be a straightforward,
honest man, and people liked being with him and talking with him. His two-room house was soon crowded with visitors.
This was the period of “Kuomintang-Communist Cooperation,” and Blacky Tsai no longer had to hide. He told his
friends the war news and of the new slogans that were sweeping the country—“Defeat Japanese Imperialism,” “Mobilize
the Whole Nation,” “Improve the People’s Livelihood”—the peasants savoured these new phrases with interest.
Ta-shui remained after everyone else had left. His cousin looked at him intently.
“Are you willing to be a slave in a defeated country?”Blacky suddenly asked.
“No one wants that,” said Ta-shui. “Didn’t you just get through telling us how terrible that would be?”
“Good!” said Blacky softly. “Work with me. We’ll form a militia. When the Japanese come, we’ll fight
them!” Ta-shui had heard his cousin talk for over an hour, but there were still some things he couldn’t believe.
“How can we beat them empty-handed?” he asked. Blacky Tsai laughed.
“We don’t have to worry that there are thousands of Japanese. The only thing to fear is that the people won’t
rise against them soon enough. Once the people are aroused, we can’t lose! We have arms. Tomorrow help me
move some here—what do you say?” Ta-shui was flabbergasted.
“All right,” he stammered, “but tomorrow I’ve got some work to do.”
“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” Blacky smiled. “We’ll go together. No one will pay any attention to two
cousins out for a walk. I guarantee that nothing will happen.” Ta-shui hesitated.
“I’ll have to ask my father,” he said evasively. His cousin shook his head and clapped Ta-shui on the shoulder.
“Old brother, don’t talk to him about this. I don’t want to take any chances of this leaking out.” He leaned over
and whispered his plan into Ta-shui’s ear. Ta-shui thought a moment.
“Fine, let’s do it that way,” he laughed. After receiving a few more words of encouragement, he returned home.
*
The following day, the two men set out, each carrying a shoulder pole with two large empty wicker
fish baskets—one on each end. To anyone who asked where they were heading, Blacky replied casually
that they were going to buy fish to resell at retail.
Once outside the village, they followed the dyke a distance, then cut over to the west. At dusk, they reached
the village of Hohsi on the Fu River. An old lady opened the door of a small house in response to their knock. She
peered at them in the light of an oil lamp which she tarried in her hand.
“I’ve come for the things,” Blacky said in a low voice.
The white-haired lady led them to an inner courtyard. There she pulled out a big burlap bag from its
hiding place in a stack of grain stalks and opened it. It was full of hand grenades—about three hundred of
them—all sizes. The men filled the four baskets and covered them tightly with lotus leaves. The old lady
gave them some water and corn muffins while Blacky talked with her quietly for a few minutes. Then they
lifted their carrying poles on to their shoulders and started back through the night.
“Who gave us so many bombs?” Ta-shui asked in a whisper, as they strode swiftly along the dark road.
“They’re hand grenades, and nobody gave them to us,” laughed his cousin. “We gathered them. When the
Kuomintang army ran away, they left behind great quantities of munitions. Most of the rifles and pistols we
collected we’ve turned over to General Lu. We’ll do fine with these few hand grenades—you’ll see!”
It was almost dawn when they arrived back at the village. They went directly to the school which hadn’t
been used since the Japanese attack at Lukouchiao (Marco Polo Bridge). Shuang the weaver, who worked a
tiny plot of ground in his spare time, was waiting for them in the school yard. The skinny little fellow was
extremely dextrous. He had already dug two deep holes in the earthen floor of the teachers’ room. Working
quietly, the three men began burying the grenades. They finished as the cocks started to crow.
*
During the next few days, Blacky Tsai organized about a dozen men. Meeting every night in the abandoned
school, they decided upon the name of “Anti-Japanese Militia.” At the same time, they let it be known that General Lu
had issued powerful Mauser pistols to them. They spread the word that they would settle with anyone who opposed
fighting the Japanese.
Ta-shui worked during the day and ran around with his cousin at night. He was pleased and fascinated by the new
world which Blacky was opening to him.
“What craziness are you up to?” Tieh asked him one day.
“Resisting the Japanese!”
“Today you can’t see hair nor hide of a couple of hundred thousand Kuomintang troops who tried to resist
them. What have a handful of men like you got that’ll lick ’em?”
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“Is it better not to try and just knuckle under?”
Tieh had no answer; Ta-shui followed up his advantage.
“If you won’t let me do this, I’ll join the army.”
“People will pull you by your hose! Anyhow, I can’t control you. Do as you please!” Tieh surrendered
grumpily.
*
Mayor Shen was worried to see that Blacky Tsai had organized an enthusiastic group of men around him. Shen
was afraid they might start “communizing” the property of the wealthy. By then, a few of his former personal gang
had drifted back and that stiffened the mayor’s spine. His first impulse was to crush Tsai’s group immediately. But
when he heard that they had guns, he decided to send Kulu, one of his old gang, to do a bit of spying first.
That night, Kulu was spotted by the man on sentry duty as he sneaked up to the abandoned school. Tun, the
sentry, a great hulk of a young fellow, was hiding in the shadows.
“Who’s there?—answer at once or I fire!” he roared.
Kulu thought Tun really had a gun and was scared speechless, but he didn’t dare to run. Tun grabbed him and dragged
him in before Blacky Tsai. Kulu was terrified.
“Mr. Tsai … Master Tsai—don’t shoot me!” he quavered. “I was ordered to do this … I had no choice … I had
to do it!”
But when Blacky asked him some questions in an amiable manner, he gave answers which everyone knew
were lies. Blacky became angry and threatened him. Kulu began trembling again. Rolling his eyes, he spilled the
whole story of Shen’s instructions. Blacky burst into uproarious laughter.
“We’ve got plenty of pistols and hand grenades,” he said, pointing at two large box seats. “Go back and tell
that to Mr. Shen. Tell him if he plays square, we’ll welcome his joining us to fight the Japanese—but if he tries
any more stuff behind our backs, we’re going to fix him!”
Kulu fervently promised to so report; he left hastily.
*
The next afternoon, the militia marched forth. Every man was laden with hand grenades hung round his waist. In
addition, each one of them had wrapped cloth around a whisk broom and strapped it on his hip. Under the men’s
jackets, the brooms bulged impressively like pistols. Some of the men had old fowling pieces slung across their backs.
They strode down the street in formation, singing The Volunteers’ March:
Arise, all ye who refuse to be slaves!
With our flesh and blood
Let us build our new Great Wall …

Ta-shui was afraid it would be discovered that the pistols were fakes. He kept turning his head and
surreptitiously patting his whisk broom to make sure it was still there.
In this fashion, the militia made several turns through the village streets. When they got to the village
administration office and poured in through the door, they loomed large and ominous in the little room.
Mayor Shen was wearing a blue robe and black vest, with a gold watch chain looped through one of the button
holes. He was frightened out of his usual haughty manner when the crowd surged in. Paling, he quickly doffed his
satin mandarin hat. After bowing Blacky Tsai to a chair, he ordered Kulu to pour tea and offer cigarettes.
“Don’t bother,” said Blacky, coming right to the point. “Now the Kuomintang and Communists are cooperating against the Japanese. Where do you stand?” Mayor Shen stroked his moustache.
“Of course the country comes first. I have always advocated resisting the Japanese,” he said smoothly.
“That’s fine,” said Blacky Tsai. “Since we’re all against the Japanese—one family, so to speak—I suggest that
your village ‘protection corps’ merge with our militia for the sake of efficiency. What do you think?”
This was the last thing Shen wanted, but he didn’t know how to refuse. He pretended a vigorous fit of
coughing.
“What about it?” Blacky pressed him.
“Well … it’s a good idea …”—the mayor was extremely uncomfortable—“but … I haven’t the authority to
make the final decision … Let’s talk about it again some other time.”
Blacky could see that Shen was being deliberately evasive. He was about to say something more pointed when
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a peasant rushed in to announce that armed bandits were holding up travellers on the Sung Kung Dyke; they were
shooting, too. Mayor Shen exchanged glances with the members of his “protection corps,” but made no move.
Blacky Tsai stood up.
“Let’s go take a look!”
“That’s their affair,” stalled the mayor. “We don’t have to bother.”
“Not bother?” said Blacky incredulously. “If we don’t protect the people, what good are we? What do we carry
guns for? If you’re afraid, stay home—we’re going!”
“Let’s all go together,” said the mayor, reddening with embarrassment.
*
With Blacky Tsai leading the militia and the mayor following behind with the “protection corps,” the group set
out along the lake towards the dyke. As they trotted steadily, Ta-shui was in a turmoil. He could feel the whisk
broom bouncing on his hip. Now we’re in for it! he thought. The whisk brooms were a good trick for scaring
people, but if we really have to fight, we’re going to make a mess of it! He looked at the grenades strung
around his waist, then tugged at the arm of Tun who was running next to him.
“How do you work the hand grenades?” he whispered.
“I don’t know,” said Tun, “I’ve never tried.”
“That’s great!” Ta-shui said to himself sarcastically. Though a stiff breeze was blowing from the west, his body
was soaked with perspiration. But he noticed that Blacky, calm as ever, was moving forward in big strides,
shoulders square.
When they reached their destination, the bandits were nowhere to be seen. Mayor Shen stood high on a mound
on the top of the dyke.
“It’s fortunate we didn’t catch them,” he said, carelessly stroking his moustache. “Your grenades probably
wouldn’t have gone off.” Blacky Tsai’s eyes flashed.
“Wouldn’t they? Watch!”
He pulled the pin from a grenade and flung it far into the empty field. It exploded with an ear-splitting
sound, as earth shot heavenward and birds flew madly in con fused haste. Dropping to his knees in terror,
the mayor crawled behind the mound on which he had been standing. He paid no attention to how this was
dirtying his beautiful clothes.
“You shouldn’t play with those things!” he said reproachfully, while the militia shouted approval.
“Here’s one for me!” cried Tun, rolling up his sleeve and letting go another grenade.
It went off like a clap of thunder. Shen, who had just got up, dropped on his belly again.
“Stop it! Stop it!” he bawled. “I’m convinced! You’re liable to hurt someone!” Shuang, clowning, batted his
eyes with an effort and waved a grenade over his head.
“No, no,” he protested. “I still haven’t thrown mine. Look out, everybody!” Shen staggered to his feet and
grabbed Shuang’s arm.
“Enough—please!” he begged. “Stop fooling around!”
Shuang made a wry face, as if very disappointed. The men all laughed.
“Whatever you do, don’t fire your pistol!” said Tun, patting Ta-shul’s shoulder. Ta-shui felt his whisk broom,
and couldn’t help grinning. It was dusk when they returned to their village.
*
That evening, Blacky Tsai sent a man to invite the mayor to come and discuss the merging of forces. The mayor
begged off, but sent his secretary to say that it was agreeable. Blacky then stipulated the following conditions: Shen
would continue to act as mayor, but his fighting men would come under Tsai’s command. Both factions would join in a
united front against the Japanese and mobilize the village. The rich would be asked to contribute money; the strong to
contribute labour. Anyone who had a store of arms—for instance, the mayor—would donate them for the fight against the
Japanese.
After hearing his secretary’s report, the mayor couldn’t sleep all night.
The .next day Blacky Tsai and his men called on him again and he agreed to everything. The two groups became
one. Some of Shen’s men resigned, but all guns were turned in and redistributed. The pistol of the former chief of
Shen’s personal gang now rested on the hip of Blacky Tsai. All guns which rich landlords in Shenchia and in several
neighbouring villages had cached were unearthed and assigned to the men of the militia. Funds were raised to buy
additional weapons. Both the armaments and the membership of the militia were increased.
*
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When news of the activities of the militia reached the village of Hochuang, Ho decided he had better do
something. He dispatched Kuo, Chin-lung and Li with a group of men to make a surprise raid on Shenchia.
Bursting into the administration office, they demanded 1,000 lbs. of cake made of flour and eggs. The mayor
knew this was only an excuse to make trouble as soon as he heard it. He said he’d be right back and went
directly to Blacky Tsai.
“Where will we get so much cake? I don’t know what to do. Please, you handle them,” begged the mayor.
Grimly, Tsai called Ta-shui and Tun, and the three of them returned with the mayor to the office. They
found Kuo big as life seated in the mayor’s chair. He was wearing his Kuomintang uniform in full insignia
and sporting a Sam Browne belt. Standing by his side was Chin-lung in a dark civilian suit, his hat pushed
to the back of his sleekly combed hair, two pistols stuck in his belt. The rest of the gang lounged around in
various garb. They all were armed, nasty-eyed characters. Kuo guessed that the dark, full-bearded man
followed by the two country bumpkins was Blacky Tsai.
“Are you Tsai the blacksmith?” he asked, deliberately contemptuous. Blacky put his right foot up on a little
bench and rested his elbow on his knee.
“I am blacksmith Tsai. What’s it to you?” he replied casually.
“What’s it to me, eh? I’m ordering you and this village to deliver 1,000 lbs. of cake, immediately!”
“We haven’t even got chaff muffins here, and you want cake!” retorted Blacky with a cold laugh.
“We have a slight temperature,” said bandit Li significantly, “and must eat cakes for our health!”
“It’s a good idea, if you can get them,” said Tun.
“Where are you going to find cake in a poor village like this?” ventured Ta-shui, gathering his courage. “We
don’t even have a pastry shop.” Kuo’s face darkened.
“We’re wasting time. Will you or won’t you deliver?”
By now, the militia which Shuang had called reached the scene. They stood listening in the courtyard
with a group of peasants. Shuang was hopping mad.
“What do you say—do we have cakes for these guys?”
“No!” roared the crowd. Kuo’s pock-marked face turned a fiery red.
“Who’s making that row?” he said ominously. “This is an order from our Commander Ho. If you refuse to
deliver, you’ll have to come with me and tell it to him!” At his signal, his men cocked their pistols.
Tun quickly moved the bolt of his rifle. The militiamen crowded in from the courtyard, ramming bullets into
their rifle chambers.
Ta-shui’s heart beat rapidly. Mayor Shen slipped out the door and ran. Suddenly, Blacky straightened up and
lifted his hand. He winked to his men.
“All right. Those who want to eat cake, come with me!” he said.
“You, Tsai! Don’t try to pull anything!” scowled Chin-lung suspiciously. Blacky raised his head high.
“You have a commander. We also have a commander. If you want cake, come with me to General Lu and eat it
there!”
“That’s right,” put in Tun. “He’s got plenty of cake!” The peasants in the courtyard took up the cry.
“Go to General Lu! Go to General Lu!”
Kuo's eyes bulged like a bull’s balls. He pounded the table in front of Blacky Tsai.
“The hell with all this talk!” he howled. “I don’t rec ognize any General Lu! Tie this smart guy up.”
Several bandits moved towards Blacky. He raised his pistol and took a step in their direction.
“Who’s the first to try!” he challenged.
Shuang and the militia levelled their guns. Some unhooked their hand grenades. All paused at the clatter of
approaching hoof beats. Three men dressed in gray uniforms of coarse cloth rode
up. Dismounting, they entered the courtyard.
“Where can I find leader Tsai?” the first one asked.
“He’s in there,” a peasant replied, pointing to the mayor’s office.
The man bounded into the room. He walked up to Tsai and began pumping his hand. Blacky Tsai beamed.
“When did you get here?”
“The main force is back a distance. We’ve come first to see you!”
“Fine, fine! Let’s go into the next room and talk.”
With the militia eagerly crowding around the soldiers, they moved into the west wing. Kuo stood there with his
mouth hanging open stupidly. Chin-lung nudged him.
“Let’s go!”
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“It’s getting late now,” said Kuo in a forced voice. “We’ll come again tomorrow.”
“We’ll come for the cake tomorrow,” echoed Li. The bandits beat a hasty retreat.
The soldiers whose arrival was so timely were members of a company of General Lu’s army which had just
come to Paiyang Lake.
After the company set up, it organized local defences and made a special point of cleaning out the bandits. Ho
was ordered either to join the war of resistance against the Japanese and take orders, or turn in his weapons. There
was no way out. Ho said he’d take orders.
*
In December, Blacky Tsai sent Ta-shui to the village of Hochuang to buy gunpowder. Ta-shui was walking down the
main street, when he heard the noise of firing, mingled with the sound of music. People lined both sides of the road and
Ta-shui was crowded back up on somebody’s front steps. Down the road came Li carrying a double-barrelled shotgun,
roughly shoving left and right to make way. He was followed by six musicians blowing for all they were worth. In back
of them was a blue sedan-chair. Behind it was a bride’s red sedan-chair, covered with red satin and gold filigree. A
group of men wearing pistols brought up the rear. The impressive procession walked slowly by.
Who’s putting on such a big show? wondered Ta-shui. His inquiries revealed that Chin-lung was getting
married and that the bride’s maiden name was Yang. Tashui’s heart contracted.
“Is her given name Mei?”
“That’s right. Do you know her?”
Ta-shui numbly watched the bridal sedan-chair move out of sight.
At that same moment, Mei, bathed in tears, sat swaying in the sedan-chair. She had long since heard that Chin-lung
was no good. For the past two days she lay on the kang pretending to be sick. She covered her head with the bedding and
cried incessantly, while her mother urged and pleaded. Worn out when the bridal chair arrived, she was vaguely aware of
being helped into it. …
5.82 The Courier\fn{by Tung P’ing aka Ch’iu Tung-p’ing (c.1914-1941)} Kwangtung?, China (M) 4
A giant lemon tree grew before the door of Lin Chi. Under it in June they had shot an obese rent collector. He
lay sprawled across the roots that showed over ground. After those who shot him had gone, his lips moved and he
groaned faintly. Onlookers pointed to the holster strapped around Lin Chi’s waist.
“Well, come on. Your gun hasn’t been used yet. Don’t you know how?”
The shock went up Lin’s arm and into his body. But the fat man was silent now and the people around nodded
and shook erect thumbs from their upraised fists, signifying approval. Ever since then, Lin Chi had stood high in
his neighbors’ estimation.
*
Lin Chi was seldom home after he became courier for the Chiang-p’ing district. He was constantly on the run
and got back now and again for a meal, or at best to spend half a night with his wife. The neighbors often used to
come and watch him eat, but he sat on a broken stool at his meal and paid no attention to them. There was only
one other stool in the room so most of them stood awkwardly silent against the door. Sometimes they would
cough to attract attention, but it was Lin Chi’s wife, piling fuel on the fire or filling her husband’s rice bowl, who
would turn to greet them.
“Have you all eaten?” she would say sometimes. Or, “Good morning.” Then she would step lightly past them
through the door and rest against it, her hands folded behind her and her eyes fixed on the slender bamboo pole on
the hill yonder. If the pole was down, it meant the enemy was coming. Inside the neighbors began plying Lin Chi
with questions.
“Somebody said that the fifteen automatic rifles buried by Yeh Ting’s bodyguards at Chieh Shih when he sailed
for Hongkong were dug up by our people and, much to everybody’s surprise, were found to be in quite good
conditionnot a bit rusted. Have you heard about it?”
“Have you ever passed the Ts’ui Po bridge at the foot of Fa Liu Shan? There are two tea shops there on this
side of it. There’s a crooked-nosed woman always walking back and forth. ( Pei! His spit hit the floor.) And you
call yourself a courier! Lots of sedan-chair men wait there to pick up fares going over the hill. And under the stall
there are a lot of broken white cups, the kind used on the telegraph poles. I bet you didn’t see those either! Well,
about fifteen days ago, a regimental commander went there.”
“That’s right! From Tung Hai. No question about it.”
“Ai, and how unlucky it was for him to get there just when our people had finished a meal in the village. Ha,
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ha! What worm can survive a night in a chicken coop? They forced them out of the bamboo grove. They took him
and all his men and all their horses too up Fa Liu mountain. We cleaned them out of ten revolvers, no less. He had
eight guards and an orderly. There were twelve of ours. Three of them had nothing, two had hoes, and six carried
spears. One of them had a homemade revolver which couldn’t even be fired. I’ve seen it. Not as good as yours.
Yours is German, automatic, isn’t it?”
Lin Chi spat fish bones onto the floor and smiled. He hardly ever talked. He filled his bowl again from the big
copper pan on the stove, and with a preparatory tap of his chopsticks on the broken board table, he set to eating
again. He knew how his neighbors liked to talk.
“I wanted to ask you, Lin Chi. They say that three whole letters can be carried in one ear. Can that be so? The
letters sure must be small. They also say letters are carried under the eyelids. What do you do, pretend to be blind
when you meet up with the enemy?”
“How can you just say you’re blind?” put in another, scornfully. “No cloth bag, no gong. Do you think they’d
believe you?”
“Much more important to study the characters chia-tzu, yi-ch'ou\fn{A note reads: Referring to a system of fortune-telling
based on year, month, day, and hour of birth, often used by blind men in the villages .}—the cloth bag and the gong don’t matter a
damn.”
Lin Chi laughed too. He filled his bowl again.
“Lin, you wouldn’t tell us anything, would you? You can’t give away any secrets. But look, for instance,
suppose I were the courier instead of you—I say just for instance. Then, suppose I have to pass a guard station
like the teahouse at Huang T’u Tun. What trick do you suppose I’d use to get through there? Guess. Why nothing
but a sedan chair. Too big, you think? What’s a messenger going to do who had to carry not only letters, but
manifestoes and leaflets every day as well? Hmm. Don’t forget a sedan chair has several big bamboo poles.
Suppose I had something even bulkier than leaflets, like a revolver. Do you think it could be found? I suppose it
would work well the first time and not so well the second. Easy to be a sedan chair carrier. We can pull our rear
ends around pretty easily, can’t we? Ha, ha, ha! La, la, Lin, these things all depend on us, don’t they?”
After a long, slow smile, Lin replied: “Of course.
*
On the road, Lin always dressed in ordinary clothes, the same that everybody wore—a blue jacket and blackstriped trousers: It was always his habit to roll one trouser leg up a little higher than the other. This time it was his
job to conduct a young man from Chiang-p’ing to Mei-leng. The youth was engaged in political work and liked to
talk a great deal. Lin Chi cautioned him. Night walking must be done in utter silence. Not even the sound of
footsteps was allowed. With ears to the ground, the sentries of the enemy could sometimes hear steps coming half
a li away. Kept from talking, the boy would cough. To get to Mei-leng, they had to pass through a dangerous
valley, watched at both ends by the enemy. Lin Chi planned to get through there before daybreak. He grasped the
hand of his companion and pulled him close.
“You walk like a clodhopper!” he hissed into his ear. “You haven’t got the slightest idea of how to go about it.
Suppose you stepped into a hole, do you think a fall is all you’d get?”
The young man opened his mouth to reply but Lin Chi flattened his palm against the young man’s lips.
Thereafter the youth stepped carefully behind Lin Chi. The moon set, and under the stars the woods cast a faint
shadow on the hillside opposite them. The stolid, silent Lin Chi changed into a cunning, wary wolf, and the young
man saw the head in front of him turn this way and that, cocked to listen. Sometimes he stopped short in the
middle of the path and the young man would barely catch himself up in time, and would always jerk back in
fright.
“Listen, you …” Lin Chi’s lips were against the young man’s ear again. “Get down!”
He crouched behind while Lin Chi layout his full length on the ground. The trees ahead rose clearly in the
starlight and Lin’s eyes measured all the shadows. Everything seemed to have died with the end of the day, and
Lin strained all his senses to penetrate the dark silence before them. After a long moment, he touched the young
man with his foot. They rose and set out again as before, Lin Chi leading and the youth following behind.
“Password!” The word lashed out at them like the roar of a beast. They stood stock still. It came again, a sullen
challenge.
“Password!” The forest became even more still.
Lin Chi stepped back. Just as he was about to crouch down and freeze he heard kerplunk. The youth behind
him had slipped off the path into the stream to his left. In front of him, at the very spot Lin Chi had left, flashlights
and bullets played along the path. He immediately flattened himself on the ground and inched his way to a
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crevice.
The niche he found himself in was very close to the place where it all happened. He could see all too clearly
what happened to the youth after his capture.
*
About eight o’clock the next morning, Lin Chi arrived back in Chiang-p’ing and reported the death of the
young man. Death was an ordinary sequel to the dangers all of them ran daily. Lin’s superiors recorded the matter
in the course of their busy routine. But for him, things had changed. A steady pain drummed in his heart. He tried
to find out the name of the young man. He asked everyone he met. People began to think him a little odd.
“Look here, brother,” he asked the armed guard in front of the district party headquarters. “You must be his
friend, you know, the boy I took to Mei-leng. Can you tell me his name?”
“You must be mistaken, comrade. You’re confusing me with someone else.”
“Mistaken? How am I mistaken? I asked you for his name. Can’t you tell me that?”
It never occurred to him that the guard could become angry so suddenly. The guard brusquely pushed him
aside, put on a scowl and cursed him.
Lin Chi felt the painful grip of remorse on him as he weakly slumped to the ground for reflection. His head felt
like a great weight on him and his face seemed burning hot. Sitting with his head on his knees, he realized that no
matter what, he could still hear the last cries of that young man. And dimly at first, but then with urgency, it came
to him that it would always be like this, that there would never be any way he could stop remembering the whole
painful business.
“Password!” and everything became silent. “Password!” He took a step backward. Just as he was about to
crouch down and freeze, he heard a splash. The youth behind him had slipped off the narrow trail into the water.
The flashlights and the rifles opened up instantly. Could he have remained there even a moment longer? He had
already flattened himself out on the ground and had begun to inch his way toward a small gully. “Could I have
jumped into the water after him? And if I had, how could we have gotten away. But I ran away myself first …”
When his thoughts reached this point, Lin Chi jumped to his feet. Then he sank back down again against the
wall. After awhile, he rose and walked off. After that he stopped everyone he met to tell just how it had happened.
When he got to the point in his story where his young friend was dragged from the stream and killed, he would
call himself a pig. Using his arm as if it were a butcher’s cleaver, he would strike again and again at his own chest
and then with an awful cry fall writhing to the ground. At first people in the street gathered around him, as they
would around a story-teller. But their interest soon flagged and before long only children stood around him. He’s
mad, the people said, and, shrugging, went off.
“On this side was a copse and on the other was a stream.”
One of the little boys rapped Lin Chi’s head and shouted at him as loud as he could:
“And then someone yelled ‘Password!’”
The boy flattened himself on the ground and inched up to Lin Chi and crawled around him squealing:
“But then I ran away myself first! I ran away myself first!”
And all the other children laughed.
*
Lin Chi lay sick in his bed at home. Several of the Chiang-p’ing comrades came to see him. His once pleasant
brown face had grown lined and thin. Every time a new caller came, in the same voice and with the same words,
he began his story, shaking his head. At the end, he would always ask his caller, with tears in his eyes:
“The older one ran away and the younger one died. Tell me, can that be right?”
“Nonsense! How can you think that way?”
Someone asked once. “Let me tell you a story about a doctor, Lin,” the visitor continued after a pause.
“A doctor went to examine a patient once who was by that time beyond any possible help. The doctor looked at
the suffering man and there was nothing he could do about it. ‘I’m a doctor,’ he said, ‘but even the best I could do
wouldn’t cure you. I’m sorry you have to die, but I can’t follow you into the grave, can I?’ Tell me, Lin, do you
think any man could blame the doctor for not having gone to his death together with his patient? See what I’m
getting at?”
But no matter what the caller might have added, there was nothing he could have said that would have made
any difference. Lin Chi lay back on the pillow and closed his eyes. Turning his head from side to side, he said
again in a weary voice,
“Tell me, the elder ran away and the younger died, can that be right?”
To tell the truth, what he wanted now was some form of punishment as a kind of medicine. To the guilty,

910

comfort is useless.
Lin Chi grew steadily worse. After days of effort his wife learned the young man’s name and secretly she went
to the spot where he died. She burned incense and sacrificed paper money there. She called out the name of the
young man and begged for the return of her husband’s lost soul. But Lin Chi grew no better and the neighbors
often gathered around him with stories they hoped would comfort him.
“Hah! Lin, old friend, what do these students think they know anyway? I tell you, learning to follow the trail at
night is no simple thing.” The speaker’s intense loathing for the students who came to lecture him and the others
on politics was plainly visible. Mentioning this led him to ridicule the young man who had lost his life with Lin
Chi.
“Say, did you ever hear the story of Wu Shih-ling of Yen-chow? Huh! So he’s read a book or two—no more
than a showoff, I’d say, and what use is that to anyone? On the night I’m talking about a courier that went out
with him came pretty close to catching it. How’d it happen, you say? Well, Wu Shih-ling was saying how brave he
was—what can you do with someone like that?—and so he had the courier walk behind him—he was the one
carrying the documents.
“Well, it was that place where they put a watch out. Where you get the road to Tung Hai crossing the road we
take from Chiang-p’ing on into town. There’s that hill there—just a rise, really, but it’s right there at the crossroad,
and since it’s all flat paddy-land around there anybody on top can see all around him. The enemy is no dummy,
you know, so they put a watch up there first thing. Now that kid Wu Shih-ling—no more than a pink-cheeked
baby he was—but he was pretty smart, too. He says, ‘It’s too risky for the two of us to go together here.’ Oh, he
was showing his courage all right, so he tells the courier, ‘I’ll go on ahead first through the crossroad.’
“That courier—you know him, don’t you? Name was Li, Li T’an-shui. From the foot of Mt. Chiang-chun.
Spindly-legged fellow. Broken nose. Tell him to do anything and you don’t have to tell him twice. Go through
fire, he would. He was no coward, that’s for sure, but if you want him to go through last, well, that’s fine with him
all right. It was past midnight, maybe one or so in the morning, and Wu Shih-ling gets through all right. You have
to hand it to him, he had the legs for this work all right, no question about that, but after he got through and waited
for a bit he began to worry. They had agreed to go on ahead to an old tomb and to wait there for each other, but
Wu Shih-ling, he couldn’t wait any time at all—a kid like that, hardly more than a baby yet.
“When he got to that old tomb all by himself, he was scared out of his wits and Li T’an-shui hadn’t showed up
yet, so first thing you know he gets excited and starts shouting, ‘T’an-shui! Oh T’an-shui!’ like that.
“Li T’an-shui was just then making his way over the rocks that cross the stream at the foot of the hill there.
When he heard the shouts, clunk! he stepped on the wrong rock. The sentries were spread out on patrol all over
the little dikes between the paddies, and they opened fire right away.”
“Then what happened?” one of his listeners asked.
“What happened? Well, it was a tight spot, wouldn’t you say?” He paused a bit here, then went on with his
story, “Well, funny thing, but it was that wretch Wu Shih-ling who got him out of it.”
“When Wu heard the rifle fire he took off on the run. The fields were flooded all around there, and Wu made
like a mud turtle and dived right in and crawled as far away as he could get. He went about four li and was just
about spent when he came to … what was it now, Hsin-liao? Or was it K’ung-tzu Chai? I’ve forgotten now which
village it was, but anyway, during those days the enemy hadn’t yet got all the villages under their control so the
villagers had patrols out every night on the watch for spies. Every place had its own password, but Wu Shih-ling
was so scared he couldn’t remember what it was.
“Password!” When he heard that out in front of him he panicked and slipped down into a pond. The villagers
began beating gongs and gathering their militia around the pond with spears and swords. Thinking that Wu Shihling must be an enemy spy they sent someone into the water to find him and stab him to death. All their shouting
and gong-beating roused the other villages roundabout so that in all four directions the alarm was sounded. Now
the enemy couldn’t have been anything near a whole company in strength and couldn’t hold the hill if they had to.
Lose their ass if they tried. In all the commotion Li T’an-shui got out of there.
“Did they kill Wu Shih-ling in the pond with their spears?” someone asked.
“Oh no, what a laugh that was! Where do you think he hid? He got in under the waterwheel at the edge of the
pond. They didn’t find him. When finally Li T’an-shui came up and told the whole story, the villagers saw they’d
made a mistake. Standing by the waterside, Li called for Wu to come out. Hmph, called him! If I were Li, I’d have
run a spear through him. What was the use of saving him?”
Stories like this only increased Lin Chi’s agony. He tossed from side to side in his bed while his visitors were
talking, or he closed his eyes tightly, or even slept through their tales.
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“Why didn’t you shoot at them, Lin?” asked one of his neighbors one day. “Isn’t your gun for use on the
enemy?”
Lin Chi’s face brightened and he lifted himself up.
“You’re right, you’re right!”
He grasped his friend’s hand and beat it against his own head.
“Come on, beat my brains open with your fist! I’m a fool.!”
His friend tapped his head lightly to humor him.
“I told you to break my head open!” shouted Lin Chi angrily. He fumbled in the box next to his bed and pulled
out his gun. His frightened visitors ran toward the door. Lin Chi’s wife, startled by the commotion, ran toward the
room, but as she entered the door, she was thrust back by a terrific explosion, and she saw both her husband and
the gun fall to the floor.
123.73 Waves\fn{by Su Qing aka Feng Yunzhuang (1914-1982)} Shanghai?, China (F) 15
Life is like the sea, a vast expanse when calm, aimless, even stymied. Yet when all of a sudden the waves start
surging, roaring and unstoppable, the ones in back pushing the ones in front, those in front pushing those in front
of them, that’s just the way it is, it’s not up to you anymore, you’ve just got to roll with it. And then the wind stops
and the waves die down and what’s left is that vast expanse once more, all worn out, the crashing waves mere
memory.
When I started middle school at the age of twelve, the air was heavy with gathering storms. My school wasn’t
any ordinary school, it was the county Normal School for Girls. It was the only place in Yin County where girls
could get a middle school education; there wasn’t any such thing as coeducation back then, not in anyone’s
wildest dreams.
The school was located in the middle of Moon Lake, and the dormitory occupied a lovely spot called Bamboo
Isle. Bamboo Isle certainly had its share of historic sites. As early as 1041, during the Northern Song dynasty,
there was a building where the Master of West Lake came to lecture, though the island was called Pine Island
back then. By 1174, in the Southern Song, the venerable Shi Zhongding built the Retreat of True Seclusion there,
and renamed it Bamboo Isle. Then Master Shen Shuhui and his younger brother Bing took up residence to the
right of the Retreat of True Seclusion, where they each set up a thriving academy. From then on, it seemed every
era drew prominent figures to the place, such as Lou Xuanxian and his Bright Brocade Hall, Quan Xie-shan, who
wrote in the House at Double Chive Mountain, and Huang Jingji, who lectured at Distinguishing the Essence of
Loyalty Hut. Local history of such distinction was a favorite topic among the Ningbo elite, and few enjoyed it
more than our principal, Master Shi.
Master Shi was a Budding Talent degree-holder from the last dynasty, and an old friend of my paternal
grandfather. He had a round, red face and a traditional three-part beard, not all that long, but not short either, that
grew from his chin. He was always stroking this beard when he talked, but gingerly, lest he lose a single strand,
which would be no laughing matter, indeed, a far sadder affair than if his rimless glasses were to break.
Apparently, his glasses only ever broke once in his life, and that was during my first six months at the school. The
way I heard it, an upperclass student who had joined the KMT\fn{ The Kuomintang, the Nationalist Chinese revolutionary
party (founded in 1911) which overthrew the Manchu Dynasty .} had gathered three or four classmates on the playground
early one morning to talk about equality of the sexes, abolishing arranged marriage and whatnot, when she was
overheard by my fifth aunt on my father’s side (who was also our dorm mother). She ran straight to the principal,
her little bound feet in leather shoes pattering across the ground like a drum roll. Master Shi, who had just sat
down with a cup of tea, was stroking his beard with one hand while removing his glasses to wipe off the steam
with the other. My aunt burst in out of breath, delivering her report in fits and starts. Master Shi had only to hear
the three syllables K-M-T for his hands to start trembling. His beard remained intact, thank goodness, but his
glasses got knocked to the floor, and though my aunt swooped in to retrieve them, it was too late to spare him that
sharp pang of loss, for one of the fine lenses had shattered.
As if the lens weren’t enough, Master Shi’s heart itself broke over time. Because even though the student who
joined the KMT had been forced to “voluntarily withdraw” from the school, a new wind seemed to be sweeping
through the upperclassmen. All over campus, on the playground and even in the rest rooms, students were
huddling together discussing matters in hushed and urgent tones, which caused my poor aunt’s bound feet in their
little leather shoes no small amount of drumming, all that running back and forth. Master Shi could be heard now
to sigh as he stroked his beard.
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When I first arrived at the school and couldn’t figure out what was going on, I asked around; people told me
what was happening, and it made sense. But even after my enlightenment, there were still some things I didn’t
get. What was the KMT? And why were people who joined it forced to leave school? When I asked my aunt these
things, she panicked. The blood rushed to her face and she grew more and more flustered as she tried to warn me
off this subject.
“What did you say? How could you … how could a child know about the … KMT? Who told you about it?
Thank goodness … thank goodness, it could be worse, he hasn't found out … if he knew, if Master Shi knew—
you’d better watch out, don’t you ever mention such things again!”
Now I was scared too, and didn’t dare say another word to anyone. But Master Shi summoned me to his office
that same morning, and my aunt was standing right there beside him. Her face was bright red, whereas his now
looked rather pasty, as if his usual rosy glow had been transferred in its entirety to my aunt. He looked as if he’d
just lost his temper, but his expression was also traced with grief
I trembled as I made my bow to him. He nodded slightly, his left hand holding his teacup, his right hand
starting to stroke his beard. He said many things to me, many wise and learned things, citing many an ancient text.
I didn’t understand any of it at first, and I was scared. At long last I finally managed to latch onto the phrase “jade
and stone burn together,” which probably was intended to mean that if I made trouble with those other girls again,
I’d end up going down with them.
But I hadn’t made trouble with them, I’d only asked a question. I didn’t know what my aunt had told him, and
I wanted to explain, but he’d already dismissed me with a wave of his hand. This was the first chance I’d had to
talk with him since I’d started at the school—or rather, I should say, the first chance to listen to him.
The second time he called me into his office it was because I was wearing my hair in two braids. Girls’ schools
back then had rules about this: in primary school, girls wore braids; in secondary school they did not, regardless
of the student’s age—all that mattered was what grade she was in. When I started normal school at twelve, I was
the youngest kid there; many eighteen-, nineteen-, even twenty-year-old primary school students were wearing
their hair in braids, but I was supposed to put mine up in a bun. There were all kinds of fancy buns: the vertical S,
the horizontal S, just to name two, but I couldn’t make any of them. I could only manage the look of the most
straightforward sort of girl, the simplest and easiest hairstyle, which was to put my hair in a single braid, coil it up
somehow, and then tack it down with hairpins. But running and skipping made my hairpins fallout, and the braid
would uncoil and wind its way down my back like a stream down a mountain gully. Someone suggested that since
I was too young for a bun to look right on me any- way, I was better off combing my hair into two braids and
wearing a coil on each side. Remembering how nice this looked on the servant girls of beautiful women in old
paintings convinced me to try it.
I had no idea Master Shi would call me back for another reprimand. This time his face looked even pastier, and
his right hand was no longer stroking his beard but clenching it. He said,
“Why are you breaking the rules like this? Wearing two braids—what’s become of you? The ancients put it
well: the sky does not have two suns, nor the people two rulers. This is rebellion!”
Aunt Five was standing there, her face so red she looked overheated, except that her limbs were trembling as
though she were cold. I was wondering what a hairdo could possibly have to do with rebellion. It was a mystery to
me how anyone could find an analogy between two braids and the sun or a king. Just as I was framing these
questions, just as my lips initiated the slightest of movements, my aunt screamed,
“What are you waiting for? Go fix your hair! Who told you to wear it in two buns? Who’s putting you up to
this? Go on, go change it right now!”
Choking back my tears, I retreated, feeling enormously wronged.
Thus were my braids reunited, joined together as one. Meanwhile, the entire country of China was falling apart
as usual—the vast and mighty Nationalist Revolutionary Army was setting off from Guangdong, sweeping toward
Zhejiang.
One sunny spring day the following year, the comrades had accomplished at last their glorious task: the new
flag was now flying all over town. Everywhere, that is, except the girls’ school, our own Master Shi at the helm.
Every office, school, organization—even every fashionable home—was rushing to raise this new red flag with a
white sun in a square of blue sky in the upper left-hand corner.\fn{ It is still the flag of Taiwan, where eventually the
Nationalist Chinese were forced by the Communists to retreat in 1949 .} Everyone hung the flag as high as they possibly could,
and it felt to us young people everywhere we went as if the flags were calling out to us in greeting as they flapped
in the wind. As we looked up at those flags, thousands and thousands of hearts rose together, and the cries of those
hearts rose higher and higher:
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Down with imperialism! Down with local tyrants and evil gentry! Freedom for women! Girls, cut your hair!
And the final demand—coeducation, which made Master Shi positively apoplectic.
He refused to hang the national flag, on the grounds that it would usher in all manner of wickedness. When the
upper-level students complained, he simply locked down the campus. So day students boarded at the school for a
time, and boarders weren’t allowed to leave on Sundays or even official holidays. But eventually the outside
world caught wind of it, and flyers went up on walls, pillars, and shop windows all around the periphery of the
school. They all said more or less the same thing:
OUT WITH THE OLD RETROGRADE! SACK THE DIE-HARD!
Of course we didn’t get to see them right. away. We finally laid eyes on them one day when we sent Amah
Zhang out to buy us some peanuts; the candy shop was so cheap they used a flyer they’d ripped down to wrap
them up.
OUT WITH THE OLD RETROGRADE! SACK THE DIE-HARD!
Now these slogans trafficked inside the school grounds too. Our first full-fledged demonstration was a mass
haircutting. As I recall, an upperclassman said to me,
“Su Qing, don’t you get tired of all that braiding? You look like a little old lady, wearing your hair that way at
your age. It’s hideous! They wouldn’t even let you wear it in two braids, and went and made that special rule.
Don’t you want to fight it? Work for emancipation?” I nodded, and she lopped off my braid with the scissors, thus
emancipating my hair.
When my aunt carne rat-a-tat-tatting into the dormitory that night for inspection and found the table littered
with piles of hair and a pair of scissors, she was scared out of her wits. She stood in the middle of the room,
shouting,
“You’re all asleep? What's the meaning of this? Where did all this hair come from? Who’s on duty here?”
She kept firing off questions, but nobody answered—everyone was pretending to be asleep. This just made her
madder. She marched over to check the duty roster and, wouldn’t you know it, there was my name. She opened
my bed curtain and scoffed,
“Su Qing, you mean you’re still not awake? Don’t you know it’s your turn to be on duty?”
I had buried my head under the thin cotton quilt, and when I heard her put it this way, all I could do was blurt
out through my giggles from underneath the covers,
“Day duty, sure, but not night duty!”
She was stunned for a moment, and then yanked down my quilt to find that my hair had been cut so short the
ends only just brushed my neck and cheeks. When she went from bed to bed opening the curtains and found every
single one of us with messy bobbed hair, she nearly lost her balance running out. the door, screaming in a
quavering voice,
“It’s revolt, it is! Revolt! I’m going to tell Old Master Shi! I know why you’ve cut your hair: free love! You
want free love!”
She was acting like a crazy old lady, and we all sat up in bed to watch her and laugh. Afterward, no doubt
because her modesty prevented her from showing up at Old Shi’s bedroom door in the middle of the night, she
ended up staying in her own room, pacing in circles, her little feet in their leather shoes tapping furiously across
the floor, making a huge racket most of the night before falling silent at last. The next morning, as we were
combing our short hair and admiring ourselves in the mirror, one of the servants by the name of Old Wang came
in furiously ringing a hand bell to announce an emergency assembly.
The auditorium was a madhouse—let us say, less than orderly. Old Master Shi stood on the stage, flanked by
seven or eight teachers, and to his immediate right stood Aunt Five, her face ashen, her eyes lifeless. The principal
was wearing a mandarin’s long upper garment of gray cotton, and black riding breeches. He looked calm. His
beard seemed especially well groomed. He stroked it lightly with one hand, rested the other on the lectern, and
began.
“Quiet down, please. Everyone come to order!”
The entire room went still. I was sitting in the front row, feeling pretty anxious. Old Master Shi ponderously
began.
“In my fifteen years here, many of our students have come from families with whom I have enjoyed lasting
friendship. Su Qing, for example.” Here he relinquished his beard to point at me, and I quickly looked down.
“Her grandfather and I were classmates, her mother was also a student of mine, and she’s been just like a
granddaughter to me. But now, I regret to say, even a girl who could be my own granddaughter has betrayed me.
No, she hasn’t simply betrayed me. She has gone so far as to spurn the very bedrock of civilization and abandon
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all semblance of morality. From childhood I had the benefit of a classical education, and I have examined myself
thoroughly to see where I went wrong …”
By this point, all you could hear was the buzz of laughter from the seats beneath the stage. But for some
reason, my heart just ached, and I was secretly swallowing my tears. He continued,
“Don’t laugh at me. I know I’m an old diehard. But I’d much rather be an old diehard than blindly follow these
frivolous youngsters, what with their free lub … lub … No, I simply cannot utter such a vulgarity, it is turning us
all into animals! When a girl grows up and is ready to marry, she should follow her parents’ wishes. Now that
you’ve cut off all your hair, how are you going to get your pearl flower ornaments to stay fastened on your
wedding day?”
“We’re not wearing pearl flowers! We’re not getting married!” Pandemonium erupted all over again. Shi
replied, his voice leaden,
“No. You’ll wear them, of course you will. Women want to be beautiful. Even if it’s not a pearl flower per se,
you’ll wear something in your hair, I know you will. You’re going to regret this some day, and you’ll end up
growing out your hair again.”
“No we won’t! No way! We don’t want to listen to this.”
“You don’t want to listen? That’s fine,” Shi said, his voice growing hoarse now.
“I’m going to stop now anyway. I came here today to say good-bye. I’ve already tendered my resignation to
the Bureau of Education. They’ll be sending someone to replace me this afternoon, and by tomorrow morning no
doubt a brand new flag will be flying around here. Actually, I know all they’ll be able to do is hang the new flag;
that and short hair, that’s what everyone’s calling “revolution.
“Su Qing, you’re still a child, you’re too young to be their pawn. But remember, the jade burns right along
with the stone. Go on home with your Aunt Five today after school.”
After lunch, without even waiting for my consent, my aunt hired a boat and took me home. I didn’t get to see
the flag raised at the school, the flag with the white sun against a blue background on a field of red, even though
my hair, apparently, had already been emancipated.\fn{ The old Imperial Dynasty also had a flag; I remember seeing a picture
of it in an old pre-World War I atlas. It consisted of seven stripes representing the five primary colors plus a strip of white and a strip of
black, one above the other, formed in a rectangular pattern. I remember thinking it was very appropriate for all nations, at the time .}

*
I was so lonely living at home. Aunt Five was always nattering at my grandfather, about how times had
changed, about how bad girls were nowadays, what with these new haircuts that looked like duck butts. But my
grandfather disagreed. He said fixing long hair was a lot of bother, that it was actually better to cut it off. He even
approved of equality for women, and women making contributions to society. There was just one thing that
mystified him and that he couldn’t accept, and that was “free love.”
When my older brother came home for summer vacation, he told us that Old Master Shi was long gone, and
they were going to turn the girls’ normal school into Sun Yat-sen Public School, which would be coeducational.
Grandfather said coeducation was fine with him, that way everybody could learn from each other, as long as there
wasn’t any funny business with boys and girls in the same classroom. My brother said,
“So what if there was? Lots of people approve of free love nowadays!”
This made my grandfather furious. He shouted,
“What does that mean? I’ll tell you what it means. It’s fornication! It’s mating like dogs, is what it is! Aunt
Five tried frantically to get me to leave the room.
“Qing, dear, go see your mother. You don’t want to listen to this nonsense!”
I did leave the room, scowling, thinking, You don’t want me to hear it, fine. It didn’t matter, because my
brother had been slipping me books, introductions to the Three People’s Principles and the like, which I would
sneak off and read when I had nothing better to do. Stuck inside the books were things like the words and music
to the party anthem cut from the newspaper, or a mimeographed copy of Sun Yat-sen’s last will and
testament.\fn{Sun Yat-sen, one of the major figures behind the demise of the Manchu Dynasty, died suddenly in 1925, his program for
the building of a Republican China incomplete, his own authority largely confined to Guangzhou Province .} I liked to sing, and
begged my big brother to teach me the party anthem, but he didn’t know the tune. So I had to make my way
through the music myself, tentatively humming one note to the next until the thing actually started sounding
something very much like a melody. And the president’s last will and testament? That treatise was the object of
my even greater diligence and adoration. Word by word, over and over, I read it and read it, till I quickly knew it
by heart.
When summer vacation ended, my brother went to Sun Yat-sen Public School, and I remained under house
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detention. As my grandfather put it, provided the boys and girls managed to behave themselves with a modicum
of decency, he would let me resume my studies the following semester; otherwise, I would stay home and help out
my mother around the house.
I didn’t like helping around the house nearly as much as Aunt Five did. We’d be helping Grandmother with the
cooking, and somebody would want beef curry. But of course you couldn’t get curry powder out in the
countryside, so I got sent to Shenda Grocery in town. The owner said,
“Listen, girly, you’d better lower your sights. Somebody’s got to go fish those clam droppings\fn{ The shop owner
has misheard the word for curry powder (galifen) as the word for clam droppings (gelifen).} you want from the bottom of the
ocean. We don’t carry it, because who could afford it?”
Thus foiled in her attempt to make the latest main dish recipes, Aunt Five had to settle for the latest in snacks.
Her specialty was banana pudding. The eggs and flour were no problem, but she was foiled again for lack of
banana extract.
So Aunt Five would sigh, and Grandfather would sigh right along with her. He wasn’t lamenting his lost
chances to eat beef curry or banana pudding, however. He was sighing over the letters he’d been getting lately
from my brother at school, which reported that the teachers really believed in communism, that they were forever
trying to divorce their wives with bound feet. And the students? They opened their mouths with Marx and closed
them with Borodin. Boys sat shoulder to shoulder with girls in the classroom, extolling comradely love. Even
though roll wasn’t called at this school, the random absences that seemed to have been provoked by such seating
arrangements were not tolerated. Furthermore, since there weren’t enough girls to go around, many boys couldn’t
sit with a girl, resulting in a great deal of vying for seats. They endlessly complained about the unfairness of the
seating assignments and insisted on doing them all over again by some fairer method, say drawing lots, or weekly
rotation.
Grandfather would invariably heave long sighs after reading these letters, and when he was finished sighing,
he would remember the magazines that came in the mail. They were usually printed horizontally,\fn{ As Western
newspapers were printed; Dr. Sun Yat-sen was heavily influenced by the West in many ways .} not in the traditional vertical
arrangement he was used to, and the effort it took to read them annoyed him no end. He was constantly putting on
and taking off and putting on again his old pair of bifocals. Respectfully urging him not to overtax himself: Aunt
Five would say,
“It’s all wicked heresy anyway, why bother yourself?”
Grandfather would reply that the theories behind both the Nationalist and Communist parties\fn{ The Communist
Party had been founded in 1921, but had been admitted into the Nationalist Kuomintang in 1924 .} were actually quite sound; the
problems only came with implementation. If the school had let things get so out of hand that boys and girls
couldn’t even lay eyes on each other, perhaps it was just better all around to hold off on coeducation for a few
years, wait until these kids grew up a bit before trying it again.
Though these were Grandfather’s views on the matter, he never shared them with the authorities. But lo and
behold, the enlightened authorities saw things pretty much the same way, and within three months Sun Yat-sen
Public School was closed. The reason for this, it turns out, wasn’t entirely to clarify male-female relations as
much as it was to clear (i.e., purge) party ranks of those with questionable political backgrounds. When my
brother came home, he talked nonstop about what went on at the school before it was shut down. He said,
“You should have seen it! It was amazing! First we went after the local tyrants and evil gentry, and then the
statues of the city god and his minions. Squads of us set out from the school, marching smartly in formation.
Later, for some reason only soldiers had the right to march smartly in formation. Then troops of army comrades
stormed the school and took up guard at the front and back entrances. They fired their guns into the air to show
they were serious, and then started rounding up Reds. They arrested girls in red scarves, anyone with the word
‘red’ in their name, anyone who had drawn the party flag crooked or had exchanged letters with anyone who had
drawn the party flag crooked, or had shared the same dorm or signed the autograph book of anyone who had
drawn the party flag crooked.”
Some of those arrested, provided their father knew somebody who worked in the party or had some in with a
party organization, managed to get out on bail. Others braced themselves for harsh punishment, only later to be
released to Hangzhou or Nanjing.
Then there was the story about the pretty schoolteacher in a neighboring county and the old party member who
wouldn’t leave her alone. The old man sent in one of the arresting officers to plant some Red contraband in her
mail basket, which made it possible to bring her in to headquarters for interrogation. When she was thrown in jail,
the old party member arrived to exercise his charms. He asked her to marry him. He promised to clear her record
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if she would. But she was just too young, too innocent, simply too incapable of deceit. She said there was no way
she could love him. He had no morals. She really told him off. He got mad, and she was executed. She was
beautiful even in death. Those who watched the execution couldn’t bear to leave when it was over, so taken were
they with her fine lily-white arms. The old party member wept too, they said. When the pretty teacher was
persecuted to the grave, my brother said,
“China just lost a female revolutionary.” Aunt Five snorted,
“Yeah, right. How can a pretty woman be a revolutionary? Free love is what did her in, and nothing but! You
can’t blame the old party member.”
Looking up at the sky, Grandfather said nothing. 1 followed his gaze and seemed to see there a pure and
innocent young woman, frantically waving her fine lily-white arms and screaming,
“I was wronged! Oh, I died such a terrible death!”
The following year, the school that began as the Normal School for Girls and was then transformed for a few
months into the Sun Yat-sen Public School once again became a middle school for girls. The principal, a Mrs.
Zou, was a pretty woman, recently divorced. She’d had only a year of college, and had attended high school at the
Normal School for Girls, where she and Aunt Five had enjoyed a student-teacher friendship. Aunt Five was
ecstatic when she got the letter offering her the job of school monitor. She promptly forgot all about the
principal’s free love sins. Word was that back then Principal Zou had been madly in love with a party member by
the name of Mr. Shang, who was now the political training instructor at the school.
I begged to go back to school, and Grandfather finally relented, albeit with a mandate for Aunt Five to
redouble her vigilance over me. Everything was pretty much the same when I returned, except now the new flag
was flying and the dorms had been freshly whitewashed. Apparently, during the Sun Yat-sen Public School era, a
fad for graffiti had run rampant. The boys wrote it everywhere, things like SO-AND-SO IS A FILTHY
STINKING WHORE, or NO MORE LOVE LETTERS IN CLASS! and HEY LITTLE SISTER, YOU’VE GOT
GREAT THIGHS! Few walls were spared, but the restroom doorways proved an especially popular spot.
Even after the whitewashing, you could still make out some of the writing, but nobody really cared. The boys
were gone, fortunately, and the younger men who remained, gatekeepers and cooks and the like, were just
servants—and how, as they say, would a toad dare crave the swan? Furthermore, precious things like us would
never have given them a second look.
The male teachers, however, were another matter entirely. The older generation had fled at the same time as
Old Master Shi, and though Principal Zou had tried repeatedly to rehire them, no one was willing to suffer the
indignity of working under a young woman. So the teachers she hired were all about the same age as Mr. Shang.
There was a Chinese literature teacher named Mr. Huang, who usually wore a long gray mandarin gown and kept
his hair combed sleek and shiny. His face, though, was as long as a horse’s, and his eyes were tiny. He swayed
when he walked, and every other word out of his mouth was “Bing Xin.” He was wont to sigh and declaim, “O,
Ocean, my mother!” right in the middle of class. When a mischievous student would respond “Over here,” his
face would turn bright red. When he taught Mo Zi’s Universal Love, even as he explained the text, he shook his
head and said,
“Ancient works like this are so depressing, there’s really no need to study them. Bing Xin’s essays are so
soothing, so beautiful, so elegant, so full of …” he sighed in rapture.
“Sir, would you please explain universal love?” I blurted this out one day as I stared down his long horsy face.
Without missing a beat, he responded,
“Universal love means you love me and I love you.” The whole classroom erupted with laughter. He didn’t get
it, but I did. My classmates took to teasing me,
“Here comes your universal lover Mr. Huang!”
He was always praising me, saying I wrote just like Bing Xin. One of my classmates asked him,
“So which of them is better? Bing Xin or Su Qing?” Squinting through his little eyes, he said,
“Right now Bing Xin, but in the future perhaps Su Qing.” My classmates laughed, but I didn’t. Looking at his
long horsy face, all I could feel was anger.
Falling for male teachers was a fad among schoolgirls in those days. There was an English teacher named Mr.
Zheng; we all called him Red Rat. He parted his hair down the middle and wore thick glasses and a light brown
western suit. He really wasn’t all that good looking. But the classroom was always deserted right before his class.
I could never figure out where everyone was. Later I discovered quite by accident that my classmates were all
back in the dorm changing their stockings and putting on makeup.
Paltry though it seems, since we had to wear the regulation black leather shoes that were part of the school
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uniform, we were reduced to finding fashion victory on the stockings front—light gray, pure black or pure white,
or brown, but mostly pink. When Mr. Zheng walked into the room, some of the girls would stretch their legs into
the aisles, with the result that when they bowed they were much less “at attention” than “at ease.” What’s more,
some of the other girls bent at the waist in decidedly unorthodox fashion, swaying like willows, as if they were
dancing.
For Mr. Zheng, the girls at our school went beyond simply shouting “Down with imperialism” at the top of
their lungs; for him, they studied imperialist English with a vengeance. They would recite a lesson over and over
again, so softly, so sweetly, till the whole classroom seemed to be filled with the twittering of little birds. Elated,
Mr. Zheng would exclaim,
“Tomorrow I’ll teach you an English play, called Columbus Discovers a New Continent!” It ended up that
when the roles were assigned, the girl chosen to play Columbus didn’t want to at all, and the one who played the
Queen of Spain was this inordinately self-satisfied prissy girl who couldn’t even say her lines.
And what of Mr. Shang? Even though he was young and good looking, no one went after him, because he
belonged to Principal Zou. He loved her so much he insisted on going through the mess of divorcing his wife back
in the village. When the mediation phase failed, he took it all the way to court. One of his charges was that she
was unfilial to his parents, always cursing at everyone in sight. But when the judge asked them about their
daughter-in-law, Mr. Shang’s father replied,
“She’s a fine daughter-in-law. It’s that Zou woman that’s the problem. My son would never tell such
outrageous lies if that slut didn’t have him under her spell!” Mr. Shang didn’t get his divorce, but that didn’t stop
him and Principal Zou ftom moving in together.
He taught politics, so he was always asking about current events. One time he asked me a question about
international affairs and when I couldn’t answer, he said,
“Don’t you read the paper?” I said I did. He said,
“Well, what sections?” I paused a beat, then replied with a smile,
“I read the parts about unsuccessful divorce suits.” He was furious, but didn't say a word, just drew himself up
to full height, which, as he was dressed in a Sun Yat-sen suit, gave him a certain commanding dignity. I envied
Principal Zou, and was a little jealous of her too.
We really didn’t get much opportunity to see men at school, but our chances of being seen by them were many
indeed. We were called upon to sing the party anthem at every single public occasion. Not very many people
knew the song back then, so they’d pick a dozen of us girls to go up and lead it. There I was, always in the ffont
row because I was so short, my voice loud and shrill.
After the anthem, the chairman would read the president’s last testament. Some of them couldn’t read it very
well or would repeat lines they’d already read, which made me so anxious for them that I could barely resist
taking over and reciting it flawlessly from memory. If we felt like it, sometimes after the meetings there would be
a play or a performance of martial arts or chemistry tricks over at the boys’ school. As for programs at the girls’
school, our dance performances were hands down the most popular.
I remember the plays from back then—invariably Resurrection of the Rose, Return to the South, Southeast
Flies the Peacock, Three Rebellious Women, One Night in a Café, and Sorrows of Youth. The dances were usually
things like “Three Butterflies,” “Dance of the Water Nymphs,” and “Fallen Flowers, Flowing Waters.” The girls
who could dance pranced around as if they were the most beautiful creatures on earth. They always wore their
uniforms too small, so tight they hugged their bodies. They wore the skirts as short as they possibly could, several
inches above the knee, so that they only just covered their bottoms. This left Aunt Five in a predicament that
drove her crazy. The only thing that prevented her from yielding to her desperation to yank the skirts down to
cover those bare knees was her realization that this would result in baring those bottoms.
Then came the Jinan incident in the spring of 1928, and the dancing stopped. We had all been going out to
inspect the stores for Japanese goods to mark for boycott. But since it was impossible to tell Chinese and Japanese
products apart, we just picked the prettiest things, pasted them with strips barring their sale, and left the
shopkeepers screaming like crazy over their losses. These inspection tours of ours were led by the Student
Federation, which in turn followed the guidance of the party, and sometimes worked in cooperation with it. Thus
we ran into Mr. Shang virtually every day, and it wasn’t long before he fell in love with a student named Zhang
Jianying. He wrote her a letter that said, in part,
“Scholar Zhang, Why haven’t you written me back? I am simply dying for your letter. They say pining eyes
can bore through anything, but I’m telling you, even my shoulders are pining for you this way.”
This letter ended up in Aunt Five’s clutches, and with trembling fingers she handed it over to Principal Zou,
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who said nothing about it. The next day at assembly Principal Zou was furious. She announced,
“Since Mr. Shang is so busy with the boycott, Mr. He will teach political training in his place. Please be sure to
give him your full attention,” etc., etc. But a few days later Principal Zou called another assembly and announced,
“Due to my recent poor health, I have tendered my resignation to the Ministry of Education. I will be replaced
by Principal Liu,” etc., etc.
Everybody knew the real reason she resigned was that Mr. Shang dumped her.
*
The first act of Principal Liu’s worthy administration was to retain my Aunt Five. He had been one of the
original teachers at the Normal School for Girls. He was short and fat, with buck teeth and little white specks all
over his face. He was probably in his forties, and quite stern, so you were always on your best behavior around
him. Because we were so intimidated by him, someone was always hissing “Specks Liu” behind his back. And
because his belly was so big he actually waddled, some of us took to calling him Nine Months Pregnant, though
since we were such tender things the mere mention of reproduction rather predictably left us twittering with
embarrassment, so this nickname wasn’t nearly as popular as the other one.
Principal Liu taught my grade math. Starting in the fall semester of 1928, the textbook we used was volume 5
of Essentials of Mathematics by Duan Yuhua, but we never did get much beyond the first ten pages, because the
principal was always too busy imparting pearls of wisdom, invariably on such topics as Communist Bandits and
how they were out to use us. This is how his classes went: He would waddle through the door, preceded by his
stomach, as the bell was still ringing. Throughout our mad scramble for our seats, he would just stand up front,
silently surveying the room. He would wait until we were all standing still at our desks and had given him our
proper, respectful bow. If anyone wasn’t paying attention and missed the bow, he would stare her down without
calling her by name, while announcing to the class,
“That one didn’t count. Bow again.” The one who hadn’t joined in the first time would have no choice but to
stand back up, blushing with shame.
Once he was satisfied with the bowing, he would hold up the textbook and make a great show of flipping to
our page, at which point we would start flipping furiously through our books. The girls who didn’t know which
page we were on would just look at him, and then he would break into a smile, close the book, and say,
“Let’s take our time with the book, right now I need to give you some advice.” And then he would begin.
“First of all, girls get married when they’re grown, obviously, but if anyone’s fiancé calls on her, the rest of
you must by all means avoid coming out to get a look at him. One time I saw a certain student’s fiancé come to
visit her …”
As he spoke, he trained his gaze on Lu Yuexiang, who immediately blushed, not simply with modesty but also
with no small part of rage. I tried to explain on her behalf,
“That wasn’t her fiancé, just a friend.” Instead of accepting this as I expected, he suddenly hardened his
expression and said,
“If he wasn’t her fiancé, then he has no business here. The purpose of friendship is mutual edification, and
there are plenty of girls here to be friends with, not to mention all of your teachers. There is no need whatsoever to
draw upon boys from the outside.” Lu Yuexiang’s face was nearly purple by this point, when he finally started
working around to another topic.
“All in all, this is not a good situation, and we must rectify it. Secondly, since the student association is now
self-governing, the scope of its activities must naturally be restricted somewhat. Though you should take orders
from the Student Federation, on matters of minor importance you can just send a few representatives over to put
in an appearance. There’s no need for everybody to go, parading through the streets, offering yourselves up to
public commentary for no reason.”
“So let them comment, so what? Are we supposed to stop eating because we might choke?” One of the girls
tentatively offered this objection. Then I rather smugly added under my breath,
“Besides, if they can comment on us, we can certainly comment on them.”
No sooner were these words out of my mouth than Principal Liu pounded the lectern, his face darkened with
fury, as he shouted,
“Who said that? Stand up!” We all lowered our heads, our eyes welling up with tears, unable even to look at
him.
“If you have something to say, stand up and say it!” He positively howled with rage, spittle flying. Sitting in
the front row and sprayed by his saliva, I couldn’t help but shudder with revulsion.
“If no one has anything to say”—here he paused, taking a sober tone all of a sudden—"then perhaps I was
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mistaken. Now remember, your studies are the most important, and it's only right that you not attend so many
extracurricular meetings.”
But meetings need people to attend them, after all, and Principal Liu couldn’t stem the tide entirely. Though he
kept a respectful distance from those party organizations and citizen’s groups, he couldn’t avoid at least keeping
up the appearance of participation, and his method of going through the motions was to sacrifice a few
representatives. Pity was, since I had won a few prizes for public speaking, I was chosen as one of them, and
representatives had to attend every meeting of every group. In the past, missing classes had been no problem, but
after Principal Liu took over we had to ask to be excused, which meant that every semester, through no fault of
my own, I ended up with scores of absences on my record. Today I regret this, but at the time I was mighty proud
of myself and saw nothing wrong with thinking that I was sacrificing my education for the greater social good.
So I stood on speakers’ platforms at little playgrounds and big public rallies and screamed at the top of my
lungs. What about? I don’t really remember—most likely it was just a bunch of emancipate this, emancipate that.
But I’ll never forget what it felt like as I tremulously took the stage, my heart quaking, my lips trembling. I did
everything in my power to appear calm, me, a short, skinny kid making my way around ten or fifteen party
officials, union representatives, and comrades in uniform, my hair parted on the side and covering my left eye, but
prepared to address a crowd of thousands straight on. I had no time to imagine what their impression of me might
be, what fault they might be finding. My only concern was making myself heard; without megaphones or
loudspeakers at these huge public squares, I had to be shrill. But it didn’t matter, because when I finished
screaming and stepped down and could finally catch my breath, I would feel so relieved, and then suddenly so
heroic, as if I were the center of the universe. It occurs to me that I got such attention because it was so rare back
then for a girl to be doing anything in public; nowadays nobody gives it a second thought.
The unexpected retribution for this: a military man in his forties wrote me three or four times, enclosing with
each letter some free verse of his own recent composition. I still remember two lines of the last poem he sent:
The sick lone goose mourns the swan,
hoping in your heart to find a bier to lay it on.

Principal Liu and Aunt Five were beside themselves. Under great secrecy they called me into the office,
dismissed the servants, and shut the door. Principal Liu remained silent for a moment, his expression grave, and
then said,
“I am not opposed to ‘free love.’ But it seems this officer may be too old for you; after all, he’s in his forties,
and you’re only fourteen. Besides, he’s from Guangdong, and …”
By this point, I was already crying, I was so scared, but Aunt Five, her face ashen, just frantically gestured
with one hand to shush me while scrambling over to crack the door to see if there was anyone out there listening,
which, of course, there wasn’t. Relieved of this concern, she now turned to. me and hissed,
“You’re crying? You’ve got nerve! You want everyone to hear? What do you think will happen if people find
out about this? All right, we’ll say no more about it. From now on, no more being a representative for you. You go
tell them you’re sick and you’ll have to quit.”
She grew more and more agitated as she spoke, her voice rising in pitch. This time, it was Principal Liu who
motioned her to stop, thinking such excessive force wouldn’t work anyway. Besides, it appeared from the contents
of the letter that I really wasn’t to blame, since I’d never written him back a single syllable, and if he kept writing
me anyway, what could I possibly do about it? Moreover, it wasn’t really in the school’s interest to offend
someone like him, especially as long as the matter could be handled at the gate house. If anyone came asking for
Miss Su, he would simply be told that no such person had ever been enrolled at the school; any inappropriate
letter could simply be returned to sender. And so the whole affair ended there. From then on I was kept safely
inside school walls, all the way up until the lantern parade on National Day, October 10.
It was already the afternoon of the seventh by the time our school was notified about the lantern parade, and
since it was up to each school to provide its own lanterns, we wouldn’t be getting any subsidies from the central
planning committee. When we heard this, we were beside ourselves, bombarding our teachers in every class with
questions, trying to get them to tell us how we could start getting ready. But no one would tell us anything! All
was quiet in the principal’s office, which didn’t issue a single announcement about preparations. And all was just
as quiet in the daily operations office, which didn’t send a single person out to buy lanterns. What were we
supposed to do? Witness the impassioned students, the day before the holiday:
“How can we not celebrate National Day? Spineless traitors!”
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“Whoever doesn’t want to be a spineless traitor has to join the celebration!”
“It doesn’t matter if we don’t have lanterns! We can just light rolled up strips of paper!”
“Let’s go ask Principal Liu!”
“Let’s go petition Principal Liu!" And so the chair of the Student Self-Governance Committee called an ad hoc
meeting of the Executive Committee, and the Executive Committee resolved in this ad hoc session to call a
general meeting of the student body. It was resolved at this general meeting of the student body to designate seven
representatives to petition Principal Liu. And wouldn’t you know it, I was one of them.
This time, Principal Liu ignored the others completely and addressed his words of wisdom to me alone.
“Su Qing, don’t you remember what happened last time? A whole group of girls going out with lanterns in the
middle of the night! Hmph! Su Qing, why can’t you learn from your mistakes?”
By this point, he was shaking his head, as if to suggest I knew no shame. But at that moment, I really had been
rendered a bit silly by everyone’s high spirits, and when I saw that none of the other representatives was going to
say anything, I had no choice but to throw shame to the winds.
“But, Principal Liu, lots of people will be there!”
“Yes—men!”
“And girls aren’t people?” There was my old equality-between-the-sexes routine again. Principal Liu sighed
and said,
“When girls go out, they must have chaperones. Don’t laugh! You girls don’t understand these things. I can’t in
good conscience let you go without chaperones.”
My eyebrows flew up, and the other girls’ faces showed their anger and disappointment. Meanwhile, the crowd
of girls outside the office, craning their heads to catch the latest developments, had somehow discerned that we
had hit a snag and were busily discussing matters among themselves, while a few of the bolder among them
simply started shouting,
“We want to go! We want to go!” When Principal Liu rose slowly to his feet and made his way unsteadily to
the door, all the girls outside scurried off in giggles. Only then did he return, pause, and say to us solemnly,
“If you really must go, then fine. I will enlist some teachers to be your chaperones. But you must mind them.
National Day should be a happy occasion. I love my country too. But … ai!”
When he lapsed into silence, it occurred to us that since our mission was accomplished, we really didn’t have
to listen anymore. We withdrew with the spoils to report to our classmates.
Sure enough, the next morning Mr. Ma, head of daily operations, hurried out to buy the lanterns personally,
and supper was moved up half an hour. Our company was now ready to embark. When we had finished counting
off, standing at attention, there were 467 of us. With the shorter girls in front and the taller ones behind, carrying
lanterns of all different colors, our parade wound like a snake through the streets. As the crowds grew, the jeering
and laughter began.
“Look at all those duck butt haircuts! Say, they’re not bad!”
“Two or three of those girls’ll be plenty for me!”
“Hey, that one’s sure pretty! Look at that one, she’s hideous!”
“Look! They’re smiling!”
“Look! They’re touching their own …!”
The older girls lowered their heads, while the younger ones cocked theirs and giggled. Our gym teacher, Miss
Wu, was wearing a magenta knee-length cheongsam and a long black-and-gold-striped scarf around her neck and
down her back. October was a bit early to be wearing a scarf; but at only seventeen, Miss Wu had always been
delicate. She was just back from Shanghai (where she’d graduated from a certain physical education teachers’
training school), so she dressed especially well.
“Who’s this?” the men on the streets asked as they started noticing her, “the principal’s daughter?”
“Or concubine!” Miss Wu spat back,
“Go to hell!” Then her high heel slipped and she fell. Mr. Ma rushed over to help her up, but she was in so
much pain she couldn’t walk, so he had to give her his arm. This set off much whispering in our ranks, about how
they were an “old twosome” (Ningponese for married couple) and how they were “stuck on” each other.
We arrived at Sun Yat-sen Park. The festivities began, with the reading of the last testament, speeches, and the
chanting of slogans. Finally it came time for the lantern parade. Lining up first were the party representatives,
then government representatives, the marching band from the orphanage, representatives from every citizens’
group, and then, finally, thousands and thousands of students. Those from a certain province-level high school
came first, followed by the county-level technical school, and then a trade school. Our girls’ school was also
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county level and should have come next, but our marshal Mr. Ma and the other teachers were so self-effacing, so
reluctant to move forward, that several missionary schools just plowed their way in front of us. All the other
private schools followed, and we ended up in the rear. It really was our lucky day: a number of women’s
associations who wouldn’t mix with men’s groups most earnestly sought to march with us, and of course we had
to let them go in front of us too.
Thus the mighty lantern parade began, starting out from the main entrance to the park, where the crowds now
formed a sea of bobbing heads. The spirits of the marchers were high, with much talking and laughter and highjinks. When the marshals saw how out of hand everything was getting, they announced that everybody had to stay
in line, and suggested that we all sing along with the band. So first we sang the party anthem, and then “Down
with imperialists! Down with imperialists! Out with warlords! Out with warlords! On with the revolution! On
with the revolution!” We sang these songs over and over again as we approached the park gate, when all of a
sudden someone in the crowd shouted,
“Let’s join the coeds!”
In the ensuing uproar, we were a little scared, but also somehow proud of ourselves. But things quickly
degenerated as all sorts of lowlifes charged into our ranks, pinching a plump girl on the thigh, or just grinning and
leering and cackling salaciously. It was so disgusting you wanted to puke, and with no end in sight, we really were
starting to panic.
“Yuck! Beat it!”
“My lantern’s caught fire!”
“Mr. Ma!”
Mr. Ma was so frantic his whole head was sweating, and he kept screaming at us not to scatter, to just keep
going, keep going! Eventually those up ahead must have figured out what was going on, because some dozen-odd
policemen appeared, waving their billy clubs in the air, charging after the lowlifes, and shouting threats. By that
point those so intent on pressing their luck knew better than to continue, but they made another huge commotion
as they fled. The girls, afraid of getting clubbed by mistake in the fray, were crying and squealing at the police,
”Watch out! Look where you’re going!” The police, now frantically squealing a bit themselves, responded,
“Don’t worry, young ladies, my club could never touch you, trust me!”
Miss Wu’s whole face reddened at this. She tugged on Mr. Mas sleeve and whispered,
“Let’s make a run for it back to the school! Hurry!”
Lacking any sort of counterproposal, all we could do was stray from the parade and make our dejected way
back to school, dragging our lanterns—now crushed, burned, bedraggled to the point of one lone bamboo stay
intact—as we went. However staunch an advocate Principal Liu was for social change, society was just as intent
on obstructing it.
*
In the aftermath of our participation in the lantern parade (an aftermath that tidily bore out Principal Liu’s
“prophetic vision”) the student body split into two camps. One group believed that anyone of Principal Liu’s years
naturally possessed the wisdom of experience, but these girls were too embarrassed to voice their admiration for
him aloud. The other group, people more or less like me, persistently refused, for some unknown reason, to
acknowledge our defeat in this new game, despite the fact that we had formed no profound or more accurate
views of our own to bring to it. Just look at him: Principal Liu positively licking his chops with smugness. No,
even worse: delighting in the calamities of others. He hypocritically cast himself in the role of compassionate
father, making us the little children who just didn’t understand the ways of the world. His face a mask of sorrow
and regret, he’d say things like, “I’m in favor of equality between the sexes too, but …” or “Of course I want our
students to be patriotic, but you know …” This left us no room at all for maneuver; we little pupils were like
netted fish in a stagnant pond. If anyone made a peep of dissent, she became morally suspect from the day she
was born, because she liked nothing better than going out swinging a lantern, looking for savages to feel her up.
Aunt Five would flare her nostrils at me and say,
“Qing, dear, I just don’t know why you won’t put your intelligence to proper use. For instance, just yesterday
Principal Liu was telling me … Anyway, the point is, he really does feel sorry for you. You’d better come to your
senses!”
Put your energy into your studies! Settle down! Come to your senses! But heaven only knew what was worth
studying. Our Chinese teacher, Mr. Cheng, was a disgusting, red-nosed old pedant. Standing up at the lectern,
he’d blow his nose with a loud honk, producing a long stream of snot, which, since he didn’t have a handkerchief,
he’d wipe with a crumpled-up page from the lecture notes he'd just read. And then he’d stuff the filthy paper into
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the drawer.
Math was covered by Principal Liu, who would skip over all the hard problems on the grounds that girls
weren’t going to become engineers anyway, so what business did they have with advanced mathematics? The
important thing was to benefit from his daily words of wisdom. English was now being taught by a new teacher,
Mr. Jiang, whose recitation voice sounded like someone crunching on pebbles, hoarse and harsh, painful to the
ears. His specialty was grammar, apparently, rule by rule by rule, as if it were legal code or mathematical
formulae. We would always cram before his tests, but once when he changed the date of the test on us, we all
heaved a huge sigh of relief and promptly forgot every last one of those grammar rules.
And then there was Mr. Zhao, who taught party doctrine and was even more miscast than the rest. As Principal
Liu explained it, because he’d been unable to hire a real party bigwig (and even if he had, he’d never have been
able to live it down if we inadvertently offended him), all in all it was better to just drum up some lackey for the
job. This teacher was so ignorant he might as well have been hired for the express purpose of standing up there
telling us jokes.. He had no idea whether the Grand Canal connected north and south or east and west,\fn{ The
longest canal system in the world, it flows generally in a northerly/southerly direction for about 1,000 miles and was last dredged, repaired
and modernized between 1958-1964.} nor could he name the principal ports of the eastern seaboard. So we told him

there was no need to teach us the general plan for national reconstruction, or better yet,
“Why don’t you tell us, so we can all have a good laugh, because we need to know, esteemed teacher: Did you
nod at the son of some footman of Premier Sun to get this job, or did you carry the briefcase for some provinciallevel party committee member?” He’d just smile blankly and take the barbs, along with his dollar’s pay for the
hour. Whenever he was ten minutes late, we’d yell,
“Dock him eighteen fen!”
He would seem genuinely apologetic and plead with us to lighten up. If we did, he would tell us what was on
the quiz. But the last time this happened he came stumbling in drunk, and when he heard us shout, “Dock him
eighteen fen,” he just raised his eyebrows and smiled as if he didn’t have a care in the world. He blathered on
about the ports of the eastern seaboard and the Grand Canal, and we went on with whatever we were on about,
and before long he was replaced. Later, after I was expelled, I ran into him on the street. He was riding proudly in
a private rickshaw, its bright white wheels rolling smartly along, the bell up front trilling. He’d struck it rich.
Now I suppose I ought to explain how I got kicked out of school. In the spring of 1929, the school hired this
teacher named Mr. Xu. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-seven or -eight. His face was haggard, his skin
sallow, and he wore gold wire-rimmed glasses. His voice wasn’t particularly commanding, but he carried himself
with such composure that he immediately inspired respect. He taught history, but he said it was fine if we didn’t
know a whole lot about ancient events, as long as we had a general sense of pre-modern society—who the hell
cared about the names of the emperors, let alone their pretty concubines? He turned dead serious, though, when it
came to the history of the last hundred years. He gave complete and thorough explanations of every idiotic
personage, every infuriating event, and every single humiliating treaty. At times he would even burst into tears as
he spoke, and we would be beside ourselves with indignation as we listened to him. The bell ending class rang
and we ignored it, the bell for the next period must have rung too but no one noticed; he was still lecturing
passionately, and we were still hanging on his every word, when Principal Liu walked in, preceded by his belly.
“Ignore him!” I shouted, just glancing at him before swiftly returning my attention to Mr. Xu’s face, wanting
him to continue, to goon and on.
“Pay him no mind!” My classmates must have noticed him too, but every- body was hoping history class could
be extended, and we could just forget math.
Instead, with a cry of alarm, Mr. Xu noticed him too, and could only hastily wrap up his lecture, grab his roster
book, and leave. Then Principal Liu took the podium, grinning from ear to ear, and began dispensing his words of
wisdom as usual, teaching us to be well-behaved, law-abiding students, well-behaved, law-abiding people, wellbehaved, law-abiding eaters and drinkers; telling us how we shouldn’t go looking for trouble, because society
would never tolerate “extremists.”
We knew whom he meant by “extremists,” and, feeling defiant on Mr. Xu’s behalf, I just had to disagree.
When our views betrayed our unstinting admiration for Mr. Xu, Principal Liu’s face turned vicious, and the little
freckles stood out so clearly you could have counted them one by one. But since he wasn’t about to abandon the
deportment of the well-bred, he refused to let his anger show; he just bit his lower lip in a way that contorted his
whole mouth, as if he were feigning a smile or grinning hideously.
“Now let us turn to the irregular polygon …”
He grabbed a piece of chalk and started drawing on the blackboard, but he used so much force that the chalk
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snapped in two. Apparently his anger hadn’t quite abated. After that, whenever anything not to his liking
happened, he immediately suspected that Mr. Xu was behind it, aiding and abetting the students.
One time we staged a hunger strike. It started with the cook cutting too many corners—the vegetables were
getting worse and worse, and fewer and farther between. We would get a yellow croaker too small to go around a
table of seven; it looked like some kind of baked gadget, it stunk, and the flesh had the texture of face powder. If
the cook couldn’t bear to part with the roots when serving spinach or bean sprouts, we could live with that, but
apparently the kitchen staff was just as fond of the mud, for our every mouthful tasted like dirt. At times we took
matters into our own hands: we’d scrape leftovers from the other dishes onto one serving dish and go find a bug to
add to it, preferably a fly, of course. Then all seven of us would bang on the dish with our chopsticks and shout at
our server,
“Come look! Hurry! There’s a fly in the food! That means you have to bring us two more dishes: one for
replacement, and one for your penalty.”
Those at neighboring tables would add their voices to the clamor, and the unfortunate cook would always
relent and provide another dish. But after we pulled this trick once too often, the cook refused to pay up any
longer. From now on, he said, every dish would be inspected before we started eating it. If a bug was found then,
he’d replace the dish, but anything that happened after our first bite, forget it. We weren’t satisfied in the least, but
since Principal Liu considered this fair, there was nothing we could do but grumble to ourselves.
As luck would have it, one morning when everybody had just about finished off a pot of rice porridge,
somebody spooned up a dirty rag from the bottom. The brown gunk from the rag had been stirred through the
whole pot, so everyone was retching, trying to puke, but it was too late—the germ-laden swill wouldn’t come up.
Thus began the dining hall riot. We banged on the dishes with chopsticks, pounded the tables, kicked over stools,
and made a real mess of the place, but the unwavering rationale from the kitchen was,
“So who told you not to inspect your food before eating it?” We said,
“But who could have known you’d be so mean? We knew to look in the serving bowls, but how could we
know the problem reached as far as the bottom of the porridge pot?”
Truth be told, Principal Liu wanted to get the cook to provide a fresh pot, but we would have none of it. We
insisted that the cook be held fully responsible for guaranteeing that we wouldn’t contract any stomach disorders,
which, we pointed out, would be no laughing matter. But wouldn’t you know it, this only reminded Principal Liu
of something else on his mind—Mr. Xu had ulcers.
Apparently, when he was in college, his girlfriend was in high school, so he paid all their expenses. But since
he came from a poor family that had nothing to spare for the two of them to live on, all he could do was scramble
after odd jobs trying to make ends meet, and since he wasn’t eating well either, over time he developed ulcers.
And then heart disease. Since he didn’t hold out much hope for his future, he left college after three years to work,
which gave his girlfriend the chance to attend college without worry. Principal Liu had never cared about Mr.
Xu’s health before; rather, it was the fact that the teacher had never graduated from college that inspired our
principal’s deepest regret. Who could have known that our little dining hall riot could cause such a
misunderstanding?
Now apparently even Mr. Xu's stomach ttouble was grounds for suspicion: clearly, he was guilty of instigating
the riot. And once again my own Aunt Five couldn’t resist chiming in, because she just had to show how clever
and cutting she could be. With a derisive laugh, she said to us,
“I always thought stomach problems were brought on by sacrificing yourself for a woman, not eating
porridge.”
Angrily refusing more porridge, we ran out of the dining hall to the dorm, pretending to be sick. It wasn’t long
before Aunt Five arrived under orders to lock down the dorm. Banished to the corridors and the courtyard, we
stood around in helpless fury. Some of the girls clutched their bellies, screaming and moaning. We lasted through
lunch time with no resolution in sight, but then we started sending servants like Old Wang and Mama Wu on
bread runs to the little shop at the school gate. Principal Liu didn’t cough up the money to buy us noodles until
3:30 that afternoon. He also told us that the cook would be docked the next day by having to provide an extra
meat dish for every table. Mr. Xu, however, was driven straight to his sick bed with exasperation.
Mr. Xu lived alone at the school, and when he took to bed, not a single teacher, from Principal Liu on down,
went to see him. Nor was anyone doing anything about his meals. So we organized a dozen-some students to visit
him in little groups. But then Aunt Five delivered Principal Liu’s mandate:
“No girls allowed in male teachers’ quarters.”
So then we pooled our money to buy flowers and things like bread, crackers, and cookies, which we had Old
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Wang take over to him. Surely there couldn’t have been anything wrong with this, but Principal Liu managed to
find some pretext for chastising Old Wang, after which he refused to make further deliveries. When Mr. Xu went
into the hospital, we didn’t even know about it at first; it was something like a week later before we found out.
Then everybody started getting themselves excused from classes so they could go visit him.
When Aunt Five eventually found out what was behind our absences, she and Principal Liu were furious. He
told the office to stop excusing students from classes for any purpose that involved their departure from school
grounds. One Sunday, we just got about a hundred of us together and stormed the hospital en masse. Who knew
Aunt Five and a number of office staff were posted there waiting for us? They claimed the doctor had told them
that since Mr. Xu’s heart condition was so serious, he required complete and total rest and quiet. Principal Liu, for
his part, stressed that so many girls in such a hurry to see a young male teacher was sure to become big news for
people. We crowded through the hospital gate, shouting,
“Who cares if we’re news, we just want to see him a minute!”
Next thing we knew, they were hashing it over, and after a while Aunt Five came and told us that it really was
in the interest of his quick recovery that we not disturb him too much. But each grade could choose two
representatives to visit him, she said, and then we’d see where things stood.
When we got back to school, too many students were gone to call an assembly on a Sunday. And when we
named our representatives on Monday, the office refused to let them off school grounds, saying we’d have to wait
until Sunday, our next day off. Unfortunately, I was a representative again this time, so whenever I ran into Aunt
Five, she had plenty of awful things to say.
“This Mr. Xu of yours has a girlfriend, you know,” she’d announce, her voice laced with derision, “and he’s
really quite ill this time. Principal Liu has already sent her a telegram telling her to come, so I don’t know why
you should get yourselves so worked up over him.” Or she’d say,
“He may seem like the quiet type, but he’s really quite the ladies’ man, which is the only reason so many of
you girls are on his side.”
These comments of hers just made us madder and madder. In the end, a notice appeared on the bulletin board
one drizzly morning. Written on a little slip of paper, it read,
“One of our faculty, Mr. Xu, has died after an illness. All middle school-level history courses from this day
forth will be taught by Mr. Cheng.”
That fine specimen of the nose-blowing old pedant. Now the drawer beneath the lectern would be stuffed with
two classes’ worth of soiled lecture notes. We had no interest in those stale formulaic tales about the olden days;
we wanted to know about our own world, our own country, our own society, what Chinese people of our own day
ought to be doing. History is a mirror, and we wanted to see real live people in it, not just skeletons from the
distant past.
We had to have a memorial for Mr. Xu! But the school wouldn’t allow it. His girlfriend was the one in charge
of funeral arrangements. The principal sent a memorial couplet anyway, but it never got hung, since she was in no
shape to organize a funeral or anything like it. She just bought a coffin, added the corpse, put it in the guild hall,
and that was it. When we called an ad hoc meeting of the student association, though, the principal actually
delegated some teachers to suggest that members of the student self-governance committee go pay our respects
and also send a memorial couplet written on white cloth. We could ask Mr. Cheng to choose the phrases. But I
would have none of it.
“No way! Why have the cat mourn the mouse?”
The chair of the student association shot me a glance. Then a number of girls stood up and started criticizing
the school and the principal. At that point, the chair suggested we table the matter and discuss it again at our next
meeting, but I said,
“Why bother? Let’s just forget it, he’s already dead. There was never any need for this meeting to begin with.”
Then somebody else leaped to her feet to wield her own powers of persuasion, and the discussion was on
again. In the end, we came up with two resolutions. One was that every student wear a velvet flower in her hair,
and the other that we cancel all history classes for the rest of the semester. But the faculty delegates said the
school would never agree to that. The chair said,
“Since our faculty delegates have said our second resolution is unacceptable, I think we should abandon it. As
for our decision to wear white flowers in our hair, we should ask the principal for permission before proceeding.”
I said,
“You can’t just abandon a resolution! And everybody surely has the freedom to decide whether or not to put a
flower in her hair; why should we have to ask the principal’s permission?” Many of the others agreed with me,
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and the chair completely overreacted. She said,
“Okay, Madame Su Qing, you get up here and take over. I’m obviously unqualified, and I quit.”
Tears were running down her face as she spoke. That started everyone clamoring for me to be chair, and
somebody took a real dig at her and said that anyone who would be such a crybaby was never qualified to begin
with. But of course I refused to take over, and the teacher delegates said that once a chair had been selected you
couldn’t just pick another one, and the meeting fell apart after that.
The next day, everyone refused to go to class because we wanted to have another meeting. Principal Liu
insisted that we go to classes first, the chair pretended she was too sick to call a meeting, and from there things
devolved into a student strike. That evening Principal Liu called in those of us who had been chosen as the class
representatives to visit Mr. Xu in the hospital. He said that if we observed school rules and returned to class,
everyone else would naturally follow suit. We responded,
“The whole school’s refusing to go to classes, it’s not just us. Why should we be the ones to go back first?”
“How is it they picked you as class representatives in the first place, if you weren’t the ones out there helping
Mr. Xu fan the flames?”
“First of all, Mr. Xu never fanned any flames, and second of all, we were picked to visit the sick, not to lead
the way in class attendance.”
Principal Liu resorted to veiled threats; we refused to budge; and when we left, neither side was very happy.
On our way out of his office, we ran into our student association chair and I asked her,
“Are you feeling better now?” She came up, took my hand with a great show of sincerity, and said,
“I think we’d better just return to classes for now, or else I’m afraid we’ll really have to pay—Liu has asked
me for a list of names; he wants to know who’s fanning the flames!”
By Sunday morning—the day on which class representatives were to have visited him in the hospital—Mr. Xu
was dead, and all that was left was that little announcement flapping on the bulletin board. Curiously, another
notice written in a nearly indecipherable hand was stuck right next to it, announcing the expulsion of those same
class representatives, on the grounds that we had incited the student strike, albeit, the notice added, with outside
instigation. No doubt the instigator was Mr. Xu. What a pity he was no longer a part of this suspicious world!
The flames went right on burning, bigger and higher too. Yet the resolution of the whole thing amounted to
nothing more than the removal of both notices from the bulletin board, the appointment of a new history teacher
named Wen, and the reclassification of our expulsion to voluntary withdrawal from school. But the price we paid
was the same either way: a middle school diploma had been within our grasp, and we’d lost it just like that, for
nothing.
The chair of the student association asked Principal Liu to be her godfather not long afterward, and she
graduated first in her class the following year.
It seems to me that when waters rise, no one can calm them. And when water is deathly still, it’s hard to stir up
a wave. Why not just take all our cues from nature? I’m energized by an approaching thunderstorm. When it
passes, I’m brought back down to this lonesome earth once more, as uncertain and aimless as ever.
188.115 Self-Criticism And Self-Encouragement: A Short Autobiography Of A Journalist\fn{by Peng Xuezhen
aka Zi Gang (1914-1988)} Peking, China (F) 2
I have been a journalist for four years now, and will probably continue with this job. Yet I feel compelled to
say that I became a journalist accidentally. A person without long-term plans and foresight, coincidence is the
story of my life.
Women often ask me how I made a journalist of myself, just like I ask clerical staff how to dispatch certain
business. In recent years, being a journalist is a dream for many young women. Even though chances of becoming
journalists are slim, this job remains attractive to them.
It happened like this. I helped out with a magazine publisher for over a year. Sometimes I was assigned to
interview people and conduct surveys about social change, which constituted all my training in journalism. On the
first day, I had no idea what to do. A business card with the title “Journalist of a Newspaper Office” decided my
job. I felt uneasy about this “promotion.” How would people perceive me now? I had more responsibility toward
interviewees.
I never studied the basics of journalism. I found it too embarrassing to ask an editor how to go about doing my
job. Relying on my courage, the feature stories I had read, and my small circle of connections, I began to collect
news about people, organizations, and events.
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*
It was the second year of the War of Resistance against Japan. In Wuhan, the heart of national defense at the
time, patriotic passion reached its peak (not without ups and downs). To help save the country, numerous
organizations were formed and meetings held. People performed heroic deeds. I worked mostly with wounded
soldiers, refugees, and young men and women making speeches, putting up wall posters, and teaching illiterates
the basics of reading and writing characters.
I met Zhou Jiangjian, the mother of a wounded soldier. I also made the acquaintance of leaders of guerrilla
warfare from the front and occupied areas, and patriotic workers from remote provinces. Of course, I made
friends with the youngsters in the Children’s Theatrical Troupe (Haizi jutuan)1 of Xi’an.
Later, the bombings began. Every time the enemy planes left, I was among the numerous journalists to cover
the happenings in Wuchang and Hanyang in the heat of summer. Appalled by the bloody slaughter, we poured our
wrath into our stories.
Yes, I wrote a lot out of enthusiasm and excitement as a new journalist. In retrospect, my wtitings then were
not up to standard, for I knew nothing about length and readability. I just went out searching for news every day.
When I came back, I sat down and committed the material to paper. Steeped in patriotic enthusiasm, I worked
with students, workers, wounded soldiers, among others.
I call this year “roaming in wonderland.”
*
We lost Wuhan to the enemy and had to retreat to Chongqing. In part we covered similar subjects as before. But
as the war turned out to be long and drawn-out, we had to try to accomplish more with our limited resources.
“Production and construction” were the catchwords of the day. As part of the field personnel, we journalists
shuttled back and forth between factories and workshops. If we were to elect some labor heroes, they would
surely emerge out of these working men and women.
As a result of unfamiliarity with the production sections, increased censorship, and fatigue, I began to write
less and less. Reflecting on my past work, I suspect that much was a waste of words, and much signs of
ignorance. I learned to think twice before doing a feature story or commenting on an event. Indeed, my worst
headache was feature stories. Some people wanted to get written up for fame and honor. They would say,
“Please write a feature story about me!”
I would force a smile. I detested such exaggerated profiles. No wonder sometimes. people ridiculed feature
stories as inferior journalism for its frequent overstatement. Therefore, I began to report on events in a simple and
straightforward style.
I began to be dissatisfied with roaming. I wanted to improve. Like an actor re-examining the roles she had
played, I felt conflicted about many things and began to see more and more of society’s darkness and hypocrisy.
On the one hand I did not have enough administrative power, on the other hand I had no total control of my own
pen.
Every time I was among the oppressed, I felt deeply concerned that my qipao would form a barrier between
them and me. Was I qualified to speak for them? Did I deserve their trust? Did I have the capacity to represent
their interest?
A soldier’s helpless family could regard my help as an act of charity; a groaning wounded soldier could look
contemptuously at condoling visitors; a female worker toiling away for twelve or thirteen hours a day could turn
away from a fair-skinned interviewer.
Naturally, wearing a mask was of no use. This is what I began to suspect. I wanted to say that these
unprivileged people were truly kind. I seldom had any bad experiences with them. But since I came to understand
their situations more, I rarely sought a personal interview at meetings held in honor of soldiers and their families.
If a journalist wearing a pair of thousand-yuan shoes asked a wounded soldier, “How much do you get paid every
month?” it just sounded to me like a cat crying over a dead mouse.
I saw this problem and its causes; but under the present circumstances, I could only live with the situation. I
hated myself for not being able to do anything and tried not to playact like a hypocrite.
I came into contact with the rich and powerful. Journalists had to visit both heaven and hell without alarm.
“Dissipation coexists with diligence.”
Life always reminded a journalist with a good conscience of this statement. All the luxury, waste, lust,
corruption presented themselves clearly to journalists’ eyes, yet we did not have the power to expose them. This
was the source of our satisfaction and frustration. Yet, it was miserable for a journalist to go to another job for the
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confinement. I find it interesting that the word “news” consists of the first letters of "north, east, west, and south"
in English.
*
“To live, to learn.”
This saying applies most to journalists. A big knowledge base is necessary, especially for lack of a clear
division of labor because all newspapers reduced in scope during war times.
If we do not consider attending tea parties an honor, nor feel smug about being in journalism, and not assume
our duty to be fulfilled with some sketchy interviews, then we must keep an open mind and update our knowledge
about the world every day! Perhaps due to traditional constraints and perhaps a lack of studiousness, I must admit
that female journalists often do not measure up to male journalists in professional capacity, just like women
usually are not as learned as men. Therefore, female journalists in general lag behind their male colleagues in
gathering news despite some exceptions.
Male journalists are more prone to misconduct, however. For example, some try to make a fortune using their
professional privilege or engage in sideline business.
Learning on the job is always required of a journalist, as well as curiosity, a sense of justice, resilience,
information-gathering skills, and excellent writing skills.
All right, I must stop all this preaching. After all, I am only a novice.
It takes time and energy to keep abreast of the happenings in the world. It is hard for women most of the time.
We are not as physically strong as men. Long distance travel and battlefront interviews prove challenging for
women to say the least. We need strong bodies to acquire skills necessary for journalists, such as horseback riding,
swimming, and driving.
I must raise women’s issues here. The home, the kitchen, and the family are all fetters for female journalists.
The need to be mobile, a characteristic of journalism, makes these fetters even more acutely felt. I myself am no
exception. Because I cannot do it all, I often feel sad about the compromises I have to make.
As a journalist, I mostly covered events in cities where I lived. I traveled very little and set foot on the
battlefield only once during the war years. Perhaps I will regret it for the rest of my life. I realize that war is
happening not only at the front but also in every corner in the rear. This makes it easier for me to do my part, and I
feel better.
Learning foreign languages is also a must for journalists, and many of us are making time for it.
Above I shared my heartfelt self-criticism and self-encouragement. I am not good enough to be a role model
for other women.
187.201 Why I Parted With T’ang Na\fn{by Chiang Ch’ing aka Li Yun-ho (1914-1991)} Chu-ch’eng, Shantung
Province, China (F) 4
Recently various small publications have carried a number of news items concerning T’ang Na and myself.
These stories mainly say that I jilted T’ang Na. Originally I thought that I would just remain silent and let this
affair pass. Because this is how it could have been: T’ang Na and I had had no contact for some time, and he had
no reason to come and bother me over and over again. However, since various publications have published
inaccurate stories unfavorable to me, to make everyone understand clearly, I am no longer willing to endure this
in silence.\fn{In 1935, the eventual wife of Mao Tse-tung began an affair with the film actor, writer, and leftist critic T’ang Na, and in
April, 1936, they were married}
Let it explode, this frustration long accumulating in my mind! I’ve lived with this destructive frustration for
over a year, and during this long, sad year, except for a very few friends, most people, including a number of
friends, have been saying,
“T’ang Na loved Lan P’ing so madly and passionately, but Lan P’ing’s affection for him was capricious.”
Implicit in these words is a lot of dissatisfaction and blame.
I really cannot take it any longer, even though average people who have serious business to attend to would
consider this kind of nuisance quite senseless, hardly worth wasting their breath on. But since there are some who
are quite willing to waste their breath in this way, and have taken such great pains to devise ways to bear this
heavy “responsibility,” it wouldn’t be appropriate for me to disappoint all the rest; moreover, I hope that most
people will understand the facts. That’s why I have to speak out.
*
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What I want to explain is the way T’ang Na loved me, that his way was to love someone else at the same time
he was deeply in love with me! That was when I was working for the Tien-t’ung Movie Company, before I fell in
love with him, when we were good friends. Everyone knew (company colleagues as well as his friends) that at
that time he was in love with a young woman (in order not to drag others into this, I would rather not mention her
name here). Later, after he fell in love with me, I asked him about this affair, but he said that it was a smokescreen because he was afraid of letting others know that he was chasing me. I had never suspected that someone
who loved me would lie to me, so this simply flashed across my mind like a shooting star, and I completely forgot
about it.
Last year, however, on International Women’s Day (March 8), we were very short of money and I was sick.
But for an entertainment at the Young Women’s Club, I ran out on that cold day with my illness and went on stage
sick. Because of a small misunderstanding, none of my friends had time to help out, and things got even more
complicated. Feeling really miserable, I carried through with this strenuous task. Through the efforts of several
friends, the entertainment finally ended.
But it ruined me! With a very high fever and a head so heavy that it felt like it had been filled with lead, I went
home by myself in a rickshaw. At the time we lived on Nanyang Road. When I got home, I forget what I was
looking for, but among a stack of books on the table, I discovered a love letter he had written to another woman
(the one he was after when he worked for the Tien-t’ung Company) and a love letter from that woman to him.
Ah! Heaven! Can you imagine how painful that was? A misunderstanding with my friends, sick, and on top of
that the man I loved was unfaithful, all melted together into a huge iron club that came crashing down on my
head!
*
When I came to, I was still Lan P’ing. Lan P’ing is the kind of person who didn’t give T’ang Na any trouble at
all, but just simply wrote him a note and left. Having nowhere to go, I ran over to a hotel room that I rented for
rehearsal during the day, because I knew that my friends from the club would come, and that they would help me
think of something.
After a while, the door opened, and in walked T'ang Na. He wanted me to return, but I said that things had
already reached the point where it would be impossible for us to be together again. But he started to cry, sobbing
very sadly! He said that even if something had happened we could go home and talk it over before parting. At that
point I was afraid of creating some kind of disturbance in the hotel, so I went back with him. But I told him that
there was no way we could continue living together, and that I would leave in the morning.
Ah! I shall never forget the pitiful way that he cried! Later, he tried to make me say that I forgave him, but I
said nothing, and he turned around and walked out.
Because he was in such a terrible state when he left, I jumped out of bed and discovered the note he had left on
the table in the other room, the gist of which was that he wanted to die. I was very alarmed, and, collecting all my
strength and energy, I ran after him and asked him to come back. But he asked me whether or not I loved him,
whether or not I would forgive him.
Good lord! What was I to say to someone who wanted to die! I said that I loved him, that I forgave him! Thus,
from that day on, I was fighting a temperature of about 40°C (104°F), I was delirious, and I was pounding the bed
and cursing people. I was going crazy! I am grateful to T’ang Na for looking after me so well. Because we were
poor, he took me to his home, and I stayed in bed at the home of one of his relatives in Suchou for nearly two
months.
*
He had talked of marriage earlier, but only then did I finally agree. However, I told him very clearly that this
ceremony was not to restrict anyone, but merely to solve our financial problems, since by marrying he would
receive a little money from his family with which we could pay back the debts incurred due to unemployment and
illness. Thus, during the ceremony, among the three couples,\fn{ Three couples were married at the same ceremony,
witnessed by Cheng Chun-li and Shen Chun-ju. They were Lan P’ing and T’ang Na, Chao Tan and Yeh Lu-ch’ien, and Ku Erh-i and Tu Lulu} we did not sign a marriage certificate because we clearly understood that if one day we no longer loved each

other, the marriage license would not be of any use, and neither he nor I took this ceremony seriously.
*
To return to what I was saying. Although at the time I said that I forgave him, every time I recalled that night
and those two letters I suffered as if my heart had been dashed to pieces! I had told no one about this affair,
because it hurt my poor self-respect (I thought about it a lot, and I felt that the affections of someone who really
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loved me could not possibly change), but most important was that my Ah-Q temperament made me feel that I
should not make a fuss because of my jealousy.
So I just repressed it, deep in my heart. In a state of mind like this, which could erupt over the slightest
provocation, it was easy to get into squabbles. Since we frequently had fights, added to which was the fact that,
owing to a misunderstanding, friends were put off, and also that in my career I could see no clear road ahead, I
went back to the North.
After he attempted to commit suicide in Tsinan, I returned there. The main thing I wanted to do was to have a
frank, face-to-face talk with him, to urge him to respect himself and not to act this way again, after which we
would again separate. But when I saw how miserable he looked, how shameful—my heart softened incredibly, to
the point that I totally forgave his faithlessness. I felt that everyone makes mistakes, and that if one simply
admitted and corrected one’s mistakes that would be enough.
Out of a sense of sympathy and pity, I did the most humiliating thing in my whole life—I returned with him to
Shanghai. At the time, however, I really thought that he and I would build a new life. But not long after we had
settled in Pihsun Road, inside a book I found a poem cut out of a newspaper. Because I was still so weak from my
illness, my whole body began trembling and I collapsed in a heap on the floor.
It was an ardent love poem to a woman in Japan, written when I had returned to Tsinan (the woman had then
already gone to Japan). I sat on the floor staring numbly, like an idiot, at the tree branches outside the window
quivering in the wind and the clouds in the deep blue sky. Ah! I shall never forget those white clouds rushing by. I
wanted to kill myself.
Because I didn’t have the courage or strength to leave a second time, my physical condition deteriorated
terribly. Furthermore, there was no one I could tell my troubles to. Those thoughts of suicide were written in my
diary. (T’ang Na stole this diary from me at six o’clock in the afternoon on the twenty-seventh of this month when
I wasn’t home.) However, I had already promised Mr. Ts’ai Ch’u-sheng that I would act in Wang Lao-wu, and a
sense of responsibility was at the same time a thread of hope that made it possible for me to continue living.
However, I had already fallen into a very serious depression! I frequently beat myself on the head and hit myself.
*
Later, once I joined Lien-hua Movie Company and had a job, thanks to Mr. Fei Mu who gave me a part, I
shifted all my attention to my work and forgot a lot of my worries. Following the filming of Wang Lao-wu, I acted
in Storm.\fn{A play by Alexander Ostrovsky} Because I had a job and because I had more contacts with friends, I
stopped thinking about dying, and I just wanted to get it settled once and for all! Thus it was that we started living
apart.
While we were living separately, I talked things over with friends, my very closest friends—even including
some friends of T’ang Na. They all feared that an abrupt, total break would be too much for T’ang Na, that he
would attempt to commit suicide again, and that the only thing to do was to adopt a more gradual approach. If he
were given a hope so that he could work hard, write, and study, later there would still be a chance for mutual love.
On the other hand? If thus spared a severe blow, under the encouragement of friendship, he could certainly
exert himself, and so long as he exerted himself his life would certainly become fulfilling, and then a blow like
this would not make him want to commit suicide.
However, he could not stand this, nor did he have the detennination to change himself. (Even if he had changed
I could not have loved him; I could never have loved him again, because scars in my heart from the past can never
be erased.) Thus, he again wanted to commit suicide, and it was only due to the urging of myself and three friends
that he didn’t go through with it. But at that time I told him that if he did try to commit suicide again, it would
only strengthen my detetrmination to live on, and with a heart of steel I would simply wait for the press reports
and all the accusations, because in my heart I knew that I had nothing to be ashamed of and that I had treated
T’ang Na fairly and decently.
At the time, he said that he definitely would never attempt to commit suicide again. I never hated him—even
today.\fn{This was first published on May 31, 1937:H} Although I no longer love him, we can still be good friends. He
has a strong sense of friendship toward all his friends, and I certainly cannot obliterate his good points just
because of this affair. In this way, we continued to see each other, but it was quite clear that we would not
interfere with each other.
*
But one day he suddenly came looking for me to talk, saying that to go on like this was too aggravating for
him, that he wanted to settle it once and for all. He also showed me a torn letter—the letter was from that woman
who had returned from Japan, ending their relationship and demonstrating his fidelity to me. However, I no longer
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loved him, and I asked him, since he wanted to terminate our relationship completely, if he wanted to put a notice
in the newspapers announcing our separation. He said to go ahead and do it if I wanted to, but that it was not
necessary for him. Of course I needed it even less. Thereupon he decided to leave Shanghai.
Later, I fell in love with someone else. Under such circumstances, my loving someone else was none of his
business, and he had no reason to concern himself about it, and even less reason to make me take him into
consideration. However, when he returned and found out about it, the first time he came running over to my place,
he reproached me in a threatening manner.
I don’t know what words he used that made me start to cry! But I turned my head aside so that he wouldn’t see
how badly I felt. Because not long before I had been acting in Storm during the day while filming Wang Lao-wu
in the evenings, I was in poor physical condition, and in particular my heart was very weak. The day that he came
was also just when I had been filming at night for two days in a row. Again I fell ill.
The second time he came, he started upbraiding me the moment he entered the door. I asked him to leave, and
when he refused I called my maid to come up, but he locked the door to the room, leaving the kindhearted servant
outside, crying anxiously.
And I? I was very calm. I knew that he was suffering greatly, so that it might be a good idea to let him rant and
rave and get it out of his system. But, good lord! How he ranted and cursed! Never in my life have I been so
insulted. He accused me of playing around with men, of being weak-willed, of using men to help me get ahead,
and of cheating him. He also mentioned the hope I had given him when we were living apart. But he himself had
not wanted this hope; he had been finished with me! Even after he and I were finished, was I still not supposed to
love anyone else? Even if we were not totally finished, I still have the right to love someone else!
I endured his ranting in silence. When he was finished he left, but I swore to myself that I had taken it once,
twice, but would not take it a third time, that if he came again I would teach him a lesson, not because I feared
him but because I pitied him, and moreover, I should maintain my own self-respect.
*
One night he came again, and this is what happened. I hit him and he hit me. We closed the door of the room
and did not open it to the knocking of the servant and friends. I was hurt. I never screamed so loud. He took with
him every one of the letters he had written to me, and he said that he was going to put a notice in the papers
announcing our separation, though he didn’t do it.
Other than one small paring knife and a pair of scissors, I have no weapons in the house at all. Don’t be afraid,
come on! I’m certainly not hiding. As for the “news tactic,” I’m not going to be like Yuan Ling-yü\fn{ A famous
movie star} and kill myself because I’m “afraid of what people might say.” Nor will I retreat. I’ll just wait without
moving a muscle, wait for them to curse me in large bold type.
*
T’ang Na stirred up trouble over and over again, and his friends are trying to deal me “damaging blows,” all
because of that marriage ceremony, because in this society, this ceremony—even though there was no marriage
license—is considered by the average person to be a binding agreement between the sexes. Of course, this sort of
thing is quite common. And it is even very common for those self-appointed superior people to use it to attack
others.
First of all, I did not want to make a public statement simply because I did not want to make a noisy row over
such a senseless affair, nor did I want to make things even more aggravating for T’ang Na, because all along I
have continued to feel sorry for him. But now, since he has acted like this, am I just supposed to be a pitiful little
bug and let others trample all over me whenever they feel like it?
No! Lan P’ing is a human being and will never retreat, especially in the face of such shameless tactics. Since in
his eyes I have already turned into such a shameful female, there was certainly no need for him to pay attention to
me anymore, and I in all good conscience did not worry about him. From that day on, I have no longer been
concerned about him.
Moreover, except for a few close friends, I haven’t thought of discussing this with anyone, because I do not
want people to say that I was begging for sympathy.
Furthermore, there was no need to discuss it. Because I had nothing to apologize for to T’ang Na, or to myself,
I am not afraid of anything, and I am adamantly going to go on living. Now, however, I have no choice but to
speak out; otherwise people will say that I was in the wrong and will humiliate me even further.
*
On the twenty-seventh, I returned from the countryside to discover that he had left a note and a fountain pen.
Furthermore, he had stolen both volumes of my diary. Because he had said that he would never again try to
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commit suicide, it never occurred to me from those vaguely worded lines that he would try to kill himself again.
But he did. Before he committed suicide, there was one group of friends who, I do not know whether they did not
know about the state of our affair, or whether it really was out of true friendship for him, or perhaps … but I do
know that they expressed their displeasure toward me.
I did not know about T’ang Na’s suicide. It was only from a good friend who was also a good friend of T’ang
Na—he really understands T’ang Na’s personality and our conflicts—that I learned something about it. At the
same time, I heard that T’ang Na’s friends were going to use force in dealing with me. Ha, ha! Good heavens! If
they would be so brave in fighting against XX,\fn{ Japan} then, really, China couldn’t ever be defeated!
Unfortunately, to use it against one young woman, that’s laughable.
I simply wish to explain the facts, and to make clear to everyone my attitude toward T’ang Na. Other than this,
I have no other designs. Having made this explanation, I don’t want to waste any more mental effort and ink on
this senseless affair, or to waste valuable space in the papers. I don’t feel like carrying on a long-winded
discussion over such a senseless affair. I need to protect my self-respect, and I want to devote all my time to my
career.
Oh yes, today’s papers say that T’ang Na did not commit suicide, that it was a rumor. I sincerely hope so.
203.160 Excerpts from Heart Scorching, Bone Burning Days: Memoirs Of The Cultural Revolution\fn{by
Wang Xiyan (1914-after 1992)} Yiwu, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 11
Early morning, 11 June 1966. As soon as I opened my eyes, I turned on the radio by the bedside to listen to the
day’s news, as was my habit. To my shock what came out of the radio was an usually severe and grave voice:
“A bourgeois group of so-called ‘scholars’ and ‘authorities’ have launched an incessant attack on Socialism
and the Party. Wang Xiyan has raised his anti-Communist hullabaloo of ‘Defying the Powers that Be’, insanely
calling for our Party to ‘step down from the Dragon Throne.’ Just look, we the proletariat have provided them
with food, clothing, and housing, yet they have dared to openly defy the Party and the people with the aim of
overthrowing the Dictatorship of the Proletariat and restoring the rule of the bourgeoisie …”
I got dressed at once and got out of bed to get the newspapers which had just been delivered. I was in so much
of a hurry that I did not even turn off the radio. At that time we subscribed to two papers—Liberation Daily, the
Party’s mouthpiece, and Wenhui Daily, the so-called voice of intellectuals. I turned to the front page headlines
with shaking hands.
Both papers were laid out in the same format: the top half of the page was given to a reprint of an editorial
entitled “Long Live the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution”, originally published in the Peking magazine Red
Flag. As this article boasts 15,000 words, only a third of it was run on the front page, the rest of it occupied the
whole of page three. The bottom half of the front page was devoted to major local news. The headlines were:
“Raise High the Red Flag of Ever-Victorious Mao Zedong Thought; Resolutely Carry Out the Great Proletarian
Cultural Revolution”, while the subhead read: “The Municipal Party Committee Calls on Members of the
Communist Party, the Communist Youth League, Workers, Peasants and Soldiers, Revolutionary Cadres and
Revolutionary Intellectuals to Completely Overthrow Representatives of the Bourgeoisie and Bourgeois
‘Scholars’ and ‘Authorities’”.
The article reported on a meeting held in Shanghai’s biggest conference hall—Culture Forum. It was a tenthousand people mobilization meeting conducted by the secretaries and alternate secretaries of the secretariat of
the Chinese Communist Party’s Shanghai committee, including Zhang Chunqiao, with the purpose of launching
the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution. The secretary of the Shanghai Communist Party Committee who was
also the Mayor mentioned in the keynote speech the names of eight “Anti-Party, Anti-Socialist Elements”; one of
them was me. The other seven were He Luting, director of the Shanghai Conservatory, Zhou Xinfang, director of
Shanghai’s Peking Opera Troupe, Li Junmin, director of Zhonghua Book Company’s Shanghai editorial office,
Qu Baiyin, a film director, as well as three well known figures in the higher education sector: Zhou Gucheng and
Zhou Yutong, professors at Fudan University, and Li Pingxin, a professor at Huadong Nonnal University.
What I heard on the radio was in fact taken from the Liberation Daily’s editorial entitled “Thoroughly Expose,
Thoroughly Criticize, Thoroughly Overthrow” which took up the top half of page two. Our names were also
mentioned in the editorial of the Wenhui Daily, “Raise High the Great Red Flag of Mao Zedong Thought; Surge
Ahead in the Torrents of the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution” which was written with the same fieriness as
the editorial of the Liberation Daily.
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I tired hard to keep calm and re-read the news and the editorials. Though I had been used to seeing such odious
words as “Long Live” and “Overthrow” in the papers, what I had just read still took me completely by surprise.
The shock dazed me; I looked apprehensively at my wife, totally at a loss for words.
At that moment my son rushed back home in tears. He was eleven then, a primary four student. The minute he
got into the house he told his mother tearfully,
“Teacher said Dad is … a Black Element My classmates beat me up … they called me a black bugger … they
won’t let me go to school …”
My wife dropped the newspaper and took our son into the room at the back. She held him close to her, burying
his head in her embrace. But he looked up and asked,
“Mum, is Dad a Black Element?”
“Yes … yes …”
As the mother said so she broke into a flood of tears, which made the son start crying again.
At the sight of this my mind cleared a little, recovering from the initial shock. I held back my tears and looked
around me. A thought flashed through my mind: whatever disaster is going to happen, this is no time for feeling
sorry. At that moment my feeling of indebtedness to my wife and son overwhelmed my trembling heart. My wife
Zhou Wen, then thirty-six years old, was an actress in a drama company in Wuhan before we got married. She quit
her job in order to come to Shanghai to marry me and had at first thought that she would start a new career as a
writer of children’s fiction. She actually published some stories in magazines, but the Anti-Rightist Campaign was
launched in 1957 and she dared not pick up her pen again. After that she thought she would study Russian and
translate the works of the masters of Russian literature. Her translation of a novella by Korolenko was about to be
published in a Peking magazine specializing in foreign literature when Sino-Soviet relations changed in 1958; as a
result her translation never saw the light of day. It also meant that she had to give up all that she was working on,
and she was thrown into complete despondency. And now, another thunder bolt had come out of the blue. I woke
up to find that I had become an Anti-Party, Anti-Socialist Element. What cruel fate would play such a trick on our
family?
It was worst for my son Xiaoming; he did not even know what a Black Element meant, and yet he was spurned
by his teachers and attacked by his schoolmates. At whose door should the blame be laid? I was thoroughly
ashamed of myself. I did not know what to do.
Just then two cadres from the Shanghai Union of Writers came to our flat. I was one of the Union’s full-time
writers, and they had come as representatives of the organization. They were not particularly harsh in looks and
words though they were not smiling; they just told me several things in a matter-of-fact manner: First, I had been
identified by the Mayor-cum-Party-Secretary of Shanghai in the ten-thousand-people meeting held the day before
as an Anti-Party, Anti-Socialist Element. Since it was a serious charge, I had to wait for decisions regarding me
and not act or speak in an out-of-line way. Second, I could go to the Union to look at the big-character posters
listing my “crimes” that the revolutionary masses had put up so that I would have a preliminary understanding of
the problems I had. Third, as from today, I had to seriously re-examine myself, to investigate my own reactionary
words and deeds in the last few years, and to submit a written report. Fourth, I would be under the supervision of
the Union organization as well as that of the street committee.
After they had passed these orders on to me, they assumed a compassionate expression and advised me that I
should have the right attitude, admit to my crimes and try thereby to get more lenient treatment. As they were
leaving, one of them turned round to say,
“Look, you and your family have enough food and clothes, and such a good house to live in, and yet you have
to work against the Party and the people. Just think how serious that crime is! Now you’d better use your evil pen
to confess your crimes rather than nurture poisonous weeds. Work for lenient treatment and start living a new
life!”
As soon as these two were gone, street cadres and the leader of the residents’ team turned up at our door,
altogether a fair number of women. They walked past me as though I was invisible and headed straight for my
wife, telling her that she had now become a dependent of a Counter-Revolutionary and as such was under the
supervision of the street committee. Whatever she wanted to do or had done had to be reported to either the street
committee or the leader of the residents’ team. On behalf of the street committee they announced to her her duties,
the gist of which was to help me admit and confess my crimes and write my self-criticism; she was also to
monitor my words, my actions, the people I saw, and to report back immediately to the street committee and the
leader of the residents’ team without the least concealment. One of the women from the street committee
reminded her:
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“As a dependent you have a responsibility for your husband’s turning into a Counter-Revolutionary. You, too,
must admit to and confess your crimes. What’s more, you have to teach your son well, tell him to draw a clear line
between himself and his father. It is particularly important that you do it. Otherwise, you’ll be doubly guilty.”
Tears were streaming down my wife’s face as she listened silently to the lecture delivered by the street
committee cadre. But our child, looking on in consternation at his mother, had obviously sensed the seriousness of
the disaster.\fn{Chapter one}
*
Finally the Red Guards decided to drag us out for a street parade. A placard with the drawing of a huge snake
was hung on my chest, and a bric-a-brac of strips of cloth and such-like, including my wife’s pants and shoes,
were hung down my neck. Of course a similar placard and cloth strips were also displayed on my wife. They
marched us out of the door, hustled us down the stairs, but we did not go out into the streets, we just walked round
and round the building. Needless to say, this unusual squad made up of “Old Revisionists” and “Young
Revolutionaries” attracted the attention of almost all the ahildren as well as a number of nosy men and women in
the building. Amidst the Red Guards’ continuous recitation of slogans, we two weird-looking criminals were
paraded in front of a large crowd. This served a double purpose: besides satisfying the curiosity of those who
enjoyed watching the evil in this world, it also cut to the quick the self respect of those who still harboured some
hope for civilization.
That night, after our son had gone to bed, my wife and I discussed in a low voice the question of “how to go on
living”. In the past few months we had gone over this many times. Every time when the idea of “jumping off the
balcony and putting an end to it all” came to our mind, we thought about all the cares we could not forsake in that
unjust world, and we hesitated. This time was of course no exception. I lay completely exhausted in a wicker chair
in the study, and my wife came over with a stool and sat down by my side, keeping quiet under the dim light. Our
flat had already been raided twice. Although the “revolutionaries” had sealed up our book cases and wall
cupboards during the first raid so that they remained shut this time round, still the Red Guards would not let go of
any chance to show their “revolutionary spirit”—even a desk calendar stand had to be smashed. In the bedroom
and the study, everything was either ripped apart or smashed—scrolls of calligraphy and paintmgs, photo-frames,
clothes in the wardrobe, letters and manuscripts in the drawers, pots of plants on the balcony. The floor was
naturally piled up with debris and torn pieces of paper. The Red Guards seemed to have been particularly hostile
to my wife’s collection of photographs showing her at various stages of her life; these were torn to bits and then
stamped on. All things that are with good reason valued and treasured by men were considered part of the “Four
Olds” and had to be completely eradicated. Fortunately for us by now these thing no longer existed; we could just
ignore them. Even the city noise outside of the window and the sound of footsteps on the stairs seemed very
remote. Now, in this world, everything had disappeared. What was left was only an unfortunate couple and their
even more unfortunate child.
“Every time that Great Leader goes on to Tiananmen, our life is put under a greater threat,” my wife said,
holding my hand. “What if he goes there again? I really don’t know how we are to go on living.”
“Maybe he won’t go to Tiananmen again.” I persisted in my own way of thinking. “He has been there twice
already, so it’s very possible that he would go a third time, a fourth time. In this weird world anything can
happen.”
“Whatever the case, I can’t be wrong on this: he won’t be wearing a military uniform at Tiananmen just to
tackle people like us. Just think, would he need his military uniform to take care of a bunch of unarmed scholars?”
My wife held out her hand and stroked my half-shaved head, sighing,
“Whether it’s us he’s after or not, we can’t go on living like this! Who knows what tomorrow will be like!”
The weather was hot and stuffy. Though we lived on the fourth floor, I could still hear the mosquitoes buzzing
around. My mind was empty and I could not concentrate my thoughts, so I did not know what to say in reply to
my wife. If she had suggested then that the two of us should jump off the balcony, perhaps I would not have
hesitated at all. But she did not make that suggestion. We just held onto each other’s hand as though in doing so
we could save each other’s life. The night had suddenly become very quiet; we could hear each other’s heartbeat.
“We’ll live through this night first and then we’ll see,” I said helplessly, pushing myself up from the chair.
My wife seemed to understand what I meant. She nodded and, still holding onto my hand, walked back to the
bedroom next door via the side door on the balcony. She cleared away the scraps of paper and other things on the
floor, pulled the straw mat down from the bed and made me lie down. Then she went to the back room to take a
look at our child, who was fast asleep, before coming back to lay beside me.
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“Yes, we’ll live through this night first!” she said softly, trying to console herself. But I could not sleep. My
heart, which a moment ago seemed to have been clawed out of my chest by a cruel hand, had now returned to its
place. When I again started thinking about the question of “how to go on living”, an old saying from my native
village in eastern Zhejiang suddenly came to my mind:
“Even a good death cannot beat a lousy life.”
Besides, I had a responsibility to my young child; I could not push an innocent child into an abyss of suffering
just so that I could put an end to my own. This world which tortured the innocent was in itself a reason for you to
grit your teeth and live on, even if it was just to see what other weird things would happen. When this occurred to
me, I gently shook my wife who was also awake, and said,
“It’s not just living through this night; we will live through it all!”
“Live through it all?”
“Yes, we’ll live through it all! If we grit our teeth there’s nothing too hard for us to bear.”
“What if that man goes to Tiananmen again in his military uniform?”
“We don’t care whether he wears a military uniform or not; we don’t care whether he goes to Tiananmen or
not; we must go on living! Even if he goes there a third, a founh, a fifth, a sixth time, we must go on living! If we
can’t live like human beings, then we’ll live like dogs!”
“Like dogs?”
“Yes, we’ll go on living like dogs!”\fn{Chapter seven}
*
Although the bosses of the Rebel Faction had selected the supervisors of the Ox Demons for their “bone-deep
hatred” of them and for their especially high “revolutionary” ardour, yet they differed in the way they treated us:
no two were exactly alike. The three supervisors in charge of us were all retired military men, but each showed a
different face to us: one relatively mild, one relatively strict, and one out-and-out vicious. The last was displayed
by the porter who had been transferred to the Writers Union from the Literature and Arts Centre; his arms were
brawny, his fists as hard as a rock, and his face heavily jowled. His little slits of eyes seemed constantly seeking
out an object on whom to unleash his “revolutionary” ardour. Consequently, whether we were sitting in our “little
cowshed”\fn{The “little cowshed” was an old scullery in the Writers Union building in which the more important “old Ox Demons”
were kept secluded. The “old Ox Demons” in question were, besides Wang Xiyan himself, Wei Jinzhi, Ba Jin, Wu Qiang, Shi Tuo and
Kong Luosun. The “big cowshed” was for Lesser Demons. The expression “Ox Demons and Snake Spirits” was used of old as a general
term for freaks and ogres; it was applied to political heretics, or “thought-criminals”, in an editorial in the Renmin Ribao (People’s Daily)
on 1 June 1966. Simple-minded people like “Nikita” appear to have believed that those so described were genuinely “ogres”, though feeble
ones} religiously reading the “Red Bible”, or doing manual labour outside, as soon as we caught sight of his

figure, or even heard his voice, we instinctively heightened our vigilance, in case we got a taste of his vicious
fists. As for me, I always gave myself the secret warning:
“Watch your step! Our Nikita is around!”
Nikita was a character in a work by Anton Chekhov. Ever since I first encountered in secondary school the
works of that Russian literary genius from a humble urban background I had held him in the greatest esteem and
affection, and had looked upon him as my closest guide and mentor in my own apprenticeship to literature, though
we lived in different ages and countries, and I was nowhere in the same class as him in terms of literary
accomplishment.
Chekhov’s grandfather had been a serf in a landowner’s household who later bought freedom for his family
through his own hard graft; yet this peasant who had been a serf himself strongly supported serfdom, and was
both exacting and cruel in his treatment of other peasants. He was a bad influence on more than one generation of
his own family, and was the cause of Chekhov’s extreme revulsion against despotism. In 1890 the thirty-year-old
Chekhov visited, at great personal risk, the Russian Devil’s Island of Sakhalin, and witnessed the wretched lives
of the prisoners doing hard labour; soon after he returned home he wrote the famous story “Ward Six”, which was
to be ranked one of Russian literature’s most soul-stirring denunciations of tyranny and violence. In the story the
patients in this psychiatric ward suffered all sorts of appalling ill treatment, the worst being the savage beatings
they received from the warder Nikita.
Nikita was a dull-witted jailer, the enforcer of strong-arm discipline in the ward. He believed that only by
resort to his iron fists could quiet be maintained; hence if any patient resisted his will he laid about him with
gusto. Chekhov portrays Nikita as a symbol of despotism. The retired military man who was our supervisor
naturally had not read Chekhov, but he was temperamentally very much akin to Nikita. He also felt that he was
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duty bound to wield his fists to punish us Ox Demons, indeed he believed that only thus could he demonstrate his
own boundless loyalty to the Great Leader.
When first he was appointed a supervisor, this former soldier who took such pride in his fists called us Ox
Demons together, shook his fists, and threatened us:
“Do you see what’s pinned to my chest? It’s the golden image of our Great Leader! Do you see what’s round
my arm? It’s the red armband that our Great Leader put on at Tiananmen! I am totally loyal to our Great Leader,
and that gives me total power over you Demons and Spirits. I am warning you now, I only need to make up my
mind to it, and I can strike you down dead this very minute, and chop you up into mincemeat! If you don’t believe
me you can step up and try me!” He actually went round tugging at us, saying
“You want to try me?”
Needless to say, the whole lot of us Ox Demons valued our lives; we kept our heads down and held our breath,
nobody daring to let out a peep. We submitted to those baleful eyes sweeping up and down our line.
All the same, no matter how watchful and apprehensive you were; however hard you bit your tongue, there
was still no way of escaping from the merciless fists of that ex-soldier. One day at dusk, the dozen or so of us Ox
Demons assigned to the big and small “cowshed” lined up punctually for the “penitence parade” in the downstairs
passage of the library annex and waited for the inspection of the supervision team. But for some reason the three
supervisors were slow to appear. So some of the Ox Demons let down their guard, and gave way to their
inclinations to cough, to whisper, and to lift their head. All of a sudden the ex-soldier who trusted in the authority
of his fists emerged from behind the outhouse, and his iron fists hammered away on the heads of those Ox
Demons who had dared to straighten their necks, after which he took off his brass-buckled belt and savagely
lashed some of us.
When he had given rein to his first bout of “revolutionary” enthusiasm he discovered that I was not bent
forward at the regulation angle. Though he knew perfectly well I suffered from a slipped disc which restricted my
bending, that by no means deterred him from pressing down on my neck with the full strength of his arms, forcing
me to bend double from the waist, and very nearly causing my back to give way again. In the end I only got
through the crisis thanks to the intercession of another supervisor, who was a cook by trade. But the Chinese
Nikita did not let me off without slapping me viciously round the face, glaring at me with his little slitty eyes, and
threatening me:
“This time I’ll let you off, you old reprobate, but if you don’t watch your step in future, I’ll break your spine
for you, see if I don’t!”
It was in the latter half of that year that the “Tianjin Black Conference" incident happened. Apparently some
members of the Tianjin literary circle had held a meeting to oppose Jiang Qing, later to be known as the “Red
Empress”. As I was an old friend of Fang Ji, who was in charge of literary work in Tianjin, and because of my
connection with him had published in the Tianjin literary magazine called New Harbour, and also had published a
book with the Hundred Flowers Press in Tianjin, I was regarded as a member of the “Black Conference” and an
“accomplice of Fang Ji”. The Shanghai Writers Union Rebel Faction put pressure on me, demanding that I make a
clean breast of my association with the Black Conference, particularly with Fang Ji. The self-appointed “standard
bearer” of the Chinese revolution in arts and literature, Jiang Qing, who did indeed exercise the power of life and
death, went about screaming
“Evil Tianjin books were published in Shanghai, evil Shanghai books were published in Tianjin.”
The so-called “evil Shanghai books” referred particularly to my novel put out by the Hundred Flowers Press in
Tianjin called On the Long Long Road. As early as 1964 it was censured as a “prime example of the theory of
intermediate characters”, because it described an intellectual who hesitated at the crossroads. The Shanghai
Writers Union had already had meetings to condemn it.
Despite the fact that I had long been safely in the custody of the proletariat, and was totally ignorant of the
doings of the “Tianjin Black Conference”, I had suddenly become a member of the “Black Conference” and
“accomplice of Fang Ji”: it seemed I was in for big trouble. The Rebel Faction kept me detained in the “little
cowshed”: while all the other Ox Demons were allowed to go home at night, I had to stay put. At the same time
they sent people to force their way into my home to compel my wife to hand over “black material”.
Naturally this gave a heaven-sent opportunity to our Nikita, the man whose credo was “without beatings there
can be no order”, to demonstrate his “revolutionary” spirit. He burst into the “little cowshed”, grabbed me by the
scruff of my neck, and pushed and shoved me up to the second floor office. Though it was well past office hours,
some of the Rebel Paction were still there. They all looked hatefully on me, this “old Ox Demon” who was guilty
of the “most dastardly crimes”.
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“On your knees!” ordered the former soldier, banging on the table. I obediently knelt on the floor, not daring to
move a muscle.
“Own up!” he roared. “If you make a clean breast you’ll be treated leniently; if you hold out you’ll get it in the
neck! Live now or die now, the choice is yours!”
I bent my head and stayed dumb.
“Have you got cloth ears?” He grabbed my right ear and nearly pulled it off. “I told you to own up! Get a move
on!”
“Own up … to what?” I faltered.
The ex-soldier had been sitting at the office table. Now he bounded to his feet, thrust out his two big fists and
started battering my head and face from both sides like a punchball. I fell to the ground with blood streaming from
my mouth. It took the other Rebel Faction present to pull him off me. They ordered me to stand up again. This
third-degree went on for nearly two hours.
At that time, of all the “rebel” organizations in the universities and colleges in Shanghai the name of the
Drama Academy’s “Revolutionary Chamber” was the most awesome. Its affiliated combat unit called “The Wild
Brigade” had raided practically all of Shanghai’s cultural institutions. Living up to their name of “wild”, the
members of this brigade were a law unto themselves: they did exactly as they pleased, and the devil take the
consequences. People shivered in their shoes at the mention of them. …
Now they descended on the Shanghai Writers Union. After they stormed in through the front entrance, the first
thing they did was to write in huge characters in the space between the front door and the side entrance to the
main building: “Old slobs sod off!”; then they stuck up over the side entrance the couplet: “Crummy temples are
thick with vile vapours; titchy ponds are crammed with misbegotten turtles”. After that they fixed up the assembly
hall as a courtroom, with a judges’ bench against the back wall facing south; of course they had the full panoply of
Great Leader’s pictures, slogans, big-character posters, and what have you. In order to put the wind up the Ox
Demons right from the start, they had the offenders from both “cowsheds” marched to the scene of their crimes,
and had them kneel in a semi-circle in the assembly hall. The six of us “old Ox Demons” and “principal
malefactors cum heinous criminals” were the first to be brought up before the beaks. Before our names were
called and we were formally indicted, the ex-soldier supervisor who believed that wielding his iron fists was the
way to show “revolutionary” spirit, came forward. Without saying a word, he went round and punched the heads
of all the Ox Demons grovelling on the ground. Seeing that my turn was coming round, I hung my head still
lower, with the result that I was virtually spread-eagled on the floor, due to my old back trouble. But no, that still
wasn’t good enough: I got a thumping left-and-right from the ex-soldier. There was a booming in my ears,
everything went black before my eyes, and I fell in a heap. When I came to, the ex-soldier was kicking another Ox
Demon in the small of the back.
Eventually the inquisition began. The inquisitors were some young stalwarts of the “Wild Brigade”, but the
heavy who punished those in the dock was the ex-soldier with itchy fists. They sat in a row on the bench. As each
of us was interrogated in turn, the ex-soldier would jump up and deal the interrogated a blow with his fist, even if
the attitude of the person in question was abjectly humble and he answered every question without the least hint
of recalcitrance. When my turn came, the examining “revolutionary” young stalwart, consulting a prepared list of
questions, required me to recount my “crimes”, especially my motive for quoting in one of my works the old
saying,
“If the people turn against him, the emperor falls from his throne”.
For my part, I answered as usual that the “anti-party, anti-socialist” implication of that saying was only an
objective result, not a subjective intention. To my surprise, before I had finished speaking the ex-soldier had
bounded up in front of the bench, raised his fists and started pounding away at me. The last blow hit me right in
the mouth, and I felt a spasm of intense pain: it knocked out the front teeth I had previously had crowned, and
blood spurted from my mouth. The ex-soldier stopped punching me, but still grabbed me by the scruff of my neck
and jerked me aside, yelling:
“Get away with you! Go on! Effing scum like you dirty my fists!”
Swallowing mouthfuls of blood, I reeled several steps before I could steady myself. This incident made a deep
impression on Ba Jin, who was positioned just behind me. He recorded in his memoirs:
The university students ‘set up camp’ in our institute again. As soon as they came in, we ‘oxen’ were summoned for
interrogation. We all knelt in the assembly hall, and one of our number actually had his front teeth knocked out. The
institute in question was the then Writers Union. It was the greatest irony that the writers should have been branded as
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“oxen” and intolerably persecuted in those precincts. The time in question was towards the end of January 1968. After
the interrogation was over, a Rebel Faction leader summoned us to the lawn to lecture us on our sins. Thus we were
first humiliated then abused, yet no one dared to let out a squeak of protest. On the way home with a friend from the
same ‘stall’, I said to him ‘Take care of yourself.’ He replied bitterly, ‘How am I supposed to do that?’ That day he had
been ill at home, and had been fetched especially for the meeting, without having a clue what the meeting was about.

The “stall” companion referred to in this quotation who had been ordered from his sickbed to the meeting and
had had his front teeth knocked out by the ex-soldier, was me. As I recall, I had only been allowed to rest at home
because the hospital doctor had certified that I was running a fever, with a temperature of over 38 degrees. Ba Jin
was a kind-hearted person; he had urged me to “take care of myself” because he was worried I would not be able
to put up with the inhuman punishment. But how was I to “take care”? That ex-soldier who was our supervisor,
that Nikita whom Anton Chekhov had written about, had boasted to our faces, “I only need to make up my mind
to it, and 1 can strike anyone of you down dead and chop you up into mincemeat”, hadn’t he?
That same evening after 1 got home and my wife had applied some gentian violet to my injured gums to stop
the bleeding, the blood still trickled down my throat along with the grains of rice as I ate, and dribbled without
control from the corners of my mouth onto my pillow as I slept. Though tears glistened in my wife’s eyes as she
looked upon my sorry state, she said nothing, unable to think of any words of comfort.
Needless to say, the ex-soldier who had no regard for people, only for fists, did not have it in for me alone. He
had absolutely no intention of letting up on the Ox Demons in the “big cowshed” either. At the height of the Red
Guard young stalwarts’ travelling all over the country to “link up”, much journeying was also done in aid of “field
enquiries” too. To complement investigation of every cadre’s case history by the examination of his internal
dossier, enquiries were made externally of that person’s social connections. Once the Cultural Revolution was
launched, the personnel sections of the apparatus sent out their agents here, there and everywhere to determine the
category of offence committed by the cadre undergoing examination, the distinction being between “hostile
contradiction” and “internal contradiction among the people”. Armed with letters of introduction from their own
unit, these “field enquiry” agents went to other cities, and with the permission of the Rebel Faction in charge of
the unit the suspect worked for, personally interrogated these contacts of the cadres. In the same way as whole
clans prospered or perished together in the old days, it was presumed that relatives and friends of Anti-Party, AntiSocialist Elements must be bad people likewise, so the attitude of the “field enquiry” agents towards the people
they questioned was as rude and rough as their attitude towards the bad elements in their own units.
Once an Ox Demon in the “big cowshed” was ordered to undergo questioning. At that time even those installed
in the “big cowshed” were required to pin a “Ox Demon and Snake Spirit” badge to their breast. That Ox Demon
rashly attempted to conceal his disreputable status by unpinning his badge and holding it in his closed hand when
he answered the investigator’s questions. As luck would have it, this action was discovered by the ex-soldier, who
ordered him in front of the investigator to kneel on the ground, then proceeded to take off his brass-buckled belt
and whip him mercilessly with it, causing bleeding gashes all over his face and head. He only relented at the
intercession of the relatively soft-hearted investigator. For quite some time afterwards the temples and cheeks of
the poor unfortunate Ox Demon were a mass of bruises and weals, and it took ages for them to heal up altogether.
What was more, practically every time we paraded thereafter to “demand penance” before a portrait of Chairman
Mao, the supervisors dinned it into us that this was a warning of more dreadful things to come if we didn’t learn
the lesson:
“Look at the state of him: that’s what you demons and spirits get for covering up and pretending to be good
people—you bring it on yourselves! Ox Demons and Snake Spirits are Ox Demons and Snake Spirits period—
there’s no getting away from it! They’ve got to be crushed, and never allowed to lift their heads again, not now,
not never! You’d better face up to reality, genuinely humble yourselves and acknowledge your crimes, if you want
to be treated leniently!”
To enable the Ox Demons to better realize and admit their crimes, the ex-soldier announced a new rule: for
both big and small “cowsheds”, the “study” and labour time was to be extended to sixteen hours a day, double the
working day for the “revolutionary masses”, with strictly no cutting comers. And every night before leaving the
“cowshed” at eleven p.m. we all had to hand to the supervisor an “up to the mark” report on ourselves, called an
“exit ticket”. In this way, leaving aside a minority of people under “individual interrogation”, who were kept in
solitary confinement day and night and even had their meals passed in to them through a slot in the door, we who
were not as yet in solitary still had to “arrive in darkness and leave in darkness”, that is we had to arrive at the
institute in the small hours before the sun was up and could not go home till well past nightfall, which left only
about six hours for sleep.
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The regime was so strenuous we simply had no time to catch our breath. The effect was to place a sizzling
flame under the pan in which we had been frying.
At the very first mass meeting at which I was denounced at the beginning of the Cultural Revolution I took the
view that both judges and judged were actors in a farce; the Nikita-like ex-soldier I could assign to his appropriate
role in this farce, so despite the cruelty I suffered at his hands, I felt no great hatred for him, at times I even pitied
his intoxication with his own power. It was more often another aspect of Chekhov’s “Ward Six” that came to
mind, as I sat over the “Red Bible”. As the Russian master presents him, Nikita is no more than a dim-witted
jailer, a token of despotism and violence. The author is more concerned with depicting the different mentalities of
the two intellectuals. The superintendent of the hospital, Dr. Andrey Yefimych Ragin had once worked very hard
to remedy the chaotic situation in the hospital, where there was filth everywhere, pilfering was rife and the
patients denied proper care, but when he found his efforts were unsuccessful, he drew the conclusion that merely
to carry out his routine duties would be good enough. He cultivated the philosophical notion that peace and
contentment depended not on external circumstances, but on one’s state of mind. So there was no need to wear
oneself out with ceaseless toil in prder to create a better order of things. As the Roman emperor Marcus Aurelius
said,
“Pain is a conception only; change this conception by an effort of will, shake it off, stop complaining, and the
pain will disappear.”
The said Dr. Ragin discovers in Ward Six an educated patient, Ivan Dmitrich Gromov, whose cast of thought is
the exact opposite of his. Gromov believes that one has to take positive action to secure one’s freedom and stand
up against oppression, servitude and despotism with one’s whole body and soul. He exposes the inhumanity of Dr.
Ragin’s philosophy:
We are shut up behind iron bars, tortured and maltreated, but all this is perfectly reasonable and acceptable, because
there is no real difference between this ward and a warm, comfortable study. A very convenient philosophy! You can
save yourself the trouble of doing anything, and at the same time keep a clear conscience and think yourself a great
sage to boot! Humph! You despise suffering—but catch your finger in the door and you’ll scream like billy-o!

The pair of them, doctor and patient, regularly discuss such philosophical questions. In the end, due to the
scheming of his assistant, the scrupulously honest Dr. Ragin is falsely accused of lining his pockets, deemed to be
insane, and also shut up in Ward Six. In this way the whole edifice of the doctor’s philosophy is demolished, and
he no longer deludes himself that happiness can be enjoyed behind bars. On the contrary, he lends support to
Gromov’s rebellion against despotism and physical coercion.
As a result both of them get a lambasting from Nikita’s iron fists. As the narrator puts it, when Nikita swings
up his arm and smashes his fist into Ragin’s face, the doctor “felt a great salt wave surge over him and drag him
towards his bed. Indeed there was a taste of salt in his mouth: evidently his gums were bleeding.”
This incident of Dr Ragin's mouth bleeding from his teeth being broken by the jailer Nikita reminded me of my
own teeth being knocked out by the ex-soldier. It was as if I had become the character created by the Russian
master, and quite involuntarily my injured gums began to throb.
Yet what I could not get out of my mind at the time was the diametrically opposed modes of thought of the two
intellectuals. To take us six old Ox Demons in the “little cowshed”, there were some who were close to Dr.
Ragin’s position, in that they believed they had sinned, and the purpose of their present suffering was to redeem
their sins, hence their attitude towards the Rebel Faction was relatively docile. But others took the side of
Gromov: they not only refused to accept any guilt, they also abhorred the insults and maltreatment of the Rebel
Faction, an abhorrence which constantly revealed itself in their bearing and behaviour, and no hectoring or
punishment could get them to repress. Of course, the true motivation of those who thought themselves sinful and
made amends through suffering may only have been self-preservation, but their docile endurance of sadism was
ultimately an encouragement of sadism.
What Chekhov’s story conveys is that it is precisely the cultivated, and in their own view upright, Ragins of
this world, those who hold that “pain is a concept only”, who cause the patients in their hospital prison to undergo
extremes of pain and torment. Supposing that the cramped and confined “little cowshed” in which we were
imprisoned was, like the Ward Six in Chekhov’s story, a microcosm of an anti-rational repulsive society, then
were we Ox Demons who prided ourselves on our rationality not obliged to face up to the grim question, how was
it that we decent people who had nothing to reproach ourselves for could have been reduced to the present
pathetic circumstances?
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One answer was ready to hand, namely that the source of all evil was those driven by ambition on the political
stage: in order to overthrow their enemies in the struggle for power, and at the same time suppress the intellectuals
who might have divided loyalties, they had not hesitated to destroy the state and bring the nation to its knees, had
not scrupled to cast into prison in flagrant disregard of justice thousands and millions of intellectuals who were
not merely wholly innocent but also thought of themselves as representing the social conscience, and grill them
on the coals of pain and humiliation.
But if we are not content with that easy answer, should we not consider whether we ourselves ought to bear
some responsibility?
With regard to the present matter, for instance, might our docility and sufferance not have been an
encouragement to that barbarous and vicious ex-soldier?
For a long time I was troubled by these kinds of thoughts. But whenever I encountered that ex-soldier who
frowned, glared and bared his teeth at the sight of us Ox Demons, I felt that he was not simply a villain in a stage
farce, but also a victim deserving of pity.\fn{ Chapter ten}
*
During the Cultural Revolution, among the so-called “Bourgeois Reactionary Authorities” in the education and
cultural circles, it was the music circles which suffered the most horrendous devastation. Take the Shanghai
Conservatory as an example: because Zhang Chunqiao had announced in one meeting that it was a “Stubborn
Bourgeois Fortress” to be put to the torch, and because a lecturer in the Conservatory’s Folk Music Department
had become the hot-shot director of its Revolutionary Committee by playing up to those in power in one of the
Model Plays Troupes, the famous experts of the Conservatory were doomed. The victims whom I knew well
included the head of the Folk Music Department, the music theoretician in charge of the editorial office, the head
of the Piano Department, the head of the Conducting Department and his wife, who was headmistress of the
Conservatory’s secondary school, the head of the Brass and Strings Department, a violinist and music
educationist, an outstanding woman pianist, a grade-two professor, and another similarly talented but even
younger woman pianist.
They all chose different ways to end their lives, preferring to leave that dark, gloomy world rather than admit
to charges. All together as many as seventeen staff members of the Conservatory died an unnatural death.
Let us now look at the performance of He Luting, a major target Ox Demon and Snake Spirit, during a struggle
session.
It was a televised struggle session; the purpose was to relay via the television screen the “crimes” of those
being struggled against to a large audience. There had already been one such struggle session before, also
organized by the Hit-He Command of the Shanghai Municipal Revolutionary Committee. It turned out to be a
failure because the accused, He Luting, refuted with surprising adamancy all the “crimes” imputed to him, thus
turning his own role as the accused into that of the prosecutor. As a result He Luting was arrested by the Shanghai
Municipal Political Command as an Active Counter-revolutionary.
This was the second televised struggle session. It took place on 25 April 1968, and the targets of the struggle
included He Luting as well as his wife, his daughters and a whole group of his nieces and nephews taken to
Shanghai from his native village Shao in Hunan. The hot-shot lecturer from the Folk Music Department, wearing
his green military uniform, sat on the rostrum as director of the Revolutionary Committee. As for Zhang
Chunqiao, director of the Shanghai Municipal Revolutionary Committee, it was said that he was monitoring the
televised struggle session in his office in Kangping Road.
The lot of us Ox Demons and Snake Spirits in the Shanghai Union of Writers had the gracious permission of
the Rebel Faction to be educated via the television screen in the assembly hall. There were three black-and-white
television sets in the assembly hall, one of which was “called up” from my home during the “January Takeover”
for the purpose of televising the struggle session aimed at the original Shanghai Municipal leadership. To make
sure that the television set would perform at its best, my wife was ordered to come and adjust it. Now we saw,
amidst the chanting of slogans such as “Down with Unrepentant Old Counter-Revolutionary He Luting!”, “Down
with Anti-Communist Old Hand He Luting!” and “He Luting, Surrender or Be Exterminated!”, a thin old man
escorted onto the stand for the accused by two well-built young men wearing red armbands. He stood there, body
pushed forward, face dull and expressionless, showing no reaction to the salvoes of slogans. One after another the
exposers and accusers spoke their piece, some put up a good show of undying animosity towards this “Stubborn
Unrepentant Old Counter-Revolutionary”, looking as though they wanted to spit in his face.

940

At long last the exposures and accusations drew to an end, and the struggle session came to its climax: it was
time for the accused to respond to interrogations. The director of the Revolutionary Committee, in his green
military uniform, shouted at the accused:
“Now, He Luting, you have heard all the exposures and accusations against you. You must give an honest
account of your crimes!”
In order to enable the accused to speak, the two young men wearing red armbands lessened the pressure they
exerted on the accused’s neck, and immediately the thin old man straightened up.
“I’m innocent!” he shouted. “You’re treating the innocent as criminals. It’s you who are guilty!”
“You’re anti-Party and anti-Socialist! You reckless dog, how dare you oppose the Great Leader!”
“I’m neither anti-Party nor anti-Socialist, and I’m not opposing the Great Leader! When I was in Yenan I in fact
eulogized the Great Leader; I arranged ‘The East is Red’ for choral singing.” The military-uniformed
Revolutionary leader slapped the table, shouting hysterically,
“He Luting, you’re trying to reverse the verdict!”
“What verdict?” the thin old man also raised his voice in refutation. “I have committed no crime, what verdict
is there to reverse? You’re trying to confuse black and white, to make the innocent out to be criminals, it’s you
who are reversing the verdict!”
“You Old Counter-Revolutionary!”
“You’re spreading lies and slandering an innocent man. You are the real Counter-Revolutionary!”
It was obvious that on this occasion, the accused had again turned into the prosecutor. It was of course more
than what the “Revolutionary” leader could bear. What was more, this was taking place in the glare of publicity
and was televised to a huge audience. So the military-uniformed leader ordered the well-built men wearing red
armbands to snatch the microphone from the thin old man. But the old man stubbornly held onto it, and there was
much wrestling between the two parties. Since the struggle session was televised, they could not very well use
excessive violence against the old man, they could only jerk his arms back forcefully. They used so much force
and pulled so hard that the old man fell to the ground. Despite that he got up at once and reached his hands out for
the microphone again.
To everyone’s surprise, at that moment there was absolute silence in the hall; even the slogan-shouting had
stopped.
In the Writers’ Union’s assembly hall, sitting in front of three television sets, the “Rebel Faction” and
“revolutionary masses” as well as the handful of Ox Demons and Snake Spirits were all transfixed by the
extraordinary scene on the screens. Everyone held his breath in complete silence. To me, He Luting was a friend
who shared my fate; his behaviour during the struggle session made me fear for him, uncertain as to what terrible
disaster he would bring upon his own head.
At this moment of extreme tension, the image on the television screen suddenly disappeared; the screen went
blank. Obviously, in order to prevent the old musician who was just a bag of bones from continuing his protest in
front of a large audience, those in charge of the struggle session had to decide to forsake their original plan and
cut the session short.
It was much later that I learned that He Luting was imprisoned for five years. His favourite daughter He
Xiaoqiu, who had always adored him, killed herself before his imprisonment because she felt that “in front of her
there was nothing but darkness”. Her death left a deep wound in the heart of an old musician who later became
known as the “tough nut of China’s music circles”.
In those days what occupied my mind constantly were deliberations on the fate of the group of people to which
I belonged. When the disaster first came, I was initially puzzled by the question “why”, but subsequently my
attention was transferred to different people’s attitudes towards the disaster. Those who appeared meek but who
preserved a trust in history, sometimes to the extent of taking suffering as payment for previous sins, were
probably doing so for the sake of survival, for ultimately one had to keep alive to await history’s fair trial.
As for those who chose self-destruction in the face of disaster, they obviously felt that they had been
overwhelmed by darkness and had lost all confidence in history.
The one who shocked me was the old musician. In such perilous circumstances, when his life was under threat,
he had the temerity to fight fearlessly for justice, to subject his frail, old body to prolonged imprisonment. What
was his spiritual support? Could it be that under such circumstances he still remained cool and rational, firm in his
belief that history could not be a horrible hoax?
These thoughts were tangled in my mind, and I was indeed at a loss as to what I should do. I sunk into deep
depression.\fn{Chapter twelve}
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*
In the morning of 28 September,\fn{l976} the publishing company sent a car to take me to the Cultural Bureau
again. I was first of all “talked to” by an old worker of the Propaganda Team and a young leader of the Rebel
Faction, who told me straight-for-wardly,
“We’re holding a struggle-help session for you today to criticize and help you with some of your thought
problems. You should mind your attitude.” I protested:
“My work unit is the publishing department, why should the cultura1 branch be criticizing and helping me?”
To this they replied:
“The publishing department will be participating as well. The session today is jointly organized by the two
sides; you’ll see that in a while. You must understand that our attitude towards die-hards like you is the same.
Whether it’s the publishing branch or the cultural branch, there’s no loophole for you!”
Since that was the case, it was obviously useless to argue with them. Moreover, the walls along the corridor
were filled with slogans—the usual kind saying “Die-hards will die”, which were such a common sight that I was
not surprised. They sort of escorted me to the end of the corridor where there was much clamouring in the hall. I
heard a woman’s voice saying,
“He’s here, he’s here!”
I stepped into the hall, and the clamour stopped at once. At the start of the struggle-help session, the old worker
in charge of the Propaganda Team got a chair for me and let me sit down to answer questions. I looked up to see
that the hall was packed. There were about two or three hundred participants, many were writers, film actors,
opera singers, editors and reporters whom I knew, all of them more or less famous. Then there were the original
Propaganda Team and Rebel Faction of the Cultural Bureau and the Writers’ Union, and there were indeed quite a
number of people from the publishing department. Even the cadre from my home street was there.
As usual everyone stood up to sing the revolutionary song “Sailing the High Seas Depends on the Helmsman”,
after which the person in charge made an announcement and the obviously pre-arranged speeches of criticism and
exposure began.
The first speaker exposed quite a number of my remarks expressing dissatisfaction with the Cultural
Revolution; things such as “The eight years of the Cultural Revolution meant eight years of misery for me”, etc.
The next speaker concentrated on my recent remarks, such as “Aren’t you behind the times? Why d’you still
refuse to let go of me?"; these were considered to be attempts to reverse the verdict. The third speaker exposed
that I had said something like “whose policy do you represent?”, which was naturally a flagrant defence of the
Bourgeois Anti-Revolutionary Line.
Lastly, a work-writer gave the key speech. He spoke at length, first pointing out that I came from a feudal
landowning family background and was a “Filial Son and Descendent of the Landowning Class”, “holding
relentlessly onto Feudal Landowning Class Thoughts". That’s why I had “hatched” several million words of
"poisonous weeds", all of which were “eulogies of the Feudal Landowning Class” and “banner-waving and cheerleading for the Capitalist Class”—a “monstrous, unpardonable crime” against the revolutionary masses.
Needless to say, his long speech was just a repetition of the clichés which had been reated over and over
before, but he seemed to be quite moved by it, for at the end of his speech he actually waved his fist and shouted
slogans saying “Down with” this or that.
At the beginning of the struggle-help session the person in charge favoured me by giving me a seat. But after I
had denied the false charges invented by the first two speakers, the chair was taken away; I had to lean on a
walking stick for support. A few minutes later, even the walking stick was taken away. What was more, two
“revolutionaries” rushed up to me; my arms were pulled to my back and my neck was pushed to the lowest
possible angle. This was the so-called “jet plane style” to which targets of struggle sessions were often subjected.
And so a “struggle-help” session was turned into a “struggle” session. The atmosphere in the hall became more
and more tense, cries and slogans rose from all corners of the room, and the stubborn criminal that was me turned
literally into “despicable dog shit”.
Finally, the person in charge summarized my “crimes” as follows: first, daring to negate the Great Cultural
Revolution; second, trying to reverse the verdict on me; third, acting all along as the social foundation of the
“Capitalist Anti-Revolutionary Line”. After this he “ordered” me to hand in a written confession within two days.
The session lasted two-and-a-half hours. When it was disbanded in the midst of slogan-shouting, I was
completely washed out and almost collapsed to the ground. When the noisy crowd had left, I walked slowly out of
the building that used to be the Cultural Bureau, leaning on the walking stick that had been returned to me. The
farce was over, and I, the principal actor, was immediately discarded.
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It was past noon when I got home. My wife had lunch ready and was waiting for me with tears in her eyes.
“Where’s our son?”
“He’s on the early shift today so he’ll eat in the factory,” my wife replied briefly. And then she added,
“It was said that his factory would also send someone to your struggle session.”
“I only saw people representing the street cadres.”
That was all we said about the last struggle session I went through during the Cultural Revolution. When our
son came back from work he did not ask about it either.
I stayed in bed for two days, feeling unusually exhausted. The thirtieth was rainy. Towards evening, two men
came; one was a leader of the Rebel Faction in the “Cultural Systems’ Ninth Company,”\fn{ In those days all units were
organized on a military basis } and the other was an old worker from the Propaganda Team. As they saw that I was
lying in bed, it was the old worker who spoke in a mollifying sort of tone:
“It’s been two days now, you must have written your confession. In fact you should have delivered it in person,
but we know that you are not feeling well, so we have come to you in spite of the rain.”
“I haven’t written anything,” I replied.
“You haven’t? Why?” they seemed to be very much taken aback. “You were ordered to do it in the session two
days ago, how could you not write anything?”
“I had never said any of the things which were exposed in the session. During the Land Reform Campaign my
class background was clearly defined as “small-plot leasers” which was equivalent to middle-income peasants.
But in that session of yours, even my class background was changed. My liberation was announced last August.
What gives you the right to struggle against me as an object of dictatorship? I have committed no offence; what is
there for me to confess to?”
“I hope you’ll think over this carefully. This is your last chance!” said the other man.
“You take a good rest, we’re leaving now,” they said almost simultaneously. “Let me tell you, you’re in for it!”
Their attitude was unusual, which could only mean that the matter was getting serious. And so after they had
gone, I got out of bed and held a family meeting with my wife and my son. My son had the morning shift that day
and had just come back from work.
We tried to assess the possible developments. We had had no news of what was happening in Peking, but
instinctively we felt that there were differences in the assessment of the Cultural Revolution, and that the so-called
“Counter-attack on the Rightist Reversal of Verdict” campaign would bring about great confusion.
At such times, and in a place like Shanghai, there were people who were capable of anything. The renewed
attack on me was a dangerous sign. The question of whether I should write the confession was one which weighed
heavily on me and my wife.
“I don’t think you should!” my son spoke, looking very solemn. “When the Cultural Revolution started I was
too young, I didn’t know anything. Now ten years have passed. I’m twenty years old now and I can tell right from
wrong. Father, you’re sixty-two, and all your life you’ve been honest and hard-working, what crime is there to
confess to? If you write a false confession now out of desperation, you’re sure to suffer from a bad conscience and
die of regret.”
The words “die of regret” as spoken by my son hit hard on my conscience. I stood up and said decisively to
him:
“Don’t worry! Your father will never write any false confessions again!”\fn{ Chapter twenty-four. An italicized note
reads: Twelve days after Wang Xiyan made this pledge, the first posters against the Gang of Four appeared in the streets of Shanghai }
2.198 Why Were You Sent Out Here?\fn{by John Hersey (1914-1993)} Tientsin, China (M) 4
With abrupt acceleration, the heavy revolving front door of the Wagons-Lits Hotel started to swing around.
After the door flaps had thudded twice, Colonel Potter Watson emerged on the outer side. He was about thirty-five
years old, florid and strong-looking. He had on his lapels the brass vial-and-flame of Chemical Warfare, and he
displayed, above his left breast pocket, only one overseas ribbon—a brand-new Asiatic Theater stripe. When he
had stepped clear, the door slowed down a lot and let out Colonel William de Angelis, who wore the insignia of an
infantryman and several decorations from the First World War. The second office’s face, that of a man about sixty,
was a pattern of meaningless lines on contours that had apparently been interesting once, like an action map in a
rear echelon headquarters after the fighting is over. Everything about the older man looked slightly dilapidated,
except for a beautiful, flexible, braided swagger stick tucked under his left arm.
Colonel Watson stepped out to the front of the marble platform of the entranceway and greeted the heavy
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Chinese doorman by name, “Good morning, Sung.”
The doorman tipped his visored khaki hat and said, “Good morning, master,” and bowed slightly.
The older colonel, coming along behind, said dully, “Good day.”
“Good morning, sir,” Sung replied, and did not bow to the older man. He told the officers that the eight o’clock
shuttle bus to Peking Union Medical College, their headquarters, had just left.
Colonel Watson, the younger officer, said, “Nice spring morning like this, why don’t we take a ricksha?”
Colonel de Angelis acquiesced. Sung lifted a fat hand as a signal to the coolies lounging on the footboards of a
row of fancy Legation Quarter rickshas across the street. Several grabbed up the shafts of their vehicles and ran,
pulling the rickshas, across to the entranceway and shouted competitively for the Americans’ favor. Colonel
Watson, recognizing a puller he had engaged once before, said, “I’ll take Number Thirty-Four here.” Colonel de
Angelis, who did not know one coolie from another, accepted the most insistent puller. This man had run up the
steps and was actually trying to push the elderly colonel toward his own ricksha. “All right,” Colonel de Angelis
said, “take your hands off me.”
Instead of giving instructions in English to Sung for translation, Colonel Watson spoke directly to his coolie in
fairly well pronounced Chinese:
“To Executive Headquarters. How are you today?”
The coolie mumbled a reply and pulled out ahead. The older colonel’s puller followed.
Colonel Watson turned and said over his shoulder to his companion in the other ricksha, “No dust today. Look
at that sky.”
The two rickshas turned into Legation Street. Along the sidewalks, the horse chestnuts and acacias, whose
leaves had suddenly fanned out from buds after a rain the week before, were still and fragrant. Policemen in black
uniforms argued noisily in front of a large building on the left, which they were apparently appropriating as a
station; their hubbub seemed to be all about how to unload some furniture they were moving. A couple of Chinese
college girls rode up the street on bicycles, careless of the way their slit dresses exposed their thighs; Colonel
Watson watched them, but the older man did not. He was looking, as he had been bid to do, at the sky. How
sharply the roof tiles of the buildings they passed were edged against the blue! And what blue! Pure, a color one
could see only over Peiping, with the lucency of porcelain, he thought. He saw Colonel Watson turn again and
heard him shout cheerfully, “Spring moves along a lot faster here than it does in Hartford.”
Colonel de Angelis found the younger man’s exuberance annoying. He realized all at once that he had nothing
specific and absolute with which to compare the North China weather, for he had nothing to remember as home—
just. the series of camps through which a regular Army man passes: was there ever spring at Fort Bragg or Camp
Mills or Fort Sam Houston? How fast did all those seasons move along? Colonel Watson’s remarks, whether he
intended it or not, were irritating, the older man reflected. He remembered, in sudden focus—as, for some reason,
he had quite a few times in recent days, while he had been rooming with Colonel Watson—several scenes at Fort
Sam Houston: a parade there, the barbershop on the post, his desk at C Company headquarters.
As the rickshas swung into Rue Marco Polo and passed a couple of curio shops, Colonel Watson leaned around
again and called out, “Don’t get sucked into those places. Terrible gyp joints. Have you been down to Embroidery
Street?”
“No.”
“I’ll take you down there some day. Chinese city. Same stuff as up here, only you can bargain. I’ll take you
down.”
Colonel de Angelis decided at once that he did not want to go to Embroidery Street with Colonel Watson, who
surely would bully the merchants and boast later of his triumphs. Colonel de Angelis was rather surprised at the
vehemence of his feeling about the younger colonel. Ever since they had been put in the same room at the hotel,
he had been annoyed by little things Watson did—the young man’s long throat-clearing sessions in the bathroom
in the mornings, his frequent and positive contradictions of what people said, his excellent appetite, his constant
good spirits, his knowing everything and wanting to be so helpful—but Colonel de Angelis had not realized so
clearly before how much he really disliked his roommate. Colonel de Angelis thought again of Fort Sam Houston;
something about that place that had been trying to crowd into his memory ever since he had spent his first day
with Watson. Maybe, he decided, it was because he had been about Watson’s age when he was there. That was in
1921 and 1922; twenty-four and five years ago. Yes, he thought, that must be it.
Colonel Watson had turned around again. “I got a honey of a Shantung table set down there,” he said, “a
breakfast set, I think you call it. Only seven bucks. I knocked ’em down from twelve.” Then Watson snapped his
fingers at Colonel de Angelis’ ricksha puller and said to him in English, “Say, boy, hubba-hubba a bit. Come.
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Colonel and I want to talk to each other. That’s better.”
The rickshas ran parallel. “Seems funny,” Watson said, “the way they sent so many of us over here at once—
colonels and lieutenant colonels. Like it, so far?”
“Well,” Colonel de Angelis said, “the food in the hotel is certainly punk. If they offer me another of those cold
rice pancakes after breakfast—”
“I don’t know,” Colonel Watson said, as he always did in preface to a disagreement. “They have a darn good
steak in the grille. I don’t think the food is bad.” He paused, then said, “How did they happen to send you out
here? Did you ever hear?”
Colonel de Angelis wondered: Why did they send a hundred colonels and lieutenant colonels over to North
China in one batch? How did they happen to choose one man or another from the tremendous replacement pool?
How did they happen to pick so many men who had been passed over for promotion, and so many who had
already been bumped back from brigadier? Why did they send me over here? The older colonel shrugged. “You
know the Army,” he said.
“I put in for this duty,” Watson said. “The way I figured was, with the war over and me not getting overseas
while it was on, China seemed like the best possible chance for advancement—for a younger man, that is,” he
added.
Colonel de Angelis thought again of Fort Sam. What was it he was trying to recall? At Fort Sam Houston he
had been a captain. Those were dismal barracks. He had had the fourth bunk from the end on the right side in G.
His sergeant major—what was his name? Benny something or other—that was great the time Benny pretended to
trip and butted into Rassmussen. What a pathetic old character Captain Rassmussen was! Pathetic old—wait!
wait!
A silver C-54 roared low over the city and for a moment it seemed to be framed, from where the colonels rode,
within the pailou, the high, skeletal ceremonial gate near the top of Rue Marco Polo. “Look at that” Colonel
Watson shouted, and at once he launched into what was certain, if past recitals meant anything, to be a long
account of his uneventful flight across the Pacific. Colonel de Angelis only half listened. The rasping, effusive
voice went on and on; “ … hit the runway right on the nose, and we hadn’t been out of the overcast since
Kwajalein …”; the story touched on all the commonplaces. Colonel de Angelis tried to distract himself by looking
at the market, already crowded and obstreperous, spread out on the old glacis of the Legation Quarter, to their
right as they rode—at the too-colorful Japanese obis hung like wash on a line; booths where cloth shoes, old
bottles, peanuts, suitcases, sweet potatoes, Chinese fiddles were for sale; men hawking, arguing in shouts, and
talking loudly simply to be heard; and, at some distance on the curb, a bicycle tire repairer waiting patiently a few
yards beyond a pool of broken glass he had scattered in the street.
Colonel de Angelis remembered that he had had a bicycle at Fort Sam Houston. Fort Sam after the first war
hadn’t seemed such a bad place; there was not much to do except avoid mistakes. On the whole, looking back, it
was pretty good duty. A captaincy is a satisfying rank, when you’re young. It couldn’t have been so much fun for
Captain Rassmussen, at his age. (“… I never saw so many wrecked ships,” Colonel Watson was saying, “as we
did going in over Buckner Bay. My God, that must have been some typhoon …”) Colonel de Angelis, called back
by the younger man’s voice when it seemed all at once to get louder, wondered what it was he so disliked about
Colonel Watson. The other newcomers seemed to like him all right; they considered him cheerful, a good drinker,
marvelous at liars’ dice, skillful at bargaining with the Chinks—a great fellow, they said. One man had even
congratulated de Angelis on the luck of his draw for roommate. Anyone could room with Watson who wanted to.
Perhaps, Colonel de Angelis thought, he could speak to the Chinese WASC representative at the hotel that
afternoon and get himself shifted to a single room. Let’s see, he thought: Get a haircut, go over to the PX for nail
scissors—what was the other thing he had to do in the afternoon? (“… absolutely clear over Shanghai …”) What
was it Watson brought to his mind—or to the very edge of his mind?
Was it, he wondered for a moment, something about Captain Rassmussen?
On the way into Morrison Street, Watson directed the ricksha coolies in Chinese to turn in towards Executive
Headquarters at the third hutung, rather than the second, so that they could go in the side entrance.
“You taking up Chinese?” he asked Colonel de Angelis. “Or,” he went on in an affectionately teasing tone, “are
you one of these old dogs that refuse to learn new tricks? Helps a lot, I can tell you. I got a start on it back in the
States. You see, I got wind of this assignment—” and he paused, as if waiting to be told that he would always land
on his feet, and then went on, as if taking the compliment for granted—“It doesn’t hurt to keep some wires out. So
when I heard about this, I lined myself up to have a couple of months in the language school up at New Haven. I
still work on it pretty hard. It makes a difference, specially on bargaining. These merchants dope it out that they
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can’t fool around: anybody that speaks even a few words must be an old China hand, that’s the way they figure it.
You meet a different type of people, too, with the language. You take down in Shanghai, while we were waiting to
be shipped up here, I darn near got myself lined up with a sleeping dictionary. She was a honey. Belonged to a
second lieutenant who got shipped home—”
The insults this bastard devises, Colonel de Angelis thought. The rickshas turned off Morrison Street into the
third alley on the right. The older man looked at the headquarters compound, which now came into sight at the
dead end ahead—the massive, handsome, pseudo-Oriental buildings that had once comprised a hospital and
medical school, endowed by the Rockefellers, he had heard; now a house divided three ways—two kinds of
Chinese and some Americans, all ostensibly trying to bring an end to civil war. What could he do there? He knew
nothing about China. Every day he grew more confused as he watched the opposing Chinese and the Americans
addressing one another with elaborate but artificial gestures, like those of marionettes, as if they were trying by
sheer energy to make convincing the things they were saying—things that nobody could possibly believe. He had
been in Peiping two weeks, and still there had been no decision as to whether he would be in the operations
section here in Peiping or would be sent out with a field team. He was somehow afraid of the buildings, with the
kind of vague fear he would have felt if the compound were still a hospital, with ether heavy in the corridors.
Colonel Watson, who had also been looking at the buildings, turned and asked, “No, really, aside from the
food, do you think you’re going to like it here?”
Like it? Like it? “I guess it’ll be all right.”
And then, unmistakably, in the sound of that “Like it?” he recognized the one of whom Colonel Watson
reminded him: it was of himself.
*
The Crescent, though by no means the finest speak-easy in San Antonio in 1921, nor that with the safest liquor,
seemed to attract more soldiers and officers than any other. Its mirrors, cheap smoked wood wainscoting, and
brass chandeliers were like those of an old saloon; the place was ironically decorated, Colonel de Angelis
remembered, with cartoons of John Barleycorn, photographs of Volstead\fn{ Andrew Volstead, the Congressman from
Minnesota who introduced the National Prohibition Act in 1919 .} and Miss Frances Willard and a convention of Band of
Hope children, framed clippings of prohibitionist news, and a cross-stitched motto: “The voters do not have the
courage to vote as they drink—Dr. N. M. Butler.”
Colonel de Angelis remembered that he and Captain Rassmussen had sat that night - a winter night, late in
1921, it must have been—at a table against the wall opposite the bar. The place was crowded with all sorts: fairly
well dressed couples, workmen in denim, girls looking for pickups. Captain de Angelis’ uniform was crisp and his
buttons bright. Captain Rassmussen seemed very tired. He was nearly sixty and would never be anything but a
captain. He had blond hair with some gray in it, and a ruddy, finely wrinkled face. He had been at Fort Sam
Houston only about a month, and de Angelis had asked him, a few days before, to take a seventy-two with him to
San Antonio.
When he had invited Rassmussen, de Angelis had believed he did it because he liked the older man, who had
been cheerful enough around the post, and full of stories of the old-time Army; on the way into San Antonio, he
had decided it had been because he pitied Rassmussen; and after a few hours in the town, when he had found that
the older man had no appetite for food, hadn’t the faintest desire to work up a date with a girl, wanted only two
drinks, was satisfied with a captaincy, did not dislike his superiors, laughed about everything but never as if he
meant it, wanted nothing, had nothing, was nothing—then de Angelis realized that he resented Rassmussen. He
began to tease him. At first he was fairly subtle, and stuck so close to the truth, alternately praising and criticizing
the elderly captain, that Rassmussen could not, at first, be anything but gratified, if slightly puzzled, by his young
friend’s interest in him.
Later, however, when de Angelis found that his anger at the older man only grew with his own elation, he
began to be comparatively obvious. He made more and more references to age. He talked about the Army’s
retirement and pension systems. He remarked that he had noticed how exhausted Rassmussen had looked out on
parade a couple of days before. And he asked over and over whether Rassmussen liked being a captain at his age.
Eventually this had become a half-drunken refrain: “Do you like it? Do you like it?” At last the older officer said,
without particular anger, but looking quite defeated, “Say, I believe you’re being darned unkind.” De Angelis
apologized and protested—quite convincingly, he felt—that he hadn’t meant a thing by his remarks. He had, of
course; he knew he had. He had meant that he was young and had the best of his career ahead of him, and
Rassmussen was getting old.
*
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The rickshas pulled up at the side gate of the headquarters compound. Colonel Watson asked in Chinese how
much his coolie wanted, and after several sentences of conversation, in which mock outrage was displayed on
both sides, he gave the coolie some bills and turned away laughing.
“How much do you give these jokers?” Colonel de Angelis asked.
“Let him have five hundred,” Watson said. “It’s too much, but he’ll give you a better ride next time.”
Colonel de Angelis handed his puller some bills. At once the coolie began protesting in noisy Chinese.
“What’s he saying?” the older Colonel asked Watson.
“Just the usual stink. Come on.”
Colonel de Angelis stepped over the shafts and started toward the entranceway. The coolie followed with hands
outstretched, sneering at the bill he held, talking louder and louder, higher and higher, and—it seemed to Colonel
de Angelis—more and more abusively. The older colonel turned and said with as much authority and contempt as
he could convey in a language that would not be understood,
“That’s enough. Now hang up.” He wheeled and walked on. But the coolie only shouted more, and he ran and
caught up with the Colonel and put a dirty hand on the officer's sleeve and then grabbed the sleeve and waved the
bills in front of the American’s face.
“Come on!” Colonel Watson shouted. He was about ten paces ahead. His voice was cheerful, and it was young.
The coolie tugged hard at Colonel de Angelis’ sleeve. The elderly colonel turned abruptly and, reaching across
with his right hand, pulled out his swagger stick and aimed and flashed it backhand.
Colonel de Angelis knew at once what he had done. He glanced around and saw that Watson had started
walking springily—perhaps tactfully? had he seen?—up the steps into the entrance court. Colonel de Angelis
looked out to see if there had been any American officers coming along the street; there had not. The coolie stood
with his right hand partly hiding the red stripe the swagger stick had printed on his cheek, his left hand still
stretched out waving the paper money; he was silent now.
With a slow, awkward, exaggerated movement, like that of a drunken man, Colonel de Angelis groped in his
breast pocket for his wallet, took it out, opened it, got out a bill for a thousand Chinese dollars—twice the original
fare—and offered it to the coolie, who took it and turned away without speaking. Colonel de Angelis stepped
rather erratically toward the entrance. The two Chinese sentries standing at the gate saluted him with mechanical
eagerness. He transferred the swagger stick from his right hand back under his left arm, and returned their
greeting. As the old colonel started up the steps, he saw that the younger man was already indoors. There didn’t
seem to be any faces in the windows around the wide entrance court.
188.113 Can This Also Be Called An Autobiography?\fn{by Zhao Qingge (1914-1999)} (F) Xinyang, Henan
Province, China (F) 2
Northern China was lovely. In autumn, it was not too cold not too warm, the sunlight soft and pleasant.
Oftentimes, a gentle breeze passed, lightly caressing my lonesome heart like a mother’s hand. Fallen leaves
swirled and drifted in the fields. The earth acquired a brownish color. Crickets sang their clear, lusty, and
melodious tunes. I always had special feelings for such a landscape. Wherever I was later in life as an adult, I
insisted that autumn in Northern china was simply beautiful.
At about nine years of age, I began to know melancholy. I seldom spent time with other children. At school, I
did nothing but read and never had a good time with my classmates. When I came home, I dreaded to see the way
that my cousins cuddled with their mothers. I often thought that an orphan should not mingle with children who
had mothers, for whenever they quarrelled, these children would use their mothers to put on a show of power.
Even at times of peace, they could not help displaying smug feelings about the fact that they had mothers.
Take, for example, my fifth cousin, a daughter of a maternal uncle. She never failed to brag to me about a new
garment or some candy. She would say, “Look, my mother made me new clothes again.” Or, “I got this delicious
candy. My mother bought it for me.”
These jarring words often reduced me to tears in my best of moods! Because of this, I had to avoid these
children and keep to myself. Having grown accustomed to my own company, I came to dislike excitement (I still
have the same personality now).
*
Once, I found a good friend who not only kept me company in my solitude but also comforted me in my
sadness. It was not a human being. It did not talk but sang songs of different tempos and pitches. During the day,
its songs had a fast rhythm and a high pitch, as if to break the oppressive atmosphere around me and to inspire me
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to brave it all. At night, they became measured and subdued, as if to send me into sweet dreams as my mother
would have.
At first, I let the mystery be, not seeking to know its residence and its name. As time went by, however, I found
it increasingly difficult to contain my curiosity, so that I thought of nothing but meeting this creature. After all, we
could not make friends without meeting one another. Once I made up my mind, I traced the origin of its songs and
found myself at the stone pot of chrysanthemums in front of the window.
I removed the pot gingerly and saw a little black insect less than an inch in length with two long feelers on its
head. Its eyes were sparkling bright. At the end of its tail stuck out three short hairs.
In a wink, it jumped out of sight before I had a chance to do anything with it. Deeply disappointed, I stared
blankly and remained speechless for a moment. Then I burst into tears!
I startled Grandmother, the only person who loved me. She thought someone picked on me again! She asked
kindly,
“Why are you crying, Xiao Qing? Did your father and your stepmother give you a hard time again? Tell
Grandma, and I’ll go scold them!”
Upon being asked, I felt even more heartbroken. I cried my heart out in my grandmother’s arms. When at last I
told her what had happened, she laughed heartily. Gently patting me on the head, she said,
“Silly child! I thought it was something awful. So, it’s just a cricket. Crickets are very competitive creatures.
They live in the soil. Even if you had caught it, you wouldn’t be able to keep it alive. When your grandfather was
alive, he also liked crickets. He often kept two of them in separate little bamboo cages. Whenever he had them
fight, neither of them showed any signs of weakness. As soon as one was defeated, the victor would start singing
at the top of its voice to flaunt its strength! Sometimes your grandfather picked his stronger cricket to compete
with one owned by a friend of his. He often thus encouraged your father:
“‘A person should be competitive and persistent like crickets!’
“You should also remember this. If you keep crickets, take good care of them and don’t hurt them. Do you
understand?”
I absorbed what Grandmother had said. After that, I completely forgot about my woe from a moment before
and became fonder than ever of crickets. But how I longed to catch the one I had seen! Following Grandfather's
teaching, I felt the need to observe and get to know my cricket at closer range. With my mind set, I began to ask
Grandmother about ways to catch and keep crickets. I made a little cage with my own hands. Using a knife, I cut
very narrow chinks on one end of a bamboo tube for ventilation and an opening on the other end as the entrance. I
also went out and bought some vermilion. I heard that crickets sang louder if you mix vermilion in their food.
When I got everything ready, I set about looking for my cricket. To my disappointment, it stopped singing. For
two days on end, it kept quiet.
Thus, I fell back into melancholy. Sometimes I felt so upset that I regretted having disturbed it in the first
place! I could only blame my lot, that I could not even have a cricket for a friend. I tried to resign myself to my
lonesome life.
*
It was perhaps the eve of a midautumn festival. After she gave Father and Stepmother chestnuts, walnuts, dates
and other treats, Grandmother turned to me and placed in my hand a little glass box. She said, all smiles,
“Take a look! I have a lovely gift for you!”
I took it, looked at it, and jumped with delight, as if I had gotten a treasure. Now, guess what? It was what I
missed day and night - a cricket!
I hastened to put it in the cage I had made and fed it rice with vermilion. At first it did not utter a sound. By
night time, however, it began to sing in its robust voice. I tried my best to take care of it, and it gradually looked
settled in. Slowly, we got to know one another better. I carried it in my satchel to school during the day, and kept
it by my pillow at night to keep me company. I felt extremely grateful to Grandmother for the cricket, for her
loving care.
A few days later, I decided to test my friend’s “fighting will” to see if it deserved to be my role model. I caught
another cricket from the debris in the back garden, and put it in the same cage with my friend. Lo and behold! My
friend chirped, flickering its wings. The other cricket followed suit. Neither wanted to yield, to the other.
Outraged, my friend opened its mouth that had two clips to it and declared war on this stranger. The stranger
resisted unflinchingly. At the end of every combat, the victor would sing out loud. This provoked the loser to fight
back ever more fiercely! The stranger’s combating spirit never relented, not until its last breath. This testified to
the truth of Grandfather’s words.
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Later, I tried the same experiment again and again. My friend came out the winner without fail. I enjoyed this
friendship until one day in mid-October, my fifth cousin, jealous of my friend’s valiance and fighting skill,
challenged my friend with an unusually strong cricket. After about ten rounds, my aging and exhausted friend
died heroically. I felt very sad and hated this cousin more than ever.
My friend died a tragic death, with one of its legs snatched off by its enemy. I shed tears when I buried it! To
appease its soul, I put its remains in a coffin made of a match box and buried it under the osmanthus tree that I
had planted with my own hands. I also laid some chrysanthemums at its tomb. Thus ended our friendship.
*
Since then, I made friends with crickets and buried them every autumn! By the time I was seventeen, I had
graduated from high school in Kaifeng. I became friends with Miss Wen, a teacher there. I stayed on campus and
waited for work, because I did not want to burden my family with my tuition lest I upset my stepmother (she took
charge of financial matters). I worked part-time while preparing for college entrance examinations.
That summer, I had a meal plan at a restaurant. Little Mahu, who delivered my meals, was a very personable
boy from a poor family. One day, I heard a familiar music coming out of his rather worn bag. I knew instantly that
it was a cricket’s song!
Overwhelmed by a childlike delight, I asked to see it. Sure enough, it was a very healthy cricket! It began to
twitter with all its might at the sight of me! I was so exhilarated that I went out with Little Mahu every evening
since then to search for crickets along the walls of the stadium. Often, we heard their vigorous songs, but they
would shut up at our approach. We went on like this for days without any luck. We always returned home smeared
with mud. Perturbed, I would sit blankly at the foot of the wall. .
One day, when Little Mahu brought my lunch again, he missed me. Leaving the food on the table, he came to
find me at the foot of the wall. At this moment, I was gazing intently into a little hole, listening to a cricket’s
wispy, whistling songs. When I saw Little Mahu, I whispered,
“Little Mahu, come over quick! There’s one here!”
Little Mahu picked a blade of cricket grass. If you rubbed the end of the leaf, you would get soft white tassels
with which to tease crickets around the mouths. I could not tell whether they enjoyed or hated this, but upon
contact with it, they were sure to bite on it and start singing. We children called it “cricket grass.” On tiptoe, we
gently wiggled the grass into the hole. Sure enough, a black creature leapt out before long. As it jumped on the
ground, Little Mahu and I jumped behind it. We did not know how many rounds we went along the stadium
before Little Mahu caught it with his hand.
Overjoyed, I knocked Little Mahu on his cleanly shaved head. It so hurt him that he gave me quite a stern look.
We have been good friends since then. Although our lives were different, we felt that friendship knew no class
distinctions.
We returned to my room and set the cricket in a little cage.. Then I invited Little Mahu to eat with me as a way
of saying thanks and celebrating the occasion. This made him so happy that he smiled from ear to ear. Miss Wen
saw us together, and without a word, she brought a mirror and placed it in front of us on the table. Two funny
faces dirty with mud appeared in it. Especially noticeable were the blackened tips of our noses. Instantly, our
busily chewing mouths froze. We looked at each other and burst into laughter!
*
From the time I lost my grandmother to the time I met Little Mahu, a period of eight years had passed. Since I
lost touch with Little Mahu, eight more years elapsed.
In Sichuan’s spring, there are also crickets chirping. I often hear their familiar tunes floating into my room in
the quietness of sleepless nights, which returns me to my life sixteen years ago and eight years ago. Sometimes I
cry over it, and sometimes I laugh over it! What I used to call my hometown has now fallen under the enemy’s
iron hooves. And Grandmother and Little Mahu are nowhere to be found!
I had a child’s heart sixteen years ago. I kept my naïvete eight years ago! But today, although I am pure as
ever, my child’s heart and naïvete have deserted me!
I do not have the leisure any more to visit crickets, catch crickets, watch cricket fights, or bury crickets. Nor
does anyone give me crickets or catch crickets with me. Even if I returned to my hometown and saw the northern
autumn again, I could never more enjoy my grandmother’s warm love and Little Mahu’s delightful company!
Today, I still like solitude. I don’t have many friends. I get pleasure out of my own quiet times instead of going
to rowdy parties. Crickets are my role model and Grandfather’s teaching my life’s principle: Forever maintain
your ambition and fighting spirit!
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181.101 A Speech\fn{by Miss Zuo Xueli (c.1915?- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
It is the sacred duty of the Chinese in America to resist Japanese aggression and save China. Everyone, man
and woman, has a responsibility in the rise and fall of a nation. What I would like to discuss with you are some
ways to advance the interests of the overseas Chinese.
1. Enhance the international status of the Republic of China;
2. abolish all unequal treaties and develop the industries and businesses of overseas Chinese; and
3. publicize the valiant contributions made by our forefathers to gold mining and railroad construction in order
to help dispel discrimination against the Chinese in America.
During this trip I have passed through the towns where our forefathers worked, and I have met many patriotic
Chinese who told me about the many bitter experiences that overseas Chinese have had to suffer. It pains me even
to speak of them.
All of these problems cannot be solved unless all the Chinese in America join together to resist Japan and save
China.
With China facing a national crisis, if we don’t take immediate steps to defend and protect our country, then I
fear the future standing of the Chinese in America will be even lower than that of the Blacks. If we can unite and
resist Japan, recover our lost territory, and defeat Japanese imperialism, then our allies will look at us with
respect.
The Chinese in America played a historic and honorable role in the establishment of the Chinese Republic.\fn
{Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s movement to overthrow the Manchu Dynasty was generously supported by overseas Chinese } I hope that you can
summon forth those same energies and continue the struggle to complete this historic mission.
181.102 A Speech\fn{by Man Yun (c.1915?- )} Guangdong Province, China (F) 1
At this time when blood and fire cover the land, and the sound of cannons fills the air, March 8 Women’s Day
is once again upon us.
The giant wheel of time has arrived at a turning point in history. Gunfire and cannonfire have sewn a new outer
garment for this year’s Women’s Day. The struggle against invasion has become top priority in the current agenda
of the women’s movement. Today we should commemorate March 8 not just in our hearts, but in our actions as
well.
Thirty-three years ago in March, American women held a huge demonstration and parade in their struggle for
women’s rights. The next year (1910) delegates at the International eonference of Socialist Women in
Copenhagen approved [Clara] Zetkin’s proposal to celebrate International Women’s Day annually on March 8.
Thus began the international women’s movement.
In the spirit of March 8, Chinese daughters shook off the manacles and shackles from their bodies and left their
secluded chambers for the outside world to fight for freedom and equality. They freed themselves from their
bonds to follow the road of human rights and independence. For several decades, the women’s movement has
continued in this spirit, surging forward.
However, since the formation of a united front against Japanese aggression on the part of the democratic
nations, the women’s emancipation movement has entered an epochal new stage. In order to adapt to changing
realities, the women’s movement has had to change its agenda. For if the anti-aggression democratic alliance fails,
then so will the women’s emancipation movement. Thus, in order for our women’s movement to unfold, our
course needs to be direct participation in the struggle against Japanese aggression.
Most overseas Chinese women here came from Guangdong. The vigorous, enterprising and combating spirit of
the Guangdong people can be seen in these women, and the history of the Guangdong women’s movement is
something in which we can take pride. Progressive Guangdong women gave of themselves to further the 1911
Revolution, plotting the battle of Huanghuagang.\fn{ A heroic but premature attempt to overthrow the Manchu Dynasty. It took
place just outside Canton. The Republican forces were defeated, with a loss of 72 killed and an undetermined number wounded; the
Imperial forces prevailed} During the Northern Expedition\fn{ A military campaign led by Chiang Kai-shek in 1926 to destroy the
power of the regional warlords in central and northern China } there was a commando unit made up of women warriors.
People like Song Qingling\fn{The wife (1883-1981) of Dr. Sun Yat-sen } and He Xiangning\fn{The first woman to join the
Republican movement (1877-1972)} were among the prominent vanguards of the women’s movement in those days.
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During the May Fourth Movement, first the United Guangdong Women’s Society, then the Alliance of Guangdong
Girl Schools came into being, calling for women’s participation in politics, freedom in marriage, and equality in
education.
Then during May 30 the Guangdong women’s movement joined the grassroots liberation movement, which
called for the protection of mothers, women workers, and equal pay for equal work. At the time of the massive
strikes in Guangdong and Hong Kong, more than ten thousand women participated. The Guangdong Women’s
Liberation Society at that time accomplished much work of historical significance.
From the “9-18” incident to the “7-7” incident,\fn{The first of these dates refers to the September 18, 1931 attack by the
Japanese army on Mukden, resulting in the (very rapid) capture of all three provinces of Northeastern China; the second refers to the July 7,
1937 attack by the Japanese army on the Marco Polo Bridge just outside Peking, which launched the Sino-Japanese War in earnest }

Guangdong women saw a new direction for their work as they gained in national consciousness. During the past
few years of war, the women’s movement has merged with the national liberation movement, and the Guangdong
women’s movement has flourished as a result. Countless women have thrown themselves into the mighty torrent
of war. The women’s movement has spread from the urban areas to the impoverished villages of the remote
countryside. Even peasant women have risen up. In the past the Guangdong women’s movement has had many
exemplary individuals, such as Song Qingling and He Xiangning, who have been pragmatic throughout their
lives. Women such as the two Deng sisters\fn{ Deng Yingchao (1903-1992) the wife of Zhou Enlai, the first Prime Minister of
China under the Communists; and Deng Huifang (1891-1976), who joined the Republican movement in 1908 and took part in both the
1911 Revolution and the subsequent Northern Expedition previously mentioned } and Liu Qunxian\fn{A woman (1907-1941) who
joined the Communist Party in 1926 and became a commanding officer of the women’s contingent in the Long March } are all

outstanding cadres in the women’s movement.
Now let us turn to the overseas Chinese women’s movement here. In recent years a number of women have
also awakened and freed themselves from the confinement of the kitchen and child care to work for war relief,
displaying their talents in many ways. In the past few years, as the women’s movement began to spread, tIle
feudal atmosphere lifted and there has been a decrease in superstitious practices. Young and old alike seem to be
more aware of themselves and of their motherland. This is a development worth rejoicing, and also reflects the
dawning of a new era.
Yet, viewed from the current crisis, in order to arouse all overseas Chinese women to actively participate in the
war effort, as well as to build up our own combat strength for survival, the overseas Chinese women’s movement
must intensify its efforts. It needs to mobilize and organize all overseas Chinese women to join directly and
indirectly the struggle against Japanese aggression, to save China from destruction, and thereby work for our own
liberation and create a brighter future.
In these past years, many educated women have come here from our motherland. At the same time we have an
already existing pool of dedicated comrades. If they can team up together, get organized, form a strong core of
leadership to assume the heavy burden of the women’s movement, and, with concrete plans, speedily and
earnestly labor on, there will come a day when the overseas Chinese women’s movement will take hold and grow.
Today, in celebrating March 8, we must dedicate ourselves to working for the success of the overseas Chinese
women’s movement.
Rise up, all you overseas Chinese women revolutionaries!
76.54 The Gold Necklace\fn{by Lin Shin-tsun aka Nan Kuo (1915- )} Hunan Province, China (M) 4
It had been over some very small matter that Mr. and Mrs. Hsia had started to wrangle one evening. This was
not the first time that they had had a squabble, but this time the heat generated by the argument refused to cool
off. Finally, Mrs. Hsia took her handbag and walked out. She left behind her a house of considerable size, 36
tatami,\fn{A note reads: A tatami mat is three feet by six feet in size.} to be precise; an assortment of kitchen utensils,
unwashed because the spat started right after supper; and, of course, Mr. Hsia—alone and unappeased.
The recurring theme of their disputes was the house. It was too big—a living room, a dining room, three
bedrooms, a kitchen, and servants’ quarters. Too big, at least, for a couple without children, and much too big for
Mrs. Hsia, who had no servant to help her. Her idea was to find a lodger for one or two rooms. She figured that by
renting but a room, she could earn five hundred dollars a month, and three hundred was the standard wage for a
maid.
But Mr. Hsia took a different view. Not that he did not understand this simple arithmetic; the proposal seemed
sound and logical on the surface. What made him stand firm was his worry over the possible trouble an additional
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member might bring to the household. A bachelor might do certain things he did not like; an unmarried woman
might do certain things he did not approve of either. Anyway, an additional person would definitely destroy the
peace he so much valued in his home.
Mrs. Hsia, on the other hand, saw things differently. She felt that her husband was utterly impractical. But it
was this point of hiring a maid, or, rather, Mr. Hsia’s refusal to hire a maid, that burned her up. He said icily:
“I just don’t see the necessity of hiring a maid. Altogether we have only two persons in our family. Look, some
wives I know are faring much worse. Their husbands are out operating pedicabs and they have to take care of the
kids, in addition to cooking, washing clothes, and everything else.”
This was enough to make any educated woman angry, and Mrs. Hsia was no exception. She almost jumped up
out of her chair in her indignation.
“I suppose you are referring to Lao Liu, the pedicab boy at the other end of this lane.”
Liu was not exactly a boy; in fact, he was well over forty. Both Mr. and Mrs. Hsia used his service because
they lived in the same neighborhood and were on friendly terms. Mr. Hsia nodded. He did not realize that his
comparison had wounded his wife’s pride.
“Why on earth should you compare us with the Lius?”
He saw no reason not to make such a comparison. There wasn’t anything wrong with comparing himself with
Lao Liu, he figured. Lao Liu, like himself, supported his family in a humble but honest way. Admittedly, Lao Liu
was a little stupid and clumsy. But, after all, he was a good man.
“It’s simply ridiculous!” Mrs. Hsia shouted. “Think of how we got married and how they did!”
This reminded Mr. Hsia of the circumstances under which Lao Liu had taken a wife. Mr. Hsia had played a
rather important role in making Lao Liu’s marriage possible. In fact, he had given Lao Liu a hand when Lao Liu
was in need of one thousand Tai-Pi dollars\fn{A note reads: NT$1,000 is about US$25. [The book this story is printed in was
published in 1961].} to arrange a match. Lao Liu had not explained the purpose of his request. He only said that he
was in urgent need of such a sum and would Mr. Hsia be so kind as to arrange a loan for him. But a couple of days
later, words began to circulate among the neighbors that Lao Liu had borrowed the money in order to acquire a
wife. Several neighbors who were addicted to the use of harsh language said the truth was that Lao Liu had
actually bought his wife.
Gossip like that did not please Mr. Hsia at all. He had a high regard for both Lao Liu and the woman he had
taken. Both were honest people and both worked hard. To Mr. Hsia, Lao Liu’s wife deserved more respect than
many others in the neighborhood.
“The Lius might be a little poorer than most, but they are happy and well content with what they have,” Mr.
Hsia told himself now as he sat in the silent house.
Mrs. Hsia, however, had greeted the comparison as a down-right insult. Like most women, who fight their
battles best with tears, Mrs. Hsia had sobbed out her accusation.
“I do the cooking and laundry, and many other things that Lao Liu’s wife can’t possibly do! Don’t you realize
that I do more than my fair share? What makes you think that I’m worth less than a woman who could be bought
for a thousand dollars?” she had shouted.
The exchange of hot words had grown hotter, as each disputant refused to see the views of the other. To make
things worse, there hadn’t been a third person present. Each side had refused to budge even an inch. And, finally,
Mrs. Hsia had taken her handbag and some of her clothes and walked out. Most women enjoy that type of threat
once in a while. If husbands are quick enough to surrender for the moment, they easily avert a real crisis. But this
time Mr. Hsia was adamant, and he let her go without a word.
*
Life went on as usual with Mr. Hsia. He just locked the door when he made his journey to his office. He didn’t
mind at all eating at a restaurant—it wasn’t bad for a change. As for his dirty clothes, he just wrapped them up in
a newspaper and dropped them off at the nearby laundry shop. One or two persons in the office inquired why he
ate all his meals out. He replied casually, as if nothing had happened: “Tai-tai\fn{A note reads: Tai-tai means “wife.” It is
also used by a servant to address the mistress of the house, and “Mrs.” when attached to a woman’s name .} went back to stay with
her parents for a few days—you know, I don’t mind a little taste of freedom at all.”
But his mood changed as time went by. The first day he stayed indignant over the fuss his wife often made.
“How I hate these educated women,” he said to himself. “Lao Liu’s wife would never do the same thing to him,
that’s for sure.” On the second day, however, he began to see things differently. He began to realize that their
scene had been somewhat pointless. To have one room rented out and to have a maid servant were two separate
matters, and they shouldn’t have been discussed together in the first place. And, of course, if his remarks had been
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less biting, the quarrel could not have ended the way it had. Mrs. Hsia failed to return on the third day. Though
Mr. Hsia refused to admit it, loneliness began to creep up on him.
He refused to believe that it was homesickness for his wife that bothered him.
“Besides, what’s wrong with being alone? A bachelor’s life has its advantages.”
On the fifth day, however, he felt an urge to talk to somebody. He called on Mr. Tsao, the next-door neighbor,
and asked him if he cared to come over to play chess with him. Mr. Tsao accepted. It happened that Mr. Tsao took
his chess seriously and was silent most of the time. He even failed to notice that Mrs. Hsia was not at home. It
certainly had not been Mr. Hsia’s idea to make Mr. Tsao his confidant and tell him about the little domestic
trouble he had run into. Nor did he want to seek any advice. He just wanted to have someone to talk to. That’s all.
Naturally, he couldn’t concentrate on the games, so he lost two in quick succession.
At this moment he heard the bell ringing at the front gate. Who could it be at this time of night? Mr. Hsia felt a
little elated. It could well be his wife.
He dashed out and found, to his surprise, Lao Liu standing there. Lao Liu looked rather upset.
“Come on in, Lao Liu,” Mr. Hsia said. “Is anything the matter? How is your wife?”
Lao Liu hesitated, struggling for the right words.
“Mr. Hsia, I have come to bother you again …”
He could not finish, and his face reddened.
“You have never bothered me, Lao Liu.” Mr. Hsia knew Lao Liu was recalling the one-thousand-dollar loan he
made to him. He remembered that Lao Liu had offered his pedicab as security when the loan was arranged.
“What’s the trouble this time? Want to mortgage the pedicab again?” he asked jokingly.
“That’s right,” Lao Liu replied, mustering all his courage. “I’m having a little trouble and came to seek your
help.”
“You don’t mean you want another thousand dollars to bring in another woman, do you? You have a young
wife and she has brought a child along with her, too. You should consider yourself lucky.”
“No, no …” Words failed Lao Liu completely. He was either scared or embarrassed. Or, Mr. Hsia thought, it
might be because he saw another neighbor sitting in the living room.
“Mr. Tsao is no stranger. Don’t be afraid to tell us if you’ve run into debt because you lost money gambling.”
Lao Liu looked at both of them and said meekly:
“My wife walked out on me. She left this morning.”
It was a shock to both of his listeners, but more so to Mr. Hsia.
“But you two seemed to be getting along so well. Right?”
Mr. Hsia began to see the light: Lao Liu had come to arrange another loan so that he could get another wife.
Lao Liu told them the story. He admitted that he had made the mistake of beating his wife. He had had a little
kao-liang\fn{A note reads: A strong, transparent liquor, something like gin.} last night, too much for a man with his head.
His wife complained about his wasting money on drink, and he thought she was making too much of a fuss. So he
had slapped her a few times.
“Your wife did the right thing to ask you not to drink,” Mr. Tsao interrupted.
“No, she didn’t ask me to stop drinking entirely. What she complained about was that money is hard to come
by for a pedicab driver and why should I throw it away on liquor? She said she envied the way the Hsia couple
lives. Mr. Hsia is a model husband and Mrs. Hsia is a model wife.”
Mr. Hsia wasn’t listening. His thoughts had led him elsewhere.
“What did she say?”
“She said if I didn’t waste my money on drinking, we might be able to live in a better house.”
“She’s right and you certainly shouldn’t have beaten her.”
“I know. But I had a little too much of that kao-liang in my stomach, and when I became sober again this
morning, she was gone. She took the child with her.”
It suddenly dawned upon Mr. Hsia that women’s strategies were much alike.
“Try to get her back,” he told Lao Liu. “Say you’re sorry and promise that you’ll never do the same thing
again. I bet then she’ll come back to you,” put in Mr. Tsao.
Lao Liu said he had managed to find her and apologize. But she had refused to forgive him.
Mr. Hsia suspected that his first guess had been right. Lao Liu wanted to mortgage his pedicab so that he could
get another wife. But something inside Mr. Hsia told him that things aren’t that simple. You can’t get a wife
without money. But money is no guarantee that you will find a good I wife. He had better give Lao Liu a little
plain talk and advise him to drop the idea.
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“So you want to borrow money on your pedicab and bring in another woman?” He congratulated himself on
striking the right friendly, jovial note.
“No, no,” Lao Liu said rather loudly.
“Then, what do you need the money for?”
“For her. That’s what she asked for.”
“What did she say exactly?”
“Well, she said I had beaten her up for nothing at all. And if I am sincere in my apologies, they should be
accompanied by some kind of compensation.”
This brought laughter from Mr. Tsao and Mr. Hsia. They asked Lao Liu what kind of indemnity his wife
demanded and what were the other terms of his surrender. Lao Liu could not grasp the meaning of some of these
words and looked even more bewildered. But he stuck to his point. He said he needed about two thousand dollars.
“She said she wants a gold necklace, and it must not weigh less than one tael\fn{Approximately one ounce.}
Otherwise, she simply won’t come back.”
Strangely, Mr. Hsia felt more concerned this time than when he made the original loan for Lao Liu. Was it
because both of them were now in the same boat? He couldn’t answer.
“Then what do you plan to do?”
“I just want to bother you once again,” Lao Liu remarked, looking at him hopefully.
Mr. Hsia was silent for a moment. It had just occurred to him that it might not be very wise to point it out to
Lao Liu, but a third party often sees things in better perspective. He felt he should remind Lao Liu at least.
“I don’t think this is a wise deal for you.”
Lao Liu looked even more bewildered.
“You see, you spent only one thousand dollars to get the woman, and now you intend to spend two thousand on
a necklace just to show you are sorry for what you’ve done to her. Suppose she took the necklace and ran away
again. Then what are you going to do?”
Lao Liu was stirred to protest Mr. Hsia’s remarks.
“No, that won’t happen,” he announced firmly. After a long pause, he revealed the secret agreement his wife
and he had settled upon. “You see, we made an oath to each other. From now on, I’ll never touch kao-liang, and
I’ll never beat her. And she’ll never run away from me.” Lao Liu said this with a solemnity that was very
touching. Mr. Hsia was moved.
“Forget about the mortgage. I can’t operate a pedicab anyway. I’ll go in and get you the money.”
*
The next day, rather early in the morning, Lao Liu came over again. He reported that his wife had come back
and that they were both grateful to Mr. Hsia.
Mr. Hsia went to his office as usual. He ate a quick lunch in a nearby restaurant. Having nothing else to do, he
came back home for a nap. He was wakened by Lao Liu’s wife ringing the bell at the gate. She had come to call
upon Mrs. Hsia. He had to lie to her that Mrs. Hsia had gone to stay with her parents for a couple of days. The
woman looked disappointed and was at a loss whether to retreat. But then she unwrapped a little package she was
carrying, and there was the gold necklace.
“This is the only thing Lao Liu has managed to save in all these years. I just don’t feel safe having this in the
house with him, knowing how he likes to drink and gamble.”
“Then hide it somewhere for yourself.”
“I can’t. You know the shack we live in. It could easily be stolen.”
It suddenly occurred to Mr. Hsia that if he let Lao Liu and his wife move into the servants’ quarters, they’d feel
safe with their new possession. It would be safer for him, too. He couldn’t go on like this. If a thief discov-ered
that he was away at the office most of the time without a single soul in the house, wouldn’t he take advantage of
the situation? With Lao Liu’s wife and the little boy at home, he could carry on the struggle with his wife
indefinitely.
He told Lao Liu’s wife that he did not want to take custody of the necklace, but that they could move into the
servants’ quarters if they liked. Mrs. Liu was flabbergasted at this proposal and accepted without any debate.
“I can do the cooking and laundry for Mrs. Hsia in return for your kindness,” she said, and added, “and my
husband can take you to your office every day.”
“No, no, I don’t expect anything in return. If I want your services, I’ll pay.”
“Mr. Hsia, you’re too kind. No wonder Lao Liu tells me so often that you and Mrs. Hsia are the nicest couple
in the whole neighborhood.”
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Mr. Hsia did not want this type of compliment to go any farther. He sent her away. It didn’t take the Lius too
long to get things organized, and in half an hour their few belongings were installed in the servants’ quarters.
Mr. Hsia felt he had made a most convenient arrangement. He agreed to take Lao Liu’s pedicab to his office,
but he insisted on continuing to eat out while Mrs. Hsia was away. Three more days went by, and on their way to
the office one morning, Lao Liu turned around in his seat to suggest that Mr. Hsia come home for lunch.
“My wife’s cooking isn’t so bad. What are your favorite dishes?”
During the rest of the ride, Lao Liu kept asking him to come home for his meals. He refused, but the offer
somehow bothered him. All these days he had not made any attempt to look up his wife, nor had he asked any
mutual friend to send his regards to her. It was beginning to look as though she wouldn’t come back by herself. A
third party would have to do a little talking to bring about a compromise.
Mr. Hsia still did not feel in the mood to meet her halfway, but if he did not, the situation as it now stood
probably would go on for a long while.
He began to feel uneasy. He pondered over these things all afternoon in the office. Should the real state of
affairs become known to Lao Liu and his wife, it would be rather embarrassing, and he could not imagine that
they would not find out if another week dragged by. He envied Lao Liu because he was brave enough to apologize and tolerant enough to accept the terms his antagonist had laid down.
He could not make up his mind, after he finished his work in the office, whether he should go straight to his
wife or whether it would be better to ask Mrs. Tsao to put in a word for him. It amused him to think of the gold
necklace Lao Liu bought for his wife. Should he buy something, too? Finally, he decided he should go home first
and then, if he happened to find himself in the mood, go to the nearby public telephone booth to ring up his wife.
He looked up his notebook and found the number of his father-in-law’s residence. He knew the number by heart,
in fact.
But Lao Liu wasn’t waiting for him. In the past three days, Lao Liu had parked his pedicab on the right side of
the entrance. He looked both ways, up and down the street. Lao Liu wasn’t there. He waited ten minutes. While he
waited, he planned how he would start the conversation when his call had been put through and that familiar voice
was at the other end. Then Lao Liu pedaled up.
“Sorry I’m late,” he apologized.
“It doesn’t matter. If you have a passenger to take in some other direction and can’t get here exactly on time,
don’t worry.”
“I was taking Mrs. home.”
“Mrs. who?”
“Mrs. Hsia. I just took her home. I met her in the theater district; she was shopping. I offered her a ride and
told her that we have moved to your place. I also told her, of course, that I took you to the office and back every
day and that my wife took care of the cooking and laundry.”
“Then what did she say?”
“She didn’t say anything. Asked me to pick her up at five and I did. That’s why I’m late.”
Mr. Hsia couldn’t decide just what prompted her to come back. And what should be the first thing he should
say to her when he reached home?
On the way home, they ran into a strong head-wind, and it took all of Lao Liu’s energy to keep the cab moving.
Mr. Hsia was glad to have the extra minutes to think things over. He planned what he would say. He would tell his
wife he had decided to carry out her wish. Lao Liu’s wife had taken over most of the housework and the laundry
and the cooking. Maybe he would add something about hitting two birds with one stone.
“And what do you think of this?” he would ask.
But as they turned in at the lane where they lived, he saw his wife waving in the distance. He would not have
to say anything, after all.
She waved benevolently, like a victorious general.
130.62 1. Adan, Haowa and Shisi: A Folktale\fn{by Ma Zhong-xian (1915- )} Xiji County, Ningxia Hui
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
It is said that long, long ago, the earth was wrapped in total darkness; there were no flowers yet, no songbirds,
no humankind, or other living beings. Then suddenly, one day, a rumbling noise was heard, a red light flashed
between heaven and earth. And from this red light slowly came forth a man and a woman. The man was
Adan\fn{Adam.} and the woman was Haowa\fn{Eve.}
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Adan formerly was one of Allah’s angels and Haowa was a female angel. One day these two were walking
together, somewhere among deep rosy clouds, near the heavenly fruit orchard. From a hundred steps away they
smelled a wonderful fragrance, and they became intoxicated by that scent. They crossed the rainbow bridge and
came to a garden in which trees stood laden with deep red and bright yellow fruits. These fruits began to fascinate
them!
Adan was so excited that he then picked two grain-fruits (mai-guo) and gave one to Haowa, who immediately
put hers into her mouth. She was so eager that she swallowed it whole, without chewing. Adan took only a bite
out of his—but, while his bite was swallowed only halfway down his throat, he was caught doing it. Heavenly
beings are not permitted to eat anything. They will cease to be holy and pure if they do so. Because Adan and
Haowa together transgressed against this heavenly rule, God decreed that henceforth they should live on earth.
The world was shrouded in utter darkness and the sea of misery had no bounds. Adan and Haowa survived
only with great difficulty. While kneeling and squatting upon a frozen river they prayed to Allah by way of
reciting Quranic verses, five times in the course of each day.
One hundred years passed, and five hundred more years followed these. Allah was moved by the sincerity and
piety which Adan and Haowa displayed toward him. And the merciful God therefore commanded, and instantly
the earth and the sky broke apart. Between earth and sky, in the east, dawn cracked forth and the radiant sun arose
to shine. The bright moon and the twinkling stars appeared in the evening. The world was now illuminated so that
Adan and Haowa could see and recognize each other. They threw themselves into each other’s arms with
boundless joy. But then, in her excitement Haowa slipped and ended up sitting upon the ice. Adan also slipped
and dropped to his knees upon that primeval glacier. In that position they continued to pray every day. Each time
before they prayed they cleansed their hands and their feet—namely, their hands which formerly touched the
forbidden fruit. They rinsed their mouths because with these they had eaten the fruit.
Another five hundred years passed, and because they repented Allah agreed to forgive them. But some distinct
characteristics remained associated with their bodies. Adan’s throat was bulging a little on account of the halfswallowed fruit. His knees had become cold because he slipped and landed on his knees upon the ice. All the
while, the belly of Haowa was enlarged because she had swallowed the fruit whole. Her buttocks became cold as
a result of her initial fall upon that frozen river. Moreover, because both have expressed a desire to eat, Allah gave
them a sensation of hunger.
Allah also let them become husband and wife, to help each other, and to live together day and night—to let
them satisfy their needs by way of working. He let the earth reward them fairly, in proportion to their efforts.
Adan cut through mountains to channel in water. He cultivated wastelands and turned them into fruitful fields.
He modified the earth in accordance with the model of heaven and paradise. Haowa reached out and picked a
rose-colored cloud and cut it up into many kinds of little flowers, similar to those that bloomed in the garden of
paradise. She scattered them all over the world. God also gave to them the grain-fruit that formerly they stole and
ate. And so, by careful cultivation, grains became their stable food. By their untiring hands the wilderness was
transformed into a landscape of picturesque mountains and rivers.
Adan and Haowa gave birth to seventy-two twins—a boy and a girl for each set of twins. At the thirty-seventh
birth, however, they received only a son, named Shisi. The family worried very much over the marriage prospects
of this single boy; he had no wife. Moreover, many places on this vast earth were still uninhabited. Adan
discussed this situation with his sons and daughters and resolved to send some of them to the heavenly paradise to
obtain more fruits—so that by way of eating these his daughters, as well, would be enabled to bear children. He
also wanted them to obtain Allah’s further instructions. But all his children just stood and looked at each other and
kept silent, all except Shisi. He was single and carefree, and he bravely volunteered.
“My dear Father and Mother, for the sake of my kind brothers and sisters I will go and bring back the heavenly
fruits, and also receive Allah’s further instructions—even though I may risk my life and barely escape death.”
Shisi climbed mountains and waded across rivers; he endured severe cold and extreme heat; he suffered from
hunger. For countless days and over a vast distance he trudged onward. Despite blisters on his feet and swelling in
his legs, Shisi refused to abandon his goal of finding Allah. With each step forward he prayed.
One day he was so exhausted that he fell to the ground, and he fell asleep at the top of a high mountain. There
he had a dream, and in this dream he saw a white serpent, the body of which was a hundred zhang\fn{C.1,000 feet.}
long and as thick as a barrel. The serpent raised its head and wiggled its body, and then it spoke to Shisi:
“Handsome lad, do not be afraid. I am a heavenly messenger, sent to you by Allah to bring you to paradise.
Please, climb upon my back and prepare for a ride—but close your eyes!”
Shisi did as he was told, and with the speed of a gust of wind he arrived at the gate of paradise, carried by that
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serpent. By the gate stood the angel Haole. After having understood the request which Adan had sent, Haole
prayed silently to Allah. He made a gesture while heaving and swaying his white beard. Instantly a howling
whirlwind began blowing up dust. It darkened the sky and concealed everything. It swept Adan (and Haowa),
including their seventy-two sons and daughters, up into the sky and dropped them onto every corner of the earth.
Allah also dropped onto the earth the five cereals, together with the six domestic animals.\fn{ Rice, two kinds of millet,
wheat, and beans; Pigs, cattle, goats, horses, fowl, and dogs. } From that moment onward the earth enjoyed paradisical
prosperity.
As for Shisi, having been brave and unselfish, he was invited by Allah to remain in the heavenly paradise as
one of his angels.
180.73 Excerpt from China’s Long March: 5,000 Miles Of Danger\fn{by Jean Fritz (1915- )} Hankow, China (F)
7
Something was going to happen. The soldiers knew it; the peasants suspected it. Whatever was coming, it was
more than just another battle. Ever since 1927, when the first scattered segments of the Communist Army had
moved into Jiangxi Province, there had been battles—small skirmishes at first. Then in 1930 the Nationalist Army
began forming a circle around the Communists as if they meant to squeeze the life right out of them. Fighting
behind concrete blockhouses strung together with barbed wire, the Nationalists had now drawn the circle so close
they were able to keep all goods from entering it. The Communist soldiers and the peasants laughed at the
blockhouses, calling them “tortoises,” but they needed those goods, so they knew the tortoises had to be stopped.
Three times in the past they had stopped them. Quick, sharp jabs at the enemy. Surprise moves. And each time
the Communist troops had returned with stores of captured weapons and long lines of captured soldiers. But not
the fourth and last time. In April 1934 the Communist or Red Army (as it was called) met with disaster. Four
thousand men were killed; 20,000 were captured and sixty counties fell into enemy hands.
So of course there would be battles, but something more lay ahead now. Otherwise, why were the peasants told
to make the straw sandals for the soldiers thicker than usual? And why the jackets heavier? The fighting was here
in Jiangxi Province, where it was still warm. Wherever the soldiers fought, they would surely come back. This
was their home base and for many Jiangxi was also their home. The peasants who had sons or fathers in the army
hung red banners down their front doors. From one family alone eight brothers had joined up and of course they
were envied, for most people in this area were true revolutionaries and were proud to make sacrifices.
After all, they knew how lucky they were to have an army fighting for them and how important it was for this
army to win. Like peasants all over China, they had been so poor for so long, they took for granted that they’d
always be poor. The landlords who owned most of the ground they farmed would just go on taking their money,
whether they had it or not. Many times they didn’t have it. If it rained too much and the crops failed or if it didn’t
rain enough, still the landlords demanded half their harvest and taxes were often figured years in advance. A
peasant could knock his head on the floor and beg his landlord for mercy but not many landlords had much mercy
in them. So the peasant would have to give up his land and in effect become the landlord’s slave. One young
peasant boy often wondered how landlords could have such normal, ordinary-looking faces and yet be so cruel.
How could the cruelty not show?
Moreover, it was not only landlords but also warlords who taxed peasants while their armies marched through
the countryside, stealing their pigs and chickens, plundering their fields. And what could the peasants do? Only
what they’d always done. Pray to the gods for protection and paste pictures of warrior gods on their front doors to
frighten away evil spirits. It was no wonder that the peasants called themselves “dry people”—those who had
been sucked dry of everything.
At first when the Red Army had moved here, the peasants had shooed their pigs and chickens into their little
dirt-floored huts and banged their doors shut. This was just another thieving army, they supposed, and it took
them a while to understand that this army was different. They didn’t steal from the poor. Instead they put up signs:
DOWN WITH THE RICH!
UP WITH THE POOR!
LEARN, LEARN, LEARN AGAIN!
STUDY WHILE YOU PLOW!
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Best of all, they took land away from the landlords and gave it to the peasants. For the first time the poor
people of Jiangxi Province felt that they no longer had to go through life cringing. They had a right to live.
And they were willing to fight for that right. But what was the army planning? they asked each other. Rumors
kindled and spread like grassfire throughout the province. Certainly the one hundred men who had been hired to
climb the fortress-like mountain of Jinggangshan in the spring of 1934 must have talked. Their empty baskets
swinging lightly at each end of their carrying poles, they had climbed this mountain to a hidden cave where their
baskets had been filled with bundles so heavy that the men must have guessed that this was money. One hundred
million silver dollars—that’s what they were taking back to Army Headquarters. But how could poor peasants
have imagined so much money dangling from their shoulders?
Whatever the army was planning, it needed not only money but men. After their spring losses, the army had to
be replenished, but did it also have to pack up everything it owned?
As summer wore into fall, people could see the preparations that were being made and their hearts sank. Just
look at the equipment that was being amassed! Medicine, guns, cannon, radios, telephones, telephone wires,
books, chests of documents. No matter how heavy the equipment, it was included: printing presses, engraving
plates for printing money, X-ray machines, office furniture and files, sewing machines. And see what else was
there! Scenery for dramatic performances. Costumes. The army was used to putting on plays for soldiers and
villagers, so why were they taking their theatrical materials away? Certainly they were not planning to entertain
the enemy. No, it was clear that the army was moving out. They were withdrawing, leaving Jiangxi Province.
The peasants knew what that meant. Once the army had left, the Nationalists would move in. They’d give the
land back to the landlords and kill all those whom they suspected of having helped the Communists. Even when
the peasants were told that some army units would be left behind to protect them, they were not convinced. How
could a few units hold the Nationalists back when so many units had not been able to do so? They shook their
heads. No, the old days would be back. Even worse than before.
The soldiers had their own worries. If only their old leaders, Mao Tsetung and Zhu De, were still in command,
they would have had more confidence in what was coming. Mao Tsetung, in charge of political decisions, and Zhu
De, in charge of military matters, worked so well together that they had become known as Zhu-Mao, as if they
were just one man. They had done well too. After all, they had defeated the enemy in those first three
encirclement campaigns.
But Mao Tsegung and Zhu De were no longer planning the strategy. Now the man in charge was a German,
Otto Braun, sent by the Communist Party headquarters in Shanghai and in turn sent by the Russians who, though
thrown out by the Nationalists, were still helping the Communists. But who among the soldiers could trust Otto
Braun? What did he know about China? He didn’t speak Chinese, wouldn’t eat rice or drink tea, and to the
Chinese he looked like a caricature of a foreigner. Tall, blue-eyed, not only did he have a big nose as all foreigners
did (Chinese call foreigners “Big Noses”) but he had a nose so big that sometimes he covered it with a
handkerchief, as if he could fool the Chinese into thinking that he was one of them.
Most serious, according to Mao, he didn’t know how to fight against a superior force. He wasn’t interested in
trying to surprise or outwit the enemy. Mao’s guerrilla tactics, Braun said, were out of date. But as everyone
remembered—soldiers and officers alike—it was Otto Braun who had been in command in April when they had
suffered that terrible defeat.
So both the soldiers and the peasants were dispirited as the time drew near for the army to move out. Still, no
matter what lay ahead, the peasants had to say good-bye and good luck to their soldiers. From all over the
province the villagers came to Army Headquarters with gifts of eggs, knitted socks, and whatever treats they
could find. It was hard to part.
Many fathers begged their sons to stay. Many sons who had never been out of the province suddenly couldn’t
bear to think about the strange places and lonely nights that lay ahead. Twenty-year-old Yang Chengwu, an
experienced Communist and soon to be a political commissar, met his father and his friends, who had walked
forty miles to bring him rabbits and dried sweet potatoes. Looking at these people who were so dear to him, he
was overwhelmed with a sense of homesickness. How could he leave this beloved countryside of his childhood?
“Go,” his father said. “If you remain here, you’ll be killed.”
On October 15 the army began to leave, but it was several days before they were all out. There were 86,000
men, 30 women, 676 horses, and 5,000 porters hired to carry the heavy equipment. It was a young army. More
than half the men were between sixteen and twenty-three, and in addition there were several hundred teenagers
known affectionately as “little red devils.” They were the buglers of the army and would become the water
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carriers, firewood gatherers, cooks’ helpers, and messengers.
As they started out, each soldier had, in addition to his rifle and ammunition, a ten-day supply of rice which he
carried in a banana-shaped bag around his neck. In his knapsack were a blanket, a change of clothes, comb, brush,
notebook, and soap. Strapped to his belt was a big enamel cup with a toothbrush and towel stuffed into it. A pair
of chopsticks was thrust into his leg wrappings, or puttees, while a threaded needle was stuck under the peak of
his red-starred cap, covered now with leaves to serve as camouflage. And because he was a soldier in the Red
Army, a piece of red yarn was woven somewhere into one of his straw sandals. One man wore a pair of sandals on
which an enthusiastic peasant had embroidered the words
“Kill the Invaders!”
But where were they going? Otto Braun, who supposedly knew the answer, did not believe in confiding in
soldiers. They were meant to obey, he said, not ask questions. But the soldiers made guesses. While they were
members of the First Front Army (the main army), there were other Communist armies stationed elsewhere.
Perhaps they were going to join the Second Front Army in northern Hunan Province. Perhaps they were heading
for the Fourth Front Army in Sichuan Province. The more optimistic ones said they were just going to capture a
city and would then come home. Some thought they would march only a week or two and then settle down in a
new base.
Mao Tsetung and Zhu De, however, were well aware that not even Otto Braun knew where they were going.
They would surely start toward Hunan, but who could be certain where they would end up? They simply had to
escape from the enemy. No one knew how long they’d be on the road or how far they would have to travel.
*
Long before the army started, scouts had been sneaking into enemy territory to spy out enemy positions. As
usual, Scout Kong was in the lead. There was nothing Kong liked better than to be in the thick of danger. In battle
his voice would be heard above all others.
“Sha!” he would cry—kill! “Sha! Sha!
But of course as a scout he had to be silent and sly, hiding sometimes for hours in the top branches of a tree,
watching enemy movements, estimating enemy strength. He knew all the tricks to use if he was caught.
“Act dumb,” Zhu De had told him. “Pretend to be a traveling ear-cleaner.”
Since Chinese loved to have their ears cleaned, there were many professional ear-cleaners who went about
with their tiny bamboo cleaning instruments. No one would be suspicious of an ear-cleaner. Or if Kong had a
message to deliver, Zhu De said, he should pretend to be a farmer. Write the message on rice paper and hide it in a
basket of vegetables.
So far, Scout Kong hadn’t needed to resort to these tricks and over the summer he’d returned again and again
from the enemy lines with good news. The enemy was taking it easy, Kong reported. Many troops had been
withdrawn; none seemed to be on the alert for action. Apparently Chiang Kai-shek had decided that the Red Army
was not only trapped but so outnumbered there was no need to worry.
Besides, Chiang had another source of trouble on his hands. Japan was attacking China in the north, and once
the Communist threat was over he could give his attention to the Japanese. In any case, Kong said, there were
weak spots in the enemy barricade which, with luck, might be penetrated.
Nevertheless, they took no chances. The army left at night, traveled at night, and rested in the day under
camphor trees and alders, out of sight as much as possible. Their first obstacle was the Yudu River but it was
shallow and narrow. They rattled over the five pontoons that had been thrown across the river and many soldiers
simply waded to the other side. Later the army would dread the rivers that lay in their path, but who could foresee
that now? No one was thinking of their march in terms of the whole map of China, with its two parent rivers, the
Yangtse River and the Yellow River, and all their tributaries spilling across the country like children running away
from home.
From end to end the army stretched for sixty miles as it snaked single-file over mountain trails so narrow that
the men wore white kerchiefs on their backs to guide those behind them. On rainy nights when the paths became
slippery, they had to be especially careful. One misstep could send a man crashing over the side of a cliff. Or a
group of men might go together, leaving behind a gap and a silence where they had just been.
But there were good times as well. On a moonlit night a group of men would start to sing and their song would
be picked up by another group farther down the line, then again by another, their voices unrolling like a ribbon
under the stars. At times like this they all felt warmed by their brotherhood in the revolution, for, though many of
the leaders were educated, at heart this was a peasant army, fighting for the peasants of China.
*
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Zhu De himself, who at forty-eight was one of the oldest of the army, had grown up in a peasant family under a
landlord so brutal that he was known to his tenants as the King of Hell. As a child Zhu De had never had enough
to eat, often not even rice but only a gruel made from a kind of corn fodder. As the family grew, food became
scarcer and scarcer, and when there were seven children, Zhu’s parents knew they simply could not feed another
mouth. To keep them all from starving, his parents drowned their last five children at birth.
Zhu De’s wife, Kang Keqing, not only came from a peasant family but also had the bad luck to be born a girl.
Every girl from a poor family was a disappointment, hardly worth the trouble of raising since in the end a girl
went to live and work in her husband’s home while a boy brought his wife home to his parents. Kang Keqing
hated so much being a girl that on the night before her wedding she ran away from a marriage that had been
arranged for her, from a wedding she didn’t want, from a husband she didn’t know. At the same time she was
running away from being a woman in a society in which women counted for nothing.
She joined the Red Army. And here she was now, a combat soldier! She wasn’t marching in the group with the
other women; instead she was swinging along with other combat soldiers, a rifle on her shoulder. Like all
Communist women, she had cut her hair to show that she was liberated, and when she married Zhu De two years
after joining the army, she made it clear that his bodyguards could do the cooking and the sewing. She was
through with women’s work.
They had common roots, these soldiers, and up and down that long line each one had his or her own story.
Somewhere in that line, for instance, was a little red devil who had been twelve years old when he first went to
the recruiting office. He said he was thirteen but when he was asked why he wanted to join, he couldn’t find any
words. How could he tell a recruiting officer that he was an orphan and worked for a cruel landlord? Was that a
reason? He hung his head.
“I don’t know,” he said, so he was rejected. A few months later the boy went back and said he was fourteen.
“Why do you want to join?” he was asked. Still the boy didn’t know, so again he was rejected. He waited a bit
longer, then returned and said he was sixteen.
“And why do you want to join the army?” he was asked. This time he knew.
“I want to overthrow the Nationalists,” he replied briskly. “I want to strike down despots.” He was accepted.
Chen Changfeng, another little red devil, had been even more stubborn. Told to come back when he was big
enough to hold a rifle, he simply refused. He would not go back to a landlord who had stripped his house of every
single possession when his father couldn’t pay his debts. The landlord had even taken the boy’s one quilt, and
when the neighbors had begged for pity, he had tossed a broken saucepan back into the house. Young Chen broke
into tears before the recruiting officer.
“I will stay right here until you let me join,” he cried. They gave in and taught him to be a bugler.
Now, several years later, Chen had been promoted. He was a bodyguard to Mao Tsetung and wanted nothing
more than to serve this tall, thin, mussed-up-looking man who had such big ideas for China and yet was so kind to
young Chen.
Take the day when Chen had discovered there was such a thing as a post office. Imagine, he’d told Mao—a
place where a person could leave a letter and it would be delivered miraculously to another person far away! Mao
had smiled and had sat right down to write a letter for Chen to send to his father. At the moment Mao, recovering
from a bout of malaria, was being carried on a stretcher while Chen walked at his side, carrying Mao’s personal
possessions—two blankets, a cotton sheet, a worn overcoat, a broken umbrella, and a bundle of books.
*
Marching in front of Mao and Chen were other leaders—Zhu De, Chou En-lai (who had come to Jiangxi at
about the same time as Otto Braun and had taken over some of Mao’s duties), and of course Otto Braun, who was
directing the March.
But directing it where? Everyone was asking the same question as night after night passed and they seemed to
be getting nowhere. Mile after mile. The distance between the soldiers and their homes kept widening and the new
recruits wondered if they could ever find their way back. Never had they imagined such distance. Those in the
vanguard or the advance units who were leading the way were especially troubled. One of their officers was Yang
Chengwu, the young man who had found it so difficult to leave his father. They went to him.
“Commissar, where are we going?” they asked. “When will this end?”
But what could Yang say? He knew no more than they did about destinations.
But if the soldiers felt uneasy about the March, the porters, bent double by their heavy loads, groaned,
grumbled, spat, and cursed. They had been hired at a dollar a day but they hadn’t known how far they’d be going
and they hadn’t guessed how their poles would rub their shoulders raw, how their backs would strain, their legs
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knot, their feet stumble and give way.
A tiny, four-foot-eleven woman, Liu Ying, had been given the job of trying to keep up the porters’ spirits. If
anyone could do it, the leaders said, she could. Such a fiery, persuasive woman, she had talked thousands of men
in Jiangxi Province into joining the army. Now riding up and down on her small horse, she talked, she praised, she
joked, she tried to will revolution into the souls of these suffering porters so their pain would not matter. But these
men had moved beyond her reach. From time to time a group would simply drop their burdens, turn around, and
head back home.
On October 21 Yang Chengwu’s vanguard broke through the enemy’s first line of barricades without trouble.
On November 3 they broke through the second line. Scout Kong must have been right, they thought. The
Nationalists weren’t on the job. New recruits may have imagined that this was good news and that they could go
home soon.
But then suddenly in the middle of November they were ordered to march faster. Four hours of rest, four hours
of marching night and day. Obviously the enemy was giving chase and tension crept among the ranks. The men
didn’t sleep as easily in their rest periods and when marching, they were always on the lookout.
By this time Yang Chengwu realized that they were moving toward the Xiang River, only 150 miles away, and
were headed for northern Hunan and the Second Front Army. Yang urged his regiment ahead quickly and was
surprised, as they all were, that still they met with no resistance. Not even from the last barricade of blockhouses.
Once three Nationalist planes flew over and they thought that action had started, but Yang and the others threw
themselves to the ground so quickly they weren’t spotted.
When they reached the Xiang River, all was quiet. They waded across the waist- deep water as if they were
simply on an outing. Yang, however, was not fooled. He knew that there was trouble ahead, for Chiang Kai-shek
would do anything to keep the various Red armies from uniting.
It was the central column that the Nationalists were after. Slowed down by fifty miles of groaning, baggageladen porters, it did not reach the Xiang until twenty-four hours after the vanguard had crossed. By this time
Chiang Kai-shek’s troops were ready—300,000 men and several hundred planes. The trap was set. Hiding in
forest on either side of the road, Nationalist soldiers fired at the Red soldiers as they passed. Overhead, Nationalist
planes, swooping low, strafed the marching columns. Moreover, the blockhouses were fully manned now, and in
order to pass them Red soldiers had to climb up the side of each one and throw a hand grenade through a porthole.
It was a brutal scene. Although they pressed ahead, fighting every inch, whole companies of men—sometimes
in the very act of crying “Sha!”—were cut down and silenced.
When the survivors finally reached the river, they found themselves in the dilemma that military men fear
most. The army was cut in two. Part was on one side of the river; the rest was on the other side and the enemy was
wedged around them. Yang Chengwu’s vanguard regiment, thoroughly aroused, tried to help. Keeping up a steady
fire on the enemy, they encouraged the central column to cross. Some did, but there was nothing orderly about
what happened. It was shooting, shouting, wading, dying, drowning, scrambling across pontoons, horses rearing,
whinnying, and a wholesale scuttling of equipment. Porters simply dumped their loads and disappeared. Cooks
threw away pots and pans. Soldiers got rid of anything that they didn’t consider essential. Many managed to get
across the river safely, including the leaders and the headquarters units, but many lay where they’d been shot
down.
Sometime during the confusion Yang Chengwu was wounded in the right knee. He was close enough to the
enemy to hear their order to take him alive. Unable to walk, he expected to be captured at any moment. Nearby,
another Communist officer, critically wounded, had just committed suicide in order to avoid capture. But Yang’s
company commander ordered four soldiers to get Yang quickly out of danger as the rest of the company kept the
enemy under fire. No stretchers were available, so they had to carry Yang in a stumbling, makeshift way and in
the process two soldiers were killed. The other two survived and so did Yang.
By this time the rear guard had caught up to the rest of the army and could see the damage that had been done.
Young Ding Ganru, who was seventeen but still called a little red devil because he was short and because he had
joined at thirteen, felt as if he’d stumbled into the aftermath of a terrible storm. Hundreds of men were strewn
across the ground. Shattered beyond repair, they looked as if they had simply been discarded, their faces frozen in
whatever expression they had last worn. Not only had bodies been mowed down, but everything the army owned,
it seemed, had been tossed and scattered about. Costumes for plays, cooking utensils, books, machines of all sorts.
Paper money was floating down the surface of the river as if it were so much scrap.
Ding started to wade across the river but the current was so strong and he was so short that for a moment it
seemed that he would be swept down the river along with the paper money. Then a marshal riding across on
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horseback called to him.
“Grab the tail of my horse, little devil; we’ll get you across.”
Ding grabbed and since the horse didn’t seem to object, he held tight until they had reached the other side.
Here, too, everything was a shambles. But at least Ding wasn’t dead; he hadn’t been captured; and he was across
the river. When the army moved, he would be with it.
*
On December 3, after a week of fighting, the battle ended without a victory. Both sides simply quit. No one
could say the Red troops had been defeated. They hadn’t given up; they hadn’t run away, but according to some
estimates, they had lost half their men.
And they were mad. Ding Ganru thought the officers must be at fault. He’d fought in the April battle and seen
the casualties then. And now even more! Scout Kong, who needed to blame someone, blamed the horses. They
had balked as they were led over pontoons, and slowed down the crossing for everyone. Otto Braun picked on an
officer. Every man in this officer’s division had been killed, Braun pointed out, but he had managed to escape. He
should be court-martialed.
Mao Tsetung didn’t express his feelings, but there was no doubt that he agreed with another high-ranking
officer who said that the only kind of battle Otto Braun knew how to fight was a battle on a map. Many, looking at
Otto Braun with his big nose, must simply have cursed the day that he’d come to China.
No one talked of going home now. The Nationalists were behind them and the only way to leave the battle
scene was up and over a mountain—Old Mountain, it was called. It was as steep as any mountain they had
climbed, with a trail that was seldom more than two feet wide, and in their present condition the soldiers found
this mountain the hardest they had met. During the fighting no one had. time to feel tired, but now a terrible boneweariness overcame the men. Some found themselves dropping off to sleep as they walked, their feet
automatically taking steps while their minds closed down.
The difficulty was not only that they had to get themselves up the mountain, they had to help others as well. So
many had been injured, every stretcher was in use and every horse carried a wounded soldier. Those who had no
means of transport put their arms around comrades and shuffled along. The thirty women, including Mao’s wife,
He Zizhen, who was expecting a baby soon, usually traveled in a group, but now they separated in order to give
help where it was needed. Kang Keqing, who marched near her husband, loaded herself down with knapsacks and
rifles of soldiers too exhausted to manage for themselves.
When it became dark, the traveling was more difficult and more dangerous. Not many, if any, had ever climbed
Old Mountain before and those in the lead may not have been prepared for Thunder God Rock which stood at the
top. A sheer rock face that reared up from the path at a ninety-degree angle, it had narrow steps for climbing but
each step was waist-high. Still, they had no choice; it was either up those steps or off the cliff. At first the men
tried to pull and push some of the horses up the steps but the horses could not make it. Many fell back to the path,
their legs broken. It was just as impossible to carry stretchers up the steps and equally impossible in the dark to
manage the wounded without stretchers. So the order went down the line: All should stay where they were. Sleep
on the path and wait for daylight.
One soldier, wrapping himself in a blanket, knew that if he rolled over too far, he’d roll right off the cliff, so he
tried not to fall into too deep a sleep. Later, when he remembered that night, he talked of the silence. It was so
great, he said, he could hear it.
“It was sometimes near, sometimes far away, sometimes loud, sometimes faint, and at other times like spring
silkworms eating mulberry leaves.”
Seen in the daylight the next morning, Thunder God Rock seemed no stranger than the rest of the scenery that
the army had been passing through on the way to the Xiang River. In this part of the country the landscape all
seemed freakish, as if a child had drawn it. Tall, monster-like stones lined the riverbank; scallop-shaped hills
made an embroidery-like boundary between the sky and the earth. It was a strange world that they were
discovering; their experiences were strange. Yet even the most reluctant seemed to accept now that they were in
for long, hard times together. Making a revolution, Mao Zedong said, was not a dinner party or writing an essay
or painting a picture or doing embroidery. One had to expect violence and welcome hardship.
But they were certainly far from home. Coming down from Old Mountain, they thought that perhaps they had
walked right out of China. When a squad leader spoke to a man, calling him “old cousin”—a familiar greeting—
the man shook his head. He didn’t understand. The squad leader tried three different dialects but still the man
shook his head. Not only could the people not speak Chinese but they were too poor even to dress like Chinese.
Some peasants had a few rags tied around them; a few, both men and women, had no clothes at all, yet they
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worked the land, pulling plows like field animals.
Mao Tsetung explained that these were a minority people called the Miaos and warned his bodyguard, Chen
Changfeng, that since they were a shy, suspicious people, nothing of theirs should be touched and nothing should
even be bought from them. Chen knew the rules. Mao was very strict about the army paying for anything that
came from peasants along the way. And if you took down a peasant’s door to use as a bed, you must put it back
the next day. Be honest, return what you borrow, be sanitary.
But Chen could see there wasn’t much that could be bought here and the doors to the houses weren’t worth
borrowing. Made of cornstalks and bamboo, they were too short and flimsy to be used as beds, and the houses
themselves, hanging like baskets in the air, did not look sturdy enough to hold people who wore clothes. So the
soldiers set up camp outside the village, cooked what rice they had, and fell asleep in a place where they were not
scared to roll over.
*
Meanwhile the headquarters unit held a meeting. The question was: Where should the army go now? For the
first time in two years Mao Tsetung had been invited to participate in the discussion and he was quick to present
his plan. They should abandon the idea of going to Hunan and joining the Second Front Army, he said. Chiang
Kai-shek had too many troops ready to intercept them on that route. Instead they should march west, where the
enemy was weaker.
Later Mao was even more specific. They should capture the city of Zunyi on the other side of the Wu River
and then hold a formal meeting to decide who their leaders should be. They could rest there, recruit, resupply
themselves, and perhaps even establish Zunyi as their base.
There was little argument. Chou Enlai, who had already lost faith in Otto Braun, agreed with Mao’s
suggestions, and Zhu De was delighted that Mao was being heard again. Otto Braun had little to say.
Of course, Chen Changfeng had noticed that Mao was attending a lot of meetings these days. Mao had
recovered from malaria, and although he had a big grayish-white horse which he had captured from the
Nationalists in Jiangxi, usually he walked. Many nights, however, he worked so late that the next day he let his
stretcher-bearers carry him a few hours so he could catch up on his sleep.
Often at night Chen tried to stay up with Mao so, if asked, he could get Mao a cup of tea or a wet cloth to wipe
his face; but when Mao saw Chen nodding off, he’d send him to bed. Chen obeyed reluctantly. Suppose Mao
needed something? It was his job to see that Mao was well cared for. At night, for instance, when they stopped
marching, Chen would look for the most sheltered spot and fix it up the way Mao liked—a board with a blanket
over it for a bed, oilcloth overhead in case of rain, another board set up on some sort of base to serve as a desk.
Chen was especially happy when a real house could be found, but this didn’t happen often.
*
The army had left the Miao country far behind and were only thirty miles from the Wu River when they came
into the busy market town of Houchang. It was the last day of December, cold, with snow on the ground, so
everyone was hoping to find indoor shelter. Luckily some did. The house assigned to Mao was a happy-looking
place with two snowmen guarding its front gate, probably the work of younger members of the wealthy family
who had fled when they heard that the Communist Army was coming. (Wealthy people were not generally on the
Communist side, nor Communists on their side.)
Inside the gate was a large courtyard with rooms around it, but it was the interior of the house that Chen
marveled at—carved furniture, pictures on the walls, kerosene lamps hanging from the ceilings. Chen was so
pleased with the room he was preparing for Mao, he was determined to make this night special. On the hard bed
where Mao would sleep, he and Mao’s three other bodyguards piled straw to make it more comfortable. Once the
straw was covered with a blanket, Chen may have tried lying down just to see how it would feel to sink into such
softness, but he wouldn’t have stayed long. The four bodyguards had an idea and they were eager to carry it out.
Mao was at a meeting, but since he had such fine quarters, might he not invite other leaders to his place
afterward? And since this was New Year’s Eve, wouldn’t there be a celebration? Of course it was not the Lunar
New Year that the Chinese celebrated, but still it was the official calendar New Year, always a time for a party.
Back at Jiangxi, the army had enjoyed wonderful New Year’s parties with games, competitions, and dramatic
performances.
One of the most popular games was “Pass the Handkerchief.” Groups of officers and soldiers would sit
together in a circle and as they clapped hands they would pass a handkerchief from one to another. Whoever was
holding the handkerchief when the clapping stopped had to draw a question from a box in the center of the circle.
If he could answer the question, he would be rewarded with peanuts; if he couldn’t answer, he had to put on some
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kind of funny show to make the others laugh.
Sometimes they played “Down with Chiang Kai-shek.” They’d stand five sticks close together and try to
knock them down with a pole thrown from a distance of about thirty feet. Those who could topple all five in one
throw would be winners and of course there would be cheering, for every time there was a winner, Chiang Kaishek would be the loser.
Tonight there wouldn’t be games or much chance for merriment, but still, Chen said, they could prepare a feast
and surprise Mao and his friends when they came back. So they hurried into town and were able to buy some of
the foods that Mao liked best: beef chili, fried bean curd, and, best of all, sweet fermented rice prepared in such a
way that it tasted like rice wine. They borrowed thirty stools in case the party turned out to be a large one.
At ten o’clock, when Mao came out of the meeting, Chen was waiting with a lantern to escort him and his
friends home. But Mao was alone, tense and impatient. Of course Chen could not know that the leaders had found
out that the enemy was moving toward the Wu River. Nor could he know that at the meeting Mao and Braun had
openly disagreed on what the army should do. Braun said that they should stay where they were and fight there.
Mao said they should cross the Wu River as fast as possible. The other leaders agreed with Mao and dispersed to
give the army its orders.
Back at Mao’s quarters, Chen pointed to the party all set up to celebrate the New Year. Anyone could see that
guests were expected. They could still be invited, couldn’t they?
Mao barely glanced at the table. The New Year? Mao acted as if the New Year was too frivolous even to think
about.
“We can’t stay here,” he said quickly. “We have to race across the Wu River and take Zunyi.”
Chen couldn't keep the disappointment out of his voice.
“But see,” he said, “we have your favorite.” He pointed to the sweet fermented rice.
Mao must have seen the stricken look on the faces of the bodyguards. He relented. At least they could eat the
rice, he agreed, and sat down with his bodyguards to share this special treat.
Chen and his coworkers would have packed away the rest of the food to be eaten another time. It would not be
wasted. Not like the bed. All that straw and no one to sleep in it!
*
Some soldiers setting out on that cold night may have been homesick for Jiangxi Province, but it would not
have been wise for them to think about it. In November one city after another in Jiangxi had fallen to the
Nationalists. Those soldiers who had remained had simply disappeared into the mountains or had taken up civilian
life in the villages. People who had family members in the Red Army had pulled down the red banners on their
doors. No, they would say when questioned, they’d had nothing to do with the Communists. Even so, thousands
were killed. And on this New Year’s Eve the landlords were back in control in Jiangxi. …
181.171 Excerpt from Life And Death In Shanghai\fn{by Nien Cheng (1915- )} Shanghai, China (F) 16
The past is forever with me and I remember it all.
I now move back in time and space to a hot summer’s night in July 1966, to the study of my old home in
Shanghai. My daughter was asleep in her bedroom, the servants had gone to their quarters, and I was alone in my
study. I hear again the slow whirling of the ceiling fan overhead; I see the white carnations drooping in the heat in
the white Qianlong vase on my desk. Bookshelves line the walls in front of me, filled with English and Chinese
titles. The shaded reading lamp leaves half the room in shadows, but the silk brocade of the red cushions on the
white sofa gleams vividly.
An English friend, a frequent visitor to my home in Shanghai, once called it “an oasis of comfort and elegance
in the midst of the city’s drabness.”
Indeed, my house was not a mansion, and by Western standards, it was modest. But I had spent time and
thought to make it a home and a haven for my daughter and myself so that we could continue to enjoy good taste
while the rest of the city was being taken over by proletarian realism.
Not many private people in Shanghai lived as we did seventeen years after the Communist Party took over
China. In this city of ten million, perhaps only a dozen or so families managed to preserve their old lifestyle,
maintaining their original homes and employing a staff of servants.
The Party did not decree how the people should live. In fact, in 1949, when the Communist army entered
Shanghai, we were forbidden to discharge our domestic staff lest we aggravate the unemployment problem. But
the political campaigns that periodically convulsed the country rendered many formerly wealthy people poor.
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When they became victims, they were forced to pay large fines or had their income drastically reduced. And many
industrialists were relocated inland with their families when their factories were removed from Shanghai.
I did not voluntarily change my way of life, not only because I had the means to maintain my standard of
living, but also because the Shanghai municipal government treated me with courtesy and consideration through
its United Front Organization. However, my daughter and I lived quietly, with circumspection. Believing the
Communist Revolqtion a historical inevitability for China, we were prepared to go along with it.
*
The reason I am so often carried back to those few hours before midnight on July 3, 1966, is not only that I
look back with nostalgia upon my old life with my daughter but mainly that they were the last few hours of
normal life I was to enjoy for many years. The heat lay like a heavy weight on the city even at night. No breeze
came through the open windows. My face and arms were damp with perspiration, and my blouse was clammy on
my back as I bent over the newspapers spread on my desk reading the articles of vehement denunciation that
always preceded action at the beginning of a political movement. The propaganda effort was supposed to create a
suitable atmosphere of tension and mobilize the public. Often careful reading of those articles, written by activists
selected by Party officials, yielded hints as to the purpose of the movement and its possible victims. Because I had
never been involved in a political movement before, I had no premonition of impending personal disaster. But as
was always the case, the violent language used in the propagand articles made me uneasy. .
My servant Lao-zhao had left a thermos of iced tea for me on a tray on the coffee table. As I drank the
refreshing tea, my eyes strayed to a photograph of my late husband. Nearly nine years had passed since he died,
but the void his death left in my heart remained. I always felt abandoned and alone whenever I was uneasy about
the political situation, as I felt the need for his support.
I had met my husband when he was working for his Ph.D. degree in London in 1935. After we were married
and returned to Chongqing, China’s wartime capital, in 1939, he became a diplomatic officer of the Kuomintang
government. In 1949, when the Communist army entered Shanghai, he was director of the Shanghai office of the
Ministry of Foreign Affairs of the Kuomintang government. When the Communist representative, Zhang Hanfu,
took over his office, Zhang invited him to remain with the new government during the transitional period as
foreign affairs adviser to the newly appointed mayor of Shanghai, Marshal Chen Yi.
In the following year, he was allowed to leave the People’s Government and accept an offer from Shell
International Petroleum Company to become the general manager of its Shanghai office. Shell was one of the few
British firms of international standing—such as Imperial Chemical Industries, Hong Kong-Shanghai Banking
Corporation, and Jardines—that tried to maintain an office in Shanghai. Because Shell was the only major oil
company in the world wishing to remain in mainland China, the Party officials who favored trade with the West
treated the company and ourselves with courtesy.
In 1957, my husband died of cancer. A British general manager was appointed to succeed him. I was asked by
Shell to become his assistant with the title of adviser to management. I worked in that capacity until 1966.
Successive British general managers depended on me to steer the company clear of the many pitfalls that often
surrounded a capitalist enterprise maintaining an office in Maoist China. It was up to me to find ways to resolve
problems without either sacrificing the dignity of Shell or causing the Chinese officials to lose face. My job was
to manage the staff and act as liaison between the general manager and the Shell Labor Union, analyzing the
union demands and working out compromises. I drafted the company’s more important correspondence with the
Chinese government agencies, which had to be in the Chinese language. Whenever the general manager went on
home leave or to Peking for talks with Chinese government corporations, I acted as general manager. I thought
myself fortunate to have a job I could do well and enjoyed the distinction of being the only woman in Shanghai
occupying a senior position in a company of world renown.
*
In the spring of 1966 Shell closed its Shanghai office after negotiating an “Assets against Liability Agreement”
with a Chinese government agency. We handed over our assets in China, and the Chinese government agency took
over our staff with the commitment to give them employment and provide retirement pensions. As a member of
management, I was not included in the agreement; its scope was limited to our staff who belonged to the Shell
Labor Union, a branch of the Shanghai Labor Union, which is a government organization for the control of
industrial and office workers.
When the agreement was signed, my daughter, a young actress of the Shanghai Film Studio, was performing
with her unit in North China. I thought I would make a trip to Hong Kong when she came back. But while I was
waiting for her return, the Cultural Revolution was launched. My daughter’s group was hastily summoned back to
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Shanghai by the film studio to enable its members to take part in the Cultural Revolution. Since I knew that
during a political movement government officials were reluctant to make decisions and that work in government
departments generally slowed down, if not came to a complete standstill, I decided not to apply for a travel permit
to Hong Kong and risk a refusal. A refusal would go into the personal dossier that the police kept on everyone. It
might make future application difficult. So I remained in Shanghai, believing the Cultural Revolution would last
no longer than a year, the usual length of time for a political campaign.
The tea cooled me somewhat. I got up to go into my bedroom next door, had a shower, and lay down on my
bed. In spite of the heat, I dropped off to sleep. The next thing I knew, Chen-ma, my maid, was gently shaking me
to wake me up.
I looked at the clock on my bedside table. It was only half past six, but sunlight was already on the awning
outside the windows, and the temperature in the room was rising.
“Qi and another man from your old office have come to see you,” Chen-ma said.
“What do they want?” I asked her drowsily.
“They didn’t say. But they behaved in a very unusual manner. They marched straight into the living room and
sat down on the sofa instead of waiting in the hall as they used to do before the office closed.”
“Who is the other man?” I asked as I headed for the bathroom. Qi, I knew, was the vice-chairman of our office
branch of the Shanghai Labor Union. I had often conducted negotiations with him as part of my job. He had
seemed a nice man: reasonable and conciliatory.
“I don’t know his name. He hasn’t been here before. I think he may be one of the guards,” Chen-ma said.
“He’s tall and thin.”
From Chen-ma's description, I thought the man was one of the activists of the Shell union. We had no Party
members. From the way the few activists in our office behaved, I knew they were encouraged to act as watchdogs
for the Shanghai Labor Union. Since I had no direct contact with the activists, who were mostly guards or
cleaners, I learned of their activities mainly from the department heads.
There was a knock on the door. Lao-zhao, my manservant, handed Chen-ma a tray and said through the halfopen door,
“They say the mistress must hurry.”
“All right, Lao-zhao,” I said. “Tell them I’ll be down presently. Give them a cold drink and some cigarettes.”
I did not hurry. I wanted time to think and be ready to cope with whatever was coming. The visit of these two
men at this early hour of the morning was unusual. However, in China, when one had to attend a meeting to hear a
lecture or political indoctrination, one was seldom told in advance. The officials assumed that everybody should
drop everything whenever called upon to do so. I wondered whether these two men had come to ask me to join
one of their political indoctrination lectures. I knew the Shanghai Labor Union was organizing classes for the exstaff of Shell so that they could be prepared for their assignment to work with lower pay in government
organizations.
While I ate toast and drank my tea, I reviewed the events leading to the closure of the Shell office and
reexamined my own behavior throughout the negotiations between the company and the Chinese government
agency. Although I had accompanied the general manager to all the sessions, I had not taken part in any of the
discussions. It was my job only to observe and advise the general manager afterwards, when we returned to our
office. I decided that if I was asked questions concerning Shell I could always procrastinate by offering to write to
London for information.
I put on a white cotton shirt, a pair of gray slacks, and black sandals, the clothes Chinese women wore in
public places to avoid being conspicuous. As I went downstairs I reflected that those who sent the men to call on
me so early in the morning probably hoped to disconcert me. I walked slowly, deliberately creating the impression
of composure.
*
When I entered the living room, I saw that both men were sprawled on the sofa with a glass of orangeade
untouched on the table in front of each of them. When he saw me, Qj stood up from force of habit, but when he
saw that the activist remained seated, he went red in the face with embarrassment and hastily sat down again.
It was a calculated gesture of discourtesy on the part of the other man to remain seated when I entered the
room. In 1949, not long after the Communist army entered Shanghai, the new policeman in charge of the area in
which I lived had made the first of his periodic unannounced visits to our house. He brushed past Lao-zhao at the
front door, marched straight into the living room, where I was, and spat on the carpet.
That was the first time I saw a declaration of power made in a gesture of rudeness. Since then, I had come to
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realize that the junior officers of the Party often used the exaggerated gesture of rudeness to cover up their feeling
of inferiority. I ignored Qj’s confusion and the other man’s rudeness, sat down on a straight-backed chair, and
calmly asked them,
“Why have you come to see me so early in the morning?”
“We have come to take you to a meeting,” Qj said.
“You have been so slow that we will probably be late,” the other man added and stood up.
“What’s the meeting about?” I asked. “Who has organized it? Who has sent you to ask me to participate?”
“There’s no need to ask so many questions. We would not be here if we did not have authority. All the former
members of Shell have to attend this meeting. It’s very important,” the activist said. In a tone of exasperation, he
added,
“Don’t you know the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution has started?”
“What has a cultural revolution got to do with us? We worked for a commercial firm, not a cultural
establishment,” I said.
“Chairman Mao has said that everybody in China must take part in the Cultural Revolution,” Qi said. They
both said rather impatiently,
“We are late. We must leave at once.”
Qi also stood up. I looked at the carriage clock on the mantelpiece; it was a quarter past eight.
Chen-ma was waiting in the hall with my handbag and a navy blue silk parasol. As I took them from her I
smiled, but she did not smile back. She was staring at me anxiously, obviously worried.
“I’ll be back for lunch,” I tried to reassure her. She merely nodded.
Lao-zhao was standing beside the open front gate. He also looked anxious but said nothing, simply closing the
gate behind us.
*
The apprehension of my servants was completely understandable. We all knew that during the seventeen years
of Mao Tse-tung’s rule innumerable people had left weir homes during political campaigns and had never come
back.
There were few people in the streets, but the bus was crowded with solemn-looking passengers. It took a
circuitous route, so that we did not get to our destination until after nine o’clock.
A number of young men and women were gathered in front of the technical school where the meeting was to
be held. When they caught sight of us approaching from the bus stop, a few ran into the building shouting,
“They have come! They have come!” A man came out and said to my escorts irritably,
“Why have you been so long? The meeting was called for eight o’clock.”
The two men turned their heads in my direction and said, “Ask her!” before hurrying into the building. This
man now said to me,
“Come this way.” I followed him into the meeting room.
The large room was already packed with people. Among those seated on narrow wooden benches in front of
the assembly, I saw Shell’s physician and other senior members of the staff. The drivers, guards, elevator
operators, cleaners, and clerks sat behind them among a large number of young people who were probably the
students of the school. Quite a number stood in the aisles and in the space at the back of the hall. Hot sun
streamed into the stifling room through bare windows, but very few people were using their fans. The atmosphere
in the room was tense and expectant.
Although we had worked in the same office and seen one another daily for almost nine years, not one of the
senior staff greeted me or showed any sign of recognition when I brushed past them to take up the seat allocated
to me in the second row. Most of the men averted their eyes; the few whose gaze met mine looked deeply
troubled.
I wondered what these men had been through in the months since Shell had closed its office. They were the
real losers in the “Assets against Liability Agreement” reached between Shell and the People’s Government
agency authorized to take them over. Nearly all the men had been with Shell for a very long time, some since the
1920s. During the Japanese occupation of Shanghai, some of them made the long and arduous journey from
Shanghai to the company’s office in the wartime capital of Chongqing, abandoning home and family; others
remained in the city and suffered great economic hardship rather than work for the Japanese oil company that had
taken over Shell’s premises. Most of the men were nearly sixty and approaching retirement. The agreement
specified that they were all to be given jobs in Chinese organizations.
What was not mentioned was that they would not be given jobs commensurate with their former positions in
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Shell but wouls be employed as clerks or translators.at a low rate of pay with much-reduced retirement pensions.
Not of them had dared to oppose the terms of the agreement since it was what the government wanted them to
accept. Both the last general manager and I tried to obtain assurances from the union chairman, but we were told
that every member of our staff was pleased with the terms of the agreement. At my last meeting with the Shell
union chairman, he had said to me,
“Everybody is extremely pleased at the prospect of being freed from the anomalous position of working for a
foreign firm. They all look forward to making a contribution to socialism as workers of a government
organization.”
That was the official line, in which even the union chairman himself could not possibly have believed. Senior
members of the staff who came to my office during those last days would shake their heads and murmur sadly,
“Meiyou fazi,”—a very common Chinese phrase meaning, “Nothing can be done,” or “It’s hopeless,” or “No way
out,” or “There’s no solution.”
From nine o’clock to lunchtime, when the meeting might be adjourned, was more than three hours. The room
was bound to get a great deal hotter as time went on. I knew I had to conserve energy while waiting for events to
speak for themselves. The narrow wooden bench was just as uncomfortable as the one I had sat on during the war
in a cave in Chongqing while Japanese planes rained incendiary bombs on the city.
Perspiration was running down my face. I opened my bag to get a handkerchief. I saw that Chen-ma had put in
it a small folding fan made of sandalwood with a painting of a peony on silk done by my painting teacher. I took it
out and fanned myself to clear the air of the unpleasant odor of packed humanity.
*
Suddenly there was a commotion at the rear. Several men dressed in short-sleeved shirts and baggy cotton
trousers came through the door at the back and mounted the low platform. One of them came forward to a small
table covered with a white cloth while the others sat down in the row of chairs behind him. One could no longer
assess a man’s station in life by his clothes in China because everybody tried to dress like a proletarian, a word the
Chinese translated as wuchanzhe, which meant “a man with no propperty.” To look poor was both safe and
fashionable for the Chinese people. So, while I could not tell the approximate rank or position of the man in
charge of the meeting, I thought he must be an official of the Shanghai Labor Union.
“Comrades!” he said. “Our Great Leader Chairman Mao has initiated and is now personally directing the Great
Proletarian Cultural Revolution. With our Great Helmsman to guide us, we shall proceed to victory without
hindrance. The situation is excellent for us, the proletariat!
“The Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution is an opportunity for all of us to study the Thought of Mao Tsetung more thoroughly and diligently than ever before so that our political awareness is sharpened. Only then can
we truly differentiate between those who are in the ranks of the People and those who are on the side of the
Enemy.
“The enemies of socialism are cunning. Some of them raise the red flag to oppose the red flag, while others
present us with smiling faces to cover up their dirty schemes. They cooperate with the imperialists abroad and the
capitalist class within to try to sabotage socialism and lead the Chinese people backwards to the misery and
suffering of the old days. Should we allow them to succeed? Of course not! No! A hundred times no!
“It’s seventeen years since the people of Shanghai were liberated. Yet, until recently, foreign firms remained in
our city. Their offices occupied prominent locations, and their cars sped through our streets. The foreigners and
the few Chinese who forgot their national identity and worked with them swaggered around with insolence. We
all know these firms were agents of the imperialists, who hoped to continue their exploitation of the Chinese
people. We could not tolerate this state of affairs, so we have closed their doors and thrown out the foreigners.
“Most of the Chinese on their staffs have been contaminated, and their way of thinking is confused. But we
must also recognize the fact that some of them are downright reactionaries. It’s our job to implement our Great
Leader Chairman Mao’s policy of educating and reforming them. For several months we have conducted political
indoctrination classes for them.
“But no one can be reformed if he himself does not come face to face with reality and recognize and admit the
facts of his own mistakes. Self-criticism and confession are the first steps towards reform. ln order to make a real
effort at self-criticism, a man must be helped by the criticism of others. Today’s meeting is called to criticize Tao
Feng and to hear his self-criticism.
“You all know who Tao Feng is. For nearly thirty-five years he was a faithful running dog of Shell Petroleum
Company, which is an international corporation of gigantic size with tendrils reaching into every corner of the
world to suck up profit. This, according to Lenin, is the worst form of capitalist enterprise.
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“Capitalism and socialism are like fire and water. They are diametrically opposed. Tao Feng could not have
served the interests of the British firm and remained a good Chinese citizen under socialism. For a long time we
have tried to help him see the light …”
*
I was surprised to learn that Tao Feng, the former chief accountant of our office, was the target of the meeting,
because I had always thought the Party looked upon him with favor. His eldest son had been sent to both the
Soviet Union and Czechoslovakia\fn{Both governed by the Communist Party in 1966. “Soviet Union” was Russia’s former name
under the Communist dictatorship:H} for advanced studies at the government’s expense in the fifties, and the young man
had later joined the Party. I knew that when a student was selected to go abroad, the Party always made a
thorough investigation of his background, including his father’s character, occupation, and political viewpoint.
Tao Feng must have passed this test at the time his son was sent abroad. I could not understand why he had now
been singled out for criticism.
Since the very beginning of the Communist regime, I had carefully studied books on Marxism and
pronouncements by Chinese Communist Party leaders. It seemed to me that socialism in China was still very
much an experiment and no fixed course of development for the country had yet been decided upon. This, I
thought, was why the government’s policy was always changing, like a pendulum swinging from left to right and
back again. When things went to extremes and problems emerged, Peking would take corrective measures. Then
these very corrective measures went too far and had to be corrected.
The real difficulty was, of course, that a state-controlled economy stifled productivity, and economic planning
from Peking ignored local conditions and killed incentive.
When a policy changed from above, the standard of values changed with it. What was right yesterday became
wrong today, and vice versa. Thus the words and actions of a Communist Party official at the lower level were
valid for a limited time only. So I decided the meeting I was attending was not very important and that the speaker
was just a minor Party official assigned to conduct the Cultural Revolution for the former staff of Shell. The
Cultural Revolution seemed to me to be a swing to the left. Sooner or later, when it had gone too far, corrective
measures would be taken. The people would have a few months or a few years of respite until the next political
campaign. Mao Tse-tung believed that political campaigns were the motivating force for progress. So I thought
the Proletarian Cultural Revolution was just one of an endless series of upheavals the Chinese people must learn
to put up with.
*
I looked around the room while listening with one ear to the speaker’s tirade. It was then that I noticed the
banner on the wall that said,

DOWN WITH THE RUNNING DOG OF IMPERIALISM TAO FENG
The two characters of his name were crossed with red X’s to indicate he was being denounced as an enemy.
This banner had escaped my notice when I entered the room because there were so many banners with slogans of
the Cultural Revolution covering the walls.
Slogans were an integral part of life in China. They exalted Mao Tse-tung, the Party, socialism, and anything
else the Party wanted the people to believe in; they exhorted the people to work hard, to study Mao Tse-tung
Thought, and to obey the Party. When there was a political campaign, the slogans denounced the enemies.
Since the beginning of the Cultural Revolution, the number of slogans everywhere had multiplied by the
thousand. It was impossible to read all that one encountered. It was very easy to look at them without really
seeing what was written.
The man was now talking about Tao’s decadent way of life resulting from long association with capitalism. It
seemed he was guilty of having extramarital relations, drinking wine and spirits to excess, and enjoying elaborate
meals, all acts of self-indulgence frowned upon by the Party. These accusations did not surprise me, because I
knew that when a man was denounced, he was depicted as totally bad and any errant behavior was attributed to
the influence of capitalism.
When the man had thoroughly dissected Tao’s private life and exposed the corrosive effect of capitalism on
him, his tone and manner became more serious. He turned to the subject of imperialism and aggression against
China by foreign powers. To him Tao’s mistakes were made not because he was a greedy man with little self-
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control but because he had worked for a firm that belonged to a nation guilty of acts of aggression against the
Chinese people more than a hundred years ago.
He was talking about the Opium War of 1839-42 as if it had taken place only the year before. Though he used
the strong language of denunciation and often raised his voice to shout, he delivered his speech in a leisurely
manner, pausing frequently either to drink water or to consult his notes. He knew he had a captive audience, since
no one would dare to leave while the meeting was going on. A Party official, no matter how lowly his rank, was a
representative of the Party. When he spoke, it was the Party speaking. It was unthinkable not to appear attentive.
However, he had been speaking for a long time. The room had become unbearably hot, and the audience was
getting restive. I looked at my watch and found it was nearly twelve o’clock. Perhaps the speaker was also tired
and hungry, for he suddenly stopped and told us the meeting was adjourned until one-thirty. Everybody was up
and heading for the exits even before he had quite finished speaking.
*
Outside, the midday sun beat relentlessly down on the hot pavement. In the distance, I saw a pedicab parked in
the shade of a tree. I ran to it and gave the driver my address, promising him double fare to encourage him to
move away quickly.
The man who had led me into the building in the morning dashed outside, shouting for me to stop. He wanted
me to remain there and eat something from the school kitchen so that I would not be late again. So anxious was he
to detain me that he grabbed the side of the pedicab. I had to promise him repeatedly that I would be back on time
before he let go.
My little house, shaded with awnings on the windows and green bamboo screens on the verandah, was a haven
after that hot, airless meeting hall. The back of my shirt was wet through, and I was parched. I had a quick
shower, drank a glass of iced tea, and enjoyed the delicious meal my excellent cook had pre- pared for me. Then I
lay down on my bed for half an hour's rest before setting out again in the pedicab, which I had asked to wait for
me.
When I got to the meeting hall I was a little late, but by no means the last to arrive. I found a seat in the second
row next to a pillar so that I could lean against it when I got too tired and needed support. I had brought along a
shopping bag in which I had put a bottle of water and a glass, as well as two bars of chocolate. Secure in the
knowledge that I had come well prepared, I settled down to wait, wondering what the speaker was leading up to.
The hall gradually filled. At two o’clock, the same number of men mounted the platform and took up their
positions. The speaker beckoned to someone at the back. I was astonished to see Tao Feng being led into the room
wearing a tall dunce cap made of white paper with “cow’s demon and snake spirit” written on it. If it had not been
for the extremely troubled expression on his face, he would have looked comical.
In Chinese mythology, “cow’s demon and snake spirit” are evil spirits who can assume human forms to do
mischief, but when recognized by real humans as devils they revert to their original shapes. Mao Tse-tung had
first used this expression to descnbe the intellectuals durmg the Anti-Rightist Campaign of 1957. He had said that
the intellectuals were like evil spirits in human form when they pretended to support the Communist Party. When
they criticized the Party’s policy, they reverted to their original shapes and were exposed as evil spirits.
Since that time, quick to adopt the language of Mao, Party officials had used the phrase for anyone considered
politically deceitful. During the Cultural Revolution it was applied to all the so-called nine categories of enemies:
former landlords denounced in the Land Reform Movement of 1950-52; rich peasants denounced in the
Formation of Rural Cooperatives Movement of 1955; counterrevolutionaries denounced in the Suppression of
Counterrevolutionaries Campaign of 1950 and Elimination of Counterrevolutionaries Campaign of 1955; “bad
elements" arrested from time to time since the CommunIst Party came to power; rightists denounced in the AntiRightist Campaign of 1957; traitors (Party officials suspected of having betrayed Party secrets during
imprisonment by the Kuomintang); spies (men and women with foreign connections); “capitalist-roaders” (Party
officials not following the strict leftist policy of Mao but taking the “capitalist road”); and intellectuals with
bourgeois family origins.
Often the phrase was shortened to just “cows,” and the places in which these political outcasts were confined
during the Cultural Revolution were generally referred to as “cowsheds.” As the scale of persecution expanded,
every organization in China had rooms set aside as “cowsheds,” and Revolutionaries of each organization had full
power to deal with the “cows” confined therein. Inhuman treatment and cruel methods were employed to force the
“cows” to confess. In many instances, they fared worse than those incarcerated in regular prisons.
*
How changed Tao Feng looked! When we were working in the same office, he was always full of self-
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assurance. Now he looked nervous and thoroughly beaten. He had lost a great deal of weight and seemed years
older than only a few months ago.
The young people behind me snickered. When Tao was brought to the platform, the crowd at the back stood up
to have a better view and knocked over some benches. So a man pushed a chair forward on the platform and told
Tao Feng to stand on it. When Tao climbed onto the chair and stood there in a posture of subservience in his tall
paper hat, the snickers became uncontrolled laughter.
Someone in a corner of the room, obviously planted there for the purpose, stood up. Holding the Little Red
Book of Mao Tse-tung quotations (so called because of its red plastic cover), which everybody had to have by his
side, he raised it high in the air and led the assembly to shout slogans.
“Down with Tao Feng!”
“Down with the running dog of the imperialists, Tao Feng!”
“Down with the imperialists!”
“Down with the capitalist class!”
“Long live the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution!”
“Long live our Great Leader Chairman Mao!”
The sound of laughter was now drowned in the thunder of voices. Everybody got to his feet shouting and
waving the Little Red Book of Mao’s quotations.
I had not brought along my copy. Embarrassed by my oversight, I was slow to get to my feet. Besides, I was
shocked and surprised to see Tao Feng raising his fist and shouting with gusto the same slogans, including those
against himself. By the time I had collected my fan, my bag, my bottle of water, and the glass from my lap, placed
them on the bench, and stood up, the others had already finished and had sat down. So I had to pick up my things
again and resume my seat.
The man sitting next to me was glaring at me with disapproval. He shifted sideways away from me as if he
feared contamination by my bad behavior.
When the crowd had demonstrated its anger at and disapproval of the culprit, he was allowed to come down
from the chair. As he bent his head to step down, the paper hat fell off. There was renewed laughter from the
young students. Tao stared at the man in charge of the meeting with fear in his eyes, obviously afraid of being
accused of deliberately dropping the hat. He heaved a sigh of relief when another man picked it up and placed it
on the table.
The man in charge of the meeting called upon other members of the company’s staff, including the two men
who had come to my house in the morning and some junior clerks in Tao Feng’s accounting department, to come
forward to speak. One by one they marched to the platform and expressed anger and indignation, repeating the
same accusations against Tao Feng made by the speaker during the morning session. The scope and degree of
criticism was, I knew, always set by the Party official. It was just as ill advised to try to be original and say
something different as not to criticize enough. He chinese people had learned by experience that the Party trusted
themmore and liked them better if they didn’t think for themselves but just repeated what the Party told them. The
criticism of Tao Feng by other members of our former staff went on for a long time. All those who were allowed
to speak were workers or junior clerks. None of the senior members of our former staff participated. They sat
silently with heads bowed.
Finally the man in charge of the meeting took over again. He told the audience that after several weeks of
reeducation and “help” by activists, Tao had finally recognized that he ws a victim of capitalism and imperialism.
Turning to Tao, the man asked in a voice a stem schoolteacher might have used to address a pupil caught in an act
of mischief,
“Isn’t it so? It was the high salary paid you by the foreign imperialists that turned you into their slave! You sold
yourself to them and were ready to do any dirty work for them because of the high salary you received and the
money they promised you. Isn’t this the case?”
There was a hush in the room as everyone waited for Tao’s reaction. But there was no dramatic, tearful
declaration of repentance. He merely nodded his head, looking more dejected than ever.
I thought Tao Feng very stupid to agree that he had sold himself for money, because this admission could open
the way to all sorts of more serious accusations from which he might find it difficult to disentangle himself. It
seemed to me it would have been much better and certainly more truthful to explain that Shell paid its Shanghai
staff the same salary after the Communist Party took over the city as it had done before. Since the government did
not intervene, naturally the question of reducing the pay of the staff did not arise. What he could also have said
tactfully was that working for a foreign firm did not carry with it the personal prestige enjoyed by government
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workers serving the people—a point the Party officials would have found hard to refute.
“Tao Feng will now make his self-criticism,” the man announced.
Still in a posture of obsequiousness and without once lifting his eyes to look at the audience, Tao took a few
sheets of paper from his pocket and started to read a prepared statement in a low voice devoid of emotion. He
admitted humbly all the “crimes” listed by the speakers and accepted the verdict that his downfall was due to the
fact that he did not have sufficient socialist awareness. He expressed regret for having worked for a foreign firm
for more than thirty-five years and said that he had wasted his life. He declared that he was ashamed he had been
blinded by capitalist propaganda and enslaved by the good treatment Shell had given him. He begged the
proletariat to forgive him and give him a chance to repent. He mentioned the fact that his son was a Party member
and had been educated abroad at gqvernment expense. His own life of depravity, he said, was an act of gross
ingratitude to the People’s Government. He assured the assembly that he now recognized the dastardly schemes of
the foreign capitalists and imperialists against Communist China and would do his best to lay bare their dirty
game in order to show his true repentance. He said he was in the process of writing a detailed confession of
criminal deeds he had committed for Shell, which he would present to the officials “helping” him with his
reeducation.
It was a long statement full of self-abuse and exaggeration. At times his voice trembled, and sometimes he
opened his mouth but no words came. When he turned the pages, his hands shook. I did not believe his
nervousness was entirely due to fear, since he must have known that he was not guilty of any real crime. After all,
Shell had remained in China because the People’s Government had allowed, even wanted, it to be there. And I
knew that the company had been scrupulously correct in observing Chinese government regulations.
Tao must have known this too. I thought his chief problem was mental and physical exhaustion. To bring him
to his knees and to make sure that he submitted readily, those who “helped” him must have spent days, if not
weeks, constantly questioning him, taking turns to exert pressure on him without allowing him to sleep. It was
common knowledge that in these circumstances the victim broke down and submitted when he was on the verge
of physical collapse and mental confusion. The Maoists named these inhuman tactics “exhaustive bombardment.”
Many people I knew, including my own brother, had experienced it during the Anti-Rightist Campaign of 1957.
The Party officials remained in the background while the activists carried out their orders. When there was excess
cruelty that resulted in death, the officials would disclaim responsibility for an “accident” resulting from “mass
enthusiasm.”
When Tao had finished, the speaker told the audience that he would be watched to see if his words were
spoken in true sincerity. He added that his was only the first meeting of its kind to be held. There were many
others like Tao to be dealt with, and Tao himself might speak again. Here he paused momentarily and swept the
audience with his eyes.
Did I merely imagine that his gaze seemed to linger for a fraction of a moment in my direction? He concluded
that it was the duty of the proletariat to cleanse socialist China of all residue of capitalist influence and punish the
enemies of the people.
Again I thought he turned his gaze in my direction.
*
I certainly did not think I was important enough for this whole show to have been put on solely for my benefit.
But if it was, it failed to frighten me. The emotion my first experience of a “struggle meeting” generated in me
was one of disgust and shame that such an act of barbarism against a fellow human bemg could have taken place
in my beloved native land, with a history of five thousand years of civilization. As a Chinese, I felt degraded.
There was more shouting of slogans, but everybody was already on his feet moving towards the door. The
same man who tried to keep me from going home for lunch was waiting in the passage. He said to me,
“Will you come this way for a moment? Some comrades would like to have a word with you.”
I followed him to one of the classrooms, where the students’ chairs and desks were piled up in one corner. The
man in charge of the meeting and another one who had been on the platform were seated by the teacher’s desk.
There was a vacant chair. They motioned me to sit in it.
“Did you hear everything at the meeting?” the man in charge asked me. I nodded.
“What did you think of the meeting? I believe this is the first time you have attended one of this kind.”
Obviously I couldn’t reveal what I really thought of the meeting, nor did I want to lie and flatter him. So I said,
“May I ask you some questions that have been in my mind the whole day?” He looked annoyed but said,
“Go ahead.”
“What organization do you represent? What authority do you have to call a meeting like this? Besides the ex-
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staff of Shell, who were the others present?”
Clearly he resented my questioning his authority. Making a visible effort to control himself, he said,
“We represent the proletarian class. The meeting was authorized by the committee in charge of the conduct of
the Proletarian Cultural Revolution in Shanghai.”
I asked him to explain the purpose of the Proletarian Cultural Revolution. He said that it was a revolution to
cleanse Chinese society of factors that hindered the growth of socialism. He repeated an often quoted saying of
Mao Tse-tung:
“If poisonous weeds are not removed, scented flowers cannot grow.”
He told me that everybody in China without exception had to take part in the Great Proletarian Cultural
Revolution.
“You must assume a more sincere attitude and make a determined effort to emulate Tao Feng and do your best
to reform,” he said.
“I’m not aware of any wrongdoing on my part,” I said, my voice registering surprise.
“Perhaps you’ll change your attitude when you have had time to think things over,” said the second man. “If
you try to cover up for the imperialists, the consequences will be serious.”
“What is there to cover up? Every act of the imperialists is clearly recorded in our history books,” I answered.
The man raised his voice.
“What are you talking about? We are not concerned with what happened in the past. We are talking about now,
about the firm you worked for. Tao has already confessed everything. We know the Shell office in Shanghai hung
up a sheep’s head to sell dog’s meat.\fn{ A Chinese expression meaning that the outward appearance of something is not the same
as the reality} Weare also clear in our mind about the important role you played in their dirty game. You must not
take us for fools.”
“I’m completely at a loss as to what you’re referring to,” I said. “As far as I know, the company.I worked for
never did anything either illegal or immoral. The People’s Government has an excellent police force. Surely if
anything had been wrong it would have been discovered long ago.”
Both men glared at me. Almost simultaneously they shouted,
“You are trying to cover up for the imperialists!” I said indignantly,
“You misunderstand me. I’m merely stating the facts as I know them. Why should I cover up for anybody?
Shell’s Shanghai office is closed, and the British general manager has left. No one needs my protection.”
“Yes, yes, the British general manager has gone, but you are still here. You know just as much as he did. Your
husband held the post of general manager for many years. After he died you joined the firm. You certainly know
everything about it.”
“It’s precisely because I know everything about the Shanghai office of Shell that I know it never did anything
wrong,” I said.
The other man intervened.
“I suggest you go home now and think things over. We’ll call you when we want to speak to you again. What’s
your telephone number?”
I gave them my number and left the room.
*
Outside, it was already dusk. There was a pleasant breeze. I decided to walk home on the tree-lined sidewalks
by a round-about route to get some exercise and to think things over.
When I passed the No.1 Medical College, I saw my friend Winnie emerging from the half-closed gate,
followed by a number of her colleagues. We waved to each other, and she joined me to walk home, as she lived in
the vicinity of my house.
“Why are you out walking at this time of the evening?” Winnie asked me.
“I’ve just attended a struggle meeting. I’ve been told to take part in the Proletarian Cultural Revolution.”
Is that because Shell has closed its Shanghai office? Tell me about it.”
“I will. Can you join me for dinner?” I asked her. It would be good to hear what Winnie had to say about my
experience. She had been through quite a number of political movements and was more experienced than I was in
dealing with the situation, I thought.
“All right. I’ll phone home from your house. Henry comes home very late these days. He has to pay a price for
being a professor whenever there is a political campaign. Professors always seem to become the targets,” Winnie
said. Henry, her husband, taught architecture at Tongji University.
“Is Henry in trouble?” I inquired anxiously.
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“No, not so far, thank God,” Winnie replied, taking a comb out of her bag to smooth her hair. “Your servants
will have a fit if they see me coming to dinner looking so disheveled.”
*
Though she was over forty-five and had three sons, Winnie had kept her slim figure and managed to look
attractive in the ill-fitting Mao jcket and baggy trousers she was obliged to wear as a teacher of English and Latin
at tbe medical college.
After getting a degree in English literature at a New England women’s college, she and her husband, a
graduate of Britain’s Cambridge University, returned to China at the end of the Sino-Japanese War. Henry was
appointed professor of architecture at Tongji University and soon became dean of the department. But in those
days of galloping inflation, the salary of a professor could not keep pace with rising prices. To supplement the
family income, Winnie gave Chinese lessons to Europeans living in Shanghai. Disillusioned by the inability of the
Kuomintang government to cope with pressing postwar economic problems and institute reform, they welcomed
the Communist takeover in 1949 as an opportunity for peace and stability.
In those days, because of the Kuomintang blackout of all news about the Communist area, very few Chinese
living in Shanghai had any real understanding of Marxism, the Chinese Communist Party, or Mao Tse-tung.
Almost no one knew about the persecution of intellectuals carried out in Yanan in 1942 or the periodic witchhunts for “spies of the Kuomintang and the imperialists” in the Communist Party and army. The only source of
information for Chinese intellectuals about the Chinese Communist Party before 1949 had been the glowing
accounts written by some Western journalists and writers who made fleeting visits to the Communist-held area of
China.
Most of these men were libeal idealists. They were impressed by the austerity, discipline, and singleness of
purpose of the Communist leaders, but they did not have a deep undrstanding of either the character of these men
or the philosophy that motivated them. When the Communist Party intensified its propaganda effort through its
underground in Kuomintang-governed cities prior to the final military push to take over the country, its promises
of peaceful national reconstruction, of a united front including all sections of Chinese society, and of a democratic
form of government sounded an attractive alternative to the corrupt and ineffectual rule of the Kuomintang. And
the Chinese intellectuals accepted the propaganda effort as a sincere and honest declaration of policy by the
Chinese Communist Party.
After the Communist army took over Shanghai, women were encouraged to take jobs. Winnie became a
teacher at the medical college in 1950. In the following year, Mao Tse-tung, anxious to put all universities under
Party control, initiated the Thought Reform Movement. Winnie and Henry had their first rude awakening.
Although they both survived this campaign more or less unscathed, they suffered the humiliating experience of
having to make self-criticism of their family background, their education abroad, and their outlook on life as
reflected in Henry’s architectural designs and in their teaching methods. Repeatedly they had to write their life
histories critically; each time, the Party representative demanded a more self-searching effort. At the end of their
grueling and degrading experience, Henry was judged unfit to continue as dean of the architectural department,
which was now to use exclusively Soviet materials for teaching. Both Chinese traditional work and architectural
designs from the West were scorned as feudalistic and decadent.
After the Thought Reform Movement was concluded in 1951, Party secretaries were appointed to every level
of university administration. They controlled every aspect of the life and work of the teaching staff, even though
the majority of them had little education and had never been teachers. Henry and Winnie lived in premises
assigned to them, accepted the salary given to them, did their work in the way the Party secretaries wanted. These
two well-educated, lively, and imaginative young people, full of good-will towards the Communist regime, were
reduced by Mao Tse-tung’s suspicion and abuse of the intellectuals to teaching machines.
But they were the fortunate ones. Many others from universities all over China did not fare as well. Some were
sent to labor camps, while others were thrown out of the universities altogether.
When the Korean War ended, Mao Tse-tung’s witch-hunt for dissidents temporarily relaxed. Prime Minister
Zhou Enlai, aware of the plight of the Chinese intellectuals, tried then to improve their condition.As a result of a
more lenient policy, Henry and Winnie were given a more spacious apartment near my home. There were also
fewer constraints placed on their professional activities. Winnie often dropped in to read the books and magazines
I was able to have sent from Hong Kong and England through the office or to listen to my stereo records.
In 1956 Mao Tse-tung launched the campaign Let a Hundred Flowers Bloom and Let a Hundred Schools of
Thought Contend. The Party secretaries in every organization, and even Mao himself, urged the people to offer
frank and constructive criticism of the Communist Party. Believing the Party sincere in wishing to improve its
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work, tens of thousands of intellectuals and more than a million Chinese in every walk of life poured out their
grievances and suggestions.
But Winnie and Henry refrained from speaking out. They escaped persecution when Mao Tse-tung swung his
policy around in 1957 and initiated the Anti-Rightist Campaign. He labeled all those who had offered criticism
“Rightists.” Many of them lost their jobs, became non-persons, and were sent to labor camps; others had their pay
reduced and were demoted in rank. The treachery of Mao Tse-tung in repeatedly inviting frank and constructive
criticism and then harshly punishing those who gave it completely cowed the Chinese intellectuals, so that
China’s cultural life came to a virtual standstill.
*
When Winnie and I reached my house, the front gate swung open before I pressed the bell. Lao-zhao was
standing there anxiously waiting for my return. He told me my daughter had telephoned to say that she was not
coming home for dinner.
“Please tell Cook Mrs. Huang is staying for dinner,” I said to Lao-zhao and took Winnie upstairs to my
bathroom.
Lao-zhao laid the table for two with white embroidered linen table mats. A bowl of white carnations was in the
center of the dining table.
“Cook said it’s steamed mandarin fish with a green salad. Is it all right?” Lao-zhao asked me. I was usually
served either Chinese- or European-style cooking, depending on what my cook was able to obtain at the market. I
looked at Winnie inquiringly, and she said,
“That’s fine. I love mandarin fish.”
After we had sat down, Winnie looked up at the large painting of a female figure in pale blue by the famous
painter Lin Feng-mian, who was once the head of the Hangzhou Academy of Art. This painting was the decorative
centerpiece of my blue-and-white dining room. It went well in color and style with the blue-and-white Xuande
plate and Kangxi vase displayed on the blackwood sideboard.
“Have you heard? Lin Feng-mian is in serious trouble,” Winnie told me.
I was surprised. I knew the painter was earning large sums of foreign exchange for the People’s Government,
which bought his paintings for a paltry sum but sold them in Hong Kong for twenty or thirty times the amount.
“He is accused of promoting the decadent art form of the West. But a more serious charge is that he has
maintained contact with people outside China and has given information to captains of foreign ships calling at
Shanghai. The foreigners were observed coming to his home by his neighborhood activists.”
“Well, his wife and daughter are in Brazil. Actually I know for a fact that the ships’ captains came to buy his
pictures,” I said.
“Many other painters are in trouble, too. Your old teacher, Miss Pang, is also being criticized. It’s said she once
painted a branch of the meihua tree\fn{A flowering tree that blooms in late winter or early spring } hanging down rather than
upright to symbolize the downfall of the Communist Party.” I laid down my fork and said to Winnie,
“They are mad. In the paintings by old masters the meihua tree is often depicted hanging over a cliff. It isn’t
anything she has invented.”
“Well, you know how it is. The Party officials in her organization have probably never seen any paintings by
the old masters. Party officials in charge of artists are not required to know the difference between watercolors
and lithographs. And most of them don’t know.”
Our conversation was so disheartening that it depressed our appetites. We couldn’t do justice to the delicious
meal my cook gave us. When we were drinking tea in the drawing room, I told Winnie about the struggle meeting
I had just attended. After thinking it over, she said,
“It seems you are going to be treated just like us now that Shell has closed its Shanghai office. No one outside
China will know what happens to you.”
“What do you think is the purpose of their getting me to attend the meeting?” I asked her.
“To frighten you, of course.”
“I’m not easily frightened.”
“That, I think, they don’t know. All they know is that you are a rich woman who has led an easy life and who
has never been involved in any political campaign before. They probably think you are easily frightened. As a rule
they underestimate our courage.”
“Why do you think they want to frighten me? What for?”
“That’s very hard to say at this juncture. Whatever it is, be prepared for unpleasantness. Be alert and keep your
mouth shut. Don’t say anything inadvertent, whatever the provocation.”
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“What about yourself? How are you getting on?” I asked her.
“I’m worn out. We spend all our time at meetings or writing Big Character Posters. Classes have been
suspended. Several professors and medical experts have already been denounced. The situation seems even more
serious than in 1957 at the beginning of the Anti-Rightist Campaign.”
“Are you likely to become an object of criticism?”
“Of course one can’t be sure. But I don’t think I’m important enough. I’ve been a junior lecturer for sixteen
years, without promotion or a raise. I always humbly ask my Party secretary for instructions and never indulge in
the luxury of taking the initiative. I carry out his instructions even when I know he is wrong. At indoctrination
meetings I never speak unless told to do so. Then I simply repeat whatever was said by our group leader or the
Party secretary. I think my behavior can be considered impeccable. Anyway, in the last analysis, the more senior
you are the more likely you are to get into trouble. ‘A big tree catches the wind’ is a true saying.”
“What about Henry?”
“I’m worried about Henry. I think he will be denounced as a “cow’s demon and snake spirit” like all the other
professors and will be struggled against,” Winnie said helplessly. Then she closed her eyes and sighed.
“I thought he never did anything apart from teaching or spoke a word outside the classroom anymore,” I said.
“It’s true. He has learned a lesson from all his friends who were labeled Rightists. But he’s a full professor, for
one thing. Moreover, his family used to be very rich. And his sister is in Taiwan.”
“But you have no contact with his sister. You don’t write to her.”
“That doesn’t matter. She is there and she is Henry's sister. If the Party wants to make an issue of it, we can’t
stop them.”
*
Lao-zhao came in to fill our teacups.
“Cook would like to have a word with you before he goes home,” Lao-zhao said.
“All right. Ask him to come in,” I told him. Both Cook and Lao-zhao came in.
“The vice-chairman of the Shell Labor Union, Qi, came again tonight just before you returned. He asked us to
give you a message,” the cook said.
“What did he say?”
“He told us to tell you to be careful when you talk to the Party officials. He said that after you left the meeting,
they complained that you were rude to them. Qi wants you to know that the Party officials were annoyed,” the
cook said.
“Qi is a good man,” Lao-zhao chipped in.
“A good man? You should have seen him denouncing Tao Feng at the struggle meeting!” His ugly performance
was still in my mind.
“He can’t help it. He had to do what he was told. If he weren’t a good man, he wouldn’t have bothered to come
to give you this warning,” Lao-zhao countered, defending Qi.
“You are right, Lao-zhao. I’ll remember to be careful. It’s good of Qi to have bothered to come. Thank you
both for telling me this,” I said to Lao-zhao and the cook. After the servants had withdrawn, Winnie said,
“They are right. You must be careful. It doesn’t pay to offend the men directly in charge of you during a
political campaign. They have absolute power to decide your fate. If they send you to a labor camp, you will have
to go.”
“How can they send me to a labor camp, Winnie,” I said. “I don’t even work for the government. Besides, I
haven’t broken the law!”
“Don’t be naïve! They can if they want to. You live here. You can’t get out of the country. The only good thing
about not working for the government is that they can’t cut your pay.”
Winnie got up to leave. I accompanied her to the front gate.
“Why didn’t you go to Hong Kong when Shell applied to close the office last year?” Winnie asked me.
“How could I request such a thing? The general manager needed me during the negotiations. He didn’t know
the language. The whole thing was conducted in Chinese. I couldn’t leave him holding the fort alone. Shell has
treated me well. I couldn’t let them down when they needed me,” I said.
“I hope they appreciate your sense of duty. They can’t help you now. You should have gone.”
“I hope you and Henry will both come through this as well as you did the Anti-Rightist Campaign.”
“I sometimes feel a real premonition of disaster,” Winnie said sadly. “Think of all the years we spent just
trying to survive!”
We stood outside my front gate to bid each other goodbye. After taking a few steps, Winnie turned and said to

976

me,
“I may not be able to come again until things clarify. Phone me if you need me.”
“I understand. Take care of yourself!” I said.
“You too!” she said and waved.
*
After closing the front gate, I walked towards the house under a cloudless sky. A thousand stars were sparkling
in space. It was a beautiful summer night.
Feeling tired and depressed, I went to my room to get ready for bed. My daughter came home while I was
lying on my bed unable to sleep, with scenes of the day’s events passing in front of my eyes.
“Mommy, Mommy!” she called as she mounted the stairs two steps at a time, just as she had as a teenager. I
called out to say that I was in my bedroom. Chen-ma followed her into my room with a glass of milk and a plate
of sandwiches on a tray.
“Goodness! I’m famished! I’ve had nothing to eat since breakfast.” She picked up the glass and drank the milk.
I saw that her fingers were stained with ink.
“Look at those fingers! Are you going to eat your sandwiches with inky fingers? You are already a twentythree-year-old young lady, but you behave like a ten-year-old. In the old days, girls of your age were married and
had two or three children already,”scolded Chen-ma. As Chen-ma had been with us since my daughter was a small
girl, she could chide her as an old servant would.
“Well, this isn’t the old days anymore, dear Chen-ma, old-fashioned lady!” Meiping protested and went into
my bathroom to wash her hands.
Chen-ma placed the sandwiches on the table and turned to leave the room. She said to me,
“You don’t have to worry about Lao-zhao, Cook, and me. We’ll always stand by you.”
“Thank you, Chen-ma, for your concern for me. Please tell Lao-zhao and Cook not to worry,” I answered,
deeply touched by her remark.
“We worry about you because you are alone. I wish the master were still with us,” she murmured and shut the
door behind her.
Chen-ma really was old-fashioned. In time of crisis she believed firmly in the superior ability of the male sex.
In fact, I had been thinking of my husband as I lay on my bed in the darkened room before my daughter came
back. For the first time since he died, I did not regret his death. I was thankful that he was to be spared the insults
and persecution that would surely be directed against him if he were still alive.
With the bathroom door closed and the water running, my daughter did not hear our conversation. She was
apparently having a shower.
*
My daughter Meiping was an attractive and intelligent young woman. In the course of growing up in
Communist China, she had seen the disappearance of a society in which children of the educated and affluent had
enjoyed many advantages. In its place was formed not an egalitarian society in which everyone enjoyed, equal
opportunity and status but a new system of discrimination against children like herself and their families. In each
state of her young life, she had been handicapped by her family background
For instance, to be admitted into a good middle school, she had to pass the entrance examintion with marks of
80 percent, while children of workers and peasants got in with a pass mark of 60.
“This isn’t fair!” I had exclaimed at the time, indignant that my child was being discriminated against. “What
is the reason for such an unfair regulation?”
“Don’t worry, Mommy! I can do it! I can get eighty! It isn’t hard,” piped the twelve-year-old.
“It isn’t fair!” I was still fuming.
“But, Mommy, the teacher told us the children of workers and peasants have to do housework or cook the
evening meal after school. And their parents can’t help them with homework. The treatment I get is fair if you
consider all that. She had learned to be philosophical at a young age.”
This kind of discrimination followed her in everything she tried to do. Whenever she encountered it, she was
made to feel guilty and ashamed of her family background. She, and other children like her, just had to try harder
than the children of workers and peasants. They learned from an early age that the “classless” society of
Communism was more rigidly stratified than the despised capitalist system, where a man could move from the
lower to the upper class by his own effort.
Because my daughter had to try harder, she did well. In the prestigious No. 2 Municipal Girls’ Middle School,
she was a student leader and won honors and prizes. She seemed happily adjusted and had many friends, among
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them several children from working-class families. Although she was by nature loving and generous, I thought it
was mainly the feeling of guilt instilled in her by Communist propaganda about the rich exploiting the poor that
created in her the desire to help these children. She would bring them home to share her food, help them with their
studies, and even go to their homes sometimes to assist them with their chores. While I thought her activities
rather commendable, Chen-ma disapproved heartily, especially when she loaned her clothes to other girls and then
brought home the dirty laundry for Chen-ma to wash.
From early childhood, she had shown an interest in music. We bought her a piano and arranged for her to have
private lessons after school. When she was ten years old she became a member of the Children’s Palace in
Shanghai, a sort of club for specially selected schoolchildren who earned good marks in studies and behavior.
There she acted in plays and took part in musical activities. Being bilingual, she became one of the young
interpreters whenever the Children’s Palace had English-speaking visitors from abroad.
Having learned to swim as a toddler in Australia, she was the unofficial swimming instructor of her class.
When she was fifteen and in middle school, she was selected by the Shanghai Athletics Association for training
with the Shanghai Rowing Club during the holidays and became cox\fn{ The person who sits in the bow of the boat and
calls out the stroke pattern to the rowers through a megaphone } for the first women’s rowing team of Shanghai.
Although we lived in the midst of periodic political turmoil and were saddened by the personal tragedies of
some of our friends and neighbors, I never had to worry about my daughter. I took it for granted that she would go
to one of the better universities, be given a fairly good job upon graduation because of her good marks, and marry
a nice young man. Her pay at work would be insignificant, but I could supplement her income with an allowance,
as many other parents were doing in China.
I had hoped that after graduation she would be assigned a job in Shanghai so that she could live at home. But I
couldn’t be sure of that. I knew that young people with family backgounds like hers were often deliberately sent
to distant regions of China where living conditions were backward and extremely poor. This had happened to
some of my friends’ children.
As I watched my daughter grow from a lanky teenager into a beautiful young woman, I wondered what was in
store for her. However, when I felt optimistic, I would dream of converting the third floor of the house into a selfcontained apartment for her and her family. The prospect of nursing a grandchild was immensely comforting to
me. I gazed happily into the rosy future of my dream and could almost feel the warmth of the little creature in my
arms.
It had been somewhat of a surprise when my daughter told me that two well-known film actresses,
concurrently teachers in the newly established Film School of Shanghai, had approached her to suggest that she
try for the entrance examination as a specially selected “talent.” I could see she was flattered that she had been
chosen. But I had hoped for something different for her, some work in which her intellectual power rather than her
physical attributes would be an asset.
“The film school is on Hongqiao Road near the old golf club. I can come home easily for weekends. And the
two teachers told me all graduates will be given jobs in the Shanghai Film Studio. Actually the school is a
subsidiary of the film studio. It has sent talent scouts all over the country to select students for the entrance
examination. There is bound to be a big response because everyone wants to live in Shanghai,” Meiping said.
“But do you really want to be a film actress?” I asked her.
“I don’t mind. I can do it. It isn’t hard.” This was her standard response to any problem.
“I’m sure you can do it. But do you want to?” I believed this to be an important point. To be happy one should
do the job one wants to do.
“Well, I never think of what I really want to do. It’s no use thinking that way when I know the government is
going to assign me a job. Thinking about what I really want to do only leads to disappoitment. None of my friends
think that way either,” she said. “I’ll just enjoy doing whatever the government wants me to do. If I try hard
enough to do a job well, I generally end up liking it.”
I suppose my daughter’s attitude was sound under the circumstances. But could a man assigned to carry night
soil as his lifelong occupation make himself like the job by working hard at it?
“So you have decided to try for the entrance examination?” I asked her.
“Yes, if you agree. The teachers spoke to me officially. It would be hard to say no without appearing
unappreciative. Besides, I like the idea of working in Shanghai. I’d hate leaving you alone here and coming home
only once a year for a few days at Chinese New Year,” my daughter said.
“Yes, yes, darling, that’s certainly an important point to consider. I would hate you to go into the interior to
work.” I agreed with her wholeheartedly.
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*
So she went to the film school. Three years later she graduated and was given a job with the Shanghai Film
Studio, which was run by the Bureau of Films of the Ministry of Culture.
The acting profession was somewhat glamorous even in Communist China, but those who worked in it did not
receive higher pay or enjoy better working conditions than factory workers or teachers of the same age group. The
function of an actress was primarily to bring entertainment to the masses, so besides appearing in films, she often
gave performances in factories, rural communes, coal mines, and oilfields, traveling far and wide with her unit all
over China. It was an arduous life. But she thought her experience enriched her understanding and knowledge of
her own country and its people, and believed she was rendering service to them by giving them entertainment. For
her, that was a meaningful way of life.
As she munched her sandwiches, she told me about the day’s events at her film studio.
“I spent the whole day writing Big Character Posters for the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution. We were
told that the more Big Character Posters one writes, the more revolutionary enthusiasm one demonstrates, so
everybody wrote and wrote until the notice board and all the wall space in our section were completely covered.”
“Was that why you didn’t come home for dinner?”
“We gave up having lunch and dinner to show our revolutionary zeal. Actually everyone was hungry, but
nobody wanted to be the first to leave.”
“What did you write about?”
“Oh, slogans and denunciations against those who had been labeled “cow’s demon and snake spirit,” and all
China’s enemies such as Taiwan, Japan, Britain, the United States, and the Soviet Union.”
“How do you know what to write? Do you make things up?”
“Some people do. But I think that’s too dangerous. Most of us get materials from our section leader. I
concentrate on enemy countries. The section leader allows me to because she thinks I know more about other
countries since I was born abroad. I don’t want to write about individuals. I don’t know much about the life of any
of the denounced people, and I don’t want to lie and insinuate. The older actresses, actors, directors, and
scriptwriters have to write their own self-criticism. A lot of them are being denounced. Fom time to time, they are
led out by the activists to be struggled against at struggle meetings or just to stand or kneel in the sun with their
heads bowed.”
“How terrible!” I exclaimed.
“Yes, it’s terrible. I’m sorry for them. I heard that most of them are Jiang Qjng’s enemies from the old days. I
heard that Chairman Mao has given his wife Jiang Qing full power to deal with everytody in the field of art,” my
daughter said.
“Hasn’t she been putting on modern Peking operas?”
“Yes, it seems she has been in disagreement with the leaders in the Cultural Department for some time. In any
case, I heard that the actresses who got better parts than she did in the old days when she was an actress in
Shanghai have all packed their bags in preparation for going to labor camps. It’s said she is very cruel and jealous.
But it’s best not to talk about her at all.”
“Surely that’s farfetched. She is the number one lady of China now. Why should she care about a few old
actresses?”
“Perhaps they know too much about her past life. They say that before she went to Yanan and married
Chairman Mao, she had a lot of lovers and even several husbands.”
“Chairman Mao had several wives too. Why shouldn’t she have had several husbands? She sounds like a
proper Hollywood film star,” I laughed. “You have been brought up in China, so you have a puritanical outlook on
such matters. Tell me, how about yourself? Are you likely to get criticized?”
“Mommy, don’t be silly. I’m not important enough. I’m just one of the masses. Of course, my family
background and my birth abroad might get criticized. Wasn’t it lucky I was born in Australia rather than in the
United States or Britain?”
“Certainly no one can say Australia is an imperialist country.”
“No, most people at the film studio think it’s still a British colony where the people are oppressed. They don’t
know the Australians are really British and only the kangaroos are the natives.”
My daughter laughed heartily. She finished her sandwiches and got up to go to her own room. Casually she
asked,
“What did you do all day, Mommy?”
“I was called to attend a struggle meeting against the former chief accountant of our office. It seems I also
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must take part in the Cultural Revolution. I might even become a target of attack,” I told her.
“Oh, my goodness! This is extremely serious. Why didn’t you tell me before?” Meiping was shocked by my
news. She sat down again and urged me to tell her everything. After I had described my experiences of the day,
she became very worried. She asked,
“Was your office all right? Has it ever done anything wrong?”
“No, of course not,” I told her.
“Why did they single out the chief accountant? Perhaps he infringed the foreign exchange regulations on
behalf of the firm? Or perhaps you didn’t pay your taxes?”
“We paid our taxes, all right. Certainly we were most meticulous in observing the foreign exchange
regulations.”
We were both puzzled but agreed it was useless to speculate. I urged her to go to bed. After remaining silent
for a while longer, she said good night and left the room. She seemed a changed girl, much older than when she
came in.
I switched off the light but remained wide awake. I was thinking that the Proletarian Cultural Revolution was
also my daughter’s first experience of a political movement. I wondered how it was going to affect her future.
After some time, my bedroom door was gently pushed open. I switched on the light.
“Mommy, I can’t go to sleep. Do you mind if I go down and play the piano for a while?” Meiping asked,
standing in her pajamas in the open doorway.
“I’ll come with you,” I said, getting out of bed and following her downstairs.
Fluffy, Meiping’s large Persian cat, was on the terrace outside. When he saw us, he mewed to get in. I opened
the screen door. Meiping stepped out and picked him up to carry him into her study. She put Fluffy down, opened
the lid of the piano, and proceeded to strike a few chords. Turning to me, she asked,
“What shall I play?”
“Anything at all, but not revolutionary songs.” She started to play one of Chopin's nocturnes and murmured to
me,
“All right?”
I made an affirmative sound. Fluffy was stretched out at Mei-ping’s feet under the piano. It was a scene of
domestic peace and tranquility but for an invisible threat hanging in the air. …
41.209 On The Dusty Road\fn{by Liu Pai-yü (1915/16- )} Peking, China (M) 5
It was tense and all abustle on the highway near the Front as dusk approached. At this time in June, it was
soothingly cool and dry in Korea; dust was flying like rolls of smog, and the trucks drove right through it. The
tree branches stuck on the truck for camouflage were rustling. The sky darkened; like a small golden fireball the
first star suddenly popped out in the distance. When the headlights of the automobiles were suddenly turned on,
an extraordinary scene of amazing images appeared: countless vehicles dashed toward us, their lights resembling
pairs of eyes blinking brightly. The vehicles followed along the winding highway, linking themselves into a shiny
long chain. Light shone on the tree trunks along the highway. Leaves, each heavily laden with dust, revealed their
burnt countenance; as soon as the headlights flashed past, the leaves vanished. Here, at the battlefront, everything
was speed. The scenes on this highway were like an accelerated motion picture.
It was on such a day that I headed for the Front in a jeep. Our driver was a lively and courageous youth. He
was merely a driver’s assistant when I met him in the icy snow last year. He took me through what the enemy
called “The Iron Triangle”—Ch’orwon, Yonch’on, past the Hant’an River—dashing toward Seoul. We were
heavily strafed by enemy planes. With the headlights off, we fumbled in the dark on the icy muddy road. At the
point where it was most difficult to drive, the lights were momentarily turned on. (The lights were draped over
with black cloth, leaving only a slit through which seeped a line of yellowish light.) Blinking even such a thin line
of light would immediately cause reprimands from the pedestrians.
The enemy planes were extremely bloodthirsty. Suddenly the flash from the planes appeared. Look! The
airplane followed the bullets in a killer dive. Those brave young people, like this driver—wasn’t it they who cut a
path through these difficulties? Now the driver decided to turn on the headlights full-blast, as if he was using this
action to inform me:
“Look! This is not last year!”
Thus he took me racing over the highway. One by one he overtook the trucks ahead of him by driving on the
shoulder of the road. As he passed them he looked very pleased, clacking his tongue as he bragged about the small
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jeep under his command. He also hummed a Korean song continuously, halting only when he discovered another
vehicle. He would then concentrate on his driving. Almost brushing the side of the other car, he passed it like a
gust of wind and resumed his lighthearted singing.
As I watched him, I became indescribably cheerful—when you are with such a person, regardless of how
dangerous the situation might be, you can’t help but feel instantly uplifted and you become as expansive and
carefree as he. I looked up at the road ahead. Vehicles came toward us in a steady flow. Their headlights shone so
brightly that the highway looked like a bustling main street. The jeep flew past the convoy sentry as the guard
quickly waved his white flag, and our driver solemnly waved his left hand in response. Suddenly gunshots were
heard, and all the lights vanished. The enemy planes returned with a rumble; the earth was a sweep of darkness.
When the planes left, all the truck lights were turned on again as if erupting from underground. The driver
resumed singing the Korean song; we were on our speedy journey again. At the crack of dawn, we found the
camp in a village nestled against a red-earth hill.
It was almost noon when we awoke. It was awfully hot, and the flies clinging to the cool wall had no intention
of stirring. The driver and I sat on top of a great pile of bright yellow straw bags in front of the cowshed, chatting.
I don’t know whether you have begun to like this young man. As for myself, I certainly meant what I said when I
praised him. But, he said to me:
“I haven’t done anything, really. You ought to see our Yang Ts’ung-fang! If you see him, you will know what a
man of the Mao Tse-tung era is! You’ll know how we feel when we fight the enemy.”
This is what he told me about his buddy, Yang Ts’ung-fang:
“That was last year, during the Fifth Campaign. Our comrades on the firing front were fighting with the enemy
from hilltop to hilltop. At the most crucial moment, a volley of telegrams came, asking for ammunition, ammunition, and ammunition. That was quite an emergency situation. It was already midnight, but the commander sent
for a group of us drivers. There was not a sound at his place; the frowning commander had been slowly pacing the
floor. He halted when he saw us.
“‘It’s very hot on the Front,’ he said, looking at all of us. ‘They’re out of ammunition. They’re ready to use
rocks.’
“He looked at us, his eyes bloodshot from many sleepless nights, as if he were testing us. Finally he said:
“‘If we can’t hold this position, the entire army will be in trouble. You must deliver the ammunition by
daybreak.’ He walked over and shook hands with us one by one: ‘All right, go! I’ll wait to hear from you.’
“Before long our thirty trucks, fully loaded with ammunition, set out toward the battlefront. How did I feel
then? Well, I knew that whether we could deliver the ammunition to the Front would determine not only the fate
of the positions on each hilltop, but also the life and death of our comrades out there. In our hearts we all
understood this clearly. Nobody said a word, but we all dashed toward the Front.
“I remember it was April weather; we were still wearing padded jackets. Late at night it was quite chilly as the
wind rushed in through the truck window.
“The trucks in front stopped. Someone got out to signal:
“‘Look at this spot. Is it all right to refill the radiator and gas tank here?’
“Everybody parked the trucks alongside the road, one after another. With this section of the highway winding
around the foot of the hill, and with the heavy night fog, we felt this spot should be rather well protected. We
huddled: if we went any further, we would be in extensive flatland and might not find such terrain as this, so we
might as well refuel here and then make for the Front in one dash. Someone sitting on the fender said:
“‘After we reach the Front, if we can’t turn back by daybreak, we should hide the trucks. Each of us can carry
two boxes of ammunition and deliver them to the firing line!’
“Our captain nodded, and we decided to make the fuel stop there. There was not a sound in the sky. Everyone
hurried to make the best use of the lull, and soon the once-still air was filled with all kinds of sounds. Some were
taking the empty gasoline cans to the riverbank for water, some were standing high on their trucks pouring water
into the radiator, while others hit the gasoline tank caps with pliers and checked the engine from under their trucks
with the help of a flashlight. Still others walked over to the roadside to strike a match for a cigarette.
“Suddenly the planes came—riding on a menacing rumble, they came. The air-raid alarm sentry on our small
hilltop fired. In the blinking of an eye, not one flicker was seen. Even the smokers hastily shoved the cigarettes
under their feet and crushed them.
“From the thick forest behind the hill there arose a string of red tracer bullets—tu, tu, tu. Comrade, you were in
Korea last year. You know that the enemy often air-drop their secret agents to hide in sheltered places where they
signal to the airplanes. When this happened that night, the situation became tense.
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“A couple of hotheaded ones picked up their guns to go after the agents behind the hill. But what about the
thirty carloads of ammunition? In an instant the airplanes flew over to the spot illuminated by the red tracer
bullets and a storm of gunfire poured down, with the planes themselves diving immediately after for the kill.
Fortunately, the whistling bullets all landed in the deep ravine along the road, hitting the leaves like a hailstorm.
We were most scared by the airplane dropping flares. If the enemy discovered this group of ammunition trucks,
they would not leave until they had dumped all their bombs on them, and they would definitely send for more
planes to reinforce their attack!
“It was really nerve-wracking. The planes actually circled back. I climbed into the cab in a hurry. I only knew
that I should, under no circumstances, leave my post. I was so tense that my heart was pumping out fiery stars. I
heard the truck behind me, for some unknown reason, start its motor. I stuck my head out, and I yelled. I was
afraid he would drive out without headlights at this crucial moment. What if the truck turned over? That would be
disastrous!
“In the wink of an eye, the truck with the motor running started to move. The driver turned his steering wheel
to pass near the side of my truck and proceeded on. For an instant the truck pulled up parallel to mine; I looked—
isn’t that Yang Ts’ung-fang? He flashed past in a swoosh!”
The young man telling me the story became excited as he related the incident. He stopped, breathed heavily,
then continued:
“That’s it! I can never forget it. At that moment I saw Yang Ts’ung-fang sitting high in the driver’s seat, his
hands grasping the steering wheel. In a flash—it was truly dark, but the truck was so close—I could see his face.
He also took a hard look at me and turned his head to stare straight ahead. I remember the tension on his face. But
his truck sped past us and raced away.
“No one could understand why Yang Ts’ung-fang wanted to do such a thing. I thought he must have planned to
dash out of danger. Indeed, the airplanes would be returning at any moment. What to do? Should I dash out with
him? It was too late. There was no time to think; the aircraft roared and swooped down on us.
“Suddenly a flash of glaring light appeared before us. I thought it was a flare bomb, but when I looked again,
that light was not in the sky; it was on the ground. It was Yang Ts’ung-fang. He had driven no more than a
hundred yards, but as soon as he felt he had left us behind, he swiftly turned on his, headlights!”
I could not help but interrupt:
“Wasn’t that very dangerous?”
He looked tense; his voice became lower than usual:
“Sure, extremely dangerous—I was so alarmed that I jumped up in my seat. Did he want to kill himself? You
know the aircraft is looking for you to bomb you, and yet you turn on the lights, exposing yourself like a sitting
duck. What more is there to say!
“I saw clearly the headlights flickering and the lone truck speeding toward the plain ahead. Imediately a
battery of machine-gun fire flashed and chased the truck. That was some terrific strafing. But the danger over our
heads was gone—the planes were lured away by Yang’s glaring lights. We all came out from under cover and
stared, our hearts in our throats, at the fleeing headlights. The airplanes screamed fanatically, shooting red fiery
stars across the entire sky.
“Yet that truck’s headlights were still on. Their beam flashed upward; that was when the truck was dashing up
the hillside. And in another moment it was gone; that was when the truck was descending the other side of the hill.
In a short while it reappeared, further away. An airplane dove to shoot again, then pulled skyward, and banking
sharply it swung back to shoot again.
“Now the lights disappeared. It was pitch dark everywhere; one could hardly see a thing. The plane shot
around blindly, hitting nothing; but, as soon as it pulled up in the sky—the lights were on again. The truck was
still speeding along the highway! Again and again it went; the American in the airplane became totally insane; the
plane dove lower, so low that its wings were caught in the truck’s headlights. As the plane brushed close to the top
of the truck, fiery streaks of bullets pursued.
“Later—no one knew whether Yang’s truck was hit or had gone over to the far side of another hill—anyway,
the headlights disappeared. I thought they would come on again but they didn’t. There was only thick darkness.
We could not tell what had happened.
“Then we heard two loud explosions. A flash of red glow shone on our faces. My heart sank to the very bottom. Finished. Now it was all finished. We heard the plane droning around a couple of turns and flying away.
Gradually the rumbling hushed.
“There was even less sound where we were; we heard only the rustle of the pine trees in the wind on top of the
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hills. I calmed down, except my innards were twisted in knots.”
All the comrades got together quietly behind our captain. All looked at that distant place; no one made a sound.
Now, everybody understood. If it had not been for Yang Ts’ung-fang’s bravery, his risking his life, the enemy
would have dropped flares to discover our trucks, and we would not have been able to stand on that plot of land
anymore. These truckloads of ammunition were a giant powder keg. If even one case of ammunition had
exploded, all the trucks would have been reduced to shattered metal scraps. Even the cliff there would have been
leveled; the pine forest wou!d have caught fire, and by daybreak that spot would have been nothing but a giant pit.
With this thought in mind everybody took another long look at that distant place. Now if we only knew what
actually had happened to that truck?! After a while, some comrades came up in the dark and asked:
“Who was that?”
I said, “It was Yang Ts’ung-fang.”
Everybody came over around me, all thinking of this Yang Ts’ung-fang.
“Comrade! I haven’t introduced this man to you yet: he is twenty-four years old, sturdy, and doesn’t say much.
His disposition is completely different from mine: he doesn’t like to sing, and as he drives he stares straight
ahead. As for me, my habit of driving fast has had something to do with him. Wherever he goes, don’t expect
anyone to pass his truck. He often says, ‘Bullets won’t hit the first one.’ When you ask him why, he says, ‘There’s
reason in this: speed. When you get that much faster, you are that much safer. Don’t you think so?”
“However, comrade! At that moment I was only thinking of Yang Ts’ung-fang. It was as if he had been
standing before me; I thought of the moment he drove out and took one hard look at me—he was saying
something to me, perhaps a last farewell. I can never forget such a man as he: I can’t forget that time during the
Fourth Campaign, in particular. I was his assistant driver. Our troops shifted from the Han River front; we were
the last batch of trucks to retrieve the ammunition. The enemy’s long-range cannon had already shot ahead of us
to barricade the Hant’an River. We drove into the Civic Center; the entire street was burning like a fiery dragon,
with billowing smoke and fume. As the flames leapt, one could hardly see the road.
“Suddenly, making a turn, I caught sight of a Korean child standing in front of a house that was howling with
flames. This child stood there motionless, with his back to us. Yang Ts’ung-fang asked me, ‘Do you think the
enemy tanks will get in here right away?’ ‘I think they aren’t far now.’ Yang said, ‘He must be an orphan … noone to take care of him!’
“Saying this he stopped the truck, clicked the door open, and jumped off. He ran straight to the child and, in a
moment, carried him back to the truck. The child looked about ten years old; his clothes were all burnt and torn,
and his bare feet were planted in a pair of shoes more than double the size of his feet. I took him over and placed
him between Yang and me. Yang hopped in, and we sped away. At first the child kept crying and looking out of
the truck. But soon he leaned his head on my shoulder and fell asleep. Yang Ts’ung-fang let me cuddle the child
comfortably in my arms.
“Ever after that, wherever Yang went, he took the orphan with him. To feed him, Yang saved up his own dry
ration, clothing, and pocket money. Whatever he had, he gave to him. The child was often asleep when we
reached camp; Yang would carry him off the truck. He loved the child as much as he did his own brother. Yang
Ts’ung-fang did not part with the child until this year when the condition in the rear area of Korea had improved,
and the authorities made such a decision. He led the child by the hand and handed him over to the teacher at the
orphanage. The child has not forgotten him; he has been writing Yang frequently to tell him about his study. As for
Yang, he has also taken to writing to the child seriously. He is a lovable and intelligent boy indeed.”
This strong young man realized that he had diverged a bit. He smiled bashfully and hurried back to his subject:
“That night, from beginning to end the tense experience lasted only about ten minutes. The airplanes had gone,
and we all boarded our trucks to proceed. “I was in the lead. I drove the truck full throttle, for I wanted to hurry
and see what had happened to Yang Ts’ung-fang.
“Passing over a hilltop I saw the dark motionless shadow of a truck under several pine trees on the roadside.
My heart skipped a beat—but what was all this? I jammed on the brake, pushed open the door and ran, shouting at
each step, ‘Yang Ts’ung-fang! Yang Ts’ung-fang!’ But nobody answered. With each step I ran, my heart sank that
much lower. Then I saw one of Yang’s arms on the steering wheel and the other at the window; his head was
leaning on his arm over the window, his face looking toward the rear as if he had been reaching out to look before
he passed out. There was no trace of his cap, and his hair was dancing in the wind.
“The trucks all stopped. All the comrades came up around him. I embraced his shoulders. My face brushed
against his left shoulder and I felt a wet patch—he was wounded and he was still bleeding! The stir brought him
back to consciousness.
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“I asked, ‘Yang Ts’ung-fang! How do you feel?’
“He did not respond to my question; instead, he raised his head to look up at me and at the others, asking,
‘Have all the comrades come up?’
“The captain pushed his way up close to Yang, and with one foot on the running board he answered, ‘All here,
Comrade Yang, not one missing, all here.’
“‘No damage to the ammunition?’
“‘None. Don’t you worry!’
“At the time all our attention was focused on Yang; his questions reminded us that it was getting late, yet our
urgent mission was not accomplished. We turned to look in the direction of the Front. There, in the distance, the
cannon fire flashed like the flash of the morning dew at the summer daybreak. Immediately following that a
muffled rumble could be heard through the wind. It reminded us how anxiously our comrades on the firing line
were awaiting the ammunition! There was a saying: water and fire have no mercy for each other. Wars are much
worse than the merciless clash between water and fire!
“The captain turned from the running board, waved, and shouted, ‘Comrades! Let’s go! They are waiting for us
on the Front!’ He pulled open the door and darted into Yang Ts’ung-fang’s cab. I turned the ignition on and looked
in his direction—I saw the light turned on in the cab; the captain was bandaging Yang’s head and shoulder. Then
the captain himself sat up erect in the driver’s seat and, with the light off and the exhaust pipe coughing a few
times, his truck led the way heading for the Front.”
When the driver reached this point in his story, he took a cigarette from his pocket and started to smoke.
“What happened?” I asked anxiously. “Was the ammunition delivered on time?”
“You want to know how it ended? Certainly, it was really nerve-wracking. As half of the eastern sky was
turning purplish and dawn was approaching, we delivered the thirty truckloads of ammunition to the Front. The
comrades on the firing line said, ‘If you had come an hour later, it would have been awful.’ They stood up from
the midst of smoke and fire to throw hand grenades at the enemy. You know, what I’m telling you took place last
year. At that time it was really tough for us. But that didn’t stop us. You must have seen it last night. You saw the
bustle on the transportation route! The enemy bombed out dozens of cities, but we really changed North Korea
into one big city. If you don’t believe me, look; aren’t the vehicles on these highways similar to those we have in
the big cities back in our own country? They run so happily! We’ve even installed traffic lights at each crossroad.
“But … you mustn’t ask me. I haven’t done much. Comrade, you understand what I mean. Just take our Yang
Ts’ung-fang. Later, I visited him at the hospital. He was sitting on the bed. I asked him, ‘How did you ever think
of pulling out?’ He replied, ‘At first I drove hard, with nothing else in my mind except that I must lure the
airplanes away. When the bullets began to bounce off my cab left and right, I thought again; then I felt there was
something wrong—I’m not scared of dying, but ammunition cannot withstand fire. What if the gas tank gets hit?
Whatever you do, if you give it careful thinking, then you grasp the problems. I thought further: since the target
has been shifted over this way, I’d turn off the headlights. So all the bullets hit the roadside. I heard the plane
pulling up. Then I said to myself, ‘Now, that’s not right! You can’t leave, since it has taken me a great deal of
trouble to invite you over here!’ So, I turned on the headlights again.’
“I said, ‘Yang, old pal! Honestly, at that moment, didn’t you worry about anything?’
“‘Of course I worried! I’m human, not carved out of wood. Don’t you think I know a bullet will make a hole in
my head when it hits? But—’ He stopped. His entire left shoulder and arm were immobilized because of the
bandage. With only one hand he held onto the matchbox and struck a match to smoke. No matter what I asked, he
had nothing to tell me. Finally he waved his hand, saying, ‘Just think of our comrades on the line of fire. What
happened to me was nothing!’
“Our chief of staff told me later that the commander never closed his eyes a wink that night. He just waited at
the command post. He kept calling to inquire about the trucks. You will understand this; after all, to be a soldier is
easy, but a commanding officer must bear the load of thousands of us. Whenever there’s a problem it’s the
problem of an entire battlefield. The chief of staff said that at daybreak he received a message from the Front
reporting the safe arrival of the ammunition. After the commander read it, he put it on the table and turned to tell
the chief of staff, ‘Thank them for me.’ Then he bent over the table and went to sleep. Poor man! The commander
was exhausted. See, I’m easily sidetracked from my story. Actually I was talking to you about Yang Ts’ung-fang
—Yang Ts’ung-fang.”
As I looked at this young man, so brave and strong, he rose, picking up the flat, empty gasoline can beside
him, and walked toward the well, swinging his short sturdy body. The sunlight penetrated a verdant chestnut tree
and shone on his body. My eyes never left him. He had just said to me, “You're asking me? What happened to me
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was nothing!” His Yang Ts’ung-fang also had said, “What happened to me was nothing!”
Right, Comrade! You see how simple, how lighthearted these words sound as they come from the mouth of
this young man! But pause a moment and think: every day and every night, under the flares, the cannon shots, the
flying bullets, each minute, each second, there is danger, grave danger. Then, you will know how much weight
there is in what they say.
Now he had gone into the chestnut woods. In Korea there were many such giant chestnut trees, with long outstretched branches from which the carefree, lush, big leaves drooped. The driver was standing on the well platform; a few Korean children in pink, white, and lavender frocks stood around him. These girls were all very fond
of him. As for him, after a brief exchange, he had made friends with them. He asked them to dance; right away
they started to dance. As he was filling the gasoline can with water, he spoke in his half intelligible Korean. In a
moment he started to sing his pleasant Korean song again.
That night we reached the Front, and I parted with my likeable companion.
As for Yang Ts’ung-fang, I never had the opportunity to meet him. Once I almost saw him, but instead I
received a wire, saying:
YangTs’ung-fang was seriously wounded in action.

I haven’t received any news of him since then.
But every time I sit next to the driver of a jeep or a truck, I can always see the spirit of Yang Ts’ung-fang in
him. I know, just at this moment, that on highways near the Front, young men are singing, as they dash ahead in
the rolling dust.
73.269 Excerpts from Eat A Bowl Of Tea\fn{by Louis Chu (1915-1970)} Taishan, Guangdong Province, China (M) 5
… One Saturday several months before the wedding, the day had broken humid and muggy. Heavy rains had
splashed the sidewalks of New York intermittently during the night. The month of May had just ended. Chong
Loo, the rent collector, hobbled down the flight of stairs to the Money Come club house in the basement at 87
Mott Street in New York’s Chinatown.
“No money!” Wang Wah Gay, the proprietor, greeted the agent as he came through the door. “Wow your
mother. No money today. You come back.”
“All right, uncle, all right,” said Chong Loo. “I’ll be back on the fifteenth.”
He started to leave. Then he stopped abruptly, with one hand on the door knob. When he turned his head, he
gave the impression of having a stiff neck; his whole body swung with it.
“Did you see the pugilist master at the Sun Young Theater last night?” he grinned, showing his new set of
teeth. The last time he had come around he had not a single tooth.
“Wow your mother,” said Ah Song, a hanger-on at the club house. “Go sell your ass.”
“Did you hear about the fight last night between a Lao Lim and a Lao Ying in front of the Lotus Tea Shop?
This Lao Lim accused Lao Ying of taking his wife out.”
“Wow your mother. Why don’t you go and die?” said Ah Song, looking up from his newspaper, the Chinese
Compass, at the mah-jong table.
“Later on the police came and separated the two men,” Chong Loo continued. “Heh heh. Women nowadays are
not to be trusted.”
If the rent collector weren’t so old, people might mistake him for a student, with his ever-present brief case.
His head was big at the top and tapered off almost to a point at the chin. He had no hair on the dome, but sparselyscattered long black hair mixed with gray on the circumference.
“Remember a year ago some Lao Tsuey ran down to South Carolina with Lao Ning’s wife? She’s the niece of
the president of the Bank of Kwai Chow,” Chong Loo persisted. “Have you heard the latest about—”
“Wow your mother,” said Ah Song, this time a little louder than before. Across from Ah Song, sitting on the
couch, the proprietor, Wang Wah Gay, smiled his agreement.
“You many-mouthed bird, go sell your ass.”
“Heh heh. See you on the fifteenth, Mr. Wang.”
His stooped shoulders and large head and brief case disappeared out the door and he began mounting the steep
steps that led to the sidewalk. Wah Gay, from his half-reclining position on the sofa, could follow his exit until the
rent collector’s unpressed pants gradually ascended out of sight.
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“Wow his mother,” exclaimed Wah Gay, stretching himself. “He never fails to show up on the first of the
month. You don’t have to look at the calendar. When he arrives, you know it’s the first.” He crossed his legs and
flicked the ash from his cigar on the tray.
“Chong Loo is all right,” said Ah Song. He turned another page of the Chinese Compass. The circle of light
from the overhanging lamp played on the newspaper. “Wow your mother. That’s his job. It’s his responsibility to
show up on the first of every month to collect rent. Maybe he is a many-mouthed bird but he works for a living.”
Ah Song let the newspaper drop flat on the table. Usually he read with glasses, but today he had been looking
at the big letters in the advertisements.
“Wow your mother, Wah Gay, do you think he’s like you, never worked in your life?”
They both chuckled.
“You dead boy,” said Wah Gay. “You’re still young yet. Why don’t you go to work?”
“Who, me? I’ve worked more than you ever hope to work, you sonavabitch.”
Ah Song was a youthful-looking man in his mid-forties, with just a touch of gray at the temples. His neatly
combed black hair had the effect of a crew-cut. A white handkerchief always adorned his breast pocket. Even on
the hottest days he would never roll up his shirt sleeves or be caught without a necktie.
“When did you ever work?” replied Wah Gay. “I’ve known you for almost twenty years.” He pointed a finger
at Ah Song. “You sonavabitch, if you ever worked at all, you must have worked when you were a mere boy. Ever
since I’ve known you, you haven’t done a single day’s work.”
“Shut up your mouth. Do I have to tell you when I go to work?”
The basement club house was cool. Compared to the heat and humidity of the street, it was a refreshing
paradise. The sudden intensity of the early summer heat had caught everyone unprepared. A few days before, it
had been so damp and chilly and windy that Wah Gay had to turn on the gas heater.
The door creaked open.
“Nice and cool here,” said the newcomer. He turned and made sure the door closed tight.
“Thought you went to the race track,” said Wah Gay.
“I overslept,” replied the man. “Might just as well. On a day like this.” He looked around the room. “Where is
everybody? Still early, huh?” He walked over to an easy chair in the corner and sat down. He took out a cigar and
lit it.
“You know, on a day like this, I think this is the best place in the city. Nice and cool, with natural air
conditioning.”
Lee Gong was slight of build, with silvery black hair. He continued puffing on the Admiration which had been
given him at a banquet the night before. He and Wah Gay had come over to America from China on the President
Madison together and had shared the confined quarters of Ellis Island as two teenage immigrants many springs
ago.
In his early days in the United States, Lee Gong worked in various laundries in New York. Later he, himself,
owned one in the Bronx. In 1928, he went back to China. He remained there only long enough to marry. Then he
returned to the Golden Mountain, leaving his wife in China. He received the news of the birth of his daughter, Mei
Oi, several months after he had returned to the United States.
Some ten years later, he sold his laundry. With the proceeds .om the sale of the laundry plus his small savings,
he had planned to spend the late evening of his life in the rural quiet of Sunwei. The Sino-Japanese War had
prevented him from realizing this long-cherished goal. The unsettled conditions of subsequent years in the Far
East, which saw Mao Tse-tung grab control of the Central Government of China from Chiang Kai-shek,\fn{ The
leader of the Nationalist Chinese forces; Mao led the Communist forces. } had weighed heavily in his decision not to return to
Sunwei. While there were intermittent periods of peaceful travel in China for those who wanted it, Lee Gong
could not bring himself to see anything permanently stable for a retired gimshunhock in China. So reluctantly he
remained in New York.
“Ah Song, my boy,” said Lee Gong from his easy chair. “You have good results lately?”
“What good results? I haven’t been to the tracks for a whole week. No luck and no money.”
“Ah Song is a smart boy,” said Wah Gay. “He wouldn’t go to the races unless he’s lucky, heh-heh.”
“You go to hell.” Ah Song folded his paper, got up and stretched his arms. He yawned. Yawning was a habit
with him, almost as natural as breathing.
“It’s so hot, you don’t want to move.”
“You just moved, you sonovabitch,” said Wah Gay. Ah Song ignored the remark and started toward the door.
“Where are you going to die?” Wah Gay called after him. “Be smart. Go get someone down here and start a
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little game. Where can you go in this hot weather?”
“To the race tracks!”
Ah Song slammed the door behind m. Lee Gong went over to the mah-jong table and sat in the lair that Ah
Song had just vacated. He picked up the paper.
“That sonovabitch Ah Song eats good, dresses good, and he never works!”
“He’s got what you’d call Life of the Peach Blossoms,” chuckled Wah Gay. “The women like him. He’s a
beautiful boy.”
“Maybe he was born under the right stars.”
“Three years ago he went to Canada and I’ve heard he married a rich widow from Vancouver and she bought
him a car and gave him money.”
“What has happened to the widow now?” Lee Gong asked, surprised that Ah Song was ever married. As far as
he knew, Ah Song was living the life of a bachelor in New York.
“Nobody knows,” the club house proprietor shook his head. “You know Ah Song’s type. He never tells you
anything. I heard he had some trouble with the police out in Portland when they caught him without proper
registration for his car two years ago.”
“I’ve never heard of that,” said Lee Gong. “But you don’t have to go back that far. Just a year ago he was
mixed up with that Lao Woo’s wife. Someone saw him and Woo’s wife together around Times Square on a
Saturday night. Soon the news got back to the husband, who took the matter up with the elders of the Woo
Association. The chairman of the Woo Association sent a representative to see Ah Song—”
“What happened?”
“Ah Song was squeezed for $1,000.”
“Did he pay?”
“Of course.” The afternoon was unusually quiet at the club house, and the two friends found this light talk
helped pass the time away.
“This generation of girls is not what it used to be,” lamented Wah Gay. “In nine cases out of ten, if the girl
were good and honest, no trouble would come to her.” Wah Gay got up and started pacing the floor.
“You look at this generation of jook sing boys and jook sing girls. They have no respect for elder people.
H’mn, they would call you by name. They would call you Lao Lee even though you are almost twice as old as
their old man.”
“Regardless what anybody might say,” put in Lee Gong. The words seemed to flow out of his mouth
effortlessly. “Girls born in China are better. They are courteous and modest. Not like these jook sings born in New
York. They can tell good from bad.”
He paused. The newspaper remained unread on the table.
“Summer is coming. You’ll see them running out on the streets almost naked. You could almost see their
underpants.”
They both chuckled. The afternoon moved slowly. Even the sidewalk outside was deserted on this hot, sticky
day. The perennial voices of children playing, the roar of their roller-skates against the pavement, were missing.
An occasional rumble of passing trucks could be heard in the quiet retreat of the Money Come club house.
“A very deteriorating influence,” continued Lee Gong dryly. “This Western civilization.”
He picked up the Chinese Compass again and tried to read it. The only illumination in the room was the circle
of light that now played directly on the newspaper.
“Nowadays girls go out and get a big belly before they get married.”
“Heh heh,” laughed Wah Gay. “What more do you want? One gets a grandchild with a brand new daughter-inlaw at the same time.”
The door swung open. Chong Loo, the rent collector, had returned. This time he was without his brief case.
Wah Gay had started walking back to the anteroom when he saw Chong Loo enter, and now he came out with an
aluminum pot in one hand and a dollar bill in the other.
“Here,” he said to Chong Loo, “go and get a few cents’ worth of coffee.”
Chong Loo, beaming, left with the pot and the dollar. In the meantime, Ah Song returned with two
companions.
“You have lucky footsteps today,” greeted Wah Gay. “I thought you said you were going to the race tracks?”
“I did,” replied Ah Song. “I came back already.”
“You big gun.”
From the back room, the club house owner brought out six cups and placed them on the square mah-jong table,
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which was now covered with old Chinese newspapers serving as a table cloth. He rubbed his palms and bent his
head forward a little.
“You are lucky. You just walked in and we’re going to serve you coffee!”
The two men who had just come in with Ah Song were Tuck King, a second cook on his day off, and his
roommate, who, because of his generous proportions, was nicknamed Fat Man; but was politely referred to as the
Kitchen Master in his presence.
“We were still sleeping when this sonovabitch Ah Song pounded on the door and woke us up,” the Kitchen
Master said. He removed his Panama hat and put it on a hook on the wall. His right hand automatically went up
and smoothed his snow-white hair.
“That’s why we came down … for coffee,” Tuck King laughed. “Share the wealth.”
The basement had a refreshing coolness. Not damp. Not muggy. None of the moldy smell of the unused cellar.
After coffee. Ah Song spoke out,
“Fifty dollars.”
Lee Gong poured the mah-jong on the table. some of them face up. others face down.
“Fifty dollars,” echoed Tuck King, sitting down. “Okay. Fifty.”
Leaving the coffee cups unwashed in the sink. Wah Gay joined the others at the mah-jong table. When he
walked. he took big steps and his whole body seemed to swing with them. From the sink to the mah-jong table it
took him but three steps. In his place on the table were strips of ivory chips which had been divided equally by the
others. The mah-jongs now all faced down. Wah Gay added his outstretched hands to the pairs that were already
busily shuffling the tiny ivory tiles around. The old army blanket muffled the noise of the blocks clucking against
one another. Quickly, deftly, hands moving, setting up the mah-jong.
Lee Gong picked a pair of pea-sized dice from among the chips and rattled them in his palm. The dice bounced
off the mah-jongs and onto the table. where the adhesive characteristics of the blanket acted as a dragging agent
and the dice rolled reluctantly to a stop.
“Six.”
Ah Song picked up the dice and threw them against the mah-jongs.
“Ten.”
Next came Fat Man. He watched the dice roll lazily to a two and a one.
“Wow your mother!”
The dice rattled once more, this time in the fat palm of Wah Gay. The cubes danced, smacked against each
other, and bounced off the stacked-up tiles.
“Eight.”
“Ten has it.” Ah Song hit the dice again.
“Twelve.” His right hand reached for the mah-jongs in front of him, counting to himself … two … four … six
… eight … ten … twelve …
The mah-jongs thudded quietly against the blanketed table, all face up, in multicolors of red, green, and blue.
Someone let out a thirty thousand.
“Poeng powng!”
“So soon?”
“Wow your mother!” …
*
… Still unnerved by the prostitute’s early morning call, Ben Loy got up at ten that morning to go to work for
Chin Yuen, who was ill. He was not anxious to go back to work so soon after his return to New York, but Chin
Yuen was a good friend. He did not want to leave Mei Oi.
“Are you sure you'll be all right?” he asked tenderly.
“I’ll be all right,” she said from her bed. “You go ahead and go to work.”
“If anybody should come, just ignore him,” he said.
He was afraid someone else might come to the apartment. When he had shared the apartment with Chin Yuen,
loose women came to the apartment at all hours. He was ashamed of his past and he certainly did not want his
wife to learn about it.
Left alone, Mei Oi slept until noon. When she tried to get up, the four walls of the bedroom whirled before her.
The floor underneath her feet shook like a hog just out of a mud puddle in the village square. The effects of the
plane ride from Hong Kong to New York were still with her. She had been ill the day before and had eaten little
since. She sank down on the edge of the bed. Her elbows rested on her thighs, supporting her forehead with her
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hands. The ceiling swayed back and forth. Back and forth. Mei Oi closed her eyes tightly, holding back her tears.
The physical illness was just a temporary inconvenience, Mei Oi knew. In another day, or at most in a few days
more, the dizziness from the plane ride would disappear. The giddiness came only when she stood up. As long as
she remained in bed, she was relatively immune to the ill effects of the trip.
In the early morning when the buzzer had awakened her, she had been warmly receptive to Ben Loy’s ardent
kisses, hoping that they would lead to the act of love. Aside from the physical pleasure she would have derived
from the union, it would have indicated to her that her man still loved her. When Ben Loy had turned away, she
felt unwanted and useless. She had tried to console herself with the thought that her husband was being
considerate and did not want to make demands upon her when she was still sick from the trip. But his monk-like
behavior had begun even before she set foot on the airplane.
The first few weeks of her marriage had been happy; for Ben Loy was considerate, masterful and
understanding in his role as a bridegroom. It was only when they had gone to the hotel in Hong Kong that the
sudden change in him had occurred. The first night at the All Seas Hotel Ben Loy had failed miserably at making
love. He was no more successful on subsequent nights. She had hoped his lack of ardor was only temporary and
that soon she would again enjoy him as a husband.
After what seemed like the trekking of a thousand li, Mei Oi slowly opened her eyes. A relative calm had
returned to the room. The walls no longer whirled and the water buffalo beneath the floor had gone. She could see
the windows and the dresser clearly now. The bluish linoleum floor looked nice and smooth and shiny. The large
pendulum that was their bedroom had run out of momentum. Soon it would be stilled completely and Mei Oi
would see things in their true perspective.
She flopped over on her stomach and buried her head in the pillow. Sobs, like a baby’s whimper, came to her
freely and unashamedly in her solitude. Her heart had wanted to cry out for the past few weeks, but she did not
want to cry in front of her husband.
A few short weeks ago she was still a girl. Her mother’s daughter. Now she was a woman and a wife. She had
looked forward to her marriage with excited anticipation. Like many girls of her own age, she had hoped to marry
a gimshunhock and come to America to start a new family. Her mother had often said to her:
“Mei Oi, I hope you will marry a gimshunhock and go to America with him. Then you will see him in the
morning and at night.”
It was obvious her mother was thinking of her own husband, Mei Ai’s father, who had left her to return to
America months before Mei Oi was born. Mei Oi was too shy to show any outward emotions during this
discussion of marriage with her mother. But inwardly she had wanted very much to marry a gimshunhock and
come to the Beautiful Country and raise a family. To her mother she would only say modestly,
“I’m not that fortunate.”
She knew she wouldn’t marry a farmer. A farmer’s wife worked from dawn till dusk out in the fields. She
could see all around her farmers’ wives toiling incessantly, gathering firewood, turning the earth, planting,
harvesting, exposed to the elements in all sorts of weather. Cracked hands. Calloused feet. A face bronzed and
lined and hardened by the wind and sun. Not a pretty picture, but a common one. Marry a school teacher? Not
Mei Oi. There was this common observation. Unless you’re poor, you would not be teaching.
After many months of anxiety and waiting, there had come a letter from her father, Lee Gong in New York,
informing her mother that he was sending home a prospective son-in-law in the person of one Wang Ben Loy.
And now that she had married Wang Ben Loy and come to New York, the greatest and most beautiful city in all
the world, she should be happy, very happy. A whole new panorama of fertile fields lay before her. Youth.
Dreams. The future. All that a girl from New Peace Village in Sunwei could ever hope for.
But today her frustrations and heaviness of heart dwarfed even the discomforts of her illness from the plane.
Mei Oi, the bride of two months, lay alone on her bed, troubled and uncommunicative, separated by ten thousand
li of oceans and mountains from her mother, whose love and encouragement she urgently needed now. Over and
over she asked herself: What did I do to Ben Loy to make him stop loving me?
Finally, exhausted by tears and emotion, she fell asleep again. When she awoke in mid-afternoon, she felt
better. The ill effects of the plane ride seemed to have been washed away by her tears. She got up and stretched
and yawned.
Cry some more? How much can you cry? Who can hear you cry? And who cares when you are ten thousand
folds of mountains away from home? Go ahead, Mei Oi, she told herself, go ahead and cry. And see who will pity
you.
That night when Ben Loy came home from work it was almost one o’clock in the morning. Mei Oi was
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waiting up for him. She had bathed and powdered her skin with talcum, in anticipation of her husband’s return.
When the lock on the door finally clicked, she was tense and full of expectation. Her heart pounded furiously
against her ribs. But she wore a bright smile on her face. As she hurried from the bedroom, where she had been
resting, to the living room to meet Ben Loy, she was like a little school girl let out for summer vacation.
“Loy Gaw,” she said daintily, coming up to him and taking his coat and hat. “Was business good today?” She
kissed him on the cheek.
“Not bad,” replied Ben Loy, pleased with Mei Oi’s attentions. “I was not familiar with where the things were
and that made it difficult.”
“I understand,” said Mei Oi. She timidly took his hand and guided him to the sofa. “Today is the first time you
went to work since you married me.” She nestled closer to him, still holding his left hand with her right.
Mei Oi’s mind flashed back to her wedding night when she had stood before the brand new wash basin, which
was part of her dowry, and washed her face and hands many times, wanting to delay the consummation of her
marriage. Ben Loy was sitting by the edge of the bed, a ready and eager bridegroom. When he saw she was
dallying, he had strolled over to her and carried her to the bed. With gentle hands, he had first unbuttoned her
coat, and then untied her trouser string and, over her weak protestations, pulled off her pants.
“Do you remember our wedding night?” Mei Oi asked, full of excitement. She placed her head on his shoulder
and wrapped her arms around him. “At first I was afraid but you made me very happy. Do you … Loy Gaw … do
you want to make me very happy tonight?”
“I am tired,” said Ben Loy. He took his wife in his arms and kissed her mechanically on the lips. He stroked
her long black hair. “It was hard work at the restaurant. I am sleepy and tired.”
Trying to fight back her tears, Mei Oi abruptly got up and walked to the bedroom. It took her a long time to fall
asleep; but Ben Loy was snoring within minutes after he got into bed. …
42.30 Excerpt from The Song Of Youth\fn{by Yang Mo (1915-1995)} Peking, China (F) 6
… One night in late November, heavy snow was besieging the inclement northern region. Huge snowflakes,
rolled up by the cold wind, danced continuously in the silent night along the deserted, empty streets. Braving the
blizzard, Chiang Hua came to Lin Tao-ching’s lodging and knocked.\fn{ A note reads: The Song of Youth apparently has
made autobiographical use of much of the author’s background. It tells of the struggles of underground Communist workers in the 1930s
when the Nationalist government refused to fight against Japan after Manchuria was seized. The plot focuses on the young heroine, Lin
Tao-ching, whose bourgeois background parallels the author’s. The story begins with Lin Tao-ching running away from home to avoid an
arranged marriage to a corrupt Kuomintang agent, Hu Meng-an (who shows up later in the story as her persecutor). In her attempts to
escape further snares in her personal life, she becomes involved in a liaison which plunges her into deeper despair, until she is politically
awakened by a young Marxist, Lu Chia-ch’uan. Through his tutelage, Lin Tao-ching finds herself and her faith in Communist ideology. But
before she confesses her love for him, Lu, betrayed by a Party renegade (Tai Yu, who appears in the following episode as the lover of Wang
Hsiao-yen, Lin’s closest friend), is captured, tortured in jail, and finally killed. However, Lin Tao-ching’s faith in the Party gives her
courage to carry on. Having proved her loyalty to the Communist cause through many tests and persecutions, she is finally granted Party
membership at the recommendation of Comrade Chiang Hua (who becomes her lover in the end). She undertakes the assignment to agitate
student movements in Peking. The story ends on a triumphant note, signified by the Communist-inspired mass student demonstration of
December 9, 1935, protesting the ineffectual Nationalist government during national crises .}

Tao-ching was writing under the lamp, a coal stove burning warmly by her side. Seeing Chiang Hua, she
quickly helped him brush the snow from his clothes and poked the coal in the stove.
“Still snowing? It must be terribly cold!”
She rattled merrily and poured a cup of boiled water for him.
“Do you know, Chiang, that the Student Government at Peking University was established today? What’s
more, it has decided to join the Peking-Tientsin Student Union.”
Chiang Hua was warming himself by the fire. He watched Tao-ching and smiled in silence as if he had already
known the facts. But Tao-ching continued:
“Thanks to your help and encouragement, the work at Peking University has really turned out better than
anticipated. After years of lethargy, the masses are being activated again. I don’t know how it is on other
campuses, but to realize the principle of a united front against Japanese aggression at Peking University is not
going to be simple. Even some of the Party members can’t understand it—they regard it as a policy of surrender.
In the past, the progressive students only talked among themselves about saving the nation; they called conservative students traitors and would not have anything to do with them. The situation has now changed. All the
middle-of-the-roaders are being organized and mobilized, and the reactionaries are isolated. Wang Hsiao-yen appeared crushed at the second election assembly of the history students. She bowed her head and did not dare look
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at anyone when that monkey, Wang Chung, was exposed for base treachery by Li Shao-t’ung, who read aloud in
front of all those fellow students the evidence showing that Wang Chung had been receiving funds from the
Kuomintang.\fn{The Nationalist Chinese Party, from 1928 the sworn enemy of the Chinese Communist Party } It was a receipt
discovered by Wu Yu-p’ing, a classmate of Wang Chung. The students were so aggravated that our success at the
election became a sure thing. Oh, it was great.”
Realizing that she was over-enthusiastic, she caught her breath and stopped. She began to wonder why she
always turned into a babbling child whenever she was with this handsome staunch comrade with a large frame.
Why the difference between talking with him and talking with others?
Suddenly she felt embarrassed. Trying to calm herself, she said slowly in a low voice:
“I am sorry, Chiang. Didn’t you say a while back that you had something to tell me? But I haven’t been home
much the last few days, and now I am monopolizing the conversation. Talk to me, and I’ll listen.”
Now it was Chiang Hua’s turn to become shy. Should he tell her or not? His dark face reddened. He wrung his
large hands again and again over the fire, as if by this movement he could conceal his surging emotions. Except
for a brief infatuation during his high school years, this twenty-nine-year-old man had never experienced so
strong a power of love as he did now. He had learned to live without love. But he must not waste any more time.
Why must he deny himself and continue to suffer and perhaps cause the suffering of his beloved? So thinking, he
raised his head and gently held Tao-ching’s hand. Suppressing the tremor in his voice, he whispered:
“Tao-ching, it is not about work that I came to see you tonight. I want to ask you a question. Do you think this
relationship between us can be something more than comradeship?”
Tao-ching watched Chiang Hua’s worked-up, flushed face, so unfamiliar to her. Suddenly she recognized the
love and suffering hidden in his eyes. It became very clear to her now. Her suspicion had been confirmed. Now
was she feeling ecstatic, joyful, or sad? She could not tell how she felt exactly. But she sensed a quickened
heartbeat, dizziness, and a weakness in her knees. Tears welled in her eyes. Could this steadfast comrade, whom
she had admired and respected, soon become her lover? Yet it was not he who had occupied her dreams all these
years. But she should not hesitate any longer. A Bolshevik like Chiang Hua was indeed worthy of her love. Could
she find good reason to refuse this man who already loved her? She raised her eyes and looked at Chiang Hua
silently for a while, and then answered meekly:
“Yes, Chiang, I like you very much.”
Chiang Hua, who gazed at her expectantly, stretched out his arms and embraced her.
The night was getting late. Chiang Hua had no intention of leaving. Tao-ching, nestling next to him, finally
reminded him:
“Aren’t you going? It’s already one o’clock. Come back tomorrow.”
Chiang Hua watched her with elation. He drew her closer and whispered in a shaky voice:
“Why chase me away? I am staying.”
Tao-ching rose to her feet and walked outside. Suddenly she felt confused and even experienced pain at
hearing Chiang Hua’s words. Outside it was still snowing. The roof, the ground, the trees, and the entire universe
were enveloped in white. Tao-ching stood in the quiet courtyard, her feet planted deep in the snow, her thoughts
rising and falling like tides between excitement and self-doubt. In her anticipated happiness she was also feeling
an unexpected pain.
The image of Lu Chia-ch’uan, blurred by the passage of time, suddenly and unexpectedly invaded her mind
with an extraordinary force. She could not forget him. No, never. But why must the memory of him come back at
this particular moment to disturb her? Right in front of her floated his deep, flashing eyes, floated the image of
him crawling stubbornly on the jail floor, with broken legs …
Tears streamed down her face. The snowstorm only heightened the complex, conflicting emotions warring in
her breast. And she had hoped to drive away her entangled emotions with the cold air! Before she was herself
again she returned to her room, feeling cruel about having left Chiang Hua waiting alone for so long. Once inside,
she moved toward him with visible excitement and said tremulously:
“Are you really staying? … Then stay.”
Embarrassed, she threw her head against his broad shoulder and locked her arms around his neck with all her
might.
At daybreak, when the two were still roaming in their sweet dreams, they were aroused by the sound of rapid
knocking—it was not loud, but rapid with urgency. They sat up simultaneously, exchanging questioning glances
in the gray dawn.
“Do you have any important document? Give it to me, I’ll swallow it.” Tao-ching whispered anxiously, while

991

searching under his pillow.
“Calm yourself!” muttered Chiang Hua, who picked up his clothes and went toward the window. Standing
sideways, he peeped out through the crack of the door. Following the knock came a thin, female voice:
“Tao-ching, open the door! It’s me—Hsiao-yen.”
“Hsiao-yen?”
Chiang Hua turned from the window and quickly dressed. Without taking time to put on her jacket, Tao-ching
ran to open the door.
Hsiao-yen staggered inside as soon as the door was ajar. She was not wearing her glasses; her hair was
disheveled. She paid no attention to the man standing behind Tao-ching, but fell into her friend’s arms at once and
wept uncontrollably. This gentle, levelheaded young woman had lost her usual restraint. She sobbed and sobbed,
all tears and no words, as if her heart were torn to shreds with grief and despair.
“Hsiao-yen, calm down, and tell me what happened.”
Tao-ching’s voice was gentle and sincere, as if there never had been any rift in their friendship. Hsiao-yen,
whose tears had dampened Tao-ching’s shoulder and back, did not answer. Tao-ching said no more, but quietly
held Hsiao-yen’s shaking body and gently stroked her convulsing chest.
“Tao-ching, I … I have wronged you. I tell … you,” Hsiao-yen finally blurted out, trying hard to control
herself. But her words were choked by sobs again. After another long wait, she wiped away her tears and
resumed:
“That rascal Tai Yü is the real traitor, a running dog. I just found out!”
To speak aloud her discovery caused a flood of new tears. At last she was composed enough to tell Tao-ching
and Chiang Hua of her shocking experience.
Tai Yü had told Hsiao-yen that he was the Communist Party secretary in charge of the Peking area. Hsiao-yen
was in love with him and believed in him, so that when she lost contact with Tao-ching, she was completely under
his deceptive influence and had painfully made a 180-degree turn in her opinion of Tao-ching’s loyalty to the
Party. Gradually, however, her impression of Tai Yü began to change. She found him erratic in behavior and
frequently despondent. Sometimes he could still speak convincingly, commanding her respect; at other times he
would hem and haw, and was full of contradictions. Frequently he also reeked of liquor and smelled of women’s
perfume, and his excuses were flimsy when he was put on the spot.
Hsiao-yen’s suspicion of his private life led her to question his political credibility. Was he really a Partydesignated secretary of the Peking area as he claimed? Was her own Party membership authentic? Were Wang
Chung and his lot, who sabotaged the Student Association of the Peking University, good or bad guys themselves?
What exactly was Lin Tao-ching’s political stand? Puzzled, Hsiao-yen became more vigilant over Tai Yü’s
behavior.
Having made up her mind to get to the bottom of Tai Yü’s secrecy, Hsiao-yen proceeded in all directions. To
begin with, she never knew where Tai Yü lived, nor met any of his friends or relatives. It would not be possible to
find out anything about him through Wang Chung and company. Hsiao-yen became more and more uneasy.
But love—her very first love and youthful dream—would not allow her to sever their relationship, but drove
her to prove to herself that all her doubts were but a figment of her imagination resulting from her own narrowmindedness. She would be so happy if only she could confirm what he said he was—a good and loyal comrade,
dedicated to serving the Party. She was not destined to have such luck, however. Evil fate had plunged her into the
abyss of despair; the magic mountain created out of her life’s blood collapsed and melted away like thin ice,
leaving hardly a trace.
On the first occasion when she secretly followed him into an alley off Ch’eng-hsiang Lane outside Hsüan-wu
Gate, she saw him knock at a vermilion door. A middle-aged woman, skinny but seductively dressed in a fur coat,
came out. He tried to hold her hand, but she pushed his hand away. Instead, she pinched his cheek and said:
“Go in and wait for me.”
As she sauntered away, Tai Yü abjectly went inside.
Hsiao-yen was beside herself with rage. What was that woman to him? His wife? His mistress? Why, then, did
he tell her, Hsiao-yen, that he loved and adored her? Moreover, she saw genuine passion in his eyes.
After her discovery, she would have nothing to do with him for days. Tai Yü showed suffering and shed
copious tears. When Hsiao-yen asked him about the woman, he said she was a comrade who had to be in such a
disguise to elude the enemy, and that their relationship was confined only to business. Hsiao-yen was not fully
convinced, but in her misery she continued to accept his “guidance” and helped him to undermine innocent fellow
students at Peking University.
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It was not until the meeting of the History Student Association, when Li Shao-t’ung read aloud the content of
the receipt which proved that Wang Chung was on the payroll of the Kuomintang, that Hsiao-yen fully realized
that she had been deceived. A few hours before she came to Tao-ching, Hsiao-yen was feeling at her lowest. Tai
Yü, thoroughly intoxicated, called on her. Before he could sit down steadily, he muttered something unintelligibly
and fell over on her bed, dead to the world. Now came Hsiao-yen’s opportunity. She searched his pockets and
found a letter, a document of some sort in secret code, and a list of names of students from various campuses. She
read the letter. Suddenly she was thunderstruck and felt as if she were being electrocuted.
The letter was from Hu Meng-an in response to his “Brother Yü” (such was the salutation). In it Hu told Tai Yü
to put his mind to his work in Peking, and if he carried out Hu’s order faithfully, he would be assured of a bright
future. As to the request of a transfer to Nan-ch’ang, it could not be done at the moment, since it would disrupt the
network of the system.
Everything became crystal clear to Hsiao-yen now. Obviously, the list contained names of leftist students and
revolutionaries targeted for arrest. That document proved Tai Yü to be a secret agent for the Kuomintang. He was
the real traitor and renegade who had falsely accused others, such as Tao-ching, of betraying the Party. In an
insane rage, Hsiao-yen struck Tai Yü’s face with her trembling hands again and again until they became numb.
But Tai Yü could not be aroused.
With the evidence she found on Tai Yü in her hands, Hsiao-yen stumbled to the courtyard. Supporting herself
against a bare lilac tree, she stood in the bleak winter night until the wee hours of a new day.
Between two and three A.M., Tai Yü appeared in front of her. Still drunk, he grasped her and carried her halffrozen body into her room. Kneeling beside her, he wept and said that he was unworthy of her and of the Party.
Shamefaced, he accused himself of being weak, and admitted his crime. Hsiao-yen, lying stimy\fn{ Imperfect scan.}
on the bed, cold and numb to the core, no longer felt for him. She did not utter a single word. To her the whole
world had come to an end, and her life was over.
But Tai Yü would not let her alone. He wept and swore that his love for her was real, that if there was any
human feeling left in him, it was his love for her, that the only ray of sunshine that remained in his sullied soul
was her love, her goodness, her noble image.
To his pleading, Hsiao-yen felt numb and unmoved. To get away from him, she paced back and forth. And
back and forth Tai Yü followed her. Crazily, he pleaded, begged, cajoled. He admitted that his cowardice had done
him in and that he had failed to live up to the Party’s expectations. The enemy, he said, had taken advantage of his
cowardice and had forced him to the evil abyss from which there was no return, and that he had betrayed his
comrades out of necessity and self-preservation. He told her that the woman she had seen was a secret agent who
had a hold on him and demanded that he satisfy her lust; that he could not help but obey her, or else he would be
eliminated; that when he fell in love with Hsiao-yen he wanted to free himself from his evil bondage and lead a
life of freedom with her and shun the perilous path of cloak and dagger; and that was why he had written to Hu
Meng-an asking for a transfer; that if only he could escape from that woman’s grasp, he would marry Hsiao-yen
and be her loving husband and never leave her side …
Hsiao-yen did not listen any more, but tried hard to think of a way to get away from people like him. She lay
her head on the desk, feigning sleep. Tai Yü rambled on and on for a long time and finally stumbled away in his
drunken stupor. The minute he was gone, Hsiao-yen ran over to see Tao-ching.
At this point, Hsiao-yen concluded her narration with another flood of tears:
“My life is over. It is finished. Please help me!”
“No, Hsiao-yen, your life is not over. You can start afresh.” Tao-ching responded calmly and softly, as she
wiped away Hsiao-yen’s tears. “Odd, how did you know my address?”
Hsiao-yen held Tao-ching’s hand, her tortured face showing a glimmer of a smile:
“I also followed you secretly in the past … but I never told him, that—that fraud, that swindler! Oh, Tao-ching,
please tell me, what am I to do? And what should I do with him?”
She looked at Tao-ching and then at Chiang Hua, wiping her red, swollen eyes.
“Let me ask you, Hsiao-yen,” Chiang Hua cut in for the first time. Nodding to her, he added:
“We have met before, haven’t we? Now, tell me, where are the papers you found on him?”
“He took them back,” Hsiao-yen sobbed.
“Oh.” Chiang Hua fell silent. A little while later he said:
“Hsiao-yen, I must remind you that the problem with Tai Yü doesn't concern your personal fate alone. Your
grieving is not going to help the imminent danger. Do you understand what I mean?”
“What are you saying?” Hsiao-yen opened wide her tearful eyes. “I did not think of anything else; I simply
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wanted to tell Tao-ching that I was wrong about her … and that I wanted her to forgive me.”
“Oh, forget it,” Tao-ching said, squeezing her friend’s hand. “You are exhausted, Hsiao-yen. You had better lie
down for a bit,” said Tao-ching and, with Chiang Hua’s assistance, she supported Hsiao-yen to her own bed.
“Possibly this is what will happen,” Chiang Hua speculated quietly. “After Tai Yü sobers up, he will regret
what he said in his drunken delirium. His confession will become a burden to his mind. Besides, those important
documents had gone through your hands. Then, based on logical deduction, Hsiao-yen, if you are no longer
willing to be used by him, he will be afraid of you. He will even hate you and treat you like an enemy. Have you
thought of that?”
“No,” Hsiao-yen responded, with her eyes closed, her face deathly pale. “He wouldn’t … he couldn’t … he
loves me—”
Tao-ching, leaning by Hsiao-yen’s pillow, could no longer restrain herself.
“Hsiao-yen,” she interrupted, “haven’t you changed your opinion about him yet? Can you still hope for his
love and pity even now? This is really preposterous.”
Hsiao-yen did not respond; tears flowed from her closed eyes. Chiang Hua, standing by the bedside, finally
broke the silence; in a low voice, he spoke gravely:
“Hsiao-yen, no matter what, it is best to be on the alert. Not only you, but all the progressive students on every
campus. Judging by the blacklist you saw, the secret agents must have prepared even more drastic measures to
deal with us. I think you and Tao-ching should both find a place to hide for the time being. You had better tell
your parents to go into hiding too. By the way, do you remember any of the names on that list?”
“No,” replied Hsiao-yen, wiping her eyes. “Except those of Li Shao-t’ung, Hou Jui, Li K’uei-ying, and, of
course, hers,” pointing at Tao-ching. Tao-ching drew close to Hsiao-yen and said gently:
“See, even such a person as Li K’uei-ying is on their list, which goes to show you how mean and vicious they
are. You must be convinced of that. So take Chiang Hua’s advice, and let us hide ourselves.” And, wiping Hsiaoyen’s tears with her own handkerchief, she continued:
“Hsiao-yen, you have no idea how much I suffered when we drifted apart. Now that we are together again, I
can’t tell you how happy I am. But enough of this. Right now we had better talk about what to do next.. You must
go into hiding with me for a few days.”
“I would like to talk with him just once more,” Hsiao-yen said to Tao-ching with a pleading look. “Believe me,
I won’t ever trust him again. I’ll be back shortly.”
“No, I can't let you do that. We are leaving right now!” Tao-ching’s tone was firm. “In case he knows my
address, he just might come here to look for you.” Pulling Hsiao-yen up by the hand, Tao-ching turned to Chiang
Hua and said:
“Why don’t you go first? Hsiao-yen and I will leave right after you. We’ll be staying with a schoolmate for a
while.”
Chiang Hua looked at Tao-ching with tenderness, as he whispered something into her ear; then he shook hands
with Hsiao-yen and left.
“You two have to be separated because of me,” Hsiao-yen murmured despondently, as she watched the
retreating backview of Chiang Hua. “Come, let’s leave: I won’t see Tai Yü again.”
*
December 8, 1935—the eve of the tremendous, historical December Ninth Movement! This day Tao-ching was
in bed with a high fever. She was sleeping in a wooden bed in a newly rented room. At dusk, in this cold, dreary,
small room, Hsü Hui, Hsiao-yen, and Hou Jui were huddling over a coal stove talking softly.
“When did she get sick?” Hsü Hui asked Hsiao-yen. “Did she see a doctor?”
“Yes,” Hsiao-yen whispered. “The doctor says she has influenza. Also she has been working too hard. Day and
night she held discussions, instigated struggles against reactionary students, and aften skipped meals. No wonder
her health has suffered as a consequence.”
“She simply overextended herself,” Hou Jui shook his head.
“You people should have taken better care of her!” said Hsü Hui, as she looked uneasily at the feverish girl,
deep in slumber.
Tao-ching stirred. She opened her eyes and smiled at the three people near her bed.
“When did you get here?” she asked, then turned to Hsü Hui:
“Has the plan for tomorrow been fixed? Will there be any changes?”
“No, I don’t think so,” answered Hsü Hui, smiling. “But don’t worry about anything. You just take it easy.”
And, stretching herself, she asked Hou Jui:
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“How many people from Peking University do you think will be at the demonstration?”
“Hard to say,” replied Hou Jui. “We are still recruiting tonight, and there will be others who can be aroused at
the spur of the moment tomorrow. I reckon there will be three to four hundred.”
Suddenly Tao-ching sat up in bed and said excitedly:
“I think as soon as we start to move tomorrow, the suppressed volcano will erupt. A great number of Peking
University students will take part in the march.”
“Hsü Hui just told you not to worry; what’s the matter with you?” chided Hsiao-yen, as she forced Tao-ching
to lie down.
“‘Although northern China is large, there is no room for a peaceful desk!’ This is a powerful phrase in the
leaflets we are going to distribute tomorrow,” Hsü Hui told the others in the room. “It reflects the anti-Japanese
fervor of the masses. This time the Party’s slogans are all geared to the masses’ demand and their awakening. I’m
sorry, but I must go now. Hsiao-yen, go out with me for a while and then come back to look after Tao-ching.”
After a couple of steps, Hsü Hui turned back to Tao-ching and said solicitously:
“Take a good rest, and don’t get out of bed. I’ll see you tomorrow. Oh, I almost forgot: I have a message for
you from Chiang Hua; he’ll come to see you tomorrow after the demonstration. Now be patient.”
Before leaving, Hsiao-yen tucked Tao-ching in, while Hou Jui poured her a cup of hot water and put some
more coal into the stove. Left alone, lying under her quilt, Tao-ching said to herself:
“Ah, the volcano will erupt and tomorrow will soon be here.” At the thought of the coming struggle, she
became excited. In her delirious condition, she kept shouting: “Volcanic, volcanic eruption.”\fn{ A note reads: This
paragraph is one of the few passages revised in the 1977 edition. The 1960 edition has: “Ah, tomorrow, he will be able to come to see me.”
Tao-ching, lying under her quilt, thought of Chiang Hua, and she was happy. For they had not seen each other again since the night of their
marriage.}

Hsiao-yen soon returned. She slept next to Tao-ching to look after her. Before daylight, she rose quietly so as
not to disturb her friend. While Hsiao-yen was groping for her clothes in the dark, Tao-ching awoke, and shakily
she sat up and turned on the light.
“Tao-ching, you can’t get up.” Hsiao-yen tried to stop her. “You still have a fever—I just felt your forehead.
You must not go out.”
Dressing herself, Tao-ching laughed.
“My fever is gone. And I feel fine. I’ll feel even better when I start marching.” Hsiao-yen flushed with anxiety.
She held Tao-ching’s hand and said gravely:
“Now you listen to me. Hsü Hui left you in my care. I have to answer to her. You really must not go out.”
“You have to answer to her, but who should I answer to?” retorted Tao-ching. “Now be a good girl, and let me
be.” While washing herself and combing her hair, Tao-ching coaxed Hsiao-yen like a naughty child:
“My dear sweet Hsiao-yen, don’t be so strict. Let me go! So many things need to be tended to. I’ve got to go.
Do a good deed, and let us both be a part of today’s great event.”
So saying, she dragged her friend by the hand and ran into the courtyard.
Hsiao-yen had no time to wash up but helplessly followed Tao-ching outside. In her weakened condition, Taoching could hardly suppress her trembling. When she opened the gate a gust of bone-piercing wind hit her in the
face and a sudden dizzy spell seized her. She reeled backwards. Fortunately, Hsiao-yen was alert and caught her in
time. In the dark wintry dawn, with her arms around the unconscious girl, Hsiao-yen panicked, her heart pounding
against her ribs, her limbs limp. When Tao-ching finally came to, Hsiao-yen tried to put her back to bed. But the
sick girl refused to budge. Tearfully Hsiao-yen pleaded with her:
“Please go lie down. If it is the success of the demonstration you are worried about, I’ll double my effort to
make up for your absence. In case I shed blood, there will be your share too.”
Tao-ching, leaning against her friend’s shoulder, was just about to say something, when suddenly in the silent
dark sky of the cold dawn burst forth loud singing, sad and heroic, full of heartfelt fervor. Both listened attentively
with solemn expression, to the moving, heroic song:
Laborers, peasants, soldiers, students, and merchants, rise and defend our country!
Pick up your weapons—knives or guns.
March out of the factories, fields, and classrooms!
To the battlefield-and fight for our liberation.\fn{A note reads: The 1960 edition has Peking’s pre-1977 national anthem instead of this song, a popular
wartime tune.}

They had heard the same song numerous times; thus it was no longer fresh. Yet now, in the early morning air,

995

before the burning flame of struggle ahead, they listened as if it were heard for the first time. It aroused them like
the bugle call to advance in battle; their blood began to surge in their veins. Tao-ching wanted to speak, but her
heart pounded so much that she could not utter a word. Steadying herself, she freed her arm from Hsiao-yen’s
grasp and shouted urgently:
“Get going, hurry! I’ll wait for your good news.”
After Hsiao-yen left, Tao-ching lay awake in bed all day. She listened to the voices that rose from the streets—
earthshaking shouts of demonstrators’ slogans mingled with the roaring wind. They seemed to have come from
the end of the world, and shook her heart and her small room. It was like a dream, and yet she felt sober in the
middle of a wild storm.
It finally began to get dark; the wind was still roaring in the subzero temperature. Exhausted, Tao-ching curled
up under the covers. She was just about to doze off when she was awakened by a sudden cold draft. She opened
her eyes, switched on the light, and saw Li Kuei-ying and Wang Hsiao-yen in front of her bed, their teeth
chattering as they hugged themselves from cold.
“Oh, you are back at last! How was it?” Tao-ching excitedly grasped their hands and struggled to sit up.
“D—d—don’t get up. We are too—too cold,” came the trembling words from their trembling bodies. Their
faces were the color of a purple turnip; ice hung from their hair like icicles on the eaves in front of the house. Li
Kuei-ying’s fur coat was also caked stiff with ice. But their spirits were high, almost ecstatic, especially Li Kueiying, who smilingly opened wide her mouth, although she was unable to form words in her frozen condition.
“How did you get into this state? Exactly what happened to you today? I am dying of curiosity.”
She picked up her own padded jacket from the bed and handed it to Li Kuei-ying, saying, “Look at your coat,
it’s a sheet of ice! Quick, change into this.”
At first Li Kuei-ying smiled. Now she suddenly fell onto Tao-ching’s neck and began to cry:
“Oh, Tao-ching, I have been living in a dream all these years. Only today did I come to understand … understand how a person should live on this earth.”
She was too overcome with emotion to continue. Laughing and crying at the same time, she let tears stream
down her beautiful face without restraint.\fn{ A note reads: There follows a detailed description of the day’s events related by
Wang Hsiao-yen. When she is about done with her story, Hsü Hui comes in.}
[Hsü Hui] had changed into dry clothes, but on her forehead still dripped fresh blood. She went to Tao-ching’s
bed and asked:
“Hey! Feeling better? Has the fever broken?” Tao-ching stared at the blood on Hsü Hui’s head, grasped her
hand and said:
“Hsü Hui, why didn’t you go to the hospital to have it treated? It is dangerous to leave the wound exposed.”
“Don’t be a mother hen,” smiled Hsü Hui, who deftly straightened out Tao-ching’s bedding. “It’s really not
very serious. I haven’t had time yet. But tell me first if you feel better.”
“Oh, much better. But how was it? Was our loss great today? Did anyone get arrested?”
“Yes. Two co-eds from the Normal University are in critical condition from bayonet wounds. Many students
from Peking University are injured too. One fellow student’s nose and lips were cut open. As to the arrests … so
far there are more than a dozen that we know of.”
“What’s to be done now?” Tao-ching was staring at Hsü Hui with visible anxiety.
“That is what I would like to know, too,” rejoined Hsiao-yen.
Hsü Hui rose. She looked for some water to drink. Seeing the teapot empty, she shook her head and asked:
“Has your landlady gone to the march also? Not even leaving water for you to drink. You wanted to know what
to do next? We must stir up the masses even more widely and deeply. Make the student movement penetrate into
every walk of life so that all the laborers and peasants will join the struggle. Now that the volcano has erupted, let
it burn away all the evils and darkness in the world.”
Hsü Hui’s voice, at once melodious and solemn, made those words ring like poetry as well as a resolute
pledge. The three women comrades raised their heads toward the dawning sky beyond the window. …
181.70 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Jew Law Ying (1915-1998)} Dai Chek Village, Chungshan
(Zhongshan) County, Guangdong Province, China (F) 4
My mother had seven children. I was the eldest and a twin. The younger twin died at childbirth, so I have two
younger brothers and three younger sisters. All the previous generations in my family farmed, so we also farmed.
We owned land and planted rice.
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My mother was born in America. But Grandmother couldn’t take the harried life in Gold Mountain. She knew
that in China she could have servants and a life of leisure. She took all the children home with her [in 1904]. My
mother was eleven years old then. She wasn’t very smart, just did what she was told to do. Never had anything to
say.
She was arranged in marriage to Jew Yee Yuet,\fn{ Aka Jew Hin Gwing} a Chinese herb doctor. His grandfather
left him fifty mou of land in Oai Chek Horn.\fn{ Village} I When my mother married him, they had land, a big
house, and two mui tsai.\fn{Slaves} It was a good match. But then his older brother squandered it all on opium,
gambling, and women. After they lost all their land, Grandfather\fn{ Chin Lung} supported us. Mother would
periodically go visit them in Macao and come back with food and new clothes.
When I was seven I went to live with my maternal grandparents in Macao because my grandmother loved me
best. She treated me like her own daughter. She supported my schooling, so you could say I grew up eating the
Chin family’s rice and wearing their clothes. They had four mui tsai and a head cook, so I didn’t have to do any
housework. Once a year during vacation time I would return to Oai Chek Horn to visit the family. I usually stayed
with an aunt who was a widow in the Girls’ House,\fn{ Quite common in Guangdong Province, a separate residence for
adolescent girls in a village, where they spent the evenings sewing, playing games, telling stories, singing ballads, and prepaing for their
future domestic roles as wives and homemakers } where we sang, talked stories, joked, and learned about Chinese customs.
After I finished elementary school I had to quit\fn{ School} because although my grandparents were wealthy, they

were very stingy. They said girls became a part of another family when they married, so what was the use of
educating them? That’s the way it was, so what could I do?
After I stopped going to school, I was sent to collect rent. Grandmother and grandfather had over ten buildings
in Macao and about twice a month I went with Fifth Aunt\fn{ The wife of Chin Lung’s fifth son, Chin Sou } to collect the
rent. Whenever I was out collecting rent, Grandmother would tell the mui tsai to be sure to save me some food. I
especially liked red bean juk,\fn{Rice gruel} and when the weather was hot she would tell the mui tsai to cook me
some. When I was home, I would sew clothes for myself on Grandmother’s old-fashioned foot-pedal machine, the
kind that rocked back and forth.
On Sundays I would go to church with Grandmother. Both she and Grandfather were baptized at the local
Church of Christ. I wasn;t baptized until after I came to America and had six children.\fn{ Was she arranged in
marriage, she was asked next}
No, Grandfather introduced us when your father came back from America. Your father was very active in those
days and he often shopped at [Grandfather’s] Shanghai Trunk Company.\fn{ In San Francisco’s Chinatown} He also
knew Wah Ching,\fn{Chin Lung’s oldest daughter-in-law} who had a bath house and beauty parlor on Stockton Street.
He played mah jongg with her.
When your father returned to China for a bride at the age of thirty-two, Wah Ching had him bring some headscarves, needles, and slippers to Grandmother and wrote home to recommend your father. At that time I was
studying to become a midwife in Canton and was not interested in getting married. Grandmother wrote and told
me to accompany her back to Nam Shan village.\fn{ Chin Lung’s native village} She fooled me into going back to the
village to marry your father. Your father’s village, Pai Shan, was not far from Nam Shan and she had agreed to
give me away in marriage. I agreed to it because I wanted to come to America.
In marriage, a bamboo door should be paired with a bamboo door, a wooden door with a wooden
door.\fn{Meaning that a husband’s and wife’s class backgrounds should match } Ours was not a good match because your
father was poor. He had an uncle lend him $300 to come home for a bride. But he was a Gold Mountain man and
that’s what mattered. He still had a younger brother who was married with three children in the village to support.
His father had died when he was fourteen and he had borrowed money from his uncle to come to America. I knew
he was just a laborer who worked on a flower farm. He told me I would have to work hard in America, but I still
wanted to come.
Your father was older than me by eight years, but that was not unusual for marriages to Gold Mountain men.
Despite the age difference, I liked him. He told me that he would go back to America and try to bring me over. He
made it clear that he wasn’t sure he could do it. I wanted to come to America to open a new road for myself and
your two uncles. It was one step at a time.
We were married in 1937 in your father’s village. We had a simple but traditional wedding. Just a couple of
banquet tables. Your mother rode in a red sedan chair. Your father stayed in China for a few months and then
returned to America to take care of the paperwork so I could come.
I lived with your paternal grandmother for six months in Pai Shan’s. She was mean to me and your mother
suffered.\fn{Mistreatment of daughters-in-law by mothers-in-law was common in China } Everyone called her Kau Ma because
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she was always arguing with people. She had an evil heart and worshipped money. She insisted that your father
buy her all this stuff so she could eat well and dress well. She had pigs and grew sweet potatoes, taro, melons, and
green vegetables. I had to work in the fields, carry manure and urine out to fertilize the crops, and help with the
harvesting.
I never worked so hard. Even after I became pregnant with your oldest sister, I still had to work hard. If I
didn’t she would complain. When I cooked rice, she was so afraid I would cook too much she rationed the rice out
herself. When the rice bin got low, she accused me of stealing. She was even meaner to my sister-in-law, who
came from a poor family.
After six months of that, I couldn’t take it anymore. I wrote your father and said I had to go to Macao to have
the baby. He sent me some money and I never went back to live with his mother again. Your sister was born at the
Bak Ma Hong Hospital\fn{St. Raphael Hospital} in Macao.
In Macao I rented a room from Grandfather because I was now a married woman. Your father sent money
home to support us as well as his mother and brother in the village. He was only making $80 a month as a
gardener on a private estate.\fn{In Menlo Park, California} Practically his whole paycheck was sent to support two
households in China.
After I came to America during the war,\fn{World War II} my mother-in-law died and then my own parents. We
couldn’t get money to them because of the war and they died of sickness and starvation during an epidemic. It
was unfortunate that no one helped my mother return to the United States. My uncles said that my mother was
like a buddha.\fn{Sat around all day} She couldn’t work and was too used to having servants. If she came back to
America, they would have to find someone to take care of her. Mother was also very frail and nearsighted, unlike
my aunt, who was smart enough to return to the United States with a brother.\fn{ Why did your grandparents prerfer to
live in Macao rather than in the village, she was asked }
It was safer and more comfortable. We had a front and back garden and two outhouses. The mui tsai would
help us flush the toilets by pouring water. There was no tap water, but we had two wells that had water in them all
year round. We also had a bathroom: no bathtub, but we used buckets of water to wash ourselves. It was a big
house. Two stories tall until Grandfather added a third floor. The Japanese were always bombing the villages, but
not Macao. We were safe there.
Everyone said life in America was good, except Grandmother, but I didn’t believe her. She warned me that life
would be hard there. Before I left for America, she said to me,
“Ying, when you go to America, don’t be lazy. Work hard and you will become rich. Work and be frugal. Your
grandfather grew potatoes and although I was busy enough at home, I sewed on a foot-treadle machine, made
buttons, and wove loose threads.\fn{ Did finishing work} I only had one mui tsai to help with the children and
housework. But I saved enough so that when I returned to Macao, I was able to buy property.”
Not only did Grandfather have a house built in Macao, but he also built a house in Nam Shan that was two
stories tall with concrete walls and balconies. After Grandmother died, all the property went to the sons. Since my
mother had married out, we girls weren’t entitled to any of the inheritance.
Finally your father arranged for me and your sister to immigrate on merchant papers. He was\fn{ Supposedly}
doing business at an import company. I went to Hong Kong and your father sent money to us via the gam saan
jong\fn{Literally “Goden Mountain firm,” an export-import firm doing business between the Americas and China—handling remittances
and correspondence for overseas Chinese, providing hostel facilities for emigrants and returning immigrants, helping to process paperwork,
booking passage for emigrants, and acting as middlemen for the sale of immigration “slots” } run by Uncle Dew.\fn{Aka Tom Yip
Pooh} He helped us make the necessary arrangements to come by boat. Your sister was four and I was twenty-

seven years old when we came to Gold Mountain on the SS President Coolidge. It was 1941.
I heard people say that Gold Mountain was a good place. Like going to heaven. But you really don’t know
until you’ve been there. It’s been a hard life for your mother all the way.
We were on that boat for over a month. Others got seasick and threw up, but neither I nor your sister got
seasick. We came by steerage with lots of people. Slept in separate bunk beds. The food was good except I didn’t
like any of the meat the way they cooked it. They usually served Western food—lamb chops, beef, chicken. Your
sister ate just about everything, but I couldn’t.
When we arrived in San Francisco, Angel Island\fn{ Immigration Station} had burned down and we were detained
at temporary quarters in San Francisco\fn{ At 801 Silver Avenue} for three weeks. We had to wait our turn to be
interrogated. Our name was Yung, so alphabetically we werelast.\fn{ Actually, the order in which people were called was
based on date of arrival and availability of witnesses, not on alphabetical order } We shared a large room with other women. It
was quite comfortable. The air was good and it was spacious. We each had our own bed. Meals were taken down-
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stairs in the dining hall with men on one side and women on the other. We had three meals a day and the food was
pretty good. For breakfast we had toast, oatmeal, eggs. The children had milk, and the adults, tea. There was
coffee, but we didn’t like coffee then. Lunch and dinner consisted of a variety of Chinese dishes with rice, like
vermicelli and dried shrimp, steamed fish, chicken, and soup.
I ate everything except for some of the meat, which I found too “wild.” That’s how I got fat coming to
America. Your father sent barbecued duck to us at least four times. Once he sent soy sauce chicken. We must have
finished three jars of fermented bean cakes while we were there. Bought them at the little store that sold all kinds
of snacks. My grandmother had also given us a box of food to take on the trip—cookies, salted plums, oyster
sauce, canned fish, fermented black beans. The two of us finished it all before we were landed.
It\fn{The interrogation} was quite simple. They asked me when I married. They asked about my mother and
father, where they were born. They asked how many brothers and sisters I had. That was it.\fn{ Actually, she and her
husband were asked close to 100 questions } It took no more than an hour. I just answered what they asked. Why should I
be afraid? I wasn’t a crook or a robber. If they let me land, fine. If not, too bad. Nothing to be scared about. Your
sister kept crying throughout, she was so shy.
As soon as I signed my name, they allowed us to land. Yelled out our names and said it’s time to go. Everyone
was happy for us. The women who were coming in as paper daughters and had made mistakes in their
interrogations cried when they saw us leave. They said,
“You’re lucky Heong Ma” (that’s what they called me because your sister’s name was Heong) “to be landed so
soon. We don’t know when we’ll be allowed to leave this place.”
You remember Feng Goon’s mother? She was stuck there after I left. Her husband was trying to get her in as a
paper daughter and she had made mistakes. She wasn’t landed until three months after me. Then there was Ng
Feng, who also came posed as a paper daughter. She cried when she saw me leave. Burned incense to scare away
the evil spirits. She said,
“Let’s get rid of the evil spirits so that we can follow Heong Ma.”
I still remember what she said. There was Mui, Lee, Seeto, many who couldn’t land. Some waited for over a
year. Then the war came and they released all these women.
Your father met us and took us to the Yee Wo Hotel in Chinatown. We stayed in San Francisco for a few
weeks, visiting relatives while waiting for the immigration papers. Then your father took us to live in Menlo Park,
where he had been working with your granduncle as gardeners on a private estate. They pruned, watered, and
mowed the grass. There were lots of fruit trees—peaches, pears, grapes, and apples—and all kinds of flowers. The
wealthy white boss lived in San Francisco and sent us a check every month for taking care of her flowers and fruit
orchards. Your granduncle got $100 a month, and your father, $80. That was considered good wages. We were
given a shack to live in. No bathroom, no ice box, just a wood-burning stove and a broken-down bed with a used
mattress.
I got a job picking suckers\fn{Off flowers} for relatives. Started at six in the morning and returned at six. Twelve
hours a day, twenty-five cents an hour. If the relative had a good year, I would be paid at the end of the season. If
not, he would owe me the money, sometimes for as long as a few years. Your father drove me there in his old
jalopy in the morning and picked me up at the end of the day. Then I would go get firewood and cook dinner.
When your second sister was born in the shack, there was only a kerosene lamp. We didn’t have money to go
to the hospital.\fn{Here the author says: My sister Sandy remembers that my father said he was afraid to take my mother to the hospital
at night becase he might be mistaken for a Japanese american and arrested for breaking the curfew and relocation orders enforced during
World war II} We didn’t have a phone, so your father went to the next farmhouse to call this old demon of a

midwife to help. She took a long time to come. She was in her eighties and shaking. She felt my womb and said it
felt normal, even though my water bag had broken the day before and the baby still refused to come out. Your
father lit the kerosene lamp and burned wood in the stove. It was a cold, rainy day in March when I gave birth to
your second older sister. Your father helped by boiling water and cutting the umbilical cord. There was a lot of
bleeding. I almost died.
After a month of rest, I went back to work. Left the two girls at home. Your father and granduncle took turns
looking after them. Fed them milk and changed the baby’s diapers.
I cried a lot when I first came to Menlo Park. So this was what Gold Mountain was all about! So this was
heaven! No bathtub, no ice box, a wood-burning stove, no hot water. I wanted to go back to China, where we had
servants to cook and to serve us, where I was happy eating my grandfather’s food and wearing my grandfather’s
clothes. Here I had to do everything myself, including washing the laundry by hand and fetching the firewood. It
was a sorrowful three years.
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When I became pregnant with your third sister, I said no matter what, I was not going to have the baby in
Menlo Park. It was a matter of life and death. I told your father,
“Even if you don’t want to go to San Francisco, I am leaving.”
There were two Chinese woman obstetricians in the city and I was determined to have my next child in a
hospital. I would find work sewing or doing something. I just didn’t want to continue working and living like that
in Menlo Park. Besides, we were worried that your father would be drafted.
After we moved to San Francisco, he found a good-paying job working at the shipyard, which exempted him
from the draft, and I sewed at home. Your third sister was born at the beginning of 1943, your fourth sister at the
end of 1943, you in 1946, and your brother in 1948.
Not until you were all in school did I sew in the factory, but I would bring work home at night. I couldn’t speak
English, so I couldn’t work anywhere else but Chinatown. The Chinese always cheated you. You worked all day
for low wages. There were no set hours, so you could come and go. When you worked for whites you were paid
by the hour so you had to work fast, but the wages were higher. The Chinese paid you by the dozen. If you
worked fast, you made more. If you were slow, you made less. I was so-so.
I was never let go; I usually quit. All those years, I worked at only three factories. I joined the union sometime
in the 1950s. Worked until I was sixty-two. Your father didn’t make enough to feed all six of you. And I had to
send money home four times a year to my sisters and brothers. Grandfather refused to support them after our
mother died.\fn{According to Chinese tradition, once a daughter married out, she belonged to her husband’s family. My greatgrandfather Chin Lung was considered generous for helping his daughter out when her husband fell on hard times. He was not expected to
continue supporting her children after her death}

After sewing all day, I still had to come home to cook and take care of the housework. Your father just worked
and didn't help at home.\fn{The author says: In all fairness, my father always helped with the cooking, laundry and housework } It
was harder than working in China. For eight years, we lived in this two-room apartment on Stockton Street with
no private bathroom, kitchen, or hot water. All of you crammed into two bunk beds. Had to cook and boil water
by the window on a three-burner stove. That’s how I raised you all. Then we moved to a flat in North Beach and
things got better.\fn{What was Chinatown like when you first came, she was then asked}
Things were cheap. You could buy a heavy bag of groceries for twenty-five cents. You could even buy five
cents worth of pork. Now it’s at least one dollar. Green onions, ginger, garlic, black beans were free. Innards were
given away. Sure, I was only making a dollar or two sewing twelve hours a day, but food and rent were cheap.
That two-room apartment was only $18, water included. Rent, telephone, and electricity cost us a little over $20 a
month.
Now we talk about needing $1,000 a month to cover expenses. And Chinatown wasn’t so crowded and unsafe.
No one got mugged or robbed. We kept our doors unlocked. People would stay out in the streets until one or two
in the morning. Now Chinatown closes down after dark.\fn{ Have your hopes been fulfilled in America, she was asked}
Yes, considering that I originally hoped for a better future for myself. That has been fulfilled. All five of my
daughters have finished school and have good jobs.\fn{ A note reads: My brother—aher only son—was in an accident when he
was nine years old and has since been institutionalized and confined to a. wheelchair } I feel satisfied with life, especially after I
accepted Jesus Christ into my life. Now I’m retired with a good pension and am more active in church affairs. I’ve
traveled around a bit and have concluded that America is the best country to live in. Why? First, the mild weather.
Second, freedom is good. Third, food is cheap and plentiful. No matter where I go, there’s no better place to call
home than San Francisco.
1916

150.102 Election\fn{by Ch’in Chao-yang (1916- )} Huangkang County, Hupeh Province, China (M) 2
At the election meeting people were discussing candidates. According to population ratio, this village was to
elect three representatives to the district people’s congress, and three candidates had already been nominated. The
first, Chin Shih-hsüeh, had been secretary of the Party branch for six consecutive years. Next was Wang Shun-te,
an old herb-medicine doctor and a model medical worker in the county. The third one was Chin Chia-kuei, a
young man in his twenties, head of the county’s model mutual-aid team. Now the women nominated another
candidate, Chang Ch’iao-feng, Chili Chia-kuei’s wife.
Yin Hsiao-chen, a young girl, was explaining in a silver bell-like voice why they had nominated Chang
Ch’iao-feng:
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“Without Chang Ch’iao-feng, is it possible for her man Chia-kuei to do well on the mutual-aid team? Two
years ago in the spring, when the team had just been set up, we women were not yet used to working in the fields.
Who was it that influenced the rest of us to go to work in the fields by quietly going first? Later, who was the first
to endure the hardships, chose the heaviest work, and moved us so much that we forgot our fatigue? When it came
time for work evaluations and point allotments, who confronted male members with the facts, fought and won for
us equal work?”
It had never, even in his dreams, occurred to Chin Chia-kuei that people would give Ch’iao-feng such support.
At first he was surprised, then he became bitter, especially toward the women of his own mutual-aid team.
“Huh! I led you to progress, but now here you are criticizing my shortcomings. Shame on you!”
He wanted to leave the meeting posthaste. He did not hear the people welcoming the Party branch secretary,
Chin Shih-hsüeh, to speak, nor did he hear the old doctor, Wang Shun-te, speaking. He was not aroused until the
chairman had called his name twice.
He pulled himself together, cleared his throat with a cough, and went up to the rostrum. If he had taken this
opportunity to review his shortcomings and had urged everyone to vote for Ch’iao-feng instead of himself, people
would certainly have praised him; unfortunately, he did not. Instead, he tried to gain back his prestige with a
touching speech.
“Fellow villagers, my mutual-aid team was the first in the whole village.”
He started the same old story again, covering the year before last, to last year, and then to the present. It was a
long speech, but lacking anything new.
“Same old story, bragging again!”
“You don’t have to chant that ‘model liturgy’ of yours, we all know it by heart.”
Chin Chia-kuei, unaware of these hushed criticisms, continued on. When he finally finished, thundering
applause and yelling burst out, but not in response to his long speech, rather to welcome Chang Ch’iao-feng to
speak.
Chang Ch’iao-feng was humble and shy. She tried to get away from several women who urged her on, but,
giggling, she was finally dragged to the rostrum. This is what Chin Chia-kuei saw: Ch’iao-feng suddenly raised
her head, straightened her back, and calmly stood there. Her beautiful rosy face shone brightly, as did her large
eyes. She even seemed a little taller. With her finger she brushed back a lock of hair from her forehead and,
surprisingly enough without hesitation, she began to speak.
“Fellow villagers, today several things came to my mind that trouble me. First, during the peak wheat season
last fall I was planning to mobilize the team members to organize a nursery, this to enable the womenfolk who
were tied up with children to work in the fields. However, I was a little sick at that time and feared problems I
might encounter. I didn’t make a wholehearted effort, and it was all because I was not resolute enough to face the
challenge. Secondly, after three years our mutual-aid team still has not become an agricultural cooperative. Here
again I haven’t worked hard enough. I shall accomplish these two things in the future, whether I’m elected as a
representative or not. Furthermore, some women in our village are still abused by men or oppressed by mothersin-law. I shall do my best to elevate the status of women and fight against such oppression.”
Her last words were especially forceful. The whole meeting again burst into stormy applause.
“It’s still our Ch’iao-feng who looks ahead instead of chanting that same ancient liturgy!” yelled the straightforward Li Kuei-hua, who ran up, grabbed Ch’iao-feng’s shoulders, and laughed herself breathless.
Suddenly, Ch’iao-feng’s mother-in-law stood up, clapped her hands and started to mumble.
“This is awful! We only need three representatives for our district, and you have elected four candidates. Who
wouldn’t vote for the Party branch secretary Chin Shih-hsüeh? As to the old doctor Shun-te, won’t everyone vote
for him too? That leaves a man and woman from the same house. Who shall we vote for?”
What she really meant was that if her daughter-in-law were elected, her son would certainly be upset; she knew
her son well. Many others had also considered this point, but the chairman had adjourned the meeting and nobody
wanted to bother with such insignificant matters. Moreover, this, being an election, should be fair. Vote for the
best person, regardless of whether it’s a man or a woman.
Chin Chia-kuei quickly walked home and sat down dejectedly on the kang. After a moment he heard Ch’iaofeng talking happily with his mother in the front room, as she helped her with the cooking.
“So, you! …”
He gritted his teeth angrily and muttered. Suddenly he yelled in a rude voice:
“Ch’iao-feng, come here!”
Ch’iao-feng came in, her hands covered with flour, her face still beaming with joy.
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“You, what did you think you were saying a moment ago at the meeting?”
“What did I say?” Ch’iao-feng was startled.
“You said you would fight against the oppression of women by men. Who’s oppressing you?”
“I didn’t mean you … what’s the matter with you?”
“Why did you have to say those things at today’s meeting? You also said that in three years our team has not
yet become a cooperative. What are you trying to do to me?”
“So, this is the kind of person you really are!” said the gentle, guileless Ch’iao-feng, also becoming angry.
The two argued back and forth, both becoming so upset that they did not eat. The old woman also became too
disturbed to eat. She could not say that her daughter-in-law was wrong, nor could she stand to blame her son at
that moment. All she could do was wring her hands, stamp her feet, and sigh. Finally she could stand it no longer
and ran out looking for someone to talk to, heedless of the consequences.
She first found the chair of the women’s association.
“Oh, chairman, I told you not to nominate them both as candidates. Since they’ve been married, they have
never had such a quarrel. They won’t even eat.”
Next she went to look for Li Kuei-hua, and rattled off the story in detail again from beginning to end.
Wang Ts’ui-jung and Li Kuei-hua were both angry. In addition, Yin Hsiao-chen, who lived next door to the
Chins, had heard the quarrel distinctly, especially Chin Chia-kuei’s loud voice as he purposely tried to outshout
his opponent. Before long, all the women of the village plus some of the men were outraged, and were blaming
Chin Chia-kuei.
That night a formal election was held. The results surprised even those who had been anticipating. Chin Chiakuei, who was defeated, got only three votes. Chang Ch’iao-feng, on the other hand, was elected almost
unanimously.
This was too heavy a blow for Chin Chia-kuei and he left the meeting before it was adjourned. His mother
followed him sighing …
When Wang Tsui-jung and Chin Shih-hsüeh came to the house with Ch’iao-feng, Chia-kuei was lying
motionless on the kang, his head buried under the quilt. They called him, but he did not answer. He was like a
person who had been crushed by overwhelming public opinion.
His mother, who obviously had given up pacifying him, also went to sleep. She tossed and turned, sighed and
mumbled to herself on the kang in the opposite room.
Chin Chia-kuei still did not utter a word, so Ch’iao-feng asked the chairman and the secretary to go home; she
wanted to talk to Chia-kuei alone. After the two had left, she pulled the quilt back from his face and saw tears in
his eyes. She kissed his cheek, and said softly”
“I’m not angry with you, but you must realize—”
“I … realize …”
He spoke hoarsely, tears falling from the corners of his eyes.
188.85 Excerpt from A Journey Of Twenty-Seven Years\fn{by Lin Beili aka Lin Yin (1916- )} Shanghai, China (F)
11
It could be said that war never left me. I was born in the second year of the First World War, and now it is the
fourth year of the Second World War. When capitalism progressed to imperialism, powerful nations became aware
of the cruelty and terror of war and tried to avoid an unprecedented slaughter. But vying ever more heatedly for
economic benefits in colonized countries, the tension accelerated in imperialist countries. Not long after fierce
international competition, the First World War broke out in the autumn of 1914. At the second anniversary of the
First World War, July 27, 1916, at dawn, when the sky was overcast with red clouds and the sun gradually rose
above the horizon, overshadowing the glare of gunfire, I was born in a corner in Shanghai.
*
Although the honorable Mr. Zhongshan\fn{aka Sun Wen, Sun Yat Sen (d.1925), the founder of the Nationalist Party (1912)
and the Republic of China [1912-1949, on the Chinese Mainland; 1950- the present day on the island of Taiwan] } succeeded in 1911
with his revolution in overthrowing the Manchu dictator government, the lingering feudal powers in China were
not eliminated. Even five years after the founding of the Republic, China did not become a liberated nation as the
honorable Mr. Zhongshan had envisioned. After I was born, Li Yuanhong’s fall from power was followed by that
of Yuan Shikai.\fn{Something is wrong here. Li Yuanhong (1864-1928) was a Chinese general serving under the Manchu rule, who
joined the Nationalist Revolution and was later made President of the Republic. Yuan Shikai (1859-1916) was the first President of the

1002

Republic of China, but he died shortly after he proclaimed himself Emperor of China }

After that came the chaotic wars among
northern warlords. I was born and raised in such a tumultuous time.
*
My father’s surname was Lin, his given name Jingxing, styled Hanbi. Later he used Hanbi as his name. Father
was grandfather’s eldest son. He was handsome and tall, with fine features, which won him the nickname
“Handsome Man.” He had large, bluish eyes shadowed with long and thick lashes. His fine, black hair had a
brown tint to it. These were the most apparent features that I inherited from him. His temperament was mild and
graceful, and he treated people politely. He was pure and dignified by nature, and his thought was progressive. He
treated grandfather with piety and his brothers with love. Father acted like a lamb when dealing with kind people,
but was like a tiger when fighting against the evil, yielding to none.
I heard that he was very smart as a child. Once, when Great Grandfather was celebrating his birthday,
Grandfather asked a newly elected zhuang yuan\fn{The designation of the candidate who stood first on the list of passers of the
final examination in the civil service recruitment examination sequence in the Chinese Empire, a highly coveted and esteemed title } to
compose a birthday eulogy. The day before the occasion, the eulogy was written and delivered to the house. It was
indeed a great honor and the entire family was passing it around in excitement. Father also joined in rushing to
read it. He was only seven years old, but was already able to write short essays, so grandfather handed him the
composition. After he finished reading it, he suddenly crumpled it and tore it into pieces, yelling,
“The content does not fit the title, completely meaningless.”
This happened so unexpectedly that nobody was able to stop him in time. In the feudal society of patriarchal
dictatorship, such behavior was outrageous. Great Grandfather was shaking with rage, and Grandfather was
gnashing his teeth in anger. As for Grandmother, she was shivering with terror. The people surrounding them were
all scared, looking at one another in dead silence. This was truly too much. Even though Father was Great
Grandfather’s eldest grandson, Grandfather’s eldest son, and the most adored child in the family, he committed a
grave crime this time. Destroying an essay by the new zhuang yuan of the imperial court not only humiliated that
official, it amounted to the crime of “deceiving the emperor.”
How horrible! With such a charge, even Grandfather with his official title could not take the consequences, not
to mention the retired Great Grandfather. The family decided to give him a thorough beating and use his bruised
little body to redeem his mistake with the zhuang yuan the next day. That might mend his crime somewhat and
alleviate official punishment. A ruler was produced, and Father was forced to lie down on his stomach. Who could
bear to afflict the soft and white skin of a child with such violence? But who could rescue him?
Grandfather, the executor as a matter of course, picked up the ruler with shaking hands. Father did not cry,
only defiantly awaiting the beating. Great maternal love conquering fear, Grandmother threw herself on her
beloved darling and shielded him with her own body. She begged Great Grandfather, Grandfather and everybody
else there, hoping that someone would stand up and prevent such cruelty, a disaster in the Lin household.
Grandfather softened, but then tried to muster his courage again to carry on this punishment in order to rid the
family of potential disaster from the emperor. He sighed, saying to Grandmother:
“You get up! This is a show to win sympathy from the imperial court. What other choice do we have? Unless
somebody knows the original essay and manages to copy it all down, nothing less could redress the situation. But
Heaven knows! Who would know the original wording?” At this, Father suddenly started laughing and jumped
up, yelling,
“The disaster is over! The disaster is over! Ha! Father, why didn’t you say so earlier? You broke my heart! I
don’t fear that the emperor would cut my head off, but I am really afraid that you would beat me to death.
Because I love you so much, if I die this way, I would certainly become a wronged ghost. As for retrieving the
essay, that’s easy. Give me a pen and ink quickly. When I’m done, I have to hurry and go horse riding!”
Though the entire family knew he was smart, this was an exaggeration! Having no better solution, they could
only let him try. After Father finished writing, he ran out of the door in the wink of an eye.
Grandmother was sweating, worrying whether Father got it right. Then everybody passed around and read out
loud the essay Father recalled from memory. Nobody dared say that it was completely correct, they merely felt it
was about right. A severe beating was thus avoided.
On Great Grandfather’s birthday, every room in the house was decorated with lanterns and colored streamers.
A great number of guests came, all in a jolly mood. Great Grandfather was a little beside himself with joy.
Grandfather and Grandmother were constantly worried, and anxious about the essay the child had reproduced.
Grandfather feared that if that essay turned out to be incorrect, and the zhuang yuan started pressing charges, what
could he do? Even if it was reproduced correctly, the handwriting was obviously different and he might get
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offended, and then what? Soon it was noon and the zhuang yuan swung in, riding in a sedan carried by eight men.
Upon entering the front gate, he saw Great Grandfather and the the rest of the family kneeling down to show
respect. He immediately got out of the sedan, saying:
“I don’t deserve this! I don’t deserve this! I should bow to Great Grandpa. Get up, get up quickly!”
But instead of getting up, everybody kowtowed to him. This indeed startled him, since this kind of ceremony
was carried too far. He said to himself:
“What is this? Why is this happening?” Only then did Grandfather dare raise his head and said in a trembling
voice:
“Your lowly servant deserves to die, to have such an unfilial son who violated your imperial writing. If you
could kindly forgive the seven-year-old child, your lowly servant will report the whole thing to you.” The zhuang
yuan said:
“No harm, no harm, what major crime could a child commit? Get up and tell me!”
Grandfather assisted Great Grandfather to his feet, and with his voice still trembling, started telling the zhuang
yuan how his essay was destroyed by the child and how that child had tried to retrieve it from memory. He asked
the zhuang yuan to correct the essay and kindly forgive the child. Upon hearing this, the zhuang yuan frowned,
but then said:
“Forget it. Since the child could write it out from memory, why not let him recite it to me?”
So Father was dragged in, and he calmly recited the whole essay from start to finish. After he heard Father’s
recitation, the zhuang yuan thumped the table. Everybody started shaking again, thinking something horrendous
was going to happen. But to everyone’s surprise, he cried,
“He is an infant prodigy!”
He asked for a writing brush and ink and wrote “prodigy” on a horizontal inscription board. Putting down the
pen, he quickly held Father in his arms and set him on his knees, holding Father’s little hand and asking him this
and that. He also gave Father a silk robe and two cakes of precious ink as presents. Only then was the entire
family relieved. From then on Father’s name as prodigy spread out all over the county.
Father’s was an official family from the old feudal society. They lived for generations in Minhou, Fujian. They
owned houses, land, and other property. After Great Grandfather died, Grandfather carried on as an official, and
thus kept up the appearance of a prominent family. Unfortunately, however, when Father was nine years old, my
virtuous and capable Grandmother died of illness. After losing his domestic assistant, who showed authority and
humility on appropriate occasions, Grandfather soon revealed his true nature. In just a few years, he obtained
concubine after concubine and started drinking and philandering. Father was very filial to Grandfather, but his
dignified nature did not allow him to hide his discontent with such a family, nor could he treat those concubines
with due respect. Pretty soon the entire family considered him “a nail in the eyes.”
At the end of that year, with the excuse of “quiet study,” Grandfather packed Father off to a nearby scenic spot
—Mount Gu, where he hired a teacher for him. Father then started his monk-like life, without actually becoming a
monk. Thanks to this experience, he laid a solid foundation in literature. While Father was engaged in learning,
Grandfather’s family was failing steadily, either this concubine walking out or that one running away, which
disheartened Grandfather completely. Later he ended his official career on the pretext of retirement. He already
knew by then that his two younger sons—my second uncle and third uncle—did not have the potential that Father
did, so he summoned Father back from Mount Gu and sent him to school. After that he would often stroke
Father’s head and say:
“You are very good, you can study hard. You should study diligently and make something of yourself. The
Lins have no one but you to depend on. I am too old. In recent years we’ve truly had bad fortune. Don’t forget
that you are Grandfather’s eldest grandson!”
After entering school, Father indeed put great effort into his studies. He resented his conservative family but
accepted the mission to restore it. He also intended to reform it. As for exactly how, I do not think that he had a
clear idea.
Upon graduation, Father immediately went to Japan wher:e he enrolled in the Imperial University to study law
and government. He was only twenty then. He returned to China the following year and met Mother in Shanghai.
At that time, Mother was a member of the Revolutionary Alliance (Tong meng hui),\fn{Formed in 1905 by Sun Yat Sen,
the precursor of the Kuomintang, or Nationalist Party} and an immediate assistant to Qiu Jin, Female Knight of
Jianhu.\fn{A poet and revolutionary (1875-1907); a believer in women’s rights to education and economic independence, she was
executed for trying to overthrow the Manchu Dynasty } Mother had by then devoted herself for five or six years to the
revolution to overthrow the Manchu government. Father’s uncle was a local government official in Mother’s
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hometown, so that Father and Mother were connected by this relationship between the families. They started out
being friends and then fell in love. Mother’s condition of marriage was:
“Never serve under the Qing government and never be an official.”
At the age of twenty-two, he accepted this condition and married her. That was a grave blow to Grandfather.
He felt that not only did Mother rob him of his son, she also destroyed a candidate who was to carry on the family
career of officialdom. Because Father had given up the mission he had promised to accomplish, Grandfather
resented Mother from the beginning.
After getting married, Father returned to the Imperial University to continue his education. But because of
Grandfather’s bitterness, Mother had to provide for Father financially. Later Father went to study in Germany and
did not come back until he was twenty-eight years old, the third year of the Republic. By then he had joined the
Revolutionary Alliance and later the Nationalist Party.
Returning to China, Father was appointed the Secretary of the Congress. He had his own political ideals, but as
politics in China never moved along in any stable fashion, he was frustrated all the time. He only associated with
a few people, among them Song Jiaoren.\fn{ A revolutionary (1882-1913) who assumed political position within the Nationalist
government in 1912, but was assassinated on Yuan Shikai’s order in 1913 } Song and Father depended on each other and Father
had become Song’s indispensable assistant. I heard that Father drafted all of Song’s political addresses and papers.
Unfortunateiy Song was assassinated. Afterwards, Yuan Shikai appeared on the political scene eager to be an
emperor. During his presidency, he dismissed the congress and ordered any anti-Yuan activists to be arrested.
Father had to move his family to Benxi Lake in Shenyang.
Father's appointment was too short, and his political expenditures high. Besides, he had to provide for
Grandfather. As a result, in a few years Mother’s financial condition got worse. Within Father’s family, he had
Mother, my three-year-old sister, two cousins also in politics, a male servant and a maid. I was at the same time
growing in Mother’s womb. Mother had serious pregnancy symptoms and could not work, so the family lived on
her savings. Because of our financial strain, Mother dismissed the male
servant.
Still, the six~person household was hard to manage. Fortunately she sustained the family with incredible
strength, we got by all right. Father never learned how to run a family, but with Mother’s constant love, he lived
an easy life, except for worries about his career.
Nine months later, Father received a telegram from Grandfather. He was bound by filial duty to leave the north
for the south. I’ve mentioned earlier that I had two uncles. My second uncle was not particularly intelligent, but
was very kind and straightforward. He worked in the business field all along, which suited him very well as a
lifetime occupation. My third uncle was not a bit less intelligent than Father. His expertise was rapid reading and
his credentials in literature, science as well as politics were very strong. He knew exactly how to curry favor, and I
heard that he did not make good use of his talent. He was a politician, a businessman, later a newspaperman, and
an educator. But he always changed his name and moved from one occupation to another. While Father was at
Benxi Lake, Third Uncle was the manager of a bank, but because he could not account for certain expenses, the
government wanted to confiscate our family property. Father received a telegram that read:
Quickly raise funds, rescue Third Brother, and save our family reputation.

Father wanted to gather funds to save face for Grandfather, but worried that his acquaintances in the north
would talk about the embarrassing event about his younger brother. Left with no alternative, he decided to go to
Shanghai alone first. The night before he left, Mother said to him in an unusually loving tone:
“Bi, you go on first, and be sure to find a job, as long as it is not against our agreement. We have many old
friends In Shanghai and my sister is there. You could gather some loan money from them and send it to your
father for now. But don’t forget to keep some for our return to the south. We don’t have to, nor can we, live in the
north any longer. Besides, I am about to give birth, which is another factor.”
Father promised to do what she had said, consoled her for the whole night, and left for Shanghai the next
morning. Upon arrival in Shanghai, he became the chief writer for The China Times (Shishi xin bao),\fn{It was the
Nationalist Chinese party organ } writing editorials to attack Yuan and the warlords. His editorials were both accurate
and powerful, winning him the reputation as a leader in the Shanghai press circle. But Father never sent Mother
money to facilitate the entire family’s journey to the south. Not that he forgot Mother’s bidding, but that he was
not good at borrowing money and he did not want to tell my aunt about it. He might have gathered some money
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from his limited resources and have sent it to Grandfather. It was nine months later, thanks to my aunt’s assistance
and Mother’s own effort, that Mother took us to Shanghai.
It was midnight, the seventeenth day of my infancy. On his way home from his newspaper office, Father was
knocked down by a car on Mahuo Road. The driver was a British man named Kerning in Chinese. Some said that
Kerning was assigned secretly by Yuan Shikai to assassinate father, and some said that he was drunk and careless
while driving. What we knew for certain was that he was a running dog of the warlords and later died on the
battlefield in the Jiangzhe area. Father’s life was thus sacrificed for no good reason. Mother refused to accept
Kerning’s offer of a generous compensation fee, and took the case to court. But the consular jurisdiction was in
the hands of the imperialists, leaving us the oppressed with no hope of winning. I have virtually no impression of
Father, other than these scattered accounts I heard from Mother.
*
Mother played a major role in my life. She raised me single~handedly and influenced me the most. Naturally 1
know more about her than about Father. Her surname was Xu, a prominent family in Chonghua, Zhejiang. Her
given name was Yunhua, styled Xiaoshu, but later she used her hao\fn{ Her alternative name, other than her given name and
style} for official documents. She was an extremely strong person. Her strength of mind outshone her tenderness,
as her emotions did her rationality. She was full of sympathy but at the same time would not tolerate
wrongdoings. She would soften on her attitude but would never give in. She liked to follow her own will, but
never deviated hom justice. She had an independent mind, and she taught me to be the same through love and
tenderness. A progressive activist of her time, she carried out her mission, risked her life, and devoted forty years
of her blood and sweat.
What did she get in return? The Japanese invaded her hometown, destroyed her land and property, and now she
led a life of wandering and poverty. Was this her fault? Did she fail the epoch? Or was it the epoch that sacrificed
her?
The house in which Mother lived as a child was just like the Garden of Grand Vision (Da guan yuan).\fn{ A
garden described in A Dream of the Red Chamber} Growing up in her prosperous family, she enjoyed all kinds of luxury
and comfort. Great Grandfather was a high official in the Manchu government, and Eldest Uncle also reached the
official position of dao tai.\fn{The designation for an official in charge of a circuit in the hierarchy of territorial administration }
Grandfather, living among these high officials, naturally lived a care-free life. People said that Grandfather was
very much like Jia Baoyu,\fn{The male protagonist in A Dream of the Red Chamber} with high literary talent but never
desiring any official post. He liked to have many beautiful maids in the household and also enjoyed associating
with courtesans.
But his wife, of serious nature, hardly ever joked, so that for all her talent, beauty, and the children she bore,
she and Grandfather never developed a loving relationship. Half of the time Grandfather stayed in courtesans’
houses. After she died, Grandfather married a cousin on his mother’s side, and his second wife was my
grandmother who gave birth to Mother.
This grandmother was over twenty years younger than Grandfather, very beautiful, but illiterate. Early on,
everybody tried to persuade Grandmother’s mother to turn down the proposal, telling her that the former wife was
bullied to death. This old lady, however, said with assurance:
“I thank you for your good intentions, but it’s only because you don’t understand my nephew that you think
this way. 1 am quite certain, if my daughter marries him, the two of them will be very happy. His former wife did
not understand my nephew a bit, so of course her talent and beauty was of no use. My daughter shares his taste
and they will make a loving couple.”
Her prophecy fulfilled itself. After my grandparents got married they indeed loved each other very much. Born
generous and agreeable, she was precisely what her mother had said, most suited to be Grandfather’s wife. Very
peculiarly, illiterate as she was, she showed excellent comprehension whenever he discussed poetry and literary
allusions with her, which made her the perfect companion for Grandfather. She not only bought Grandfather many
beautiful maids, but also ordered them to practice playing music and singing. Courtesan acquaintances would all
address my grandmother as “adopted mother” and by now Grandfather stopped visiting at courtesans’ houses
altogether. Later on Grandmother bore two daughters and several sons.
My aunt was the second among all Grandfather’s children while Mother was the youngest one. Aunt was
plump, and Mother was slim. Although they were born of the same mother, Aunt’s personality exactly resembled
that of Grandfather’s former wife. And for that reason my grandfather especially doted on my mother. Grandfather
had stunning musical talent. He played all different kinds of Chinese musical instruments and was a peerless
singer of kun qu.\fn{A kind of musical drama once popular in Southern Jiangsu, Peking and Hebei }He built himself two boats
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and had them decorated with comfortable interiors and luxurious exteriors. In spring and autumn, he often took
my mother along in the boat for sightseeing. He often said:
“Yunguan”—my mother’s nickname—“is very considerate of me. Without her, what do I have to live for?”
One could tell from this what Mother meant to Grandfather. Besides Mother and a band of maids who played
music, there was a girl called “Daiyu in the Xu household.”\fn{ Daiyu also happenes to be the name of the female protagonist
in A Dream of the Red Chamber} Her surname was Lu, a study companion for Aunt. She was the Daiyu in
grandparents’ house. She was known for her ravishing beauty, and her poetic talent equaled that of Mother and
Aunt, but her wit surpassed them both. She was particularly good at painting plum flowers. Grandfather just
adored her. While Mother traveled with Grandfather, she also studied hard. Thanks to her intelligence and the
favorable influence from nature, she gradually built a solid foundation for literature.
In those days marriage was arranged by parents and matchmakers. That was how Aunt married the only son of
the rich gentry Mei family as she just turned twenty. But because the bride had all the beauty in the world and the
bridegroom had zero talent, Aunt regretted marrying him the rest of her life. A few years later, her husband died,
so Aunt came back with her daughter to live with her parents.
Regret and sadness somehow inspired strength in my aunt. She stopped meaningless self-destruction and did
not allow herself to fade away. She decided to devote herself to social affairs. At this time, Dr. Sun Zhongshan’s
revolution was like the light at dawn after a long night, and the Revolutionary Alliance was just recruiting new
members to strengthen itself. Aunt again left her maternal home. But this time, she took a route to transform
herself. In Jiangsu she met Qiu Jin, the knight of Jianhu, and became sworn friends with her. As a result, the
Revolutionary Alliance gained another important member—Xu Zihua.\fn{ A well-known poet (1874-1936)}
Having witnessed aunt’s unhapppiness after marriage and her misery as a daughter-in-law in the old feudal
society, Grandfather decided that he would not let Mother suffer the same fate. He announced that he would find
someone after Mother’s own heart and have him marry into the Xu family. He said furthermore that people from
rich families had too many bad habits, so he would pick someone from a modest background. It was all right if the
future son-in-law was poor, for the Xus had plenty of money.
Because there were so many children and daughters-in-law living in the same compound, Grandfather was
concerned that Mother might have difficulty living there after she got married. So Granbdfather had a new house
built for her, an extremely beautiful and stately house with exquisite sculpture and carving. Everybody in the
village was impressed and wondered which talented man would have the good fortune to be Grandfather’s son-inlaw.
Upon completion of the house, Grandfather assigned land ownership among his offspring. He ordered special
redwood furniture and elegant decorating pieces to be installed in the house in order to welcome the new couple.
Mother’s female cousins were all jealous of her privilege.
But Mother was not happy over this. On the contrary, she felt frustrated and stifled. Of course, she loved her
father and appreciated what he had done forher. She also had a strong attachment to the happy home that she grew
up in. Yet on the other hand, she knew that times were changing fast and she sensed the imminent storm and the
fate of a family like hers. She foresaw its inevitable fall. She was not going to guild her ivory tower over what
would be ruins the next day.
She envied her sister’s social activities. Every time her sister came home, Mother would drag her aside and ask
her about the secret work she was doing. If her sister said that secret work was not to be revealed, she would make
solemn vows to keep it confidential, writing out her oath witrh blood. She would often tremble with excitement
listening to her sister’s descriptions.
As Mother could not quite decide what she wanted to do in life, even to the day she turned twenty-one,
Grandfather still did not succeed in getting her married. In that very year, Grandfather died. Mother grieved
deeply. After that she asked Grandmother to let her go to Shanghai to study. Naturally Grandmother would not
allow it, but she could not resist Mother’s coaxing. Aunt used her influence on the side, so finally Grandmother
gave in. Nevertheless, Grandmother had difficulty raising Mother’s tuition. Mother proposed that she use her
dowry that Grandfather had prepared for her. She offered to give up her new house and assign the land as gifts to
my uncles. Grandmother could no longer find any more excuses, so she let Mother leave for Shanghai after the
mourning period for Grandfather was over.
Mother entered the Patriotic Women’s School (Aiguo nuxue) founded by Mr. Cai Juemin.\fn{ aka Cai Yuanpei
(1868-1940, an important educator and President of Peking University (1916-1926) } From then on she joined Mr Juemin, Qiu
Jin, known as the knight from Jianhu, Aunt, and many other revolutionaries in their work to liberate the Chinese
nation.
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Extremely bright, Mother spoke eloquently and excelled in writing. With her resolve and courage, she soon
became a major woman warrior in the Revolutionary Alliance. She helped Qiu Jin edit women’s newspapers and
also secretly made bombs.
Once a bomb unexpectedly exploded, almost causing a major tragedy. Fortunately Mother avoided disaster by
cleverly negotiating with the policemen. Seeing that she was young and cute, they did not believe that she could
be up to anything dangerous.
After Knight Qiu died, both Mother and Aunt became wanted suspects. They feigned sickness to be admitted
into a Japanese hospital, but shortly after that they risked their lives going to Hangzhou for Knight Qiu’s funeral
and burial. However, they did not succeed. The grave they dug was leveled up by the Qing court. The government
tried to arrest the people involved in her burial. Mother and Aunt again struggled secretly with this evil power,
and finally at a stormy dawn they succeeded in burying Knight Qiu’s remains at the inner West lake, near Xileng
Bridge, which is today’s Wind and Rain Pavilion, built in memory of Knight Qiu. Her knightly bones were at last
laid to rest.
After that, Mother continued her underground work. The party once held a meeting and passed a resolution,
requesting Mother to marry a certain diplomat in the Qing Court. The reason was that this capable diplomat
played a crucial role in the political scene. To win him over from the Manchus, the Revolutionary Alliance
decided that Mother should play the star role in the sex trap.
Mother refused, on the grounds that she was not certain she could change such a person who had long
immersed [himself] in the official circles. She did not want to risk the freedom of her body and mind on such an
adventure. She was willing to accept any other assignment, no matter how dangerous, for the sake of the party, the
country, and her beliefs.
Her appeal was accepted by the party. She did not play Xishi,\fn{ A famous beauty of the early Spring and Autumn
Period of Chinese history (722-468BC), who was presented by the King of Yue as a gift to the King of Wu to bewitch the latter and help
bring down his kingdom} but continued her combat life.

When she met Father at twenty-three, she guessed that this young man would contribute his talent, sweat, and
toil to society and the country. They planned to walk together on the real road of life by marriage. But
unfortunately when they got married, Father had not finished his education.
The first blow came from Grandfather’s discontinuation of financial support to Father. To show her defiance,
Mother persuaded Father to continue studying abroad. As a result, she shouldered the heavy responsibility of the
family finances.
One year later, added to that burden was the birth of my sister. By then, the Revolution of 1911 had succeeded.
Seeing Yuan’s signing of the traitorous “Twenty-one Demands,” his ambition to be the emperor, and the battles
among the northern warlords, she was heart-broken at the thought how the real revolutionaries over the years had
sacrificed their lives.
She decided to shift focus from revolution to education. On the one hand she devoted herself to educating the
younger generation, on the other hand she used the payment from her work to support her family. Her
expectations of her husband, children and students were just like her earlier expectations of the success of
revolution. It was only until Father came back from abroad and she was eight months pregnant with me that she
stopped teaching temporarily.
Fate never loosened its harsh grip on Mother. As I mentioned earlier, since Father failed to succeed in politics
and was forced to lead a secluded life, Mother had to continue to support the family. Father left her for the south
to perform filial duty to his parents. Knowing that the baby she was carrying could not wait for its father to send
them money to be born, she decided to go south herself.
First, she pawned her jewelry and clothing, using the proceeds for travel fare to Shanghai for one of my
cousins. The latter then in Shanghai gathered a sum of money and remitted it to Shenyang. With that money,
another cousin went to Shanghai. At the same time, she redeemed some other items to be brought to Shanghai for
further consignment. She thus managed to send the entire family to Shanghai.
But finally it was Mother herself who was left behind, because they had a short-term loan in Shanghai. The
jewelry and money they had brought there barely covered their fare and paid back the loan. She sold all the
furniture in Shenyang, and that money went to the redemption of the items pawned earlier, things Grandfather had
given her as tokens of remembrance, not to be given away. After weighing the situation she decided to send Father
an express mail in care of Aunt, asking him to think up some solution. Coincidentally, when the letter reached
Aunt, it had a burnt circle in one corner. According to the customs of Mother’s hometown, a letter with a burnt
mark meant either an emergency or bad news. So Aunt took the liberty of opening the letter. Knowing that her
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brother-in-law was not good at financial and family affairs, Aunt simply kept quiet about that letter. Meanwhile,
she immediately sent Mother money for traveling, and that was why I was conceived in Shenyang but born in
Shanghai. Father named me Beili, Northern Beauty, in memory of Shenyang.
*
This was indeed an unfortunate start. Although Father cherished me, everybody rejected me, because he
suddenly met with disaster while Mother was still in bed less than a month after my birth. Being regarded as a
jinx was a major burden I could not avoid. Other than Mother’s occasional caress and insufficient nursing, I lay in
the little bed by the door all day. What a pitiful little creature I was, and yet who had the spare time to care for
me?
When Father died, our family finances fell into hopeless straits. Fortunately, due to Uncle Li Bake and a few
friends’ help, as well as Mother’s own struggle, Mother, Sister and I managed to have a roof above our heads.
Father’s remains were buried next to Xileng Bridge at West Lake, following his wishes. I heard that during the
first few days after his death when people were busy arranging the funeral, Mother was so heart-broken that she
fainted once.
So I was forgotten in that little bed, crying for hunger almost the whole day. By pure luck Mr. and Mrs. Hu
came to offer condolences. Mrs. Hu was still nursing her baby and she gave me a share of a meal. This embrace
and milk from another’s mother warmed up the pathetic half-frozen body of an orphan. Although I had a hard
time, I surprisingly survived. After all, a mother never fails to love her child, and a loving mother never blames
her child. My mother saw my miserable condition and sensed my innocence through her own grief. She could not
bear to see me suffer like this, so she thought of Grandmother, who would definitely love me, due to her love for
Mother
herself.
After I was a full month old, she sent someone to take me to Chongde, where I spent my childhood in my
grandmother’s house. There, I suffered from everyone’s snobbery and neglect. Grandmother loved to play
majiang and enjoy herself in peace, ignoring all household matters. Although she loved me, she did not bother
much with me, and naturally I was not very happy in those days.
My first wet nurse loved me very much, but she was too weak and sickly, so I almost died for malnutrition. My
second wet nurse was plump, but she cared for nothing but money. She colluded with the maids in the house to
sell her milk, and often smeared hot pepper sauce on her nipples so that I would become scared of nursing.
Whenever I cried, I would receive severe mistreatment. No one paid any attention to how I felt.
Although Mother also came back to Chongde to make a living, she used Grandparents’ old house at West Gate
to found Chongde County Women’s Normal University and its affiliated elementary school. As a result, she
seldom had time to come to Grandmother’s place to see me. I gradually understood my wet nurse was abusing
me, and later whenever I saw Mother I would not let my wet nurse hold me. Every time I was taken to see Mother
in her school, I would wail about not wanting to go back to Grandparents’ house. Mother was very touched by my
attachment to her, and later she heard from my own words about how my wet nurse treated me.
She took me with her and raised me herself. From then on her school was my home. When I left my wet nurse,
I was not yet one and a half years old, but because I had been undernourished and neglected, I was very fragile
and my digestion equaled only to that of an infant. After she dismissed my wet nurse, Mother managed to simmer
thick gruel and longan soup as a substitute to feed me. Mother often said to herself:
“This child has suffered so much. She was half destroyed by this wet nurse this past year! I mustn’t forget that
she is her father’s favorite. Her father often said after her birth, ‘You take care of the elder child (meaning my
elder sister), I’ll look after my little daughter.’ Now that her father died, I must bring her up properly.”
Although I was five years younger than my sister, and could not yet toddle, I started talking unusually early
(when I was eight months old). Exceedingly sensitive, I already knew how to determine other people’s moods.
Whenever I woke up hungry at night and wanted to cry, I would always hold back my tears and say to Mother:
“Mom, I shouldn’t cry, right? The teachers are next door, they’ll think I am annoying, right?” Sometimes I
would suddenly tell mother:
“Mom, I am so sad that I don’t have a daddy and a home. Living in school is not good, annoying to others,
right?”
Mother was ever so proud of my perception.
My sister’s name was Hui, and her infant name was He’er. Ever since childhood, she was peerless in her looks
and intelligence. When we were in Shenyang, she was only five, but she could recite many Tang poems and a
dozen Song poems. Growing up in Shenyang, she became fluent in Japanese. During Mother’s stay in Benxi
Lake, Sister took charge of all our transactions and negotiations about transportation, so she won Mother’s special
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favor. After Father died, Sister did not realize that she had lost her privileges. She still said whatever she wanted
to say and did whatever she wanted to do. Besides, she was mischievous in nature and caused a lot of trouble for
Mother, creating fodder for gossip of people living in Grandparents’ house.
Because of this, I was favored over her and Mother concentrated her love on me. The more Mother loved me,
the more my little cleverness showed its full capacity in understanding people and the world. Inevitably, Mother
often spanked and scolded my sister. Sister was born kind and generous, very broad-minded. She loved Mother
and me even though I had to have the upper hand in everything and sometimes reported things to Mother that
caused her physical punishment. She often said:
“Sister is Mother’s comfort and I’m Mother’s vent. Comforting is indeed necessary, but venting is equally
indispensable.”
Who said that Sister was not sensitive about the way of the world? What she said contained profound
philosophy.
In those years, Mother was exhausted by my constant illness. Talk of my sister’s lack of perception in worldly
matters bothered her. At the same time, she had to deal with the intrigues and conflicts of interest in society, so
that every day she worked hard. Fortunately for her tenacity, Mother slowly but surely regained balance. The fear
harbored by Grandparents’ family that she was coming back to claim her share of family property after her
husband’s death now automatically dissolved. The attack on her from adversaries in the community also subsided.
Because of her skillful management and diplomacy, the year when I was five, Chongde County Normal
University and the affiliated elementary school had their own campus built at South Gate, thanks to financial
assistance from a gentleman. The school no longer needed to rent Grandparents’ house, nor did the students have
to suffer the bad influence from a declining family. I gradually grew stronger, but tragically, my sister contracted a
stomach disease and died when Mother was busy supervising the construction of County Women’s Normal
dormitory.
With limited material resources and assistance, Mother could not take care of both her public and private
concerns. For the benefit of thousands of other children, Mother ultimately sacrificed her ten-year-old daughter.
My sister could not come back to life, and Mother blamed herself for her negligence. At the same time, she
contained her grief and continued to supervise the construction of the new campus.
After the dormitory was completed, we moved along with the Women’s Normal University into our new home
and started my new family life in school, which influenced me in many ways. For instance, I was sometimes very
strong-willed, but I respected truth and never had any resentment. This, of course, partly derived from Mother’s
influence, but partly from my environment. I observed good discipline, I treated workers equally, I was honest,
and had no interest in gambling. I was giving, thoughtful, and sensitive. When I met with frustration, difficulty, or
mistreatment, I would always keep calm no marter how I felt inside.
But for all appearances, I could be quite depressed deep down inside.
*
It is not too far from the truth to say that I am very afraid of my mother. Even to this day, I can argue with her
about right and wrong in writing, but not face to face. I will always remember one event, the biggest humiliation I
have ever endured in my whole life.
At about seven years of age, Mother for some reason scolded me harshly. I must have “eaten a tiger’s brain or
swallowed a lion’s gall” that day and I retorted to her from the next room.
To my amazement, Mother ran over, picked me up as if I were a chick, and took me to her study. She
threatened to beat me and scolded me for bad behavior, for purposefully irritating her. She said I was hopeless.
Gnashing her teeth she cursed me, and forced me to admit my mistake and beg for forgiveness. Her eyes were
filled with tears. I was full of regrets too, and in my little heart I deeply felt Mother’s love.
But pride dominated my entire consciousness. I did not think that I did anything so wrong, surely not deserving
such severe punishment. I could not accept it. Finally, I got a good beating. Mother even pushed me down so that
I fell on my knees.
In spite of that Uncle Zhen who really loved me came in several times to persuade me to say sorry, I simply
ignored him. I knelt there for about one hour, and then I suddenly realized that Mother had already gone out of the
room and there I was, still kneeling.
What a fool I was! So I jumped up, dashed into the bedroom, and got into bed. I skipped dinner that night,
thinking,
“Is it because Mother feeds me that I have to endure her scolding and beating? If not, why don’t I get to beat
her and scold her when she makes mistakes?”
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As Mother and I shared the same bed, there was no avoiding her at night. When she came to bed, she was still
nagging me. I was as resolved as ever to ignore her.
The next morning I refused to get up for breakfast. She said in anger,
“Very well. Don’t get up for the rest of your life if you insist.”
I already felt a bit dizzy from hunger, but I did not budge. Uncle Zhen was afraid that this deadlock would go
on and cause a crisis, so he continued to mediate between us. All the teachers in the school knew what happened.
Knowing that I was eager to save face, they kept silent and simply pretended that I was sick. They offered all
kinds of consolation. But I held my ground. Later I felt more and more dizzy, but I thought, in the worst scenario I
would die, and what was the big deal?
Finally Mother relented, probably thinking that she should not contend with a child. She became quiet and did
not rouse my anger. Uncle used the excuse that Grandmother wanted to see me and took me to her home. Now,
wishing to compensate for her neglect of me in my early childhood, she treated me with special kindness and
affection. I loved her in return.
When I arrived that day, Grandmother had already prepared many of my favorite foods. She persuaded me not
to be stubborn and break Mother’s heart. She also promised me that she would scold Mother for overdoing it.
That made me jump with delight. That night, I ate dinner heartily and afterward was taken back home by A Wu,
our long-term hired hand.
This wound healed between mother and daughter, and we loved each other as ever. But through my various
small acts, Mother discovered my uncompromising nature. She knew clearly that I could not make something of
myself by being spoiled. As there was no way I could be comfortably contained in the Women’s Normal
University Affiliated Elementary School, she sent me to Shanghai’s C. S. Affiliated Elementary School the
following year.
From then on, I was completely on my own.
C. S. Affiliated Elementary School was a typical missionary school. Thanks to the flourishing world economy
during that era, the school was well-equipped. Educated in that environment, I became increasingly accustomed to
privilege. At C. S. I learned to speak fluent English and acquired European manners and an eye for beauty. I also
learned how to receive people with courtesy and genteelness. At the same time, that environment inspired in me a
love for music. I began to take singing lessons and then piano lessons.
Shortly after I entered C. S., the civil war in Jiangsu and Zhejiang broke out. Defeated soldiers ransacked the
interior of those two provinces and plundered my hometown (Chongde). Early that winter, Mother traveled all the
way to Shanghai to see me.
When I was eleven, I graduated from elementary school. That summer, a terrible scarlet fever, an epidemic,
affected my whole hometown. Like many other children, I also contracted it. The. death rate reached as high as
eighty percent. However, due to Mother’s careful attention and my doctor’s special treatment, I narrowly escaped
death. I still remember my doctor Mr. Chen Yuancan, a native of Haining, Zhejiang [Province]. He was of small
build and mild temperament. Later he became our family friend and long-term medical consultant.
The Nationalist Party reorganized itself in the thirteenth year of the Republic. It launched its purge within the
party in the sixteenth year of the Republic.\fn{ An allusion to the imprisonment and murder of hundreds of thousands of
Communists all over China who, until 1927, had formed the left wing of Kuomintang } Some of the conservative forces in
Chongde wanted to take advantage of this chaotic time to gain ground. They besieged the County Women’s
Normal, examined all the documents in our house, and threatened to arrest Mother on the pretext that she was a
leftist in the party. Some even accused her of being a Communist. Naturally it was beneath Mother to fight
directly with them. As the saying goes:
“A brave man does not make instant conftontations.”
Mother took a night train to Hangzhou. Soon after, she assumed the position of Minister of the Women’s
County Party Division of Hangzhou. The hard facts gave those rascals a great blow and they no longer dared
harass us. Even their coveting of the position of President of Women’s Normal was shattered. Under Mother’s
leadership, Women’s Normal was very well organized, so that while she acted as Minister, she was concurrently
the president of Women’s Normal.
After Mother completed her service at the Party Division, she resigned from her official position and returned
to her hometown to continue her educational enterprise. That year I was just twelve years old and had recuperated
my health. Mother felt that I should no longer receive the elite education at C. S., so she took me to Hangzhou to
sit in the entrance examination to Provincial G High School’s Affiliated Elementary School. I entered that school
in late July.
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G High School’s Affiliated Elementary School was a sizable school with a long history. It had academic firstrate facilities, except that the school buildings were very old. It was to C. S. as an ancient temple to heaven. In
terms of the cultures and customs of these two schools, they were significantly opposite. I changed from the
highly aristocratic privilege to the lifestyle of commoners that required me to take care of myself.
I had a hard time adjusting. Some daily necessities and toys, which I considered worthless, were treated as
treasures and valued by my classmates. That made me laugh in secret. Fortunately my aunt Lu lived in Hangzhou
and delivered snacks and pickled vegetables to me several times a week. Mother from time to time would also
send me food by boat, so in terms of eating I did not have any difficulty. I was by nature a bit aloof and quiet, and
did not socialize much with others. When I first went to G High School’s Affiliated Elementary, my classmates all
said that I was gloomy.
Later on, my teachers discovered my talent in writing, speaking, and learning dialects, so they often asked me
to do public speeches at assemblies. During those events my performance was very good each time, which earned
me more opportunities to speak and to socialize. As time went on, I grew used to doing such things, and my
personality changed completely.
Mother was very satisfied about my education there. I had earlier disliked greeting people, and now I was able
to mix with many easily and smoothly. During a rally in Chongde, I gave a very lively speech in Mandarin. In
addition, my introspective and neurotic personality gradually took an outward turn. My love for competition and
argument also formed at this time.
*
During the two years at in G High School’s Affiliated Elementary, my grades were steady, but I rarely scored
ninety or one hundred on my report cards. The school judged students according to their grades and I, too, did not
hesitate to estimate myself by my grades. Therefore, that year—the eighteenth year of the Republic—facing G
High School’s entrance examination, I was extremely frightened. Because I did not know where to start to prepare
for the test, I went back to Chongde Women’s Normal to enjoy my happy life. I chatted cheerfully with the
resident teachers at Women’s Normal and we played and sang together.
After the summer vacation, Women’s Normal University’s Affiliated Elementary combined with other public
and private elementary schools to form the First Central Elementary School of Chongde. Mother assumed the
position of principal. She was soon preoccupied with planning the construction of their new campus. This time
Mother’s had enough money of her own to finance the construction. The school was located at the old site of the
revolutionary martyr Mr. Lü Wancun’s ancestral temple. For that reason the First Central Elementary School was
also named Wancun Elementary School. From then on I lodged at Wancun during school breaks.
After I passed the entrance examination to G Junior Middle School, I moved into yet another new environment
in early September. G Junior Middle School’s demanded that all students do their own laundry, and yet there was
no facility for running water. So we all had to draw water from a well. Even an empty bucket was heavy to me,
and when it was filled with water, it was even more difficult. It so happened that I loved to be clean and changed
clothes everyday. Originally I thought about bringing laundry home as the local students did. I could take it to to
Aunt Lu’s home and do it there. But I was embanassed to do so.
So I forced myself to try doing it myself. The first time, I slowly lowered the bucket into the well but could not
make it sink in the water and fill up. Later I remembered the principle of gravity in physics. I lifted up the bucket,
turned it upside down, and threw it in. Only then did it gather some water. But as I had many failed attempts, each
time I did laundry I had to draw water countless times and often made a complete mess.
That semester I was assigned to live in a campus dormitory and our assigned laundry site off campus across
from the river. Ever since the beginning of school, just doing laundry kept me constantly on the run. After one
month of school, Mother sent Mr. S from Chongde to see me. That afternoon I was drawing water to do my
laundry, and my cloth shoes were all soaked. When S saw me, he was first surprised at the awkward appearance
of my shoes. I was both embarrassed and irritated, and could not keep my tears back. After S found out why, the
next time he came, he brought a female student from the G High School Teachers’ Section along with him, and
my laundry problem was easily solved. I soon learned that, as long as I was willing to pay, female students from
G High School would help me.
Regarding my English, I started learning the spoken language when I entered C. S. Affiliated Elementary
School, and by the time I graduated, my English was already quite fluent. When I came to G High School
Affiliated Elementary School later, my first impression of the English teacher was her funny and stiff
pronunciation. So I took the elective English just to recite English to my teacher. After I entered G Junior Middle
School, we started from ABC again. Since I did not feel interested, I continued neglecting my English.
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At C. S. Affiliated Elementary my mathematics teacher often said that I had talent and would definitely excel
in the subject. But I dreaded mathematics and had no interest in it: When I entered G High, I still felt that way. I
remember trying to solve a problem about “chickens and rabbits in the same cage” in an intermediate mathematics
class. I was quite vexed by those homework assignments. It was not until the second year when we started algebra
that I discovered we had to use many hypotheses and the four fundamental operations. And with those, values of
unknown numbers such as x, y, z would be easily solved. That gave me great satisfaction, so during our reading
hours I would often flip through the algebra book and do the algebra exercises. The popular saying is quite true,
“practice makes perfect.” From then on I no longer worried about mathematics tests. In the last year of my junior
middle school, my grades soared in mathematics, and I had an even better grasp of geometry.
Sitting in Mother’s lap, I had as a child heard many stories of history and learned quite a bit of poetry, so that I
had a relatively good foundation in reading and writing. Our Chinese teacher, Mr. W. W., taught a combination of
both old style and new style Chinese. As I had gone through the subtle molding of Mother’s old style literary
training, and loved reading fiction, my writing was right to my teacher’s taste. He often praised my work for its
terseness, depth, and vividness. He also often encouraged me to write for wall newspapers and literary
supplements.
As a result I loved literature more and more. During that time, I kept a diary which I wrote in belle lettre style.
Those who shared my literary experience included my classmate Miss Xingzi, the deceased poet Mr. Liu
Dabai’s\fn{A poet from Zhejiang (1880-1932)} second daughter. Her handwriting was very beautiful which often made
me feel quite ashamed of my own. I decided to imitate Liu Gongquan’s\fn{ A calligrapher (778-865AD) of the Tang
Dynasty, whose style of writing became very influential in later times } calligraphic style. Looking at the model, I could imitate
it very well, but once closing the book my handwriting would be completely out of shape. I got so furious that
never did I try copying the calligraphy styles again.
After three years of junior middle school, I took another entrance examination and by luck entered the highest
institute in Hangzhou—H High School. More than seven hundred students enrolled, and except for athletic
training, all classes were coeducational. In those days, very few schools operated that way, and as a result the
female and male students related to one another rather awkwardly. Some people, due to lack of contact with the
opposite sex, would easily fall in love.
In summary, the students fell into several kinds. Some did their utmost to engage in unscrupulous political
attempts under the cover of studying. Due to the social and economic crisis of the time and their own lack of
conscience, they accepted subsidies to work for certain political organizations. Some just got by with their exams,
indulging all day long in their sentimental, romantic dreams. Still others were the so-called scholars who aimed to
score one hundred points in all tests and buried themselves in books day and night.
At that time, to be frank, I completely ignored all of them, considering them too simple-minded: So I never
developed a relationship with any male student. To political and social issues, I paid very little attention. Mother
was disheartened and weary of politics. As for Father, when he took up politics it happened to be the low tide in
the political realm. So when I was born, he immediately named me Yin, meaning “to live in obscurity.” Perhaps
he wanted me to be a hermit. Because of Mother’s opinion and Father’s wish, as a child I already knew a lot about
the dark side of politics.
All along, Mother wanted me to become a famous doctor when I grew up. In her book being a doctor would
allow one to stay away from politics, and medicine was really the most noble, pure, and free occupation. Due to
these influences, I had always separated myself from political and social matters. I almost never wanted or even
thought about getting involved. I was just then developing a stronger and stronger interest in mathematics, and I
even started dreaming about becoming a scientist someday.
As the crisis in global capitalism deepened each day, many countries started fascist practices. The frantic
Japanese imperialists fired the first cannon on China, with the September 18 Incident\fn{ On the night of September 18,
1931, Japanese military forces launched a surprise attack on the Chinese army stationed in Shenyhang, marking the beginning of Japanese
invasion of northeastern China } and the January 28 Incident\fn{ The day Japanese forces attacked Shanghai } happening in

succession. This unprecedented raid pounded hard in the hearts of all patriotic Chinese and awakened many
Chinese from their illusions. I realized that I could no longer continue my daydream about being a scientist in my
little universe. Without political awakening, without solution to China’s social problems, and without liberation of
the Chinese nation, each and every single one of China’s sons and daughters would have no freedom to dream of.
I started collecting all kinds of materials about these incidents, writing for wall newspapers and contributing to
periodicals. I wanted to use my pen to summon all Chinese with a conscience to “hold their heads high and
straighten their backs.” Since then I participated in all kinds of student activities, including rallies and petitions,
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hoping to use my conscious effort to push the giant wheel of anti-Fascism. But to what avail? I almost cracked my
throat from screaming and my hands were sore from writing. I was willing to give my life, which earned me
nothing but cold satire and fiery rebuke.
“Save the country while studying” had already pacified all the hearts of the youths. I understood deeply then
how this ancient, great nation had long been numbed by the evil power of old traditions. And how difficult it was
to try to make it rebound and retaliate upon its enemy right now! We could only prepare, prepare for the arrival of
a great storm.
Convinced that I myself needed to be prepared first, I used my spare time to research all kinds of basic
problems in society. In the few years that followed, I indeed put a lot of effort into reading books on many
politics, economy, and philosophy to find therein a remedy for China’s problems, hoping to do my limited part for
our national liberation. At the same time, I gradually differed from Mother in political opinion. She often
criticized and interfered with my reading to keep me from unwanted influence. But like other rules, these were
useless. I had already built up my own ideals and knew which road China should take and how we should exert
ourselves if we wanted real liberation of the Chinese nation.
*
With my high school diploma I graduated from H High School. It was like standing at crossroads not knowing
where to go. Mother hoped that I would sign up for the entrance examination to medical school. But not only was
I not interested, I did not hold as much respect for that occupation as others did. I found that doctors had neither
freedom nor independence, just like monks who could not take part in the world.
The summer after graduation, I read all the enrollment requirements from various universities in the country.
There were many different subjects, but I could not find a school that I liked. I originally wanted to take the
examination for science and engineering, but before I graduated from H High School I had had severe
neurasthenia for half a year, and the doctor said that I was not to study science and engineering in the near future.
I wanted very much to study journalism and diplomacy, but only one or two universities offered such majors. And
among those schools either campus life was too aristocratic, or the academic thought did not agree with mine.
Having no choice, I signed up for the examination for the economics department at C University and the
literature department at G University in Nanjing. I did not pass the examination to C University, so I had to go to
G University.
During the two years in Nanjing, the capital of Republican China, the world economy reached its worst state of
panic. When I saw the rampant corruption my heart became heavier and heavier with growing bitterness and
disappointment. Every day I thought:
“What is the use of studying all this? I can not learn anything.”
So in the spring 1937, I left the capital determined to go abroad to the Cherry Blossom Island.\fn{ A reference to
Japan} I wanted to go there to see how our enemies were preparing to slaughter us. The procedures for going
abroad were not completed until early May. But just before I set out, I was hospitalized for more than one month
because of tonsillitis. Then the July 7 Incident\fn{ On this day, Japanese troops actually entered Peking by way of the Marco
Polo Bridge; and this marked the beginning of Japan’s all-out war of aggression against China } broke out, and because of this
reality, I parted ways with school life from then on. …
42.55 Excerpt from The Builders\fn{by Liu Ch’ing aka Liu Yün-hua (1916-1978)} Wu-pao, Shensi Province, China (M)
8
… After the gong fell silent, there was a burst of activity in the rice paddies and along the bank of the Kuan
Canal. Shouts and answers, gates being pounded upon, dogs barking, and the conversations of people walking
toward the school in a dusk not yet lighted by the moon ail wove into a cacophony that covered the rice fields
throughout the village of Frog Flat.\fn{ A note reads: The Builders is concerned with events in 1953 in Frog Flat, a village in
Shensi Province. Land has been redistributed, but the early spring grain shortage has left the poorest farmers without food to eat or seed
for planting. The previous spring, short-term loans of excess grain had been made to needy farmers, but many of these are unpaid, and
indebtedness poses a danger of dependency upon the wealthier peasants. Liang Sheng-pao, an energetic young Communist Party member,
is trying to mobilize support for his mutual aid team so that its members can increase productivity and break their cycle of dependency on
the better-off peasants. Not everyone has unqualified sympathy for the project, however. Sheng-pao’s stepfather, Liang the Third, a goodhearted, rough-and-ready old peasant, admires Sheng-pao’s strength and determination but resents his pouring time and energy into
projects that bring no visible personal gain. One such project is a trip to purchase a new quick-ripening variety of rice seed for the team
members, which costs Sheng-pao precious hours of work time and brings no remuneration. Kuo Chen-shan, the other Communist Party
member in Frog Flat, considers Sheng-pao an upstart. Older and more experienced, Chen-shan has proved his zeal and effectiveness
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during Land Reform, but his leadership has been vitiated by concern with his own property and position. Kuo Shih-fu, a well-to-do middle
peasant, tries to undermine Sheng-pao’s efforts. Working behind the scenes in league with the rich peasant Yao Shih-chieh, he tries to lure
team members back into their pre-1949 state of dependency. Hsu Kai-hsia, a pretty peasant girl, is emotionally involved in the events in
Frog Flat. As a Communist Youth League member, she respects Chen-shan, but her respect is cooled somewhat as she senses the erosion in
his zeal for socialist development. By contrast, her admiration and furtive affection toward Sheng-pao grow as she sees him struggling to
improve the poor peasants’ lot. It is early spring, and the grain shortage among the poor peasants has become acute. A meeting is called to
deal with the problem. Soon there develops a quiet struggle between two styles of leadership .}

But as the smoke from evening cooking cleared above the fields, the village settled into silence. Those who
wanted to attend the mass meeting had already arrived at the elementary school. Those who did not wish to go
had already closed their gates tight, burrowed under their quilts, and could not be called out again no matter what.
The night was dark. The eye could no longer distinguish either the peak of Mt. Chung-nan from the valley
below it or the cypress trees from the escarpment of Hsia-pao Village’s North Flat. Farmers walking along paths
in the paddies could only see rippling water to the north and south joined to a sky brimming with stars.
After Babbler Sun, the Village Affairs Committee member, had finished beating the gong, he lit the kerosene
lantern. The lantern, fully pumped and hung up on the rafter of the first- and second-year elementary school, gave
off a steady hissing sound. Its dazzling rays reached every corner of the room, illuminating a blackboard mounted
on the whitewashed wall, color posters, charts, portraits of leaders, and desks and benches sitting on the bricklined floor, just as plainly as if it were day.
In the room there were only about twenty-odd farmers in tattered clothing, looking poor as mountain dwellers,
despite the fact that they lived on the plain. Some sat smoking uncured tobacco or hunched over desks fretting and
sighing, while others took advantage of the bright light and leisure for “bandit extermination”—opening their
tattered jackets to capture lice. At the suggestion of Kuo Chen-shan, some of the fruits of the Land Reform
struggle had been set aside to purchase as common property a kerosene lamp to provide light for these brows
furrowed with worry over the early spring food shortage.
But there was no cause for alarm here. When these twenty-odd people were dispersed among over one hundred
families of farmers, you might not take special notice of them. They were those who only a few years earlier had
had the very marrow of their bones squeezed from them by the landlords and the mechanism of Old China. The
People’s Government could only give them land and loans to acquire draft animals and plant crops, and then call
upon them to organize for production. It could not use sorcery to make them instantly rich. This point they
themselves understood without explanation.
They could see that getting Incentive Grain Loans was a lost cause this year. The rich peasant Yao Shih-chieh
and the leading well-to-do middle peasant, Kuo Shih-fu, had both failed to come, hadn’t they? The other middle
peasants, both prosperous and average, who had extra grain were peeking out from the peach orchard or from
concealment behind mud walls. If the two richest farmers could not be summoned to the meeting, what could
they, who could only lend out a few bushels of grain every spring, accomplish by attending the meeting? If you
can’t fell the large trees, you won’t get much firewood! What good will twigs and bits of grass do? To bed, then!
Off with our clothes and to bed! As they undressed for bed they told their wives:
“If our representative calls again, you tell him I already left for the meeting a long time ago.”
This was the most depressing mass meeting held in Frog Flat since Liberation!
After joining hands to sweep away the landlords, who had been cruel exploiters of poor peasants and a menace
to middle peasants, farmers above the poverty level and those who were below it began to split off from each
other. People like Yao and Kuo Shih-fu, who were powerful economically in the village, were doing their best
behind the scenes to accelerate this split. The poor farmers sitting in the school couldn’t have put into words just
what was happening, yet they sensed it keenly.
Some farmers who were somewhat better off had left, one after another, when they saw that the meeting was
not going to take place, but these twenty-some farmers were not going to leave, no matter what. They wanted to
take no course other than that of reliance upon the Communist Party and the People’s Government. Of course they
could always get grain by writing a description of part of the land apportioned to them—its name, acreage, and
limits—on a note for a grain loan and secretly giving it to someone with excess grain. But what a chilling,
disappointing prospect that was! They felt that somehow it would be strange, awkward, and out of tune with the
way their society was progressing, like a man turned around walking backwards down the road.
They sat in the schoolroom with righteous determination to follow the Party and the government, because they
supported the Party and the government it led with all the determination and enthusiasm the hearts that beat
beneath those tattered clothes could muster.
Look! To the east of the schoolroom, Township Party Branch Secretary Lu Ming-ch’ang and Kuo Chen-shan
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were standing in the shadows by a field of alfalfa having an animated conversation. Surely they were thinking of a
solution. Perhaps they were discussing calling a mass meeting another day? Or perhaps they were discussing
using agricultural loan funds to combat the spring food shortage? Perhaps … at any rate, they wouldn’t leave
without thoroughly explaining the problem to the group. And then there was Liang Sheng-pao, who took the
timid, hard-working Iron Man Kuo—the only middle peasant who attended the meeting—out to the peach orchard
west of the schoolroom with militia leader Feng Yu-wan in tow. There they were, squatting in the shadows
beneath a peach tree that was about to bloom, Sheng-pao and Yu-wan cornering Iron Man, wishing they could
hold him down and pour certain thoughts into his head! Surely they were trying to talk him into something.
As the two Communist Party members of Frog Flat worked separately for the benefit of the recently liberated
farmers, why shouldn’t these poor farmers wait patiently? They had especially great hopes placed in Kuo Chenshan, Chairman and village representative. With his quick and agile mind he would find a solution. Compared to
Kuo Chen-shan, Yao and Shih-fu were like children. Their belief in Kuo Chen-shan was the concrete manifestation of their belief in the Communist Party. They were pragmatic people, unused to dealing with abstractions.
Those who avoided the meeting—the “go-it-alone” families—thought that since they had twenty or thirty mu
of land, an ox, and two or three able-bodied men, they could get by on their own and so were masters of their own
fates. There were even some who chatted condescendingly about the Communist Party actually having some good
points: being reasonable, not abusing people verbally or physically, neither imposmg a lot of taxes nor oppressing
the common people. How absurdly nearsighted! They were hoping that history would stop in its tracks and that
the New Democracy would last forever. They were afraid of the word “struggle” and hated to hear strangesounding words like “socialism.”
The group now sitting in the schoolhouse, the farmers who had formerly been pressed down at the bottom of
the scale, would have been only too glad to put socialism into practice the very next morning. If history were to
stop in 1953, after the redistribution of land and other means of agricultural production, then they would soon
return to their tragic pre-1949 fate. The Communist Party would not allow it! Chairman Mao was brilliant: as he
inventoried and redistributed all property and possessions, he rectified the party and prepared to advance. These
poor peasants would march steadfastly forward behind the Communist Party. They could no longer be satisfied
with a few acres of land, nor with having their stomachs only half full, nor with having a new padded jacket once
every ten years, nor with shoulders bruised and swollen from the carrying pole. Such nonsense! Only fools
wanted that. They believed that Chairman Mao Tse-tung would see them through.
They waited with perfect calm under the strong light of the kerosene lamp. Their calmness showed their inner
composure, because they were quite free from anxiety. Even though their parents’ blood and their childhood
environments had made them different in temperament and character, poverty had made them one in thought,
feeling, and bearing. This made more than twenty people like a single person. In their peasants’ minds a single
thought was forming, and in their hearts a single feeling was stirring.
Lean, solemn, and determined in bearing, Kao Tseng-fu sat on a bench behind the first row of desks. His arms,
covered by sleeves through which the cotton padding showed, were wrapped around the sleeping Little Ts’ai. He
sat there hating that crafty neighbor of his. He had rapped on Yao Shih-chieh’s black gate until his knuckles ached
before a distant answer to the effect that Yao had gone to Huang-pao Town had come from Yao’s wife in the main
building. The devil! He himself had seen Yao at nightfall. But what could he do? That large black gate was closed
tighter than a drumhead without even a crack to peer through, and speaking to him through the closed gate was a
woman. He hated himself for not being able to serve the people better as their representative. If it weren’t for his
having to take on the woman’s work of cooking, if it weren’t that caring for Little Ts’ai tied him down, that rich
peasant Yao would never have escaped the meeting. He could have squatted in Yao’s compound before nightfall
and waited for him to finish dinner so they could go to the meeting together. If only he could get that wealthy
peasant to the meeting, Kao would have plenty to say to him:
“Why aren’t you helping needy families get through the spring food shortage? You have no surplus grain?
Where has your surplus grain gone? Could it be that you sneaked it into Huang-pao Town to lend out at high
interest? Speak! Tell the truth! As soon as Land Reform has blown over, you’ve gone back to exploiting!”
But what could he say now, with that rich peasant already sleeping with his wife on his fancy lacquered kang?
A disheartened expression appeared on Kao’s thin, harried face. He didn’t know how he was going to get
through the spring, how he could get money for fertilizer before time for summer rice transplanting came. To him
the coming months looked dark as the night outside. Yet, though Kao was suffering real privation, Fate could not
defeat this unfortunate man, because he, like the poor peasants and former hired hands around him, placed hope in
the government, which had given him land and a loan for a draft animal. While he was doing both a man’s and a
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woman’s work to keep alive, and carrying out the duties and errands of Township People’s Representative, it was
this hope that sustained him.
Kao was exhorting Jen the Fourth, who sat hunched over in the first row of desks:
“Old Jen, your place is a long way from here, and you’ve got a bunch of kids there. You’d better leave early.
Can’t you see? Tonight’s meeting isn’t ever going to begin at all.”
“No!” Old Jen looked upon attending meetings as a show of support for the government and the Party. Taking
a pipe with a brass mouthpiece out of his thick-tongued mouth, he spoke, giving off a spray of saliva as he did:
“Let’s wait for our team leader and leave with him.”
“Oh, yes. You’re waiting for Sheng-pao. Right! With Sheng-pao’s mutual aid team you don’t have to worry,”
Kao said enviously.
“We aren’t worrying,” old Jen admitted. “It isn’t that we can hold our own so well. We’re relying on our good
neighbors. They say, ‘A near neighbor is worth more than a distant relative,’ and it’s true! If it weren’t for Shengpao taking the bunch of problems involved in a permanent mutual aid team onto his own broad shoulders, do you
think I could keep from worrying? I’d be more worried than any of you, and that’s the truth! After Spring Grave
Visitation we’re going into the mountains.”
Old Jen’s words and his satisfied air stirred up an intense interest among the shabbily dressed poor farmers in
the schoolroom. They swarmed up from the desks in the rear and gathered at the front where they had detected a
ray of hope.
But when they had found out all about the plan of Sheng-pao’s mutual aid team for going into the mountains,
all they could do was envy him. Their huts were scattered in every corner around the Kuan Canal and the
upstream area. Their neighbors—tenant or semitenant farmers who had had a little bit of background in crop
raising before—had gained or increased their holdings during the Land Reform, and this put them on an equal
footing with the longer established middle peasants, whom they now imitated by devoting themselves to
increasing their family wealth. They were only willing to join with their poverty-stricken neighbors in organizing
seasonal, temporary mutual aid teams. They would not be like Sheng-pao, who put himself wholeheartedly into
working for the common good.
Those twenty-odd men who had formerly suffered as hired hands or performed odd jobs for their livelihood
were now together, discussing whether to form their own organization.
“Let’s organize a group and get Kao to lead us!” lean and lanky Wang Sheng-mao suggested, his eyes shining
with excitement.
“Where are our draft animals?” interjected short, fat Iron Lock Wang. “Let’s look before we leap!”
“We won’t use animals. People can pull the plows, all right?” said Li Chii-tsai enthusiastically.
Then Yang Ta-hai, a stern ruddy-faced farmer with little tolerance for careless talk spoke:
“Nonsense! I’ve seen two people plowing dry land, but that won’t work in a paddy.”
“Then what can we do?” several people asked in a discouraged tone of voice. “This is really a bad spring!”
Kao gave a depressed sigh:
“Let’s see what the Party members have to say.”
“Anyway, Chairman Mao won’t let anyone starve,” someone in back said with an unconcerned air. When they
looked back they saw it was not one of them. It was Pai Chan-k’uei, a former corporal in the Nationalist Army.
When had he come in?
While they had huddled close together, rubbing ragged shoulders with each other, to discuss the “two-man
plowing” technique, there had been two other people in the schoolroom. Babbler Sun was crouched against the
north wall, busily filling out forms by the lamplight so that Party Branch Secretary Lu could take them back to the
township office when he went. Pai was sitting on the bench nearest the back door smoking a cheap black
cigarette. Sure! That was him with that nonchalant expression on his narrow face.
With Little Ts’ai still sleeping in his arms, Kao turned to Pai, who had been an assistant squad leader in a
supply company stationed at Huang-pao Town during the first stage of the War against Japan, and asked him:
“Pai, when did you get back?”
“Yesterday,” Pai replied, puffing on his cigarette.
“From where?”
“Sian.”
“On what business?”
“Collecting junk, as usual.”
“You gathered junk during the day. Where did you stay at night?”
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“In a friend’s room.”
“What friend?”
“The one who runs a junk shop. You think I have any high-class, distinguished friends?”
“What street in Sian does your friend live on?”
“Min-le Park.” Pai was still responding, but his expression had changed from unconcern to unhappiness.
Clamping his cigarette between his fingers, he demanded angrily:
“What do you mean, anyway, interrogating me like this? You aren’t a security officer, and you aren’t a militia
commander, either!”
“I’m a People’s Representative,” Kao said calmly, with a stern expression on his face.
“You don’t represent the Upper Bank area, so you’ve no authority over me.”
“I’m representative for all of Hsia-pao Township!”
Two pairs of eyes locked in opposition. A cold, penetrating glare shot forth from Kao’s eyes and fixed itself on
Pai’s gaunt, ashen face.
“All right, forget it!” the group advised. “Why get angry over nothing?”
But the People’s Representative, ever loyal to his social duties, didn’t consider this getting angry over nothing.
He didn’t like a man of bad background, turned farmer late in life, mixing with his needy peasants year after year.
Before Liberation, when the Nationalists conscripted soldiers, and farmers could hire able-bodied men to take
their places, Pai had “sold” himself five times. Each time recruits set out from the local division’s area he had
been able to escape. After Liberation, during Land Reform, he had shown a madman’s zeal, but this former
assistant squad leader had not been able at all to develop his talents in the new society. He had not reached his
goal of becoming a village cadre.
This is the sort of “farmer” he was:
In 1942, when the Nationalist troops stationed in Huang-pao Town had set out for the Chung-t’iao mountains
in Shansi, his mistress, Turquoise, hid him until they were gone. Then he began to do odd jobs around Frog Flat.
When setting up a grindstone he would put the shaft in backwards, as if the draft animal could push the grindstone
with its head as it turned the mill! Once when he was plowing, he was not even aware when the plowshare
dropped off. Finally, discovering what had happened, he had to dig through the whole field with his hands
searching for the lost piece. Toward the end of the war against Japan, he drifted into selling himself into the army.
After Liberation he brought home soybeans he had pulled up from the banks around his paddies and hung them,
stalks and all, in the crotch of a tree in front of their hut. When the notoriously amorous Turquoise, by then his
wife, wanted to cook some, she would take a stick and knock off as many as she needed. They had no children, so
they went to the market in Huang-pao Town together and, just like “enlightened couples,” man and woman would
sit together in a restaurant sharing mutton and steamed buns like equals. The previous winter when the Property
Inventory Team had come to the village to check on implementation of Land Reform, it was Pai who had taken
the megaphone from Babbler Sun and announced to the whole village:
“It’s the second Land Reform! No need to go to the mountains now!”
He had opposed having needy farmers go into the mountains for charcoal and wood after autumn planting and
had agitated all over the village to have Yao Shih-chieh and Kuo Shih-fu reclassified as landlords, since they were
making more of a killing than the “slender” landlords in former days. Only after Kuo Chen-shan had given him a
severe talking to did he begin to behave a bit better. He and his wife had been given four mu of land during Land
Reform, though Kao felt that they weren’t real farmers. The soft full flesh of Turquoise’s cheeks was too much
like the flesh of her rump!
Right must triumph over wrong! Pai’s droopy eyes retreated. Feigning contempt, he finally turned his head—
upon which an old skullcap was perched—and faced another direction. Kao pursued the spoils of victory:
“I’m a township representative. Can’t I ask you questions? You’ve collected junk in Sian, and now, since it’s
not planting time, or harvest, either, just what did you come back for?”
“Is that any business of yours?” Aroused once more, Pai glared with his heavy-lidded eyes at Kao.
“Whether it is or not,” said Kao, “I’m asking you. You mean I can’t ask?” Humpbacked old Jen stood up. He
plucked the pipe from his whiskered mouth, smiled and spoke, emitting a spray of saliva.
“The truth, now! I’m not too blind to figure this one out! Pai, while you were in Sian you must have figured it
was time to start maneuvering for new incentive grain loans here. Right? Tell us!”
Pai laughed through his tobacco-stained teeth.
“There’ll be no loans this year,” said Jen. “You’ve come for nothing.”
“Even if there were grain loans, you wouldn’t get any, Pai,” said Kao without a trace of sympathy. “Feeding
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you last year and the year before was a real mistake. How do you qualify as a needy peasant? At the market
you’ve nothing better to do than stuff yourself at restaurants.”
Pai could stand no more. His well-trained, agile body sprang to a standing position. The group thought he was
about to have it out with Kao, but he stalked out of the room instead. The sound of his swearing came in from the
courtyard:
“Little bastard’s getting big for his britches! What kind of a people’s rep—!”
The rest of what he said was cut off by the closing gate.
Kao was so angry that sparks shot forth from his eyes. It was all too obvious that he was the one being sworn
at. He wanted to set out in pursuit, but he had Little Ts’ai sleeping against his chest. And the others advised him
that there was no need to go up against someone of Pai’s type. Furthermore, even though Pai wasn’t a village
cadre, after Liberation in movement after movement he had followed right behind the most active elements. He
had been fearless, had moments of genuine enthusiasm and borne his share of hardships.
But Kao was unconvinced. He said:
“That fellow is no damn good! Two years ago when he got a grain loan, what did he say? ‘We ate at the
landlords’ expense during Land Reform and at the rich and middle peasants’ expense with the grain loans.’ You
can tell that when he took out that loan he had no intention whatsoever of repaying it. We can’t let him mix in
among us and pretend he’s a needy peasant. And so what if he wasn’t accepted as a village cadre? If he got
accepted as a cadre, I’d quit being one!”
Kao’s responsible attitude aroused real admiration in the group. No matter how desperate his circumstances
became, he remained upright and pure, like the white poplars along the T’ang River, which towered above all the
elms, willows, and thorny locusts, their branches brushing the white clouds softly floating in the blue sky. By tacit
consent he had become the representative figure of these needy farmers, and they were watching him to see how
he got through the spring food scarcity, hoping then to follow his lead.
Time began to weigh on these farmers, and they became restless. Outside, over by the alfalfa field, Secretary
Lu was still talking with Kuo Chen-shan. What were they saying? Were they thinking of how to call another
meeting, or giving up on the grain loans, or thinking of another way to help the needy farmers? No! The two Party
members over in the clover field had no solution other than grain loans and mutual aid teams. Their superiors had
repeatedly stressed using certain funds only for certain purposes and would not allow agricultural loan funds
earmarked for the promotion of seven-inch plows, “Liberation” model water wheels, chemical fertilizers, and
insecticides to be lent to needy peasants so that they could buy grain. Such loans would violate policy, damage
agricultural production, and bring charges of improper and illegal conduct against the perpetrators. The small
relief fund had been established only for pitiful old people who through a sudden stroke of fate had lost their
entire means of support. They were considered separately. There were only a couple such cases in the village,
while there were ten times that number of needy families. How could relief funds be used to solve the problem?
No, solutions would have to be devised in terms of more production.
Kuo Chen-shan’s robust body loomed large in the shadows of the clover field. His whiskered cheeks were taut,
and his teeth ground together in hatred toward Yao Shih-chieh and Kuo Shih-fu, two bastions of “go-it-alone”
forces, one looming on the east side of the Kuan Canal, the other on the west. He was saying that if these bastions
could not be stormed and taken, it would threaten his authority, and it would endanger every future project in all
the five villages of Hsia-pao Township.
“If we could only get them to the meeting,” said Chen-shan disconsolately to Secretary Lu, “I’d be able to
solve this. The masses are with me, not them. A few words from this mouth of mine and they’d have to come up
with some grain. And I’m not bragging either! Who’d have guessed that those two stick-in-the-muds would be
slipperier than eels and not come to the meeting at all!”
Kuo Chen-shan stood hulking in the field, smacking his work-hardened hands together in anger. Two feet
away, facing him with a flashlight in hand, was Secretary Lu. As he listened the expression on his wrinkled face
betrayed disapproval of this monologue by Kuo Chen-shan. The Communist standing there in a gray padded
uniform jacket was Hsia-pao Township’s most uncompromising character, despite his unobtrusive manner. Even
when work went successfully, Lu did not boast about the part he himself had played. Only those who wanted to
cover up their failings when work went badly would boast. As Party branch secretary for Hsia-pao Township, he
dealt with many people and had ample experience in observing this sort of person.
Lu was the same age as Kuo Chen-shan, but smaller and rather ordinary in appearance. Though his uniform
was quite distinct from farmer’s clothing, he could not alter his rustic appearance—thick hands, large feet, arms
and legs sinewy from work, a curved back, and shoulders rounded from the carrying pole. China has millions
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upon millions of this sort of comrade. Whether they dress in coarse woolen clothing, generals’ uniforms, or even
field marshal’s attire, they are still affable, straightforward, and entirely without affectation, men who stay close to
the masses.
Secretary Lu chuckled quietly and said with frankness:
“Chen-shan! Let’s not get bogged down on Yao Shih-chieh and Kuo Shih-fu. If they were more progressive,
what would be left for us Communists to do? Take a closer look at what you yourself have done. For example,
after we held two meetings at the township level to set things up, you failed to do thorough groundwork here.
You’re being lax, Comrade, and you’re not taking suggestions made at the township level seriously enough. If you
had mobilized some ordinary middle peasants who have a few pecks of grain to lend out by talking to them
individually, we never would have been caught in this stalemate, would we? Chen-shan, this won’t do! From now
on you must work harder and more painstakingly.”
Kuo blew a long breath out through his hairy nostrils.
“Ai! Lu, old friend, you can’t clap with just one hand, you know! There are only two of us Communists in Frog
Flat, and our comrade Sheng-pao is so wrapped up in production that he ignores politics. When the first meeting
was called, he was off in Kuo-hsien buying rice seeds, so young Huan-hsi came to listen in. After he came back he
didn’t even contact me. That little rascal has gotten a bit arrogant since he joined the Party—”
Secretary Lu could not listen any longer. He spoke to this man, with whom he was on good enough terms to
joke and tease, with considerable bluntness:
“Ai-ya-ya! My dear Bomber,\fn{A note reads: Kuo Chen-shan’s nickname.} your thinking is getting moldy! Even after
the Party Rectification Campaign you say that cooperative farming has nothing to do with politics! Have you
forgotten what Secretary Wang said at last winter’s Huang-pao Township Party Branch meeting? Simply getting
grain quotas delivered, continuing to issue agricultural loans, filling in statistical forms, writing introductions for
people taking cases to court, witnessing applications for marriage certificates—that’s not dynamic political
activity. We Party members are often told not to get bogged down in administrative details, but to organize the
masses and lead them in production. You should make a clear distinction between production by mutual aid teams
and the go-it-alone variety. You say that Sheng-pao ignores politics and doesn’t contact you? Well, you should
take the initiative in helping him!”
A fine sweat broke out on the bridge of Kuo’s nose, and his whiskery face turned red. His group was called a
mutual aid team, but in actuality it was the private, “go-it-alone” form of production. Even in the darkness, Secretary Lu could detect his embarrassment.
Kuo stood speechless for a long time. With his large, coarse hands he rubbed the stubble-covered face under
his skullcap, hoping thereby to control the feverishness he felt in his head. As he finished rubbing his face, he
finally—thank heavens!—thought of a position he could take to cover his failings.
“Lu,” Kuo began, in a voice oozing patriotism, “I think that when our country declared an end to Land
Reform, it was quite a mistake, wasn’t it?”
“How so?”
“Ever since it ended, Yao Shih-chieh and Kuo Shih-fu have been on their way up again. In ordinary farmers’
homes at New Year’s and other festivals, they put food on the offering table for their ancestors’ spirits. The rest of
the time they worship the deed to their land. That makes it hard to get projects going.”
“Then how would you do it? Have Land Reform every year? Get rid of all the middle peasants? Pull everyone
down to the same level?”
“Look, you! Do you think I don’t understand anything about policy? I’m not saying we should have Land
Reform once a year, but we shouldn’t declare Land Reform ended, either.”
“So we can keep the whole countryside nervous?”
“Actually only the wealthy and well-to-do middle peasants would be nervous.”
“Ordinary middle peasants wouldn’t be nervous?”
“Well, they’d be nervous, but it wouldn’t interfere with production.”
“And would you keep the masses of poor farmers up in the air about the situation, unable to plan their next
step forward?”
Quick-tongued Kuo Chen-shan was left without words. Controlling his anger, Secretary Lu admonished Kuo
in a voice that was sharply critical yet more concerned than hostile.
“Comrade! Don]’t start finding fault with the Party Central’s line. We should take a closer look at how we
ourselves are carrying out our work and whether our thinking has become corrupted. When you were peddling
earthenware you traveled to a lot of places and saw a lot more than most farmers. But there’s a distance of heaven
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and earth between your experience—mine, too, for that matter—and that of our comrades in the Party Central.
We’ve seen pictures of Marx and Lenin so often that their faces are familiar to us. But just what did they actually
say? Do you know? You don’t? Well, let’s take an honest look at ourselves. I’ve heard that you’ve had some
business dealings with Han Wan-hsiang, who has the brick and tile kiln by North Gate in Huang-pao Town. You
should remember who you are!”
“Who said I’ve had dealings with Han Wan-hsiang?” Kuo was getting tense and angry.
Secretary Lu calmly and patiently explained:
“If you’ve had no dealings there’s no cause for alarm. Now go to the classroom and announce that the needy
peasants should go home. Tell them that after every village in the Township has met we’ll discuss possible
solutions. Go on, now. I have a padded jacket and you don’t. Be careful you don’t get chilled.”
“Who said I had dealings with Han Wan-hsiang?” Kuo persisted, ignoring the chill in the air.
“We’ll talk about that later. Don’t keep the needy peasants waiting!”
“No! I have to know who’s spreading stories about me!”
“Don’t worry! The Party Branch Office will get to the bottom of these stories about business dealings. Go
adjourn the meeting now!” As he spoke, Secretary Lu flashed his light down a small path that led through the
clover field, and, snuggling his padded jacket around his shoulders, he stalked off angrily.
Kuo handed an unexpected disappointment to the needy peasants who had such hope in him. He ran up to the
classroom door, hastily announced cancellation of the meeting, and then ran off after Secretary Lu. He didn’t even
pause to pick up the form Babbler Sun had filled out. He wanted to find out just who in the township office was
putting him in a bad light.
After Babbler Sun had taken the kerosene lamp away, the poor farmers gathered around Liang Sheng-pao in
the darkness of the schoolyard. Several abruptly demanded that Sheng-pao’s mutual aid team be expanded. This
caught Sheng-pao unprepared, and he stood surrounded by his shabbily clothed neighbors, rubbing the back of his
neck with his hand, a forced smile on his face.
“Neighbors,” he said in embarrassment, “The mutual aid team has just gotten organized. This is my first year
as team leader, too. Next year—let me work at it for a year, and next year if you think I do my work well enough,
we’ll talk again. I’m young and untrained, so I’m afraid I might get everyone into a bad fix.”
“We’ve got eyes. You did a good job buying the rice seeds,” said Li Chü-ts’ai.
“Don’t just be nice to the few neighbors around you,” smiled tall, lean Wang Sheng-mao.
“Our huts may be far away, but our paddies are right next to yours!” said the solemn-faced Yang Ta-hai.
Sheng-pao really felt awkward. He felt closer to this group of people than he did to his own family. He was
afraid that if he went ahead and took them into his team there would be too many to manage. Also, if he took
several new members who had no draft animals into his team, working power would become a problem. No, it
simply wouldn’t do. He remembered the experience shared at the county meeting by Wang Tsung-chi, model
peasant from Ta-wang Village, Tou-pao District: “To become good, mutual aid teams should be small at first.” He
couldn’t be brash and begin something without a firm foundation.
But, looking at it from another angle, he felt deep sympathy for these needy peasants who had weak draft
anima1s—or none at all—and who could not plow and plant unless they teamed up with someone else. Their
middle-peasant neighbors—former tenant or semitenant farmers—traded their draft animals’ force for manpower
in the seasonal mutual aid teams, getting real benefit from the bargain. During the slack time that followed
planting these needy peasants became frantic with idleness, yet no one organized them to earn supplementary
income. Thus they were unable to shed the label of “needy peasant,” and every spring they ran short of food.
Their demand not only aroused Sheng-pao’s sympathy, it awakened his sense of obligation as a Communist to
help the masses through their difficulties as well. He felt it would be shameful to sneak away from this group of
men in ragged clothes.
“Yu-wan!” he shouted.
“Hey!” answered Feng Yu-wan from the darkness behind the group.
“Yu-wan, come here,” said Sheng-pao. “Let’s discuss whether we can revise this plan of ours.”
Sheng-pao and Yu-wan had taken advantage of the time before the meeting to take Iron Man Kuo into a corner
behind the schoolroom and talk him into lending two tan of grain to needy peasants in his election ward. This
would allow those neighbors who were in dire straits to keep feeding their families for the time being, while they
helped with the shipment of brooms, to be made from bamboo cut by the team, out of the mountains by Shengpao’s mutual aid team.
Now Sheng-pao was thinking of changing his plan. He could have those who were originally going to carry
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brooms cut bamboo for handles instead. Then another group could do the carrying. This way all the needy
peasants in the village could be helped, and part of the problem at hand could be solved.
“Where will the new group get food for their families?” Yu-wan asked doubtfully.
“We’ll think of a way!” Sheng-pao thought hard. Then he said again, even more emphatically:
“I’ve got a way! As soon as we commit ourselves to delivery of the brooms, the marketing co-op will give us
an advance. They won’t make us wait until we’ve delivered a certain number of brooms to get the cash. No, a
community project like the co-op will be more flexible than that. So if we do it this way, the food shortage won’t
be nearly as bad, and that’ll give us a chance to think of our next step.”
As they heard Sheng-pao and Yu-wan talk, the group began to bubble with happy excitement. With Sheng-pao
lifting their crushing burdens, they suddenly felt free and light. In the light of the newly risen moon they gazed
steadily at Sheng-pao’s full face with joyful, grateful eyes. They felt like embracing him and kissing his face.
There was such a good and sympathetic heart beating in his breast!
Each group member wanted to be first to join in:
“I’ll go!”
“So will I!”
“You’ve got to take me!”
The school yard suddenly bustled with life and activity. Kao Tseng-fu, his tattered sleeves around a newly
awakened Little Ts’ai, stood in the midst of the group, advising them to quit trying to outdo one another. Though
he kept a calm exterior, he felt deeply moved. Like a spirited horse who sees another horse dashing away, he
could not contain his own impulse to run forward. Seeing Sheng-pao’s courage in doing what he knew to be right
left a loyal, sincere man like Kao Tseng-fu so inspired that he trembled. With Little Ts’ai still in his arms, he
nudged Sheng-pao, saying:
“Sheng-pao, let me organize the men from the Kuan Canal area to carry brooms. You just handle the bamboocutting group.”
The group voiced unanimous support for this, but Sheng-pao asked:
“With Little Ts’ai tying you down, will you be able to go into the mountains?”
“You don’t need to worry,” Kao replied. “Don’t worry about whether I can go into the mountains. That’s my
problem and I can solve it best myself. You just organize your bamboo cutters, and I’ll take care of transportation!”
On the way home, Old Jen the Fourth let out sigh after sigh.
“Fourth Uncle,” said Sheng-pao, “what’s on your mind?”
“I’m thinking that you’re young and full of imagination,” Old Jen said, emitting his usual spray of saliva.
“Taking on a project as ambitious as this—are you sure you know what you’re doing?”
Sheng-pao spread his hands wide, and with an expression so full of grief he seemed about to cry, he said:
“What could I do? Seeing those needy peasants about to starve was real torture for me. If a Communist didn’t
take care of them, who would?”…\fn{A note reads: The failure of Kuo Chen-shan to get grain loans for the needy peasants
encourages the well-to-do middle peasant Kuo Shih-fu and his rich peasant crony Yao Shih-chieh to become bolder in cultivating
disaffection among mem- bers of Chen-shan and Sheng-pao’s teams. Chen-shan, though frustrated in his attempt to build up personal
property—as a Communist his business activities are curtailed—dares not leave the Party, his only protection against retaliation from the
enemies he made during Land Reform. One day news comes that a competing mutual aid team has become self-reliant through a bamboocutting expedition. Feeling encouraged and challenged, Sheng-pao’s team sets out for the mountains. They leave young Jen Huan-hsi
behind to work with an agronomist who will arrive while the team is gone. The bamboo-cutting project is beset with hardship and danger—
one member is hurt—but the group remains in high spirits and works harmoniously. By contrast, back in the village the visiting agronomist
finds jealousy, mutual suspicion, and general noncooperation among the middle peasants, who bully and harass Jen Huan-hsi as he
carries out his duties. In his relation with Kai-hsia, Sheng-pao is a sterling model of Communist dedication but a rather reluctant suitor.
Their romance almost bursts into flame late one balmy evening but ends on a tentative note after duty and devotion quickly reassert
themselves. Things are going well at the end of Volume One, with Liang Sheng-pao’s ascendency as a leader established, the road toward
self-sufficiency found for poor peasants, and the beginnings of improved agricultural productivity—the fast-growing seeds—introduced.
The problems, though attacked successfully, are far from solved. Loose ends are left dangling, to be picked up and woven into Part Two,
which deals with the next stage of agricultural collectivization, the establishment of agricultural cooperatives .}
1917

63.131 Go Home\fn{by Wang Yi-chih (1917- )} Hopei Province, China (F) 2
Toward the end of spring, the cuckoos cry persistently:
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“Go Home! Go Home!”
Standing before a small window, a lonely traveler with an exquisite glass in her hand allows herself to fly on
the wings of recollection into the blue sky, over the dark green waves. Far, far away; far, far away; she flies to the
other side of the sea, to the northern part of the continent and finally settles down on the majestic and serene old
capital, an ancient city of poetic beauty.
Silence reigns. A street without the hustle and bustle of a city is lined by two rows of fragrant locust trees.
Right in the depth of the shade, they conceal a small gate and a quiet garden house. Outside the green screen
windows, there were several square corridors; no artificial hill, no streams or waterfalls. The fragrant flowers and
luxuriant trees decorated the little garden like a picture.
Mother liked tranquility. She wished to share her unique interest in gardening with the family. In this small
garden we could find little scarlet dates, big yellow persimmons, light, green or deep purple grapes resembling
crystal balls and rosy pearls. Also, the dark brown, rather excessively sweet figs, under mother’s patient
cultivation year after year, gave us clusters of wonderful fruits amid the autumn breeze. Year after year, the
gorgeous red almonds, green peaches, pink roses, white magnolias, pear blossoms, and pearl plum blossoms
welcomed and said goodbye to each spring in the midst of light wind and drizzling rains.
Among the flowers in the garden, my youngest sister liked the flamboyant pink roses blossoming along the
west wall. My younger sister appreciated most the pearl- and jade-like white lilacs. As for me, strangely, I liked
the python-like wisteria with its twisted branches and twigs. Sometimes, we strolled separately in different
corners, admiring the flowers we loved. Sometimes, we sat together arguing loquaciously and childishly about the
colors and smells of flowers. Mother had no prejudice in this respect, just like her unbiased love for her three
daughters of different personalities.
On a slightly warm yet still chilly early spring evening, the wisteria silently sprouted fragrant buds. Overnight,
the colorful flowers wave a luxurious silken tapestry on the old wooden shed. Amid the haze of the early morning,
tassels of flowers were hanging down like bouquets. Were these purple flowers swaying in the spring wind a
crystalization of a young girl’s sentimental dreams of sadness?
Mother got up extremely early in the morning. The sunshine caressed her silver hair. She quietly, joyfully
strolled in the little garden gazing at the luxuriant grass around her, the flowers, or the abundant fruits. At
mother’s side, I learned how to cut the little branches, to pluck the leaves, to sprinkle water, and to apply
fertilizers. With mother, I learned to fry the vine cakes, to distill the grape wine, and how to soak the dates in a
wine jar. With mother, I learned to appreciate the dripping of morning dews, the flurry of fallen flowers, to enjoy
the brilliant morning sunshine and the misty evening cloud. Mother was not a poet. However, she knew how to
use silent language to teach the children to understand the quiet evanescent beauty of little things that have often
been described by so many poets.
Mother loved this little garden, so did I. Mother loved the sparsely planted trees and flowers, the laughter and
innocent chatter, or the sound of our voices memorizing homework filling the mossy green garden. I liked
mother’s secret little smile of happiness. Mother was happy in the little garden. I was happy by her side.
Mother seldom left the garden all year round. She never complained that the garden was too small, or the
garden was so lonely. I, however, like a sparrow with wings, often flew swiftly out from it. My two sisters and
Chun Mei and Yee Van, both of whom I knew for ten years, flew together with me. We flew toward the most
beautiful and serene gardens of the ancient capital.
Oh! The unforgetable red lotus of the North Sea Garden and the misty moonlight of the South Sea Garden will
always haunt me in my dreams.
They were the imperial gardens in the Forbidden City of the Ch’ing Dynasty.\fn{ In Chinese, the name of the Manchu
Dynasty.} A long white jade bridge bisected the green waters and divided the lake into two parts, the south and the
north. They shared the enchanting springtime of the ancient city with unrivaled features. The North Sea was like a
heavily decorated beauty, while the South Sea appeared like a carefree scholar. Plenty of red railings and green
pavilions could be found in the North Sea, but the South Sea was rich in old trees and withered vines. A little chat
between friends was most pertinent while walking along beside the scarlet railings of the North Sea. Listening to
the cries of cuckoos in the South Sea made one wander into quiet musing. The colorful lanterns of North Sea’s
Yee Lan Hall and the snow-white lotus roots of Shuang Hung Pavilion often prompted people into thinking
deeply. The quietness at the swastika railings and the bracing in Liu Shui Yin of the South Sea invariably cleansed
one’s mind. When you appreciated the red lotus of the North Sea, it was like gazing quietly at a young girl’s
beautiful dance:. To enjoy the misty moonlight of the South Sea was like nothing less than listening to the
preaching of Buddhist scriptures by an old monk.
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I like the quietness and gracefulness of the South Sea, also the brightness and attractiveness of the North Sea.
On a flowery morning, on a moonlit night, on Double Ninth and Winter Day Festivals, how many times did we
help each other climb up to the top of the White Tower. Looking at the clouds in melancholy, we whistled aloud.
How many times did we stand by the railings near the weeping willows and the zigzag pond to see pairs of
swallows flying over the flowers. How many times did we row on the green waters gently stroking our paddles to
cut the round shadow of the moon in the center of the waves. In the distance we saw the colorful lanterns of Yee
Lan Hall reflected on the water like a dancing dragon. At that moment I could not help recite a line of a famous
poem: “The water pavi-lions are separated | by lanterns up and down.” How many times when dark clouds moved
toward us, yet we all put on our coats and hats to climb up to the highest pavilion to listen to the sorrowful
tinkling of the eaves bells mingled with the sounds of winter wind and autumn rains? How many times right after
it had stopped snowing did we walk on the slippery paths with half a bottle of rose wine, a purple bamboo flute in
our hands and go up to a quiet hall to drink and sing, admiring the glittering whiteness of the buildings dotted here
and there below us. The sharp tune of the flute spelled the sadness of the songs, such as the emotional Peony
Pavilion, the tearful Long Life Palace, and the touching Iron Cap Picture. The girls who were without any
sorrows pushed themselves back into the legendary stories, lamentating the sorrows and joys of the past, the rise
and fall of the kingdoms.
Oh! The moon light; the lake water; and Mother under the wisteria with her silver hair. In that verdant ancient
city I had spent those many years filled with poetry and beauty.
Unfortunately, we were mercilessly separated.
Now in that sad ancient city, there are hundreds of thousands of good people living under unprecedented
ruthless persecution. I was told that my old house is occupied by those evil aggressors. Two kind-hearted silverhaired people were forced to leave the old home they had lived in for scores of years and are living in a shabby
place in an obscure and narrow lane.
I was told that Yee Van is now old. Tied down by family affairs, she had to stay behind the Bamboo Curtain.
Chun Mei is gone. She went to Chungking; no news from her ever since. My younger sister was married. With a
knapsack on her shoulder, with her husband, she wandered here and there. In her days of drifting, I know she will
never find the white lilac tree she loved.
My native home, far away; my old companions, all dispersed! Only my rose-like little sister is with me: year
after year, although wind and rains have reduced the beauty of her prime, time has made the once withered and
bent flower twig gradually revive, grow, and finally become a tough little evergreen.
I dream that a day must come whe:n I can take this little evergreen grown up in a foreign land back to my
home and plant it into the earth of my old garden surprising our happy silver-haired mother into shedding her
tears, drop by drop, onto its twigs and leaves.
The sentimental, yet emotionless cuckoos are now crying sadly again in the woods. It is the same cry:
“Go Home! Go Home!”
80.80 Mother Wang\fn{by Lo Pin-chi (1917- )} Kirin Province, China (M) 7
Hu-lung Hill, in the hilly part of Southern Shantung, is not famous for its height—ait used to be famous for a
different reason—for its people’s militia. The bandit-like troops of the Kuomintang, as well as the “Home
Guards” hired by the landlords, gave the hill a wide berth. Even wolves did not dare show their noses in the date
groves around the place. In the dead of winter, whether it was in the small town south of the hill, or in the marketplace in the valley north of it, whenever one met a militiaman with a gun over his shoulder and a dead fox
dangling from his fist, one would know without asking that this man was from Hu-lung Hill.
But nowadays Hu-lung Hill is famous because the mutual-aid team at Big Stone Bay works so well. It owns
the biggest flock of sheep, gathers the biggest harvests and its members lead the best life.
In the winter of 1951, when the team put up a building for a seasonal nursery, the tales about it among the
people at the foot of the mountain were legion. Some said this building was like one on a beautiful picture. Some
said it was even grander than the Catholic church in the town south of the mountain.
In reality, the nursery of the Big Stone Bay mutual-aid team consists of two rooms only. The wall base is built
of white stone. The upper part is made of red bricks that form a design. There are big windows facing south with
glass panes to let in the sunlight. Though it has a thatched roof, in its environment it really does stand out.
*
Nearby villages at the foot of Hu-lung Hill say that the building is nice; but the whole area sings the praises of
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Mother Wang, who is in charge, whenever the nursery is mentioned.
Everyone who passes Big Stone Bay on his way to market knows her. She is always surrounded by a group of
children, like a hen by her chicks. In spring, they play under the big locust-trees. In summer, they gather mushrooms in the woods. Any child wandering away too far is immediately called back by Mother Wang, who treats
“her” children like a hen clucking away at her brood.
Mother Wang keeps the children of the nursery clean and tidy. Everyone who sees them says they are very
much like the nice little boys and girls on New Year pictures. Their cloth shoes are mended so that the patches
look like specially embroidered patterns. Their apron frocks and split trousers are washed every day. Mother
Wang is not paid for all this extra work, but she does it anyway because she likes to work and takes pride in a job
well done, and because she loves the children. When a young mother brings a child in tears to the nursery, Mother
Wang will ask again and again, “Who has beaten the child? Why?”, and be very unhappy until the child’s mother
promises to do better next time.
Needless to say, all the women in, the mutual-aid team have the greatest respect for Mother Wang. When they
go to the vegetable garden to dig up onions for themselves, they never forget to pull a few more for Mother Wang.
When they make cakes on festival days, two or three are set aside for Mother Wang. And, of course, Mother Wang
doesn’t have to grind grain or fetch water herself. Mother Wang often says:
“Kindness can only be repaid with kindness! The members of the team do right by me, an old, poor widow, so
I must do right by the children who are sent to this nursery. And we all must do right by our Chairman Mao Tsetung who has been doing so much for us.”
Mother Wang is close on sixty. Her hair is quite white and her face is covered with wrinkles. But her teeth are
in very good condition, and her eyes, like two pools among the rocks, shine clear and bright, full of energy and
spirit. When she laughs, she sounds like a young woman, and the earrings she wears, big as the knockers on a
door, shake merrily.
*
Formerly, Mother Wang was quite a different person, rather like a frost-covered blade of grass; withered and
drooping. Her pitch-black eyes were as sullen and lustreless as those of a clay idol. Since her husband’s death
thirteen years ago, her only clothes, summer and winter alike, were a black cloth padded jacket and lined trousers,
covered over with patches.
Mother Wang’s only property was two mou of barren land banked up with stones on a slope of Big Stone Bay;
her only family left was a daughter married to a young peasant in Gingko-Tree Village, eight li away. She had to
rely on her son-in-law to do her ploughing in the spring and help her harvest in the autumn. For the one he had to
bring his plough and animal, for the other push his wheelbarrow all the way from Gingko-Tree Village to Big
Stone Bay. While Mother Wang’s husband was still alive, he used to go out of their hilly area to sell dates. When
he died, all he left her from that trade were two pairs of big baskets. For the fodder for her son-in-law’s mule, she
had to rely on her neighbors to help her out.
Year after year, her son-in-law could come to help her only after he had finished working on his own land; so,
by the time Mother Wang began to sow, other people’s fields had already put out shoots half an inch tall. Other
families did their work in the fields according to wind and weather. Mother Wang had to do her work when man
and animal power were available to her. Although Mother Wang was by no means lazy or extravagant, yet what
she reaped from her plot of land every year was less than the persimmons one could dry and preserve from two
trees, and she usually had to live on her daughter’s family four months out of the year.
Kuei-chieh, Mother Wang’s daughter, was intelligent; she had capable hands and a strong mind of her own.
She did embroidery and all her other work so promptly and well that, in her father-in-law’s sight, she was far
above the other young women in his family.
But he was very stingy. Every time Mother Wang came to stay with her daughter, there was neither oil for
cooking nor for the lamp in the house, because the old man would not buy any when he went to market. Kueiehieh had to embroider pillow cases and slippers at night to earn some extra money to buy these things; all the
time she was afraid that her mother might slip up on something and people would talk. So she had to keep
watching the old man for every change of mood and go out of her way to curry favor with him.
Mother Wang, as well strong-minded, could not help noticing her daughter’s worries. Therefore, as long as she
could find at least some wild vegetables for food, she would not go to stay with her daughter; and when she did
go, she worked hard all day long. In the daytime, she went out to gather firewood, carrying her small granddaughter on her back; in the evening, she washed elothes, cut hay and fed the horse. When she was so tired that
she felt her back was breaking, she would say that she must have caught a chill but that it was really nothing of
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any importance. Still her daughter’s father-in-law never turned to her, never listened to what. she said. He seemed
to be both blind and deaf to her existence.
“What do you think, Kuei-chieh?” Mother Wang sometimes asked her daughter secretly. “Wouldn’t it be better
if I went back to Big Stone Bay?”
“What are you going to live on when you get back there?”
“Well, then I might stay here a few more days, I suppose. We’ll see when it’s time to cut the wheat.”
“Why don’t you want to stay?” Kuei-chieh would sigh and ask in a whisper: “What’s the matter? What has my
father-in-law said this time?”
“Oh, nothing!” Mother Wang said, also with a sigh. But sometimes she would add, “If only he wouldn’t sulk
so much!”
“It’s only because the weather has been so dry and we need rain. The old man is always moody and gloomy
like that when the weather is not right.”
But Kuei-chieh’s husband was quite different from his father. Tall and big, he towered above people in a
crowd, and was generous and straightforward. He often said to Mother Wang when she was staying there:
“Don’t hurry home! Stay here a little longer. Especially when I go hunting, there’ll be enough to eat.’
Kuei-chieh’s husband enjoyed climbing around the hills and mountains, but he was impatient of work in the
fields. Mother Wang’s two mou of stony land annoyed him especially.
“One little piece of land on top, another tiny strip down a hollow, how can you jump from one to the other?
What a nuisance to work on such fields!”
It is easy to imagine what Mother Wang’s feelings were in those days. Now, whenever someone mentions her
past life, she says: “If I hadn’t thought of my daughter and granddaughter, I would have hanged myself so long
ago that the rope would by now have rotted away! What was there for me to live for?”
When the land reform was about to begin, Kuei-chieh’s father-in-law spoke to Mother Wang for the first time:
“Are you going to ask for land when you go back to Big Stone Bay? Do you think without anybody to help
you, without any horse, with just your bare hands, you’ll be able to reap anything?”
Mother W ang dmiled as she answered: “Even if I don’t ask for land, I’ll get the two mou of fruit trees back.
These trees were in the Wang family for generations. The landlord snatched them from us for interest payment. I
can’t go on living on my relatives the year round, all my life, can I?”
Anger shone in her eyes as she spoke. What she left unsaid was:
“Don’t you think I can work my land without your mule?”
For three years after that, Mother Wang did not set foot in Gingko-Tree Village to see her daughter. Not
because she had a grudge against Kuei-chieh’s father-in-law, but because she had joined the local women’s
association and was kept busy with meetings and planning, making shoes for the army, and looking after the small
children for the village women, in exchange for the work others did for her. She was so busy all the time that she
felt nearly out of breath!
Mother Wang was allotted eight mou of rocky land, four mou of fruit trees, five goats and two sheep. Under the
exchange of labor system, other members of the Big Stone Bay mutual-aid team till her land and tend her flock
while she takes care of the nursery. In this way she earns more than enough to pay for the use of draught animals
and for all the work others do for her. People say that Mother Wang is happy because her life is so much better
now. She feels that her happiness is due not so much to that, but because now she can do work worth exchanging
for others. She no longer has to ask anybody’s favor for the use of his animal, and she is no longer under any
obligation to anyone for working on her land. And yet, the grain stands on her eight mou just as tall, thick and
heavy as on the fields of the well-to-do households of the village. She can hold up her head now! In the world she
now lives in she becomes more energetic as time goes on, and there is a fair measure of pride in her happiness.
When the nursery was formally opened, she said to all the people present at the ceremony: “I’m heart and soul
for our mutual-aid team in Big Stone Bay. Before Chairman Mao’s picture here I swear that, although I’m an old
woman, I shall look after your children just as you take care of my land, and as I used to look after my own
granddaughter. I promise I shan’t favour some and neglect others. One and all, they are the children of our team!”
To this very day, she has kept her promise.
*
One fine day after the autumn harvest, Mother Wang at last asked for two days’ leave from the nursery to go to
Gingko-Tree Village to see her daughter. A few months before, during the wheat harvest, Kuei-chieh had sent
Mother Wang a message by word of mouth that she had had another child, a boy this time. Mother Wang was
surprised at her own indifference. How did it happen that she had not once left Big Stone Bay in three years? For
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the past few years, she had scarcely given a thought to her granddaughter. Her relationship with Kuei-chieh
seemed to have cooled down, and yet she had no other close relation besides her daughter. But at the time the
message came, her mutual-aid team was kept busy with killing crop pests. Mother Wang could not find time to go
to Gingko-Tree Village herself. So she asked someone else to take her daughter the usual gift of noodles and a
basketful of eggs for the happy event. She was thinking of going when the ploughing and sowing for the autumn
crops would be done. But then the mutual-aid team was busy sinking new wells to fight a sudden drought. There
was never a day when the nursery was empty. When one unit of the team had some free time, another unit would
be busier than ever. Only now, after harvest, did people really have time to look after their own children, so
Mother Wang could get away.
The day before she went, she made some cakes of fine white flour in preparation for her visit. And she had
asked someone to buy for her a piece of red cloth in the market-place. In twenty years this was the first time that
she went to Gingko-Tree Village carrying gifts. No wonder she very solemnly covered the wicker basket which
held the cakes with the red cloth and put on her blue cotton jacket which she usually wore only at Spring Festival.
One of the village women teased her:
“Why, Auntie, the older you grow, the fonder you grow of decking yourself out!”
But Mother Wang answered her rather tartly: “After Kuei-chieh’s father died, I wore the same black jacket for
thirteen years, patched and torn again, torn and patched again. Now I just can’t stand the sight of black cloth!”
But then it seemed that this one remark dispelled all the annoyance stored up through the years. Her eyes
began to twinkle and she laughed out loud.
Hu-lung Hill has a depression at the top, and Big Stone Bay lies in it, like a magpie’s nest. The sky above
appears as a disk, like the rim of a well. Fruit trees grow here and there around the edges. Mother Wang walked
through a grove of date-trees till she came to a rocky stretch. A flock of sheep were cropping the grass among the
rocks. The father of one of her nursery babies, a veteran guerrilla fighter, with a bullet wound in his leg, was
sitting on a rock, with a new-born lamb in his arms.
Mother Wang hailed him, smilingly, asking him whose ewe had lambed, and learned it was her own.
“Really?” Mother Wang shouted with joy. “If you hadn’t taken such good care of my ewe, there would be no
lamb now. How can I thank you enough?”
“Just thank the ewe for lambing! She really is doing well. Anyway, you take such good care of my little boy.
For two whole years he hasn’t had the slightest thing wrong with him. That squares us, doesn’t it? You’re on your
way to Gingko-Tree Village now, eh?”
“Yes, I haven’t been there for three whole years!” Mother Wang said: “Who knows me knows I really didn’t
have time to go. But who doesn’t know me may say I’m looking down my nose at my relatives because I am
better off now.”
“Now things are different for you. Now you can afford to have Kuei-chieh and your granddaughter come and
stay with you for a while. Kuei-chieh hasn’t been home for a dozen years! I’m not sure I’ll know her when I see
her.”
“Ask them over? Kuei-chieh has a daughter and a son now. What shall I do, then? Go on looking after the
children at the nursery or stay at home to look after my own daughter and grandchildren? Let’s wait until the next
Spring Festival when I’ll have time.” While she was. talking, she took the lamb and, weighing it in her hands, she
said:
“It’s less than five catties!”
The old fighter, however, was certain it weighed more than six. Mother Wang asked him then:
“Your boy is big enough now. Won’t you be sending him to winter school?” But the boy’s father replied:
“He is just a peasant boy. What need has he for going to winter school?”
Mother Wang was highly displeased and reproached him: “How can you be so backward in your ideas! I think
you are all wrong. Our mutual-aid team will develop into a producers’ co-operative and we’ll go on to socialism
then. I won’t allow you to hinder the boy’s progress!”
Finally the veteran guerrilla fighter smiled and said: “All right, we’ll see next year.”
Mother Wang said: “That’s sensible too. If he begins going to school when he is a little older, it may be better
for him, so he won’t tire himself out and get ill.”
She left him then and walked on, thinking that, since she had five goats, two sheep and now two lambs born
within one year, next time she Went to Gingko-Tree Village she would take one of the ewes as a present to her
daughter, so that Kuei-chieh could start a flock of her own and put some extra money by.
Gingko-Tree Village lies on the southern slope of Hu-lung Hill, facing the sun. Villagers go from there to mar-
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ket in the little town on the plain on one side of the mountain, while the people from Big Stone Bay and several
other villages on the northern slope of Hu-Iung Hill go to market in the valley on the other side of the mountain.
Though Gingko-Tree Village and Big Stone Bay are only eight li apart, the two villages belong to different
counties, so the villagers seldom meet.
Mother Wang really had no idea how things had turned out these three years for her daughter, what had
happened in Kuei-chieh’s village, whether her father-in-law was still making long faces all the time, grumbling
even because his granddaughter ate too much for his liking. But she was pulled out of her thoughts by a little boy
who was helping his grandfather dig up peanuts. The six-year-old, the oldest child in the nursery, ran up to her,
insisting on carrying her basket for her a little way towards the other side of Hu-lung Hill.
There, the sky opened wide over their heads, and the plain at the foot of the mountain stretched as far as they
could see. The pine-trees on the plain looked like small mushrooms from where they stood, and the river running
through it reflected the sunlight dazzlingly. The shadow of the mountain lay across the ground. How free and
happy Mother Wang felt! She promised the little boy that, next spring; she would take all the children to the
persimmon grove beyond their village to pick herbs. Then she gave the boy one of the cakes in her basket, told
him not to play around but to help his grandfather, and went on her way without stopping for a rest.
The distance of eight li seemed to have shortened to only four. She hadn’t been on this road for three years.
Now the hawthorns she remembered as little bushes were fully grown. The stone walls banking up the fields on
the hilly land, which had been crumbling for the past twenty years, were newly repaired. This proved to Mother
Wang’s satisfaction that the mutual-aid teams of other villages were also working well. Walking along, she soon
caught sight of the gingko tree after which her daughter’s village was named, midway up the slope of Hu-lung
Hill.
*
The courtyard was very quiet within its stone wall enclosure; Mother Wang looked in vain for her daughter.
A cock was perching on the millstone on one leg. Several hens were sunning themselves under the eaves.
Kuei-chieh’s father-in-law was alone in the yard, while Kuei-chieh and the old man’s other daughter-in-law were
at a meeting in the mutual-aid team. The old man was fixing up a harness, crouching on the ground. The stone
walls and the mill were exactly the same as they had been three years before. But Mother Wang now felt that the
yard seemed to have become smaller.
When the old man recognized Mother Wang, he greeted her with obvious pleasure and sincerity, as if she were
a very special guest. Mother Wang’s first impression of him was that he seemed to have shrunk in size, although
he did not appear any older. There were holes in his sleeves and a blue patch showed on his black trousers.
Mother Wang gathered that the old man was still as stingy as ever and that her daughter was not taking very good
care of him.
“Mother Wang!” he called, as soon as he had taken the nails out of his mouth with which he was repairing the
harness. When she offered the basket with wheat cakes, he said:
“Why did you take all this trouble! Isn’t your coming to see us enough? Why bother to bring presents?”
But Mother Wang replied: “These are just a few cakes I made myself, they’re nothing to talk about. How have
you been getting on these three years?”
“Quite well really,” said the old man. Then he sighed and added: “What else can I say? We did have a drought
last year. The old man up there in heaven didn’t give us a harvest, so what could we do?”
“Didn’t your mutual-aid team sink wells?”
“We hadn’t joined the team last year, Mother Wang. All through the winter, your daughter and granddaughter
kept blaming me. This year, I told them I would not make any decisions for the family. I didn’t run things well,
did I? All the young people are qoing their best to go ahead. I can’t catch up with them, but at least I shouldn’t be
a stumbling-block in their way, should I, Mother Wang?”
For the first time in thirteen years since her husband’s death, Mother Wang heard the old man speak to her in
such a friendly tone. She thought, “How nice it would be if Kuei-chieh’s father were still alive now!”
The old man went even further.
“You are well-known on Hu-lung Hill for your ability, Mother Wang!” he said.
But Mother Wang just laughed at him: “An old woman like me? What ability have I got? Isn’t it the mutual-aid
team in my village that makes life happier for me?”
“Your daughter heard long ago how much better your life had become and wanted to go and live with you,
especially when we didn’t have enough to eat this spring! But I said as long as we could manage somehow, she’d
better not. You get your crops in through exchange of labor, don’t you? And that doesn’t happen for nothing.”
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Mother Wang said: “I had no idea that you were short of food this spring. I had eight mu of wheat and about
thirty catties of cotton to spare.” Then she added: “Let them come to my place at the Spring Festival. Our mutualaid team has reared thirteen pigs. We’ll kill one at the end of this year and divide it, so they can have some of the
meat, too.”
Mother Wang kept a look-out for her daughter while she was talking. Every time there was a noise in the yard,
she thought it was Kuei-chieh coming back, and she was getting more impatient to see her all the time. But Kueichieh did not appear until it was almost noon, carrying her baby in her arms. Kuei-chieh, more matronly now,
looked as neat and tidy as ever. The black jacket and blue trousers she wore were very plain. When she entered the
yard, her high spirits shone in her bright, black eyes.
“Oh! I’ve been wondering who is here!” she cried out with joy and surprise at the sight of her mother. “Did
you lose your way and get here by mistake? Otherwise how did you come to remember me and my children?”
Mother Wang looked at Kuei-chieh’s father-in-law while she said: “Listen to my daughter talking! How lucky I
have only one. If she had two or three sisters, I wonder what she would think of me.” And, turning to Kuei-chieh,
she added: “You know we’re all members of a mutual-aid team. So how could I run off on my own, as in the old
days? Where is my granddaughter?” Then she took her grandson in her arms, asked what his name was and
whether Kuei-chieh had enough milk to feed him. But, somehow, Mother Wang suddenly remembered the little
boy who had carried her basket part of her way. He was too fond of playing, of climbing trees and catching birds.
Wouldn’t he lose his way outside the village?
“What good wind blew Mother Wang here, at last?” Kuei-chieh’s sister-in-law had just come into the yard too.
“No wonder the magpie cried early this morning. Here is the guest!”
“Just look at my mother!” Kuei-chieh said to the women of the neighborhood who had followed her sister-inlaw into the yard. “Putting on light-blue clothes at her age!”
Mother Wang protested: “Since it’s neither bright red nor light green, what’s so strange about it? Is light blue
for you young people only? In Big Stone Bay we aren’t old-fashioned like you people in Gingko-Tree Village!”
Kuei-chieh said: “Of course, we’ve all heard that my mother’s village is a model to all others! Your nursery is
said to look like a palace!”
Mother Wang chuckled. “Isn’t that the truth? Even newspapers have written about us. And our young women
don’t go around in black cotton jackets any more like you do.”
It was Kuei-chieh’s turn now to protest.
“These are just my work clothes. I am not going visiting like this. You needn’t think we here haven’t got
dresses made of light-blue cloth as well!”
But Mother Wang explained to them: “Our young women wear blue cotton jackets at home only. When they go
out to visit, they all wear colored prints.”
Kuei-chieh’s father-in-law interrupted here to say: “Your daughter has a good pair of hands, Mother Wang!
This year she earned more than anyone else in our mutual-aid team. You needn’t blame her just because she likes
plain colors better than gaudy ones with designs.”
This talk and banter was carried on amidst the laughter of all the women of the neighborhood. Mother Wang in
her new clothes talked to them all cheerfully, with a happy, contented, and joyful light in her eyes. She forgot her
worry about the little boy she had met on the road. She forgot that she hadn’t yet seen her granddaughter. She was
wrapped up in all the merry, friendly warmth around her, a feeling entirely different from any she had ever had in
Gingko-Tree Village before, but quite similar to the way she felt among the members of her own mutual-aid team
at Big Stone Bay. She was content. Before she came, it had seemed to her she had a lot of urgent things to do at
her daughter’s place. But now, so soon after her arrival, she felt all her business here was done. She had seen her
daughter and grandson. There was only one more thing to do—to have a private talk with Kuei-chieh. But the
neighbors seemed in no mood to leave to give Mother Wang such a chance. On the contrary, more and more
curious people crowded into .the yard. Some lifted the red cloth from the basket and admired Mother Wang’s skill
in making these cakes. Some were amazed at the good life she was now obviously leading. They praised her for
her ability to work, and said that she had become quite a different person, so that they hardly knew her. Mother
Wang had to remind them again and again:
“It’s only because the mutual-aid team gives us the chance to plan, all of us together. Otherwise how could I
even dream of having a blue cotton jacket like this!”
And so it went on till late in the evening, when finally Mother Wang could have her heart-to-heart talk with
Kuei-chieh.
Hsiang-hsiang, a girl of nine now, tried to make her grandmother tell her a story. But although Mother Wang

1029

was very fond of the child, she did not heed this request. Mother Wang had more important things on her mind.
For instance: Did Kuei-chieh get along with her sister-in-law? How did the mutual-aid team in Gingko-Tree
Village work? How did they count up their workdays and pay? Why hadn’t Kuei-chieh come out in the land
reform and done her part? Kuei-chieh told her, to her amazement, that the chairman of the women’s association of
Gingko-Tree Village was a woman who had suffered the usual cruelty and oppression meted out to a child-bride, a
woman who used to be dumb in the presence of any stranger, and was now able to hold her own in making a
report to a meeting of district delegates. The chairman of the women’s association in Big Stone Bay was the same
type of person, but that this was true also of another village astonished Mother Wang. When they finally blew out
the lamp, the little girl Hsiang-hsiang had been asleep for hours, leaning against Mother Wang. The autumn moon
shone brightly through the window. But Mother Wang was still full of questions, about her son-in-law who had
gone to Korea with the Chinese People’s Volunteers to fight U.S. aggression, and whether he wrote home often.
At last, Mother Wang asked in a whisper:
“Is your father-in-law fond of the baby? Does he show his feelings?”
“He often takes the baby in his arms,” Kuei-chieh replied. “Since you stopped asking for the use of his mule
after the land reform, and when he heard that you had joined the mutual-aid team, he has been treating me quite
differently.”
Mother Wang said: “His mind is that of a rich peasant, though the life he leads is only that of a middle peasant!
He only cares for himself and never thinks about others. After all, I worked for the food he gave me, cutting grass,
gathering firewood. Did I ever have a single day’s rest? Of course, before the Communists came, I didn’t know
that I was living by my own labor, I believed myself I was eating his food and giving nothing in return!”
“Last year we hadn’t joined the mutual-aid team. Then we heard that your village had a very good harvest, so
the old man hinted I should take the little girl and go to live with you. But I told him: ‘My mother has suffered
enough during half of her life. Just now she’s only beginning to have some grain in her bins. How can I rob her of
that?’ I would have liked to tell him, too: ‘In a year or two, I’ll certainly take my child and go live at my mother’s
place for a while, without your telling me to.’ The old man certainly has the ideas of a rich peasant in his head!”
Mother Wang sighed. She felt she knew now all she wanted to know, as if she had come on this visit just to
learn all this. But even so, she didn't sleep well the rest of the night. She had the nursery in Big Stone Bay on her
mind and she was also afraid the little boy she had met on the road might have played around too long and lost his
way.
She tossed and turned till Kuei-chieh asked her: “What are you worrying about so?”
Mother Wang told her and added: “As the head of the nursery, shouldn’t I worry?”
The cock crowed twice. But it was still dark outside. The wind was blowing hard. Mother Wang could hear dry
branches being blown off and falling to the ground.
“I hope it’s not going to rain!”
“Why won’t you stay for a few days longer? You don’t really mean to go back today?”
But Mother Wang said: “The persimmons are all dried by now. I don’t know what our team has decided to do
about them. If the men want to take the dried persimmons down the mountain, we women must get busy and
prepare the flax for stringing the fruit. How can I stay away and delay the work?”
Kuei-chieh showed herself annoyed with her mother for the first time.
“But you asked for two days’ leave, didn’t you?”
Mother Wang said: “If it rains, it’ll be difficult for me to walk back.”
But Kuei-chieh had an answer to that, too: “If it rains, our mutual-aid team will find a way to get you back to
Big Stone Bay, even if we have to carry you in a sedan-chair all the way!”
Mother Wang still was fussing:
“I just came to see how you people were. There is nothing for me to do here. But everyone in our team is busy
now. I’m so used to my work at the nursery, I’m restless when I’m idle.”
In the morning, the old man wanted to go to market to buy some meat in honor of Mother Wang. But she insisted on going back to Big Stone Bay then and there, no matter how much Kuei-chieh and her little girl tried to keep
her a little longer.
Before she left, Mother Wang told Kuei-chieh she should talk her father-in-law over a bit more, and also that
she should mend his torn clothes and take better care of him. Kuei-chieh said: “I’ve just been too busy with other
things to get around to it, that’s all.”
Finally, Mother Wang told Kuei-chieh to send the little girl Hsiang-hsiang to winter school and that she would
provide the money for her granddaughter’s schooling.
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So Mother Wang left. But for quite a long time she remained the topic of converssation between Kuel-chieh
and all the women around her. They kept talking about her clothes, how youthful she sounded when she laughed.
They were all agreed:
“She’s like a fresh peony, just in bloom, at sixty years of age!”
150.104 & 179.130 1. Big Dog Tsou 2. Excerpt from … And The Rain My Drink\fn{by Han Suyin (1917- )}
Sinyang [Xinyang], Henan Province, China (F) 15
1
Neo turned with care and lifted his body on an outstretched right hand. His daughter and son slept between him
and his wife on the mat-covered wood planking, the family bed. Through cracks in the plywood walls of the hut a
lighter darkness seeped.
In the cloth hammock suspended from the roof beam the larger baby gurgled and scuffled hands and feet. Neo
Saw slept, mouth half open, the smaller baby at her breast.
Neo bent across his children and shook his wife’s arm. She groaned and sat up, eyes still closed. The smaller
baby rolled off her breast and wailed. She crooned, “Oh sayang\fn{Darling; though born in Peking, Han Suying lived most
of her life in Malaya.} sayang” sleepily; mechanically put him back, holding him perched upon her right hip with one
crooked arm. The smaller baby curled its legs round her waist, grasped her pendulous wrinkled right breast with
both hands, and sucked at the large dark nipple, pulling strongly.
Neo Saw shuffled outside the hut through the small kitchen to the privy, narrow as a sentry box, five feet from
the hut. It was so dark she could not see, but she smelt the smoke from the stoves of Fong Kiap and Big Dog
Tsou, her neighbors to left and to right, a sharp tang within her nostrils which woke her up. She returned, seized
the face towel inscribed GoodMorning hanging on the nail in the wall, dipped it into a basin of water, and wiped
the smaller baby’s face around his busily sucking mouth. Then she washed her own. She swilled water in her
mouth, rinsing and gargling, and expectorating in the tangle of tapioca, which grew its sprays of leaves on thew
man-tall thin stems between the privy and the hut.
Neo lit the small kerosene lamp, and the black and gold shadows of the flame danced upon walls and faces.
Daughter, padding barefooted, lifted the larger baby from its hammock and took it to the privy with her, whistling
enticingly. When she returned she took the tin of condensed milk out of the food cupboard, with its wife net doors
and its legs dipping in cigarette tins full of water, and measured two teaspoonfuls of gluey yellow liquid into a
glass. The rubber twigs in the earth stove were burning and the water was hot in the aluminum kettle. Neo Saw
poured some water into the glass, and Daughter stirred the mixture, dribbled it into a feeding bottle, capped it with
a rubber teat, and pushed the teat into the larger baby’s mouth. He drank eagerly, choking over the air sucked in
with the warm milk.”
The family swallowed their morning rice, shoveling it with chopsticks into their mouths. Neo Saw fed the
babies spoonfuls of rice, and later spoonfuls of muddy black coffee streaked with condensed milk. Neo put on his
black tapper clothes, stiff with spilt latex.\fn{ He taps rubber trees for a living; Malaysia is the world’s leading producer of natural
rubber.} Neo Saw, baby hanging fast to her, knotted her sweat cloth round her head. They took their tapping
knives, wheeled their bicycles out of the hut, walked them down the dirt road of the wired-in labor village to the
police post guarding the gate. The smaller baby, ten months old, sat astride Neo Saw’s left hip, supported by a
piece of cloth which went round his buttocks and over his mother’s shoulder. Daughter, aged eight years, carried
the larger baby, aged two years. Son, aged thirteen, came behind, stumbling sleepily, his thin arms wrapped round
a bottle of water, the only food or drink allowed out of the perimeter wire fence which surrounded the village.
In the cool, iron-gray softening of dawn, the stars were small, remote and high. Shafts of pallor surged and
ebbed in irregular waves above the trees to the east, and Son remembered a gray-blue balloon he had burst.
Wrinkled and small, dark and crumpled as night in a hut, it had lain in his hand. He had blown into it, and it had
grown, had swollen and thinned into a translucent sphere, shimmering with silver streaks, as now shimmered,
with pale light spurting above the trees in gusts, the orb of a rapidly thinning sky.
In front of Neo walked other tappers, among them Fong Kiap in her dark clothes, wheeling her bicycle. Its
chain whirred, a soft, hasty tick and prick of the stillness. Fong Kiap had a large, calm face; she was sturdy and
big with child, and from here waddle every tapper knew she had food hidden between her thighs.
Neo slowed his steps, not wishing to be near Fong Kiap, should the Malay mata-mata at the police post find
her out. His thought, of a few words, dull and slow, duller now because of the constant fear that was upon him, as
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upon them all, informed him that it had been thus during the years of the Japanese devils, and that it was natural
and wrong that it should be thus again.
Neo and Fong Kiasp’s husband had run away together to the jungle to escape being massacred by the Japanese.
That was ten years ago. Neo Saw had smuggled food to Neo her husband then. Fong Kiap was now smuggling
food to her husband, who had gone back Inside. He had become one of the People Inside,\fn{ From 1948-1960, when
their ability to militarily dominate the situation was effectively destroyed, the British and their Malay allies fought a local Chinesedominated, Communist-led insurgency, fighting for a Communist-dominated independent Malaya, which the Government called the
Malayan Emergency. They officially laid down their arms in 1989; some 11,000 people lost their lives during the rebellion .} and Neo

was now afraid of him, nearly as frightened of his old friend as he was of the police.
As Neo slowed down, Big Dog Tsou glided past on noiseless feline feet, walking softly, treading a jungle path,
always a quiet and dangerous smiling man who collected money and food for the People Inside.
At the police post the tappers handed in their identity cards; the Malay mata-matas kept them till their return
from tapping on the estate. The mata-matas searched the tappers, ran their hands over them, undid their belts,
looking for rice, meat, bean-curd, cake, tinned food, ammunition, matches, cigarettes, tobacco, a watch, a pen, a
pencil, paper of any kind, money, jewelry, an extra garment or towel, a small rubber sheet, string, a fishing hook, a
penknife, a piece of soap, medicine pills. They tasted the water in the bottles to make sure it was not sweetened.
They shone their torches on the tappers’ shoes to see if they were new. They poked the bicycle saddles, squeezed
the tires. Sometimes they ran their hands through the women’s hair. Neo’s mind, geared to evasion, refused to
remember how his wife in Japanese times had smuggled tobacco under a piece of sticking plaster on here belly,
and money in her private parts.
A young mata-mata put his hand on Fong Kiap’s belly and she tittered, a chuckling coy sound. The boy
grinned, with drew his hand and waved her on. Rubber estate mata-matas were usually slow, indolent boys,
hastily recruited from the Malay kampongs,\fn{Settlements.} cruel only by fits and starts, when their religious or
racial feelings\fn{In the 1940’s, the population of Malaysia was approximately 50% Malay-peoples, 37% Chinese and 12% Indian; it is
now about 60% Malay-peoples (nearly all of whom are Moslems), 32% Chinese (most of whom are Buddhists), and 9% Indian (who
practice Hinduism). It is officially a Moslem country; but racial and ethnic tensions have dominated political and economic life since
independence in 1947.} were inflamed. Most days they found it too strenuous to search, and waved the tappers on but

they sometimes searched the women, for their pleasure.
It was neo Saw’s turn, and Neo, pretending indifference, looked blankly away, feeling the tightening in his
heart, the coiled rankling fury which dwelt within him at the sight of another man’s hands upon his woman; rage
unbetrayed by the tremor or word, endured, as so many things wee endured in the days between two terrors, that
of the police, and that of the People Inside.
They passed the police post and the wire gates, and were outside the village on the road to the estate. A man
grinned, a woman jeered. That dawn Fong Kiap had carried out a kati\fn{A note reads: 1¾ lb.} of pork between her
thighs, Big Dog Tsou three messages o thin cigarette paper in his mouth, Old Heng’s son an extra pair of drawers,
and his mother, who had two other sons with the People Inside, six bullets from a revolver bought from a
rapacious mata-mata on estate patrol fifteen days ago.
Neo and his wife, each with a baby tied to the body, with Son and Daughter astraddle the saddle carriers, rode
the mile and a half to Division I of the Langtry rubber estate where they tapped, bumping an dipping on the
uneven road, and came to their portion of trees to tap.
There was always a feeling of dissolution, a languid and inescapable stupor, a pause which fell upon the tapper
when he walked under the trees arched so regularly overhead, in endlessly repeated criss-crossing alleyways.
Perhaps it was the overwhelming uniformity of hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands of trees, equidistant from
each other, all the same height and size, thousands of acres of rubber, millions of rubber trees. Not a breath of air
moved under the identical foliage. At seven in the morning already the coolness was going. An insidious, moist
heat oozed between the rows, clinging to the tappers’ clothes, to their sweat-covered faces, their damp hands, and
the knife handles. It was light enough to see the straight boles dappled with patches of silver and rust, girded with
sloping broad belts of shorn bark. Along their lower rim the gray-white congealed latex of the night ended in a
glazed runnel into the collecting cup, fastened with wire round each tree. Tree after tree after tree, through which
the earth’s damp rose, sucked upwards in the trunks, lifted drop by drop, to vanish, insubstantial vapor in the pale
empty sky. Tree after tree after tree, quietly bleeding its white, smooth seeping blood, latex, into cups.
Daughter and Son ran ahead, stripping the grayish hardened latex along the cut, scrape rubber, to be handed in
to the estate. Husband and wife followed quickly, springing from trunk to trunk, bending over the cuts like black
parasites gorging, their tapping knifes gouging thin, precise strips of bark. Too deep a nick, a careless slash, and
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the tree, wounded, would bleed to death. And no so many trees in rows were slashed at night, by the People
Inside.
The sky, now blue, was peopling itself with the full-bellied muster of rotund morning clouds. Leaden-footed,
the heat trod in the man-made jungle of rubber. Mosquitoes sing-songed round the tappers’ heads, then dropped to
the damp hollows in the clefts of boughs. A stray bulbul began its beauty-haunted tune, but lost the thread,
faltered and stopped. A muted lowing echoed distantly from the cattle of the Tamil rubber tappers who tapped
Divisions II and III or the estate.
At this time of the morning, all over Malaya’s gigantic monotony of rubber trees, tappers were tapping, as Neo
and his wife, gouging the bark, stripping, and sprinting to another tree; a perform repeated hour by hour, tree after
tree after tree. Cut, strip, spring; cut, strip, spring. All over Malaya, rich and creamy, languorously drop by drop,
the white latex dripped into the cups.
Ten o’clock. Neo had finished five hundred trees and his wife three hundred. They stopped, trembling with
weariness, unable to wipe the sweat off their faces, licking their dry lips with dry tongues, tasting the salt on their
skin. Son and Daughter lay on the ground. Silently, they all shared the water from the bottle. Aching cramps in
their muscles, aching bellies. Sweat and hunger. But they would have no food, and nothing else till two in the
afternoon when they returned. For such now was the harsh law: No food out of the fence; starve the People Inside.
Now they would collect the latex from the cups, pour it in pails, carry the pails to the collecting shed for
weighing, watch it immersed in the coagulating tank, hand in the scrap rubber. They would chalk up with the head
of the labor lines their daily wage, paid to them once a month, within the fence, by the estate manager.
It was this afternoon, Neo remembered, that he was getting aid. The babies cried, and Neo Saw gave each a
breast to ease them. Two o’clock in the afternoon before they would be back inside the fence, and hastily finish
the remnants of the morning meal. Then Son would go to the schoolmaster whom the tappers paid to teach their
children. Daughter would clean the house, Neo Saw would wash the clothes, go to the shop to buy food, and cook
the evening meal. Two meals a day. Neo Saw found it hard taking the small ones with her to tap. But there was no
one to look after them without money. And if she did not tap, there would not be enough money for food.
It was then they heard the screams. The first was the worst of all, a long, terrifying ululation, rising and rising
and suddenly bent off in the middle, then two short screams, then moans and silence.
Daughter and Son, still unguarded, looked up, gray-faced with fear and exhaustion, and Son said: “What is it?”
“Hush,” said Neo Saw roughly. “We have not heard. We never listen. We do not know.”
Neo turned to curse his daughter, meaning the words for his son. “Busying yourself with what is not your
concern. Come and help me collect the latex, quick.”
They rose and started emptying the cups into the pails, keeping their eyes fixed on the latex which ran, smooth
as milk, into the pails. Soon the pails were full with the first load, and, staggering a little, panting as they carried,
their hearts beating against their chest walls with fear and weariness, they clenched their jaws, and set off at a
quick, swinging trot towards the weighing shed.
On his second collecting trip Big Dog Tsou was waiting for Neo, squatting at ease beneath a rubber tree, and
with was a girl whom Neo had seen once before collecting subscriptions for the People Inside. And then Neo
remembered, pay day this afternoon, subscriptions tonight and tomorrow. Neo remembered the girl. She was
dressed as a rubber tapper and had a black handkerchief round her head and tied under her chin, as his wife had,
framing her smile.
“Meeting, comrades,” said Big Dog Tsou, smiling.
And now out of the vaporous heat between the rubber trees they came, the tappers from the four corners of the
estate, greeting Big Dog Tsou carefully.
“Tell our mother to carry the pails without me,” Neo told his son and, speaking of himself as of another person,
“Tell her he will be back in half an hour.” And he followed Fong Kiap, waddling in front of him, again, as in a
repetitious dream.
As her walked he found himself noticing, through the floating membranes of exhaustion, everything else alive,
small things, like small silver fish going through an ever-spread net … the bark of trees, scuffed with ridges, and
the millimeter amplitudes of their cuts through which the pitiless white drip fell into the cups. In this part of the
estate the lalang grass grew thick up to a man’s thigh. This was part of Division I abandoned to the People Inside
by the mata-matas and the weeders, and the Estate Manager had not come round since the last shooting. The mark
of the People Inside was all over, with slashed and dying trees.
“Truly,” thought Neo, words going through his mind as if spoken in his ear, “truly the People Inside are strong
and it is dangerous to go against them.” He passed a tree with a great dark gash, pith congealed. “Fire and water,”
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he thought, “we stand between fire and water, between the Police and the People Inside.” And then they were at
the old smoke house, with the derelict rubber press like a misshapen instrument of torture gone dead in the
middle, for the wooden parts had been burnt down and the rusty iron alone was left. About thirty tappers were
there. Among them, dressed as tappers, the People of the Movement, eager and talking, going from one to the
other, happy and excited.
Neo joined them, and saw the covering tarpaulin in the center of the standing circle, a circumference of feet.
And then the girl approached, smiling, with Big Dog Tsou, and removed the sheet, and Neo looked, and knew:
“This is Meng, who weighed the latex. That is why he was not weighing today.”
“Comrades,” said Big Dog Tsou, “this was a traitor and we have punished him.” Big Dog Tsou had made an
excellent impression upon the Rehabilitation Committee. Not only was he a good basketball player and a
magazine reader, but he gave the most convincing reasons why democracy was better than Communism. Armed
with a glowing report, he was helped to acquire a small shop and to set up in his tailoring business.
“You see,” asserted Hinchcliffe, “that’s all the people really want: decent treatment, a living wage. Give it to
them, and there won’t be any Communism.” And <he> went on to say a lot of things about the past, and how
badly the Chinese had been treated, until Clerkwell, who listened unmoved, decided that Hinchcliffe was
beginning to talk like a Socialist.
“The Resurrection Smart Tailor” Big Dog Tsou named his shop, in foot long Chinese characters and smaller
English ones, and hoped the red-hairs would understand the delicate allusion, without his pointing it out, which
would spoil the effect.
He was an immediate success. His old clients, the mems, soon came round, glad to know he had been brainwashed satisfactorily, and genuinely wanting to help him. He put up his prices to normal, and they paid without
demur. Within a few weeks he had employed two apprentices and one errand girl; the latter was small, round and
had the prettiest wrists and feet and eyes, and within a month he had married her. In three she was pregnant.
And now Big Dog Tsou truly became a new man.
Thin he had been, and now waxed fat. Silent and smiling, he grew boisterous with a loud laugh and on his face
a permanent bemused happiness. He had walked softly and now stepped with a swagger, as if he owned the street.
He worked sixteen hours a day and still found time to stare often at his pert and pretty wife, with the full bosom
and round hips under the flowery coat and trousers, demure and childishly meretricious, stealing side glances
quickly at him which made his heart beat and his hands tremble, while the thin clink of her brass bangles as she
cut the cloths was like a loud bell ringing his joy to the world.
Happiness made him forgetful. He cut a dress for Mem Clerkwell out of material brought by Mem Hinchcliffe.
“That’s not my dress, tailor,” shrieked Mem Clerkwell, as she saw the bright scarlet chiffon instead of the white
piqué she had left. Big Dog Tsou tried to look concerned, began to laugh foolishly, and that made Mem Clerkwell
very angry. “Sorry mem,” said Big Dog Tsou, I very busy, nobody help, my wife …” He wanted to say his wife
could not help him with sorting the orders, but Mem Clerkwell misunderstood. “Ah yes,” she said, “I heard you’d
got married very recently. I suppose you don’t know whether you’re coming or going these days … well, I hope
you’ll be very happy …” and she smiled. Absurdly Big Dog Tsou felt an intense desire to cry. Until then Mem
Clerkwell, her peremptoriness and her gaunt harsh way of talking, had been one of his pet cold hatreds, but now
she was suddenly human, as human as his own woman, and not a pig-face whiteskin, a red-haired she-devil, a
woman-with-a-tail, an imperialist whore … just a nice woman. He wanted to say, “I hope you are happy too,” but
did not know how. It might be the wrong words, supposing she was unhappy … in sudden acute perception, the
telepathic instinct which comes with the recognition of another’s humanity, he knew she was not very happy … at
least not as much as he, Big Dog Tsou, and something like compassion came over him. “I buy you new material,
make you fine new dress, mem,” he promised.
Only one thing bothered Big Dog Tsou in these days of happiness, and that was the Organization.
Until he came out of rehabilitation camp he had been faithful to the Movement, eager to be useful again.
Then had come the Resurrection Smart Tailor shop, and his wife, and the child-to-be, and now he was
strangely unwilling to meet his former comrades.
So far nothing much had happened, yet … a member of the Movement had dropped in casually one day, with
his finacée, to have a dress made. Tailor shops, like coffee shops, are very useful meeting-places, for exchange of
messages, for collecting money and subscriptions (who can tell, when one pays for a dress, whether there is not an
extra dollar for the People Inside?). Tailors, like waiters, hear everything because no one sees them. Big Dog Tsou
was to contact another tailor’s shop, for the purpose of obtaining cloth, in Singapore, and thus establish a courier
line …
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The other shop was one of many near the Naval Base. The apprentice in that shop was a comrade in the
Movement; he had a brother who was the “Cookie” of a white officer at the Naval Base\fn{ Probably of Singapore, now
an independent country, but part of Malaysia from 1963-1965.} … so it went on …
Big Dog Tsou showed eagerness to help. But at the moment, he said, he was still being watched … two
informers constantly dropped in, as well as policemen, to see what he was doing … wait a few months, and he
would be able to render service.
Thus he bought time, and now fought against the knowledge, dragging him down, slowing his step, lacquering
his face into a fixed but joyless grin, that he had betrayed himself into another way of living and into a happiness
which he did not want to give up.
So he beguiled himself into believing that he was still loyal, of unbesmirched devotion, but merely cautious,
for the sake of his friends.
Chinese New Year was coming, his first New Year, in a hot February devoid of crackers because the
Emergency forbade their firing, and Mem Hinchcliffe appeared at the shop, her usual energetic self, earring
dangling, bangles dangling, and all her curls tremulous upon her head.
“My dear boy,” she beamed at Big Dog Tsou, “my dear, dear boy, how are we? And how’s your wife? That
little girl, why she’s still a child, a child, you naughty cradle-snatcher, ha ha ha …”
Big Dog Tsou was happy and miserable at once. Happy because he could no longer face Mem Hinchcliffe with
that polished amiability undented by emotion, and so he showed his shop, the Singer sewing machines, the
apprentices.
“Baby?” asked Mem Hinchcliffe, pushing an inquisitive finger in the direction of the wife’s naval. “Yes,
thought so, well don’t be in too much hurry with the next one, dear boy … here.” She dug into the huge carry-all
she trundled and extracted some Family Planning leaflets. “I’ve only got them in Tamil and Malay, I’ve given all
the English ones away and the Chinese one aren’t printed yet.” Amiably she gave some to the two girl
apprentices, who examined them with astonishment mingled with fear. “And now,” said Mrs. Hinchcliffe, “I want
all of you to come to the tea party at my bungalow. I’m giving a tea party for those from our detention camp
who’ve made good. You must come, tailor, you’re a winner.”
With panic in his heart Big Dog Tsou said he would come of course, but on that day sent word that he was
dangerously ill with a high fever, and kept a handkerchief knotted round his head for a day or two after, lest Mem
Hinchcliffe should suddenly descend upon him and doubt his word.
Came the devil month, crawling torrid day by day to the Devil’s Jubilee when all hungry and sad spirits are
solemnly sent back to Hell. His little wife was heavy upon her feet, but went on cutting cloth Big Dog Tsou had
booked a bed for her at the hospital, wishing all to be done in a modern manner. He bought tins of Brand’s
chicken essence, and followed the doctor’s advice religiously, but also let his wife paste charms and invocations
in yellow paper above doors and windows, and mirrors at the entrance. He went into Singapore and bought soft
gamgee cloth for nappies\fn{Diapers.} as he had seen upon the white babies of his clients. But he bought nothing
else, let the devils be aware of the new life sleeping, and he put the cloth away, saying loudly it was for
short.\fn{In case any unfriendly spirits might be watching and listening.}
And so he revolved his little world of happiness and absorption with the woman carrying the child that was
coming, absurdly reassured against the fear of that other world, the world of the Movement, once so full of power
and triumph and now empty of meaning. And <he> made all preparations within his power to the limit of
tempting fate; but was never prepared for what he had prepared to happen.
Not expecting the smiling face of Pang, the detective, so friendly but for the too-white flash of too many teeth
in too bared a grin; not expecting Pang, and the three other men, two detectives and the informer, a thin sallowfaced youth walking negligently whose hair thick with oil was held in place by a loage aluminum clip.
Big Dog Tson was standing behind his talbe, heaped with cottons and silks and nylons. The young coffee-shop
waiter looked at him indifferently and looked away again, a little over his shouder, at the wall. This look, like the
kiss of Judas, betrayed Big Dog Tsou, but he might buy his own freedom.
“Okay,” said Panbg, grinning.
So the time had come, the end that was waiting since the beginning in the rubber trees when Meng, the latex
weigher, had put up his hands begging mercy and obtained none. Only it was another Big Dog Tsou who had
lifted the changkol till the screaming had stopped, indissoluble in body from the man now smiling for the last
time, horribly, smiling with his world ebbing and dissolving as the detectives closed upon him, and who could
not, did not believe that he was the same man until he heard his little child-wife scream and scream.
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Peacocks as comets catapult across the tarmac road in a tail-flurry of blue-green and gilded palm-frond
feathers, to drop staggering, clutching, swinging their meek sharp heads upon the wire fences which ring the
Sultan’s Zoo. Tulips, poppy red, grow in clusters forty feet up towards the sun-bleached sky, on the round-leaved
glossy tulip trees. In the Sultan’s gardens the verdigris statue of an arrow-spending cherub springs from the centre
of a water-lily pond where stagnate black-scaled timorous fish. Two ponies rough-maned and gentle, amble from
the gardens, with discerning hooves high-lifted among the bayonet-serried grass, to graze the cropped lawn of the
Judge’s house, where a white board props up the English word PRIVATE, and a doorless yellow structure, privynarrow, exhibits the open visitors’ book.
The Judge himself walks the road towards the Zoo, a cane on his arm and a purposeful missionary look upon
him, the emotional garment with which the whites invest even their laziest leisures. In his white shorts’ pocket
reposes an egg for the sad and furious Indian mongoose in his cell. Everyone but the Judge has forgotten the
narrow sinuous animal with the muted war-song in his throat, for there are three tiger cubs, caged golden sunsets,
lolloping in an enclosure with their two dog mothers (wet-nurses, their own mother dead), whose bellies are pink
and milkful; faithful thin and dark wet-nurses barking fondly at their monstrous golden pups. All around the low
enclosure the children climb the fence, and Leica-dangling men aim and aim again at the lovely burning-bright
felines rippling in the harsh mid-morning glare of sun over Malaya.
So many other things are Malaya: the mosque, triple-domed, Victorian, always embellished on photographs by
the appropriate distance and fake moonshine (a special red filter produces the milk-soft whiteness of moonwashed walls). From its high cupola the protuberant black trumpets of a four-mouthed loudspeaker lament five
times throughout Friday; the muezzin at the microphone, praising and blessing the Lord Allah. On their bicycles
the soft-moving, quicksilver Malays slither and whirr, silver-soft, down the road towards the entrance pillars of
the mosque, which carry no gates and no bars. They are all male, going to the mosque, wearing black velvet round
caps called songkoks, and sometimes a white stitched Haji cap for holiness, badge of a pilgrimage to Mecca. Their
breeze-swollen, loose shirts about them are pastel turquoise, cinnamon and apple green; their sarongs are woven
with large squares of pink, blue, mauve, gold, purple, cinnabar and orange; their white trousers fall to the naked
ankle, and the nude feet are clad in shoes of black and brown leather, plum and grey suede.
Little boys, hands linked like flowers in chains, laughing, go towards the mosque, sinuous cohorts of pink and
yellow and pale green satin shirts advancing up the road. In the hollow by the bridge which spans a rank, weedovergrown canal, pullulant with miniature silver minnows flashing coral dots along their flanks, lies the sonorous
prison, whose glistening wall tops are embedded with glass chips. It gives out jazz music all day: “Oh how I love
you, Rose Rose I love you.” A tune started in a Shanghai cabaret, sung by a sweet-throated actress of eighteen,
and now heard in Spanish in Manila, in Japanese in Tokyo, and in six languages in Malaya.
The road again, the blue-gray, heat-hazy tarmac, and on either side the jungle kept at arm’s length by a
battalion of Tamil women. They have faces of polished rosewood, encrusted with mother-of-pearl and ebony eyes.
They stand and behead the rough long grass, precursor of that other kingdom of the living, the vegetable universe.
Over their heads and down, at the end of dark arms bared by movement, they whirl their angled scythes and softly
the stalked grass flies upwards and falls scattering like cut hair.
Hieratic as sunset-straddling cattle I see them, the women, swathed in scarlet, azure, ochre and emerald, cheap
cloth so soon faded in the Malayan sun. Their ear lobes are yawning holes circled by a string of flesh hanging to
the shoulder and supporting knobs and cubes of gold, their savings through the years, weighing the elastic flesh
into a loop of skin which sways and swings as the women wheel their scythes.
Watchful, enormous trees, too high and too wide, bearing foliage too thick, leaves too many, too large—thick,
succulent, gray-green—stand to massive attention right and left of the road. Lanky coconut palms poise their
bomb-loads of fruit. Years later I shall not have lost my first discomfort towards the dreary oppression of
unchanged, round-the-year green, the manifestly eternal voracity which sprouts, fungates, ferments, germinates,
blurs and befogs every sharpness of the red sandstone land, smothers hill and rock with leguminous bulk. The
heart of a Malayan city, with bare streets and pink-roofed bungalows, white walls and tamed trees strung to fit the
road, is always a small clearing wrested from the jungle and, too easily, turns jungle again.
This is the enemy, Brobdingnag, second empire of the living, growing its sheer preoccupation with survival
and reproduction into every joint of thought and emotion; wrapping effort in a miasma of numberless repetitious
leaves, the extravagant monotony of unceasing verdure; spawning, cradled in its own decay, the foam and surge of
new plant life; never to be stripped by winter, never to be relieved in the starkness of death; never to know the
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resurrection of the spring. Gone the pendulum of the four seasons, poising in harmony the searching mind,
providing in each bud’s fruition contrast and comparison, effecting through human senses a sting to alert
perception, renewing things well known into magic strangeness, breeding young dreams and visions.
By the ever-recurrent downward-sweeping rain of the roots of a banyan tree lounges a tethered sick elephant,
owned by the Happy Chung Circus, touring South East Asia with Japanese and Filipino amazons, ringwormencrusted lions, seals and a cruel young man with a long whip which swirls and snatches at lamentable tigers. The
elephant, moving bony haunches, tramples a bunch of large golden bananas (tasteless the larger, and less savoury,
as women, say the men of Malaya) which a curly-haired Bengali boy, sandy loincloth about him, hooks away with
a bamboo stick, then squats by the elephant’s fragrant molehill of dung to eat.
“I am sending my eldest boy to tour with the circus; it is an education, a valuable education,” says Lam Teck, a
Chinese towkay, business man, in the front seat of the car next to the white police officer driving the Wyvern. The
windows of the car are down, and the gray torrid metal carapace would insulate us from the softly pulsating life
streaming past on the road, but that Lam is with us, and Lam is Malaya, with his nylon transparent shirt, worn
outside trousers, through the breast-pocket of which can be seen an envelope with brush-neat characters, some
rolled dollar bills, and the red folded jacket of his identity card.
Lam has plastic teeth, a fact to mention first because he is so proud of it. He owns four sets, one so good, so
expensive, so American, that he wears it only for funerals. He has a face unlined and smooth, as his son’s; dark
shining hair waved and polished with Yardley lavender oil; only one lung. One lung saves him when two years
later he is imprisoned for dealing in gold and opium, and trying to bribe the Harbour Police during six long
months; one lung is enough to spare him rigorous, hard labour. Lam is a friend, alive, cheerful, informative, and
sending his young son with the Happy Chung Circus, out of Malaya into the world, Indonesia, Siam, Burma,
perhaps the Philippines, the world of South East Asia.
“Because,” says Lam, “as you know, Suyin, what is there for a young Chinese in Malaya but the jungle, the
hellish green mouth of the jungle?”
He moves his arms, which immediately become tree tendrils, twisted and contorted. Poetic he becomes when
his anger is with him, the growling repressed pent fury inside the voice, never above it, always smothered with a
denying smile. His hands narrowly miss the face of the driver, the white man who makes fun of himself, calling
himself “red-haired devil” (because here in Malaya in the mouths of the people every white man is a red-haired
devil or a white ant). The driver, impassive, listens, looks at me in the rear mirror, and winks.
The car now climbs the road in front of it; climbs a hill like a shoulder, upon which lean, melting the horizon
line, the clouds crowding to the daily rain storm over Malaya. The entire sky heaves and sags with clumsy,
paunched bodies of cloud, a ponderous elbow-jostling assembly. The season is dry, hence only a noon-storm, curt
and soon over, every day. Lam says:
“I want my son to know life, I want him to have an opportunity. Two years in a circus will be wonderful. He
might even become an artist, make a lot of money.”
The magic word 'money' provokes Lam to prolonged computations. The car rolls past the Straits, the sequined
ever-changing water. Sea comes inland to lap the roots of the rain-trees along the shore.
“The rain-tree,” says Lam, “is Malaya; in this country of no seasons, the breathing symbol of growth gone
mad.”
The trunks are shagged and prurient with one hundred and twenty-seven epiphytes and parasites, tendrils and
trailers clinging, tenacious root feet clawing into fleshy bark, until there is not space to put a finger between.
Above its devoured trunk the rain-tree raises a delicate-leaved canopy against the sky, its flowers sunwards not
seen from the ground. In the water-green light under the green boughs children stand sucking lollypops; Malay
Government clerks snore on marble benches, intent Chinese hawkers shake noodles, sliver meat and chicken,
spread pepper and ginger and chilli on hot rice cupped on sliced banana leaves; Indian snake-charmers sadly flute
their round baskets where invisible snakes sleep. Across the dappled floor of water lies the island of Singapore.
The car stops. We walk to the stone edge curbing the impotent drifting sea at mid-tide. Lam’s outflung hand
sweeps across the Straits to reach and point at Singapore.
“The big city!” he exclaims softly. “You know, that is the way the Japanese must have looked at it, gazed with
longing eating up their faces after the long jungle paths, coming down south to Shonan\fn{ The Japanese word for
Singapore} the beautiful. And look! Look! Here is the monument, now a pile of stones, of no character, which they
put up at this spot. This is where they crossed the water to capture Singapore, from the back.”
From where we stand, Singapore is a shore fringed with coconut palms, and further a gray haze out of which
emerge a few factory chimneys, tall and spare and spouting smoke. Lam suddenly looks clever.
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“This water, it is so convenient for smugglers, isn’t it?”
With his eyes he turns to Luke Davis, the white man, as if nudging him in the ribs, sharing with him the secret
of the communist smuggling which goes on. It is a well-known joke that in this fifth year of the Emergency, daily
and nightly, bullets and hand grenades, towels, rubber sheets, shoes, paper, printing ink and cigarettes are
smuggled to the jungles of Malaya from Singapore. But to us, standing across half a mile of water, it is a graygreen haze, ringed by opalescent water.
We turn and re-enter the car, while Lam speaks of the smuggling, and follow the road past the Sultan’s gardens
with the tall red and yellow canna lilies, sentinel flags leading to the modest bungalow called the palace.
“The old palace!” says Lam, who has appropriated the landscape and doles it out to me. “What is your
impression?” He continues:
“Not very modern; no air conditioning. Bathrooms not very many.”
And here we are. On the left the pink-washed buildings, the fence, a strong well-built fence jutting outwards at
the top. The mata-matas, police constables in khaki lean on their rifles, the tranquil vegetable placidity of their
brown gaze upon us. A bearded and turbaned Sikh police sergeant lurks like a suspicious bear behind their palmlike tranquillity. The bear, officious, peers, then straightens to salute the white man with a clash of boots, and we
crunch up the gravel road, down which armoured cars packed with policemen clutching sub-machine guns whirr
with rough and dreadful importance in this war-not-war in Malaya.
“Police Headquarters,” says Lam unnecessarily to me, and smiles with beatific humour, “where my friend
works,” he adds, “my dear friend.” And looks at Luke, tender, affectionate, as if he would put his arms around
him, but does not; says “works” as if it were highly comical, but also a pity; and there is compassion in Lam’s
face as he jeers at the white man who works hard and long at the war of the jungle.
Police Headquarters lies sweltering in the pre-storm mid-morning heat, upon its own little elevation, the cloudshouldering upslope of a hill. The sky is now all white-gray patched, and the dark Nissen huts crouch under it
with an air of surly resentful expectancy. The strident ticker-tape of crickets in the stubbly grass around the wire
fences, the faint whirr of fans from the offices, and the spasmodic rattle of typewriters from the registry
secretaries drag their certain noise through the ominous silence of heat. So it will be, a mounting sullenness, until
that first startled rattle and clap of the coconut trees across the road as they strike and rub their fronds against each
other, clapping heralds of the storm-bringing wind.
Our driver, our guide, Luke Davis, the white man with the gray shirt stuck to his back with sweat (for sweat
comes readily off him in spite of his years in Malaya and his repeated assertion that the climate suits him), leads
us to his office on the second floor, and immediately changes, metamorphoses himself into a uniformed figure of
military bearing with a granite face; takes upon him as a garment the gestures of authority, presses a bell for
lemonade, motions us to two straight-backed chairs, and shifts the papers on his desk. Lam enjoys all this, looks
with black fond lively eyes that pat the shoulder at this display of power, and feels that he, Lam, must have power
too, to be the friend of such a mighty person as a white police officer in Malaya in 1952. For, besides his business
interests, never certain, his transitory opium dealings, his cautious and friendly procuring, his gambling and his
three wives, in three cities, to manage his affairs, Lam is also a police informer, an agent of the British
Government in Malaya.
Ennters Che Ahmad, the Malay, who belongs to the silver people of the mosque, and brings with him under the
clicking fan the spiritual posture, the cool repose of Islam, suffusing even the chair on which he now proceeds to
sit, with knees outspread and feet tucked under him as upon a mat. He wears a pale pink shirt and lavender rayon
tie, fawn corduroy trousers baggy round the hip and tapering to a tightness round both ankles as is the fashion. He
looks a prince disguising greatness, and his large brown eyes rest on the white man with tolerant amusement,
while on the floor stand his gray suede shoes, removed of course. He thinks best in bare feet.
“Good morning, sir,” says he.
“Good morning and congratulations, Che Ahmad,” says Luke, smiling. “I hear you have another son, the
seventh, is it not?”
Che Ahmad bows his head to hide a smile of ineffable sweet triumph. He is a man of seven sons and six
daughters, two wives, and he is thirty-two.
“I have too many children,” he says, deprecating his prowess, and glowing with his last achievement. I just
came in to say hello, sir. I’ve brought you the file about Lee Kok, sir. It’s complete now.” Che Ahmad turns to
business, though it would give him great pleasure to speak of the son of his body.
“The captured female prisoner Ah Mei is asking to see you. I don’t think it is important. A personal request, I
think.”
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“Again?” says Luke Davis, “what does she want now, I wonder? Come in!” He shouts unnecessarily, for the
girl has already slipped into the room.
“Morning,” says Ah Mei in English, grinning widely with all her face. “Morning,” she repeats, and stands
grinning there, contemplating us, obviously lost in delight at seeing us, as if her morning’s purpose were achieved,
to walk into this office room and say “Good morning.” Behind her in the door’s embrasure the Malay mata-mata
who has brought her, stands with a shuffled click of boots, salutes, and then withdraws.
Ah Mei is Captured Enemy Personnel No. 234, comrade taken in jungle combat, and in the dingy office,
suffocating in spite of the fan, she stands, a patch of brightness, her white trousers and fitting coat with small
collar joyful with pink chrysanthemums. Her hair is straight and soft and falls to the shoulders, held back from her
face by two small pink plastic clips. It is not curled, for Ah Mei is out of the jungle and a puritan therefore, and
“permanents” are an Imperialist invention, as everyone knows. The day will come when Ah Mei will buy herself a
“permanent” and look like every other girl, rubber-tapper, baby-amah, factory worker, every other Asian girl in
Malaya. But that day there will be symbolic meaning in the gesture, for that day, perhaps, she will no longer
believe.
There is something extremely charming about Ah Mei’s face, so softly round, so smooth, that none will note
beauty at first glance. Only later shall I see the wide brow, the chin, the up-curving cheekbone and the large black
eyes. Today I only remember the childish short upper lip giving her face an abiding air of enchanted wonder. Lam
also looks at her, a connoisseur, and notes the faintly golden skin, the hands and feet very small, the diminutive
toes perfect like a baby’s in her open rubber slippers.
“You may ask her questions,” says Luke Davis. “She says she is now twenty and was two years in the jungle
before capture a year ago.” He adds that her sentence is ten years under the Emergency Regulations, for she was
caught with a grenade in her hand.
“But she has been such a help to us that we are trying to do something about it. WeIl now,” says he to the girl,
in a stiff, official voice, “what do you want to say to me?”
“It is my arms,” replies Ah Mei. “I want to go to the Hospital again. The last medicine was no good.” She
holds up her arms, and round the elbows they are faintly dotted with black and berry marks. She says, because
Lam and I are strangers:
“They are leech and mosquito bites when I was cooking for the People Inside. Luke turned to me:
“Somehow I don’t understand what the word ‘Communist’ means to people like her. I wonder whether she
really believes in anything? I wonder what was real reason for her going Inside?”
“Especially,” puts in Lam, with a wilfully clever look at Ah Mei’s face, “especially after she has been so
cooperative and sincere with you.”
All Lam’s words are triple-edged, sheathed lemulcent adjectives. All have hidden meanings. It is obvious that
he thinks Luke Davis should have taken liberties with Ah Mei … and if not, what a slow-witted fool he is.
“You mean such a good stool-pigeon,” replies Luke, “what do think, Che Ahmad?” And Che Ahmad says
without moving:
“Don’t think there are no crocodiles because the water is calm.” Luke turns to Ah Mei.
“I’ll have you taken to the Hospital later. This lady,” he points to me, “is a doctor, just come to Malaya.
Perhaps she will have a look at your arms?”
I straighten up after a look.
“These are just insect-bite marks. They’ll go. Does she really need to go to hospital for that?” Luke looks at
Che Ahmad, who significantly puts up his thumb.
“Number One’s orders. You know what he’s like. Never displease valuable informers.”
“Okay,” says Luke resignedly, “let her go and waste the hospital doctor’s time, then.”
Ah Mei and I look at each other. After a while I pull my mouth together again, guilty of so much secret mirth,
and she turns her head but goes on smiling, gazing away and towards the window at the now gathered storm
outside. The sudden wind has three times clapped its hands among the coconut fronds, and now springs up the hill
and into the room to blow her hair, and behind it large tepid drops of rain spatter in. Ah Mei smiles, happily, for of
all the treats which come to her because she is such an excellent informer on her previous comrades, going about
in a comfortable police car is her chief pleasure.
2
“You’ll get used to it,” said Betchine. “You’ll get used to Malaya, my dearr girrl.”
Her R’s rolled in the fashion of the Scots University town where she had studied. Dr. Betchie was tall, EuroIndian, draped pastel georgette saris on her body and a stethoscope round her neck. Her large brown eyes, long
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lashes, aristocratic features, would look well on the cover of Life magazine, sub-titled: Woman of Modern Asia.
It was my first week as Lady Medical Officer in the women and children’s clinic of the Hospital, taking over
from Betchine (now to be transferred to Kuala Lumpur). In one week, I had become a witch’s cauldron of
seething irritation, boiling resentment, and hissing rage. Betchine assured me, unsoothingly, that it was Malaya.
“They’re all like you, when they start,” she repeated. “They” referred to doctors like myself, newly recruited
into the Service. “After a few months, they calm down. This is Malaya. Everything takes a long, a very long time,
in Malaya. Things get done, occasionally, but more often they don’t, and the more in a hurry you are, the quicker
you break down. I got a breakdown in Kuala Lumpur, in those barracks they pretend is a hospital. Now I’m posted
back to it.”
She laughed, good-natured, hearty, high-pitched laughter, and twirled the end of her stethoscope round and
round. Her laughter mocked herself and the confusion, the inadequacy, the overcrowded room around her. Thus
had she laughed when, on my first day, I exclaimed that half the wards of the Hospital were closed down.
“Shortage of nurses,” said Betchine. “Look at this waiting-room, my dearr girrl. Wouldn’t you think that a
building as imposing as this one, costing millions of dollars, with corridors eighty yards long and five yards wide,
would have a decent waiting-room for women and children patients? But of course not. Women still don’t count
much in this country. They give us this fourteen-feet-by-twelve cubicle where each day one hundred and ten
patients cram themselves to be seen by me, and after today, by you. That’s why I call this place the whited
sepulchre,” she concluded with her habitual mirth.
“Actually there are worse places. It isn’t the doctors … many of us are hardworking enough, but we get tired
of fighting the creeping paralysis called administration. We are frustrated at every turn, and finally give up. It’s the
Emergency which is to blame. There isn’t enough money, and things don’t get done without money.”
“I’m tired hearing the Emergency blamed for everything that is not done in Malaya,” I replied. “Because of the
Emergency, many things which otherwise would not have been tackled at all, have now been done. The trouble
with this country is not only the Emergency. I know a town up north where it takes nine months and many
thousands of dollars’ bribes to get a licence to run a truck. I visited a hospital where the attendants wait three to
five months to get their first month’s salaries paid to them. Meanwhile they borrow from money-lenders to live. I
hear that in a certain State hospital the nurses have not had their increments paid to them for the last two years.
You can’t blame this sort of thing on the Emergency. It’s red tape and the cancer of corruption, not the terror of
the jungle.”
“We have a word for it here,” said Betchine. “Tidapathy is the name. It’s the most important word in the
Malayan vocabulary, and the sooner you learn it, the quicker you’ll feel at home in Malaya. Tidapah. It means
never mind. It’s compounded of je m’en fiche and mañana. It’s also the Will of God. Tidapah. The less you do,
the less you show up your colleagues’ tidapathy, and the sooner you’ll get promoted. Do nothing, and you can’t
do wrong. I used to row with people, wear myself out with work and worry, until the Medical Superintendent
warned me. “You are an over-zealous young lady,” he said. Now I say tidapah with the best.”
But I knew that Betchine went on pitting herself against sloth, against tidapathy; lashing out with her tongue,
tearing off the masks of make-believe; crashing through the strangling criss-cross of pull, influence and family
connections, so important in securing service, or position, in some government department; rising at two in the
morning to check the babies’ feeds—Betchine was a good doctor. I wondered how long it would take before she
broke down again.
“Tidapah, doctor,” said Staff Nurse Doremy, she of the immense and doleful eyes. Doremy was Tamil. She had
mothered dozens of medical officers, English, Chinese, Indian, Eurasian and an occasional Malay, serving their
turn of duty in Outpatients. Her years in government service numbered twenty-three. Because of the lack of
nursing staff, she had been called from retirement to serve again. During the Japanese occupation she had planted
tapioca, dug for yams, walked miles for a little black market rice, sewn jute bags, cut grass as a labourer. She had
eight children of her own, and four adopted ones. She dealt with one hundred screaming patients with complete
calm, but became an incoherent, stuttering incapable in front of the English Sister-in-charge, who strode briskly
into Outpatients at ten o’clock, scolded Doremy, glared at the doctor, counted the syringes, ordered the amah to
sweep the floor under the patients’ feet, then, with a look at the round wall clock (always fast), departed to her
other charges, the Senior Officers’ special doctor, the Male Outpatients, the Ante-natal Clinic—there were not
enough Sisters to go round the mammoth Hospital.
“Tidapah, doctor,” said Staff Nurse Doremy, and the word on her lips was sonorous consolation. “Doctor must
not excite herself, lah. Will get all heaty in this weather. Anger is weakening to the body. We should have a big
waiting-room, like the men. But what to do? Many doctors must write many, many letters to the Department
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before can get, lah. But patients are quite happy, doctor. They are happy so long they see woman doctor. Man
doctor they don’t like. Before you we had poor Dr. Sandrishan. He good man doctor, but patients never let him
examine them. So what can he do? He has to guess every time. Dr. Sandrishan attempted one day to examine a
Malay girl suffering from what he thought might be heart disease, and got sued for outrage to modesty,” said
Betchine to me.
“Anyway, doctors must have some coffee now,” ordered Doremy, looking at the clock. “After ward round,
coffee, then Outpatients. Otherwise cannot stand it. This place not healthy,” she told me. Doremy was a genius at
stating the obvious in such a way that one felt like exclaiming: “How true!”
“Diphtherias sitting with whooping coughs, and t.b.\fn{ Tuburcular} old ladies spitting on the floor, and little
babies being sick at both ends at the same time. I always tell the amah, Ah Kam, to put more lysol in the water to
wash the floor, but Ah Kam is lazy, too, and sometimes forgets. Ah Kam, Ah Kam!” she shouted suddenly in
Malay, “make some coffee for doctors.”
At that moment the thickset policewoman in khaki with black and silver badges on her shoulders and a beret
smartly pulled on her curled hair, pushed her way through the crowd sitting, standing, squatting, or lying on the
waiting-room floor among the pulped banana skins, the half-eaten oranges, the crumbled soda biscuits, the
melting chocolate slabs, the vomits and the urine; offal to be swept up at the end of the morning with a flourish of
lysol in water by Ah Kam, the amah, who had tuberculosis, five dead babies, and was assigned to Outpatients,
where work as an attendant (asserted the Regulations) was light.
Robustly, elbows outstretched, the policewoman advanced, disregarding the backwash of indignant mutters
behind her. Authority meant priority. Close at her back came Ah Mei and Fong Kiap carrying her three-month-old
baby born in the detention camp. Once in our small examination room, the policewoman clicked her heels and
saluted. Doremy would have pushed out anyone else, but this was Police; she closed the door and wedged herself
against it so that pressure from the waiting crowd would not send it flying open again.
“This prisoner complains her arms are bad,” said the policewoman in English, pushing Ah Mei forward.
“There’s nothing wrong with her arms,” said Betchine. “I’ve seen this girl before. I’ve told her so. These are
only bite marks, leeches, mosquitoes, or what have you that bite in the jungle.” I looked at Ah Mei and thought
again:
“How charming she is, such gentleness in her smile.” Dr. Betchine said to Ah Mei in rather bad Malay:
“I’ll give you some more ointment to rub on your arms.”
“The ointment smells bad, it makes my head giddy,” Ah Mei said to the policewoman in Hokkien. The
policewoman, whose name was Rosie Yip, and who spoke six Chinese dialects, Malay and Malayan English,
translated this into the latter language:
“She says ointment makes her smell no-good, doctor.”
“I suppose she'd like something special, with perfume,” said Betchine, sarcastically. “Really, that girrl’s the
limit.” Doremy now took matters in hand by translating this briefly into Malay to Ah Mei:
“Doctor says no can do, don’t be such a sombong (stuck-up) girl.” Ah Mei, who knew Malay quite well, but
scorned to show it, smiled.
“There is also this babee, if doctor would see,” said Rosie, pulling Ah Mei back by the arm and shoving Fong
Kiap forward.
“Sakit.”\fn{Ill or sick in Malay } Fong Kiap smiled broadly, her round pointing stomach, ill-covered by her short
flowered top, shook mth repressed laughter. She politely bared her teeth to the gums at us. The four top teeth were
edged with gilded brass. The original enamel peered from heart-shaped windows cut out of the glittering metal
framework. Hearts and diamonds were the commonest shapes found in Chinese mouths in Malaya, and I had
discerned a stray spade in the top row of a Malay special constable.
“Sakit, very sick,” repeated Fong Kiap, gurgling with pure misery. The baby had a shrunken, wizened face, a
glaze drawn tight over its open eyes.
“Ha ha,” laughed Rosie Yip, whose round Chinese face and boot-button eyes, neat as her uniform, made her
the Asian counterpart of a typical London bobby, “Fong Kiap said sakit, sakit yesterday to the red-haired devil
newspaperman who came to the detention camp to write about it. ‘Sakit, sakit,’ said Fong Kiap. The red-haired
devil thought she was telling her name. ‘That’s a pretty name, Sakit,’ he told her.” Rosie Yip slapped her thighs at
the story, and laughed again.
Ah Kam guffawed and translated into Malay to Doremy. Rosie, surmising that Betchine would object to the
term red-haired devil, the current name for Europeans, had switched to the Cantonese dialect for this story.
“Laugh, laugh,” said Betchine, who had been examining the baby and was not happy about it, “you Chinese
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always laugh. It’s nearly unnatural vice with you. We Indians’ (Betchine was one of those post-war Eurasians who
would rather be all Asian) cry. We weep and wail. It’s more realistic. Come, hold your baby, while I write the
admission form.”
Fong Kiap took over baby, and started putting on baby’s clothes, the belly band, the little wool cap, the wool
socks, and the small quiltwork blanket. Baby began to shrink. He suddenly looked tiny bundled against Fong
Kiap’s large breasts. Round baby’s neck hung a small cross, present from the Catholic priest; a tiger’s claw, silver
mounted; a wisp of feathers and a silver lock; talismans and safeguards of another tradition. On baby’s left wrist
was tied a yellow thread. How many devious small bribes, how many whispered supplications had been
accomplished by Fong Kiap, through how many wardresses and attendants at the camp had these charms been
relayed to reach, at last, the baby; to ward disease and death from baby. But here he was, very sakit, very ill.
“Laugh, laugh,” Betchine repeated, holding the telephone receiver in one hand, for she had started the
laborious process of ringing the children’s ward to announce baby’s arrival, otherwise Ward Sister might send it
down again with the crisp note “No cot.”
“My fiance (he’s in the C.I.D.) was prosecuting some bandit helpers last week. They were the usual rubber
tappers, going in a lorry to the rubber trees. It had rained, the road was slippery and round a bend the lorry
swerved too sharply. The tappers standing in it were thrown off balance as it skidded. WHOOSH WHOOSH, out
came the rice, out from the cloth on their heads, from their pockets, their shirts, their belts, their blouses. They
were plug full of rice for the jungle people. ‘You never saw anything so funny,’ my fiance said, '’as these tappers
scrambling to their feet laughing, laughing their heads off, pretending they couldn’t see the rice on the floor of the
lorry, they didn’t know where it had all come from.’
“My fiance was in court, prosecuting the case. One of the girls in the dock, the usual People’s Movement
worker of about seventeen, could not stop laughing. The Judge became very angry, banged the table, shouted at
her: ‘What’s so funny? You’ve committed a crime, now you are being insolent. Will you tell the court what you’re
laughing at?’ The interpreter was frightened because the Judge looked so angry; he said: ‘Quick, tell why you
laugh, or it will go hard for you.’ So the girl said, still giggling: ‘Because he has such a funny, big nose,’ pointing
to the Judge. He wasn’t hard on her though, she got three years’ rigorous, same as the others.”
“He is a kind-hearted man, lah, Judge Banks,” interposed Doremy piously. “He knows what young girls are
like. Got some growing daughters himself.”
The abandoned door (Doremy had left it to collect our coffee cups) now sprang open and into the examination
room, wholly naked, on hands and knees, crawled a Tamil labourer woman, gray-haired, lips excoriated with
burns from chewing betel with too much lime and letting the saliva trickle down the corners to her chin, purple
with old thick scars. Garlic oil and cow dung had been smeared over her body. She advanced uttering screams.
Doremy and Ah Kam sprang at her, pushed her out and shut the door.
“Mental, that one,” said Doremy, chattingly. Already I was under her care. Taken in hand. She had charming,
dark hands with pale pink glossy nails, the beautiful South Indian skin, soft, finely wrinkled like parachute silk.
“Don’t tell me there isn’t a cot!” Betchine shouted into the telephone. “This baby is coming in … well, put that
girl on the floor on a mattress … I don’t care if it is the British Adviser’s head gardener’s niece …”
Fong Kiap suddenly understood that baby was going into hospital. The held-back weeping gushed out in one
long wail. All laughter gone, she clung to baby. He would die of fright without the comfort of her arms. She must
be admitted with baby. Or let doctor give an injection, and she would nurse baby in the detention camp. Rosie told
her in Hokkien, Teochew, Cantonese and Malay not to be silly. (Rosie was obviously showing off.) Fong Kiap
shook her head, tears rolled down her cheeks, and she appealed suddenly to her husband’s ghost.
“He is dead and since then people have been harming me. They have falsely accused me and now I have been
in prison for many months. I have never done anything wrong.”
“Nothing wrong!” shouted Rosie, boisterous but not unkind. “Then where did this baby come from, tell me
that.”
“We are between fire and water, we the people,” wailed Fong Kiap. “We are caught between two terrors, the
Police, and the People Inside. I do not want to live any more.”
“Quiet,” said Rosie Yip the policewoman. “Don’t bring shame on your ancestors with your big talk. Do you
really want us to believe you were clever enough to get another male to do the work of your Old Man of the
Jungle?” She used an obscene, good-natured workaday word. “Consorting with bandits, that’s what you are in for,
even if it is your husband.”
Ah Kam, the amah, guffawed at this, and translated in Malay to Doremy who looked suddenly tragic, as was
her way with mirth. Fong Kiap grinned through her tears, and gazing fondly, passionately at baby, son of her man

1042

in the jungle, followed Doremy out of the room and to the ward. Adjusting her uniform belt after one last, sharp,
rattling salute, Rosie went with them, completely forgetting Ah Mei, her other prisoner, who was thus left guarded
by me.
While Betchine, with Ah Kam’s help, began sorting the patients, wading into the crowd and picking the
obviously ill ones from those who came to acquire medicine for nothing, or to obtain sick leave, Ah Mei, in a
corner, talked to me in standard Chinese. Like all Chinese in Malaya, Ah Mei knew at least three dialects, but she
also spoke standard Chinese because she had been to a Chinese school for two years, and then in the jungle.
“I am acquainted with Fong Kiap,” she said, her face of childish innocence lifted to mine. “The baby is really
her husband’s child, and he is of the People Inside. She let the People sleep at her hut—she gave them food, and
on their way up north, the couriers stopped there to rest. Fong Kiap does not admit that the child is the son of the
man in the jungle. She is afraid that the red-haired devils will hunt him through her, force her to write to him and
thus trap him. So she has told the red-hairs that the child was by a travelling salesman. Of course, everyone knows
it is a lie, except the red-hairs. They were not sure until they asked me.”
“Why do you tell me this?” I asked.
Ah Mei did not reply. She appeared not to have heard. I did not want her to fear me, and so did not repeat my
question. Rosie Yip returned with Fong Kiap, and all three left in a black police car driven by a Tamil chauffeur.
Unpremeditated, night falls. Here is no long-drawn parting of the worlds, light and dark. Night’s black doors
close suddenly upon a sunset universe of strident colour, an orange and purple conflagration tangled in swamps of
opal water, stretches of pink sky rimmed by deep blue hills. At once the splendour goes behind shutters, is lost to
sight, sunk in the thickness of night without the respite of evening and the slow-paced arrival of early stars. Later
the stars will shine, the moon appear; but at first it is only plain, immense night over Malaya.
At night, the Hospital, already vast by day, becomes enormous, a fantasy of disproportion. All the public
buildings are of prodigious size, as if giants had planned to work in them. From one end of the tiled corridors to
the other end, my footsteps snap at me, dead, flat, devoid of echo, for in this gargantuan heap of stone, brick and
cement, reverberation is choked and smothered. Walking the corridor at night I am filled with panic, that I shall
never reach its end. While pacing thus I have felt unreal, as if life had lost meaning, as if, at the bottom, living was
only that, the walking of one long night-filled corridor, the treading of an endless, shallow, dark ravine.
Perhaps it is Malaya, as Betchine says. Everything seems to me out of gear, awry, disproportioned, tedious and
grotesque and therefore unreal. I must not try to make a meaning and a shape out of this. Like my footsteps in this
corridor, at the moment there is no resonance to any event, no significance to any gesture, no illumination to any
explanation. There is only repetitious exuberance, the raw undiluted essence of growth, a violence in all that I
apprehend, in which I must not instil significance, for at the moment it dispenses none. This is Malaya. And there
is no pattern as yet. Only confusion.
At the end of the corridors are the wards. Here unrelenting darkness clusters, sombrely untouched by a few
electric bulbs spaced along the two arms of the T-shaped ward. Each arm is eighty yards long and ten yards wide.
Along both sides, the sheeted gray beds need the sting of flashlight to reveal their huddled contents or their
disarrayed emptiness. Where the ward arms intersect is the massive platform on which the night nurse sits, and the
single bright stab of a reading lamp bent over the table at which she writes, interminably writes, the endless
night’s report.
Night nurse in charge of the ward is overworked, as all the nurses are; she watches one hundred and twenty
beds, goes up and down, ministering. When busy in one of the arms, she can have no inkling of what goes on in
the other arm. It is out of sight, out of hearing. It would take a strong man’s shout, a healthy man’s din, to bring
her running on the slippery tiles in the half gloom. When an injection is due, she rushes twenty yards to the room
where the trolleys are kept, hurries back with the rattling trolley to the patient’s bed, returns to the platform. I see
her lift light-dazzled eyes to interrogate the dark-filled three tunnels which radiate from where she sits; she cannot
distinguish me, nor has heard my steps, till I stand two yards away from her.
Suddenly I see her, uniform and all, elongated by some monstrous, invisible power, pulled abominably in the
shape of the cross she rules over, her feet stretched to reach one end, her finger tips touching the doors at the other
two ends. Her head remains under the bright bent bulb. She peers and smiles, for at last she has seen me.
“Good evening, doctor,” she says, with the pleasant Malayan English insistence on the second syllable of
bisyllabic words. “What can I do for you?” Her sweetness brushes away the nightmare woven round her, like a
spider web, but not its repetition every time I walk the wards.
The Hospital is garrulous by night. Within the four dense walls of darkness, flat, without echo, rises the
formless muttering soft clamour of the sick, who talk and shout, laugh and sigh, weep and whistle and sing. Inside
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the precincts of night these various utterances, even the startled screaming of children, blend into one, coagulate
into a phraseless modulation without meaning, which seeps and floats, up and down the building, a flat tide
lapping at sandy shores, unseen.
Those who lie here are Asians forced in the cleft between two magics, the new and the old. Western medicine
may be potent necromancy by day, to be invoked desperately when older, time-potentiated charms have failed, but
the same audacity holds not at night. Then the old beliefs wax strong; then the invulnerable root and the bloodstained claw make mock of the new mystery, day’s syringe. Then conjuration with thorns and the spell of
enchanted names will fend [off] the witch that drinks blood by moonlight. Polongs and shaitans, demons and
ghosts appeased by the magic formulae scribbled in daylight by white-coated magicians wielding that new
enchanter’s wand, the stethoscope, wax strong and wrathful with darkness. The patients walk about, since the
irksome command of repose prevails only by day; they eat forbidden and highly spiced food smuggled by
relatives; they gamble; they transact business; they anoint themselves with ointments and swallow remedies from
the herbalist, the witch doctor, or the Chinese medicine man. I came upon two large Sikhs doing some forbidden
deed, and felt a spy, unclothed of authority. They turned on me their bearded faces, and the glance of their nightsure, other-world eyes, made me continue walking, past them, and out.
From ward to ward, up and down the stone stairs, the sound of sound pursues me. Words, words, words, all
adding up to this soft cacophony, this unending flat unquietness. Words in all the dialects and languages which are
spoken in Malaya. Is not so much of what happens in this country a reciprocal confusion, rooted in ignorance of
each other’s language and customs, producing blindness, intolerant inhumanity? I begin to feel, uneasily, that
Malayan episodes are a comedy of errors due to this division between the ruler and the ruled; not one in a hundred
of the rulers can boast to speak well the language of the ruled. A few speak it so badly, and on such a low scale,
that thereby only another source of error is created.
Malay, Chinese, Indians, English (count the latter I must, though they persist in not belonging, and place their
loyalty not in this land); Chinese, Malay, Indians, three words, three sweeping generalizations out of which it has
been planned to forge a new nation, to create a country called Malaya, a single people to be called Malayans
(always to be confused abroad with Malays, one of the three ingredient races).
The word Malay means Javanese, Sumatrans, Indonesians, people from Minangkabau and many another East
Indies island, Arabs and Arab-educated Mohammedans, as well as Malays proper from Malaya itself; Chinese
include half a dozen sub-groups from the southern provinces of China, by feature and emotion Chinese, but
divided by dialect into Teochews, Hokkiens, Hakkas, Cantonese, Hainanese and smaller groups. Indians include
Tamils, Punjabis, Sikhs, Pathans, Bengalis, and many others. In each ward of the hospital at least three kinds of
food must be served. In each ward the nurses must act as translators as well as nurse, and where they fail, an
orderly, or an amah, must be found to interpret, with all the inaccuracy and the florid inventiveness of the illiterate
Asian. Among the doctors few can speak to all the patients, for in Malaya a university education, by its very
insistence upon excellence in English, hampers a doctor from acquiring the vernacular languages of this country.
And thus at night, when the patients confide in thc darkness and in their own tongue what they have withheld
from physician and nurse, I begin to understand the terror, the confusion, the essential need to prevaricate of those
who are always at somone else’s mercy, because they cannot communicate with those who decide their fate,
except through an interpreter.
In the process, how many deviations, changes, siftings, warpings and twistings; how many opportunities for
blackmail and corruption, before, transformed, sometimes unrecognizable, the stories of the poor who do not
speak English reach their rulers, who are hand-picked, among their own peoples, on the basis of their knowledge
of English.
Pacing the corridors, night dark, of the hospital, I heard the poor talk, Malays, Indians, Chinese, and asked
myself whether out of this babel reassembled, a pattern would emerge.
*
In the hospital prison ward the young terrorist was dying. The hospital attendant in charge, a handsome Malay
with the tranquil refinement of voice and feature which endears the race to so many, said:
“He is going, doctor. Soon mampus, lah.”
Mampus is a word for death which is used for animals only.
I had seen the terrorist arrive, brought in strapped to a stretcher. The armoured car with the regimental badges
painted on the back, with the soldiers leaping out so briskly, stopped at the back gate of the hospital. The young
English sergeant, his green jungle uniform rank with sweat, his pink face thick and bloated with tiredness, still
carried a gun in his hand and waved it, as if he had just used it.

1044

“Steady, mates, steady, don’t knock them about too much,” he called, as the stretchers were lowered. On one
was an older man, with sharp sallow face and fiery eyes, and a leg enveloped in bandages through which the
slowly seeping blood spread, a widening blot. On the other the young boy groaning, half unconscious, with bullets
in the belly.
“They got them near Todak,” explained Dr. Eng the anaesthetist, watching with me. He was a Chinese from
Penang, and had done underground anti-Japanese work during the Occupation.
“Todak is now a resettlement camp, with barbed wire round it. It is known as a Bad Spot.”
Of course, it was always places which had done the most fighting against the Japanese in the last war, places
once famous for their heroism, which had become notorious bad spots in the present trouble. Thus it was that
Tanjong Malim, mentioned in Chapman’s book (Dr. Eng was very enthusiastic about the book), and Kulai, and
Labis, and Yong Peng, and Todak, were now bad spots. He knew a village which had been twice razed to the
ground. Once by the Japanese, and last year by the British. The first time the people had been warned by the
jungle guerrillas, and many had fled Inside. Those that could not escape, the Japanese had massacred. The second
time the British had come at dawn, and surrounded the village. In six hours the whole population had been carted
away in trucks, the pigs slaughtered, the crops smashed, and the whole area destroyed by fire.
“Collective punishment,” giggled Dr. Eng, spreading sudden glee over his face, as Chinese will do to hide
other emotions. Laughter is the open fan of the well-bred person masking the yawn of boredom, the twisted lip of
pain, the clenched jaws of hatred.
While we were talking the theatre called for Dr. Eng. The young terrorist would be operated on, to try to save
his life.
“So they can hang him afterwards. What a waste of time,” was Betchine’s comment.
The boy was now dying. The older one was a hard case, as the attendant put it.
“He won’t even take an injection for the pain, doctor.”
He lay with his head propped on a pillow as we passed his cell with its wide bars and its Malay policeman
standing guard. His eyes followed us, contempt evident.
We stood by the young man’s bed; at his head also was a Malay mata-mata on guard, just as young as the
terrorist. The glucose-saline transfusion set had stopped. Unnecessarily, I felt his swift small pulse. He had a
smooth face, regular features, black hair growing in a point on the forehead. He looked like hundreds of other
young Chinese, slim, neat of feature, spareness different from the beauty of the Malays, who, lacking the sharp,
tense quality of the Chinese youth, make up for it by a more suave and sensual charm. While we were looking at
him, listening to his very shallow breathing, he opened his eyes and saw me.
“Doctor,” he said.
“Yes, what is it?”
Although his intonation was Cantonese, he now spoke standard Chinese, both because I had done so, and
because it is the language which the People Inside will use, whatever dialect group they may come from.
“I am glad to see a Chinese doctor. The one who came this morning was a Kling devil, an Indian.”
“It is all the same.”
“I wanted to be a doctor, but my family was killed by the Japanese devils. I was saved by an uncle who took
me to the jungle. I was Inside for four years.”
“Why did you go back to the jungle this time?”
His voice was very weak, interrupted by sighs as his breathing became more shallow.
“The Japanese went, the British came. I could not get any schooling. They said I was too old. I could never be
anything but a coolie, all my life. My friends were all Inside. Those that had come out were going back. There
was no way out for them. There was no other way for me. I went back Inside.”
I could not answer him. He was only repeating what many of the young had already said: that there was no
door to the future for them, save through the green mouth of the jungle.
“Once we have thrown the British out, we can be free, I can be a doctor,” he said.
“But it is wrong to kill and murder, don’t you see?”
He did not reply. When he spoke again, he had wandered to something else.
“We were four comrades the day we went Inside again. We took a taxi from Singapore. We came to Johore
Bahru in the taxi. We sang songs all the way. The driver was one of our People.
“I remember how we arrived too early at our meeting place. The man we were to meet wasn’t there. So we
went to the zoo for an hour.
“Monkeys, tigers, lions, elephants, parrots and peacocks and crocodiles. All in cages. Only man could be free. I
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felt as if I too had been behind wire, like an animal, but now I stood on the edge of freedom. When we liberate
Johore Bahru, I thought, I will go to the zoo again and open all the cages.”
“When you were Inside, old brother,” I said, “what then? Did you get the freedom you wanted? Did you come
nearer to being a doctor?”
There was no answer. His eyes widened suddenly, yet he appeared to go to sleep. After a while he stopped
breathing.
“Mampus,” said the attendant, and the policeman on guard assented with a flickering smile.
We left the dead young terrorist and passed the hardened case on our way out. He stared at us again, the fixed
contempt on his face unchanged.
187.198 Mother’s Books\fn{by Ch’i-chün aka P’an Ch’i-chün (1917- )} Yung-chia, Chekiang Province, China (F) 3
After a busy day cooking meals, washing clothes, and feeding the pigs, chickens, and ducks, my mother would
call to me,
“Hey, Little Spring (Hsiao-ch’un), go and get Ma’s book and bring it here.” I would answer,
“Which book, Ma?”
“The one with the rubber-paper pages.”
I knew that this evening Mother was happy and would keep me company in the library, would light an oil lamp
and embroider a pair of slipper faces for Daddy.
Not a single word was written in this rubber-paged book. It was indeed a tabula rasa into which were stuffed
an assortment of red and green silk threads, design patterns cut from white paper, and a pair of aqua satin slipper
faces that Grandmother had given to Mother, that had never been made into slippers but which Mother had kept
pressed between the pages of the book for nearly ten years. Grandmother had died long ago, but the cherries
embroidered on the aqua satin still looked bright red enough to pick and eat, and there was a pair of tiny
embroidered magpies, one with its beak open, the other with its beak closed. Mother had told me that the one with
the open beak was the male, and the one with the closed beak was the female. She said that, like people, magpies
were differentiated by male and female sexes.
Each time Mother opened the book she would turn first to this page, which was stuffed the fullest. She would
examine the pair of magpies for a long time, the corners of her mouth seeming to smile without smiling, her eyes
fixed in thought as if in profound contemplation or appreciation of some important event. Afterward she would
turn to another page, carefully select some threads, and begin to embroider, as if this pair of cherry and magpie
embroidered slipper faces were Mother’s eternal model, from which the design and colors in her mind seemed to
evolve.
Why did Mother call this the book with the rubber-paper pages? Because the material from which the pages of
the book were made was both thick and rigid, the color of bark. I do not know what kind of material it was, but
the pages were extremely sturdy and durable. No matter how many times they were turned they would not tear,
and because they also repelled water, Mother gave them a new name—rubber paper.
Actually it was some kind of extremely old paper that my maternal great-grand-mother had bound with her
own hands for my grandmother, who had then handed it down to my mother. The book pages were double-layer
bound, accordion style, and in between the two leaves of an individual page were often secreted Mother’s most
precious possessions—Father’s letters from Peking, the real book within the book without words. Mother never
pulled these out or reread them in front of me, but when she tired of embroidery, when the flame of the lamp
burned low and weak, when I, exhausted from reciting the Analects of Confucius or Mencius, fell asleep at the
desk, she would silently pull out one of these letters and recite in a low voice the words from Father, far away
across a thousand mountains and ten thousand rivers.
*
There was another book my mother loved that left an extraordinarily deep impression on my memories. That
was the fascinating, startling, Shih-tien yen-wang (Ten Palaces of the King of Death), printed on rough yellow
paper with simple pictures depicting the ferocious visage of the king of death in his ten palaces in hell. He had the
head of an ox and the face of a horse, and was accompanied by ghosts and spirits of all shapes and descriptions
who, depending on their good or evil merits when alive as human beings, received different rewards or
punishments.
The most fearsome forms of punishment included climbing a knife-edge mountain, falling into a cauldron of
boiling oil, and being chased and caught by wild beasts. Afterward, emerging from a complete cycle of the wheel
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of transmigration, some would rise as great officials or wealthy gentry, others would become beggars, and still
others would fall to the status of pigs and dogs, ducks and chickens, or insects.
Mother never seemed to tire of looking at these pictures. Sometimes she would point to them and say to me,
“The difference between life and death, the world and hell, is but one breath. The living still have this breath.
You must be a good person, do good things.” An admonition that Mother liked to repeat often was,
“Do not lie; beware the plucked tongue that plows the fields.”
The “plucked tongue that plows the fields” was a picture in this book that portrayed the disheveled head and
wild hair of a female ghost whose tongue was plucked out, pierced with a hole, stuck onto a plow handle, and
dragged by an ox to plow a field. This was the most extreme punishment for lying, so Mother often brought it out
to warn us. Grandfather said that the Ten Palaces of the King of Death was the work of someone’s imagination,
but that there definitely was a law of retribution, of cause and effect, as clearly explained in the Buddhist classics.
*
Another book that throughout her life never left Mother’s hand was the almanac. In the drawer of a small table
at the head of her bed, and also in the cupboard drawer in the kitchen, were separate copies of the almanac which
she might pull out to consult at any time, to find out what kind of a day it was that day.
Whether the day was good or bad was extremely important to Mother. She was meticulous about everything,
and everything required a calculation of the auspicious omens: buying suckling pigs, repairing the ox fence or pig
pen, transplanting the rice seedlings, and harvesting the grain all required selecting a good day. For making wine
and steaming rolls for the winter sacrifice, this went without saying.
The only thing for which Mother could not choose the proper day was when the hen would hatch her nest of
little chicks, but Mother would still have to consult the almanac, and if it fell on a highly auspicious day she
would be very happy, thinking that this brood of chickens would grow to maturity very smoothly and easily. If it
was not a very good day she would tell me to be especially careful walking, not to step on one of the little chicks,
and to keep the hawks away from the courtyard.
Once a big hawk flew down and Mother set down the cooking spade and rushed out to chase away the hawk,
which still made off with one little chick. Mother was running so frantically that she was not careful and stepped
on a chick, breaking off its little wing under her foot. The chick chirped out most pitifully and the mother hen
flapped around and around us, cluck, cluck, clucking mournfully.
Mother bent forward and almost fell down. I helped her sit down on the bench. In the palm of her hand she was
holding the wounded chick. At the same she was worried about the chick carried off by the hawk. Her tears fell in
a stream, and I wanted to cry too because the little chick was covered with blood and the whole scene was really
tragic.
Grandfather immediately poured some sesame oil and rubbed the wound. The poor chick; its pitiful chirps
became weaker and weaker and finally stopped. As she wiped her tears, Mother recited an incantation for the
dead. Grandfather said,
“It’s for the best. Of the six cycles of transmigration, these two little chicks have already turned one. If their
sins are expiated a bit sooner, then they will be able to enter the world as humans sooner.”
I again thought of the picture in the Ten Palaces of the King of Death; in my little heart I suddenly felt the
sadness that everything in this life is beyond our control.
*
The twenty-four seasonal celebrations of the year in the almanac Mother had memorized thoroughly. Each
time she opened the almanac to find out the day of the next upcoming celebration, she would always recite from
the very beginning up to the celebration of that current month. I recited them with her:
First month: beginning of spring (about February 5), the rains (about February 19); second month: insects awaken
(about March 5), spring equinox (about March 20); third month: pure brightness (about April 5), grain rains (about
April 20) …

But every time we recited down to the white dews (about September 8) and autumn equinox (about September
23) of the eighth month, I don’t know why, but I always sensed a feeling of cold and chill. Though young, I
responded to the sigh of “the year passes quickly and again the autumn wind blows.”
Perhaps it is because the eighth month contains the Mid-autumn Festival and there are so many poems
describing the Mid-autumn Festival. The Mid-autumn Festival is supposed to be a time of homecoming and
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family reunion, but year after year Father and Eldest Brother tarried at Peking and did not return. Furthermore, my
tutor had taught me the poem “The Rushes” from the Book of Poetry (Shih ching):
Thick grow the rushes,
white dew turns to frost,
where is that man?
Somewhere along the river bank:
I follow upstream,
but the way is long and difficult;
follow back downstream—
there he is in midstream.

At that time I did not quite understand “there he is in midstream,” and furthermore it seemed a bit facetious. I
liked best the first two lines. “White dew turns to frost” reminded me of “hair tinged with frost.” My tutor had
taught me that that was a metaphor for white hair, and I frequently looked up to see whether or not my mother’s
hair on the temples was “tinged with frost.”
*
Of course, Mother also had many other books, such as Ming-hua pao-chuan (Tales of Famous Flowers), Pents’ao kang-mu (Encyclopedia of Plants and Herbs), Hui-t’u Lieh-nü chuan (Biographical Sketches of Famous
Women), Hsin ching (Heart Sutra), Mi-t’o ching (Amida Sutra), and other classics. The ones she treated with most
reverence were the Buddhist sutras. Every day she lit incense and knelt on the grass mat to recite the sutras,
turning page after page.
Sometimes she finished reciting a whole sutra volume and I had not seen her turn the pages; she had long ago
memorized it. I would sit at a desk in the left comer of the temple room and intently listen to her recite the sutra,
the tone of her voice suddenly high then low, slow then fast, each word distinct and clear, proper and exact.
Seeing her close her eyes in reverent concentration, I sat in silence, not moving a muscle. After finishing reciting
the sutras she still had to recite a few lines resembling a benediction, the last two lines of which were,
Forty-eight vows to save all people,
Nine grades of merits to carry the soul to the other world.

After finishing these two lines, a light smile floated upon the composed face of my mother as if she had
already left her body and crossed over to the other side. I watched the flickering of the candle flame and the thin
taper of smoke and felt that for the two of us, mother and daughter, to be alone in the empty temple room was
rather lonely.
The Encyclopedia of Plants and Herbs was Mother’s book for scholarly study. So many of the characters in it
had wood or grass radicals; mother could really recognize only a few, but she placed this book squarely on the
table at the head of her bed. Occasionally she opened it and would explain something from it clearly and logically.
Actually her explanations all came from the mouth of Grandfather, who was a country physician with a
knowledge of herbal medicine. Mother knew only that the sources of this knowledge all derived from this book.
Mother had never attended school or studied formally, but in my eyes she was a person of broad and extensive
learning.
268.136 1. The Winged Bird 2. Setting Forth 3. Mountain And Sea: Three Poems\fn{by Chen Jingrong (1917- )}
Leshan County, Sichuan Province, China (F) 2
1
Bearing the sun,
Bearing the ruddy clouds,
Bearing the winds on.
*
Your wings,
The more nimbly
You glide into dance
The more earth forgets its burden.
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*
You’ve brought the soul’s spring
And before my lonely window
Unfold a newly cleared sky of cool blue.
*
From aching shoulders
I unload my bitter cargo:
Humiliation, toils
And harsh winters in captivity...
*
Cover them completely
With your joyous singing,
And as I follow your music
Riding high on your light wings
My life changes into a cloud
Soaring free in the sky.
2
When evening grasses in secret start to green,
A message quietly spreads across the universe.
*
What is growing stealthily in the dark?
What fire, what light,
What trembling hands?
Ah, don’t ask; no matter
How strange the path, forget what wriggles
Behind you: memory’s poisonous snakes,
Gladness and anguish, hopes and dashed hopes …
Trudge through every crumbling city wall,
Let the dying century sink into deep sleep.
*
When evening grasses in secret start to green,
A message quietly spreads across the universe.
*
Time’s treachery cannot stop us.
Wasn’t there the first glint of lamplight
In that desolate past?
Brute civilization now slays our
Original nature with hypocrisy and conspiracy.
Oh, let us be ourselves; every metamorphosis
Has its beginning and completion.
*
When the evening grasses in secret start to green,
A message quietly spreads across the universe.
*
Countless lines may be drawn from one point,
A singular point, one tiny sphere
That leads to many greater spheres.
Ah, let no cunning lies
Deceive us. Let us set forth
On every dawn that has cast off its dark night.
3\fn{Never tire of looking at it. | There’s only the Jingting Mountain. By Li Po (701-762) poet of the Tang Dynasty}
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Soaring
Without wings,
Voyaging
Without a sail,
*
Outside the little courtyard,
An ancient locust tree
Becomes my Jingting Mountain.
Day and night we gaze at each other.
*
The sea
Every day, every night
Surges in the heart
Churning up waves.
*
Morning and dusk
A sea without form,
Shoreless,
Retains the same depth,
The same blueness.
*
Ah, the same blue sea,
The same mountain
You have your aloofness
I have my deep blue.

† Sun Yat-sen (front) at the inauguration ceremony as the first Provisional President of the Republic of
China. Middle: warlord troops being transported by train in the early days of the Republic. Below this:
Republican representatives refuse to ratify the Paris Peace Conference ending World War I in 1919, in
protest against unfair treatment meted out to China as a victor during that international struggle. †
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