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with all that extra help,” they said. “It’s not because of being a co-op
that they do well!” When Cheng heard this sort of thing he only grinned.
“Let them talk,” he said. “Of course we are a pet child. If the county
Party committee didn’t take particular care of us, we’d never be a co-op
at all.”

But it was not long before the majority of working peasants became
convinced of the superiority of co-operative farming. As the old saying
goes, “It’s what you see with your eyes that you know is true. What you
hear is only hearsay,” and sure enough, the Chengchiawan villagers had
evidence enough in front of them to see how well the Red Flag Co-op
was getting on — they could see the crops for themselves, and see the
grain being distributed to the members. And so twelve large mutual-aid
teams were organized.

The nation-wide discussions in 1953 on the great policy statement,
the General Line to be followed, stirred Chengchiawan up, too. The
village bubbled like a turbulent river which was rushing down into a
mighty ocean. As a matter of fact, even before this, quite a few teams
had already begun preparations to switch over to co-ops, influenced by
the example of the Red Flag. This time, having learned why it was
necessary to cast off bourgeois ways of thinking, they were able to see the
way even more clearly. Then, one after the other, all the mutual-aid
teams wanted to organize themselves into co-ops, and by the time the
wheat was harvested, the framework of four new co-ops was set up.
Now, with five co-ops — the Red Flag expanding, the new ones bursting
to get going — the village began to look quite different. Rows of big
thatched sheds were built for the animals and a continuous flow of fine
sturdy mules and horses were bought. One co-op bought rubber-tired
carts; another ordered the new model ploughs. Expressions and titles
never heard before, like “Co-op Chairman,” “Management Committee,”
were heard, and earnest groups were to be seen holding little meetings.
And when the big bell rang in the morning, calling people out to work
in the fields, there was a solid stream of people, animals and carts along
the track. '

Chengchiawan, with its five co-ops, became famous in the county.
And with fame came hordes of visitors who wanted to see how it was
done. On one of these visits something untoward took place..
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The incident happened when the autumn crops were ripening.

Wei Hu-tou, sitting in his office in the township, received a letter
from the county government, telling him that a number of model farmers
from neighbouring districts were coming to visit the Red Flag Co-op.
The township office was asked to tell the people concerned and see that
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Hsiu-chih, blushing to the roots of her hair, said she would try to
make his shoes. Mrs. Wei was now sure how matters stood with the girl,
but was worried as to how Mrs. Cheng would take it, and whether she
would think her Hsiao-sung good enough for Hsiu-chih. To help things
on, she set to and made two new suits for her son.

When Hsiu-chih got to Hsiao-sung;s house that day she called out,

in her-usual way, “Hello, aunty! Is uncle home?” Hsiao-sung shot out

of the backyard like an arrow the moment he heard her voice, and they
were just beginning to talk when Wei Hu-tou himself came out. Hsiu-
chih sobered down at once and said, “Uncle, the model farmers are here.
Can you come, please?”

“Liu Mai-nao can take them round. I don't think I need come,” said
Wei Hu-tou, rather shortly.

“Oh, but you must, uncle,” said Hsiu-chih. “There’s no one there
from the township office. You will come, won’t you? My father’s away.”

“Go ahead, dad!” said Hsiao-sung cheerfully. “I’ll fetch the water.”

“H’m,” thought Wei. “If Cheng’s away, and the child’s come to get
me, perhaps I'd better make the effort and go.” Aloud, he said, “All
right, Ill come,” and went back into the house to get his cap.

Hsiu-chih took this opportunity to ask Hsiao-sung if he wasn’t com-
ing but Hsjao-sung said he’d got to fetch the water, but asked her if she
had to go anywhere that evening. Before Hsiu-chih could answer Wei
Hu-tou had reappeared, so she was only able to signal “no!” to Hsiao-sung
as she followed Wei Hu-tou.

By the time they got back to the threshing ground the model farmers
were already going round the fields. Wei Hu-tou had to rush after them.
Once there, he walked along behind the crowd, never opening his lips.

It was about noon by then and the sun right. overhead. It was very
hot. Patches of golden-yellow and deep green grain shone in the fields,
and the breeze brought a fragrance with it.

The visitors stopped beside a patch of millet, a wonderfully sturdy
crop, with fat heads over a foot long, bending the stalks with their
weight.

Liu Mai-nao remembered to be modest, and simply said, “This is from
Hua-nung No. 4 seed. Sixty mou of it. In spring we went over it twice
with our new ploughs, the double-shared ones. . . .” But as he spoke
he could not help feeling such joy and pride that it showed just as clearly
as if he had put it in words. When he had finished his talk, he said,
“We don’t know yet how much we’ll get per mou. You're all experts
— what d’you reckon?”

“About a hundred and twenty catties, I should say,” said one.

“What, only a hundred and twenty? More like a hundred and
fifty?’ said another, while a third said, “The heads fairly burst in the
hand. I wouldn’t be surprised if they got a hundred and eighty.”
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the aegis of the deputy head of the township! Moreover, thanks to the
fact that most of the Party members and Youth Leaguers in the village
had already joined co-ops by the time that the Red Gleam was organized,
Liu had managed to get himself elected vice-chairman.

The original eight households, which made a manageable lot from
Liu’s point of view, were broken up, when, due to Old Man Cheng’s
objection, Chiao Kuei had to be removed. Liu Erh-hsing hated Cheng in
any case, but this made him hate him all the more. He was glad to meet
Wei Hu-tou when he was so angry, as he saw here a chance to make
matters worse. “What do we want with the Red Flag Co-op?” he said.
“We should do better to break off with them altogether.” He thought
of a cunning lie, as he went on, “I hear from Chiao that Cheng told him
he was to join the Red Flag in the winter, and that he’d give him a good
price for his cart — 1,500 yuan, he mentioned!”

In such ways and in any other he could think of, Liu worked on
Wei’s weaknesses. He was helped by another incident which occurred
round about then.

It happens that the village lies close to a river — the Blue Dragon.
It is a fair-sized river, and tends to flood in summer on both banks, leaving
wide stretches of fertile silt by autumn. These areas are not very near
the village, and before the days of mutual aid and co-operation were not
made use of. Last year the Red Flag had ploughed up some hundred
mou and planted barley. It did extraordinarily well —they got six
months’ feed for their livestock off it. This year the other co-ops, having
seen what could be done, decided to join in. A.ccording to the local custom,
whoever first opened up unused land could claim as theirs the part they
had ploughed. '

* One morning, therefore, when the mist was just clearing and the
peaks of the distant mountains were slowly beginning to be seen, the
river banks were teeming with peasants opening up the rich land, moving
busily about behind their ploughs and calling to their beasts. Ridges of
black earth rose behind them like waves.

Liu Mai-nao, from the Red Flag Co-op, was down there before dawn
with his teams and four ploughs. He was at bursting point. First there
was the business of the posts which Old Man Cheng would not let him
demand back, and then there was another matter. Usually the co-ops
shared up the transport of goods for the district supply and marketing
co-op, but recently Wei Hu-tou had wangled the job for his co-op. “This
Wei Hu-tou is really becoming too sharp for words,” thought Liu Mai-nao.

Just then Cheng Shih-tou and Cheng Lao-san of the Red Gleam Co-op
turned up, with three mules and several young oxen, They too had come
te reclaim fallow land. Young Sen pointed at the young oxen and whis-
pered, “Look, Brother Mai-nao, Cheng Shih-tou has brought grasshoppers
to plough with.” Liu Mai-nao could not help chuckling, but told the young
fellow not to talk too much, “If the chairman heard us he’d tell us off
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ming, turning to go. Young Mrs. Liu called out to him, “Uncle Teh-
ming, I've already scolded him but you talk to him' again. Can you
take him this quilt, if you’re going to the shed?”

Cheng Teh-ming took the quilt and walked across to the shed in the
bright moonlight. There was no light inside and the door was slightly
ajar. The moon was shining through an unpapered window and made a
silver patch on Liu Mai-nao as he lay curled up on a pile of hay.

Cheng Teh-ming flashed his torch on the young man and saw that he
was asleep, with his legs curled up and his head tucked down between his
shoulders. Beside him was a little wooden stool with an oil lamp on
it, and an open book, How to Be a Good Communist. A breeze through
the door rufiled the leaves of the book. Cheng Teh-ming.felt suddenly
deeply moved. His heart warmed to the lad and tears pricked his eyes.

He stood there for a minute or two, not wanting to wake him. He
covered him gently with the quilt, and was turning round to go when Liu
Mai-nao suddenly sat up and called out, “Who’s there?”

“It’s me, Mai-nao,” said Cheng Teh-ming, groping for the matches.
Liu Mai-nao kept his mouth tight shut. There was a silence which last-
ed so long you could have finished half a bowl of rice. Mai-nao was
trying to decide how he could pour out the pent-up bitterness in his
heart.

After a while Cheng Teh-ming suddenly chuckled. “Mai-nao,” he
said, “that’s a fine boy of yours.” ,

There was no response from Mai-nao. Cheng Teh-ming ignored his
silence and went on enviously, “Yes, a lovely baby, as strong as a young
calf. He’s getting good milk too. Look at him, only a few weeks old
and his little fists are as fat as rubber balls. My Hsiu-chih was never
like that at that age. . . .”

Mai-nao suddenly interrupted him: “Uncle Teh-ming,” he said; “I
was thinking that after baby’s passed his first ‘month, if Old Chin from
the newspaper office happens to come again, I'd like him to take a
picture of the baby with his camera. What d’you think?”

Cheng Teh-ming glanced at him and saw that he was wreathed in
smiles, as if he had forgotten what had passed between them. “Why
not?” said Cheng. “Old Chin is a good fellow. He’ll certainly do it if
you ask him. Get your wife to make the baby a pretty frock to have its
picture taken in.” ' - '

“When I went to the co-op in town the other day I bought some
cotton cloth.” Talking about the baby, Mai-nao forgot his anger.

Cheng Teh-ming sighed. “Mai-nao,” he said, “when I see you with
a child I can’t help thinking, what about me? Ail!”

“Why, you've your Hsiu-chih and she’s safely grown up already.”

“Ai, but datighters, after all, aren’t dependable. Now if she gets
married and leaves the family, who are we to rely on? Mai-nao, when I
think of it, I feel chilled to the heart. I shan’t see fifty again, and here
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an old man without an heir. But that doesn’t make me lose interest in

my work. No, never! I've got a daughter, but even if I hadn’t I'd still-

work as hard. I'll work as long as I've got the strength. Look back on
the years. Surely you don’t think I've sweated like this only for my
daughter’s sake? . . .” He stopped and broke into a frank laugh. Liu
Mai-nao looked at him shamefacedly, his eyes a little moist.

The two sat in silence for a while. Even now Liu Mai-nao could

not get over his bitterness over the matter of the fallow land. “You-

know,” he stammered, “on the river bank this morning, it only ended
the way it did because you came. If you hadn’t come I'd have insisted
on opening up that tract of land with our ploughs. And I'd like to see
what they could have done to stop me!”

“Well, what do you think we should have done?” Cheng Teh-ming
asked, trying to make Mai-nao see it for himself.

“They weren’t being open to reason,” said Mai-nao. “I reckon we
should have got tough with them.” .

“Tough, eh?” said Cheng Teh-ming, very seriously. “Did you know
someone was standing by, as it was, bursting with pleasure at what you’d
done already?”

“No — who.d’you mean?”’

“Chiao Kuei! And Liu Erh-hsing t0o.” Cheng Teh-ming raised his
voice. “They are saying, the more we quarrel the better. ‘Like two
bulls fighting,’ they say, ‘we can make carpenter’s inkstands out of their
horns.’ So, you see, what you wanted to do was exactly what they wanted
too. That’s why I say they’d certainly have applauded if you’d been tough.”

Cheng Teh-ming had made out an unanswerable case, and Liu Mai-.

nao winced. He clenched his jaw until his teeth gritted, trying to express
in some way his deep remorse and indignation.

6

When old people quarrel, the younger ones suffer for it.

Ever since she was a baby Hsiu-chih had been the apple of her
mother’s eye, and had grown up in her mother’s palms. In hot weather
Mother Cheng worried that Hsiu-chih would be overcome by the heat,
in cold that she would catch a chill. She had only this one daughter, and
she was even afraid of a puff of wind. - S

Mrs. Cheng was a thoughtful woman who worried about many
things. Now, when the family was getting enough to eat and wear, she
was worrying about her daughter’s marriage.

When the new Marriage Law ‘was announced in their township,
Mother Cheng had been a member of the local branch committee of the

Women’s Federation and had therefore taken the lead in getting the fiew
law known. In her heart of hearts, although she really thought ‘the
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“What’s there to be afraid of?” said Hsiao-sung. “We’ll explain it to
him if he’s in the wrong. The way our two co-ops are going on at present,
we’ll have to do something about it. It just won’t do to go on like this.”

“You’re quite right,” said Hsiu-chih, remembering how her mother
was worrying the last few days. “My mum’s in ever such a state. But
then she’s afraid that things’ll go wrong between us.”

“Between us?” asked Hsiao-sung, with a grin. “What’s all this got
to do with our feelings?”

Hsiu-chih blushed, and looked away. ‘“You don’t know my mum,”
she said. “She minds a lot about things that concern you and me. One
thing she worries about dreadfully is that your father’ll get angry and
not let you come to live with us when we’re married. You know mum
and dad have only got me. If this goes wrong it’ll break their hearts.”
She couldn’t keep back a tear when she thought of this.

“That’s all right. I'll go and reassure your mum tomorrow,” said
Hsiao-sung, as cheerful as ever.

“The way you talk!” said Hsiu-chih, knowing that it was not so simple.
“Whatever can you say to her?”

“Oh, I'll find sbme way of saying it so she’ll understand.”

“I don’t think you ought to talk about it —even if you do know some
way of doing it,” said Hsiu-chih. They looked at one another, and then
began to laugh.

It was nearly midnight, and all the v111age was sound asleep ‘Hsiao-
sung saw her home by paths which ran round the village, not the main
path.  They had so much to say that one way and another they took a very
long time. Cheng Teh-ming was coming back himself from Liu Mai-nao’s
and saw the two figures ahead of him. There was little enough moon-
light by then but he recognized them. He thought they would be shy
if they saw him, so he kept in-the shadow, and got past without their
seeing him.

Hsiao-sung and Hsiu-chih finally reached the house. By then the
moon was slanting towards the west. Hsiu-chih stood at the door, not
wanting to knock. She tried to peep through a crack to see if her mum
was in bed, but to her surprise the door sprang open as soon as her head
touched it. It had obviously been left unlatched on purpose. A tender
warmth flooded her heart. Blushing, she turned to Hsiao-sung with a
little laugh,.and said, “Look what my mum has done!” Hsiao-sung laugh-

ed too.
But as a matter of fact, it wasn’t her mum at all who had left the

door ajar for her
7
Darkness covered the countryside. The wind had died down and the

dogs were quiet. The whole village was deep in silent slumber.
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“Which is Liu Erh-hsing? Do I know him?”

“The one with the moustache.”

“The carter who was doing the haul from the west gate?”

“Yes. He came back to the co-op after the wheat harvest was in.”

Lu Lien nodded. “You know,” he said very seriously, “your Party
branch ought to think about that aspect. It deserves close attention.
Building socialism isn’t easy. If we don’t consciously take the lead in
the countryside, the enemy will, for sure. You've got to get your Party
comrades and the Youth Leaguers and the other active members to under-
stand this and see that the strongholds are in our hands. That means
seeing that they’re not in the hands of the enemy! If you let them get
in under our banner you’ll be in for trouble. It’s what happened in quite
a few places, and you’ve got to learn to look out for it and be ready for it.
You must be careful about this, and not relax and think everything is all
right.” He paused again.

‘“There’s no need to get too worried, however,” he went on. “The
county Party committee will give full consideration to your village affairs,
and we’ll let you know what we think, and what we think you ought to
do. I mustn’t keep you any longer . . . you'll be wanting to get back,

I expect. But I tell you what. . . . It’d be a good thing if you pulled.

all your co-op members up on this superiority business. It’s fine to be an

old-established co-op, but that’s no reason to be conceited and put people’s

backs up. If you’ve got an old, good co-op, that’s all the more reason
to be unassuming and modest, really, as far as relations with others go,
and help others in a proper spirit. But your actual officials can have a
sharp talking to! This Liu Mai-nao of your co-op —he’s quite a keen
fellow, isn’t he?”

“He’s a good chap, but a bit too inclined to go off too easily,” said
Cheng Teh-ming with a grin. “But all our chaps have got one good point,
at any rate. The moment they hear that there’s any question of sabotage
by landlords or rich peasants they close their ranks and forget all their
squabbles among themselves. They know where to point their spears,
all right!” He broke into a laugh, and Lu Lien joined him.

“That’s good to hear,” he said. “That’s the main thing to grasp. We
must work as a corporate body, with no divisions among ourselves, in
everything we do.”

“You’re right,” said Cheng Teh-ming. “There’s no doubt about it,
we've been looking at things from a narrow, sectional point of view.”
He paused, and then said, “You know, Wei Hu-tou’s attitude’s been even

“worse.” ‘
Lu Lien was silent for a moment, cogitating. “I'm afraid that Wei

Hu-tou is still thinking along the old lines, what you might call bourgeois
lines,” he said, with a sigh. “He’s dropped behind. You’ll have to do
what you can to help him correct himself.” He paused again, and then
said, “You go on home now. See that your Party members get a better
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political understanding of what’s going on, encourage them when necessary
and criticize those who need criticism. There’s no doubt that Wei Hu-
tou’s co-op needs tidying up, but the main thing at present is to recognize
the real enemy and keep a sharp eye open. There’s no call to get depress-
ed and overrate the difficulties. We know you’re a tried and trusted
Party member, and that you can handle this problem. You know the
background very well. After all, you’ve been struggling all your life in
this small-peasant set-up-—an ocean of it. You’ll realize that all the
battles are not'over even if you have got some co-ops set up in your
village. And, one more thing, don’t take any notice of any silly talk
about you giving undue consideration to your daughter’s future in-laws!”

“Pooh! I shan’t mind what they say, now.”

“You really don’t have to. It’s just small-minded nonsense. The
Party understands you well enough for you not to bother with it.”

“I really haven’t worried about it,”” Cheng Teh-ming assured him,
looking away in embarrassment, to hide the fact that his eyes had mois-
tened at the thought of the loving care which the Party gave him, and
of the importance of the job he had —a hard job, but how rewarding!
Suddenly he felt that a mighty force was buoying him up, the promise
of happiness and prosperity for everybody, of the glory of socialism, and
his conviction that however much was demanded of him, however old
and tired he felt, he would give all he had, even if he perished in the
attempt. .

The sun was already sinking in the west when Cheng went home.
The midday heat was lifting, and a cool gentle breeze was blowing over
the fields. As Cheng cantered home he mused over all that he had heard,
and felt his heart stirring in him again.

“Yes, the battle is not over,” he thought, opening his shirt to the cool
air and spurring his horse. The fresh air cooled his hot cheeks and his
shirt ballooned behind him as he hurried home.

On the outskirts of the village a horse-drawn cart rolled along in a
leisurely way. In it were the old stockman and Young Sen. The old
man, his eyes half-shut, was gossiping about the latest dévelopments.

“Young Sen, my boy,” he croaked. “Didn’t the chairman give it you
good and proper the other evening!”

“I wasn’t the only one to catch it, was I?”

“Don’t try to get away from it with me! Do you agree he wag right,
or are you still being pig-headed?”

“Well —1I agree with some of the things that were said, but I'm not
so sure about others. When he told us we should help the new co-ops and
the mutual-aid teams and the individual peasants, I couldn’t agree more.
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suddenly checked himself. “Oho! What am I saying? I'm being arro-
gant again. I take it back, I take it back.”

The cart reached the millet field. A group of women were reaping,
their bodies bent, their sickles flashing rhythmically. The pastel shades
of their blouses shone brightly against the golden millet.

“Hsiu-chih! I say, Hsiu-chih! Has your group reaped a cartload
yet?” Young Sen was shouting from his perch on the cart at the edge
of the field. “ '

The girls went on with the reaping, and never even raised their heads.
Young Sen shouted again, but they still paid no heed. ‘

“Are you deaf, or what? Aren’t you going to give a fellow an
answer?” Young Sen got down and walked over to Hsiu-chih.

" “Can’t you see for yourself?” she asked. “You've got eyes, haven’t
you?”

Young Sen made a face at her, and bending down so as to see her
face, said, “Aha, cutting, aren’t you? You’d make a fine razor blade!
What’s up? Trying to pay me back, en?” Hsiu-chih only said, “Pay
you back? Why should I want to pay you back?” She laughed as she
looked at him. ¢“Hsiu-chih,” he said in a lower tone, “your dad criticized
me proper at the meeting last night.” '

“You certainly deserved it,” said one of the other lassies.

“I’'m not saying I didn’t deserve it, am 1?” Young Sen cocked his
head on one side. “What’s this?”” he went on. “Are you girls in a plot
together? Why do you all talk like this spitfire —swallowed a dose of
gunpowder?”

The girls giggled. ‘“Hey, you there, machine-gun,” shouted the old
stockman — he was tired of waiting. “Start loading, can’t you?” Machine-

was his nickname for Young Sen.

“All right!” said Young Sen, still enjoying his act and fooling around
even more wildly. The girls looked at one another. ‘“You there,
machine-gun, start loading!” they cried in unison.

“P’ll have something to say to you girls when I've loaded the cart,”
said Young Sen, and ran off to do his part of the job.

They got the load on, and then Young Sen took it into his head to
try his skill at cracking the whip. He sent the whip whistling through
the air again and again, though his mules were having a hard time getting
the cart to start on the loose soil. “This is a pistol, thi§ is a Mauser!”’
he muttered happily to himself as he worked the whip.

Finally they got the cart loaded and left the millet fields, and were
just crossing a stretch of dry land which belonged to the Red Gleam Co-
op when they saw two men standing near by, Cheng Shih-tou and Liu .
Erh-hsing. Liu Erh-hsing kept his back turned, but Cheng Shih-tou ran
over, shouting to them to stop. : : ~

“We'd better stop,” said the old stockman, but Young Sen kept on
cracking his whip. “I’m not going to bother with them,” he said.
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behaviour from his son made Wei Hu-tou raging cross. “Don’t you dare!”
he shouted. “I'll skin you alive.” '

“Skin me alive, will you? It's for our co-op’s benefit, isn’t it?”
Hsiao-sung was a strong-minded lad and would not give in to his father.
One thing led to another, and before long father and son were shouting
and swearing at one another wildly.

It was just at this point that Mother Cheng passed on her way to fetch
Cheng Teh-ming home for the midday meal.

Mrs. Wei was there, too, trying to stop the quarrel, when she suddenly
heard Mrs. Cheng’s voice saying, “Sister, has our Hsiu-chih’s dad been
here?”

Now Hsiao-sung’s mother was not stupid. She was very fond of
Hsiu-chih, and was anxious for her to marry her son. She was very much

afraid that Mrs. Cheng might be against it, so she always went out of her.

way to say how good her Hsiao-sung was when they met, how he treated
his parents with real filial piety, and how capable he was. She was ter-
ribly flustered, therefore, when Mrs. Cheng happened to come by just
when father and son were having such a noisy quarrel! “No, sister,
Brother Teh-ming hasn’t been here,” she said, and turned towards the
house to call to her son. “Hsiao-sung, here’s Aunt Cheng come to look
for your Uncle Teh-ming. Have you seen him?” She hoped that the
boy would realize that Mrs. Cheng was there, but he did not, seemingly,
as the angry voices went on louder than ever. B

“I forbid you to go to the Red Flag in future,” said Wei Hu-tou,
pounding the table,

“My legs will take me there, and I'm going. It’s not for you to stop
me,” said Hsiao-sung. '

“Afraid you won’t be able to get married, eh, you little whipper-
snapper!”’ ‘

“You’re to set on making money, you don’t care about the farm.”

Hsiu-chih’s mother stood listening, her heart hammering wildly,
wondering whatever could be the matter and what had made them so
angry. , ' ‘
“You don’t know the whole story, sister,” said the other woman,
blushing.  “It’s not my boy’s fault at all. It’s all my old man!” She
rushed into the house and said in an urgent whisper, “Oh, you men!
Stop quarrelling, do! There’s Hsiu-chih’s mother out there. She’ll hear

everything!” :
: Mother Cheng heard this whisper too. She felt she was causing them
too much embarrassment, so she beat a hasty retreat before Mrs, Wei
came back. : - :

When she got home she got more and more upset as she . thought
about it. Why must her only daughter go and fall in love with the son
of Wei Hu-tou? The father was as stubborn as could be, and-the son
was so quick-tempered. What if some day Hsiao-sung were to treat her
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TWO STORIES

HSU TI-SHAN (1893-1941)

BLOOMS ON A DRIED POPLAR

Seconds, minutes, years,

Are mechanical calculations of Tlme
Grey hair, wrinkles,

Are Time’s marks upon us. _
But who has ever seen a grey-haired heart,

A heart with wrinkles? '

The heart never ceases to flower.
Though lodged in an aged and ailing body,
It never loses its shining glory.
Who says ancient poplar blossoms cannot last?

“The body is but earth,” they say,

Yes, earth to nurture the blossoms of our hearts.
As humble soil can bring forth lovely flowers,

So can old bodies bear long-living heart-fruit.

Everyone in the little fishing village was used to life on the sea. Even
the women sometimes went fishing with their menfolk and lived for days
in the floating, tossing craft. But some of the women, though they were
quite willing to share their husbands dangerous lives, had no chance to
do so, for their men were far from home. After a long, long absence,
a man might return with the swallows, only to depart again a few months
later. The lucky swallows always flew in pairs, but the man who left
his native village to travel in distant places, whether setting out or com-
ing back, except for his baggage was very much alone. .

Deep in the shade of a banian tree in.a narrow lane lived a family
named Chin. Only an old woman and her daughter-in-law were at home.
The son was many miles away, and there had been no news of him for
several years. Time, flowing on t1relessly, had steeped the hearts of the
old woman and her daughter-in-law in anxiety and melancholy, Like a
cliff beside a stream, they were washed, bare of their bloom and bedecked
with dirty flotsam brought down from the stream’s upper reaches. Many
were the vain hopes and useless inquiries these two mournful women
had expended on their man.
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Because the village was sparsely populated and everyone’s life there
was pretty much the same, the blind fortune-teller seldom called. When-
ever the old lady heard the sound of his gong, she hurried out to wait
for him and ask him to predict the luck of her distant son. She was
even more concerned about this than her daughter-in-law, for a reason that
she alone knew. The blind man always foretold the same thing — he saw
nothing but peace and good fortune for the son. What he did not know
was when the son would attain them.

One day, the soft sound of the gong again announced the visit of
Master Blind Man. As usual, the old lady was waiting for him at her
door. “Do you want me to tell the fortune of the traveller today?” he
asked her. )

“Every day that he’s away from home, I'm afraid I must trouble you.
But I’'m beginning to doubt your predictions. All these years you’ve been
saying that we’ll be able to be together again. But we haven’t even had
the sign of a letter from him. I think you’d better turn your gong over
to me and take up another trade,” she said jestingly. ‘“You’re a very
unreliable fortune-teller!”

Master Blind Man joined in her laugh. “You’re teasing me. But

that’s the way your son’s fortune is — for the good, you’ll have to wait;
for the bad. . . .”

“What about the bad?” .

“You can learn the bad part immediately. For the good, there’s noth-
ing to do but wait. Even if you took my little gong and smashed it,
you couldn’t make his good fortune come a minute sooner. But if you
want to see him, you don’t have to wait till then. All you have to do is
go to him. You’ve been to his place several times, haven’t you?”

“Of course I can see him if I go there. Do I need you to tell me
that!”

“I'm only reminding you because you’re so impatient. I think the
best thing would be for you to go. I won’t tell his fortune today. If you
can’t find him when you ‘get there, it still won’t be too late for you to
take my little gong away when you come back. I’ll admit that I'm not
psychic and not fit to be a fortune-teller.”

Although Master Blind Man’s reply was something of an evasion, it
reminded the old lady of her desire to seek her son.

“Very well,” she said. “Unless there’s news from him in another
month or so, I definitely will go. But just you wait. Beware that I don’t
smash your little gong if I can’t find him.”

“It won’t come to that, it won’t come to that,” Master Blind Man
murmured. Holding his bamboo staff, he followed the path along the

edge of the pool. The sound of his gong gradually drifted beyond the
shade of the large banian.

* * L
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One month, two months, flew quickly by, and still no news from the
son. Setting out with her daughter-in-law, the old lady took to the road.
Their trials and hardships en route I don’t have to tell you — they had
more than their share. The old lady had made this trip two or three
times before, and she knew the way well. At last she again recognized
the familiar gate and walls, only this time they appeared more resplendent
than before. ‘“You see, your son has become rich!” they seemed to say.

She had long suspected that her son had prospered and forgotten her.
Now, coming in sight of this pleasant view, she said reproachfully to her
daughter-in-law: v

“You’re always defending him. Today you can see for yourself.”

The gate was closed but not barred. Pushing it open, the old lady
stepped into the compound.

“Maybe someone else lives here,” suggested the daughter-in-law.
“Maybe this isn’t the right place.”

The old lady took the younger woman abruptly by the hand and
pulled her along. “How could it be wrong?” she demanded. “I’ve been
here lots of times.” The daughter-in-law had nothing more to say, and
she followed the old lady in.

. Before them lay a small garden. Pretty flowers postured and ges-
tured to them seductively. On each side of the path from the main
gate to the house was a row of evenly trimmed shrubs called “Fickle Sing-
song Girls.” Daughter-in-law had never seen this kind of live, growing
railing before, and she brushed her hand back and forth over the top of
it as she walked.

“The young wretch knows how to enjoy himself alright,” the old
lady muttered. “This courtyard used to be a field of rubble and now
look at it. He’s lavished plenty of money on himself, without a thought
to his old mother who spent her every penny to pay for his education. Of
course he couldn’t save anything while he was in school those ten or
twelve years. But now that he’s able to put something aside, he can
only think of spending it on himself!”

By then the women had reached the house. They could see a paint-
ing of some flowers hanging on the wall inside, and they recognized it as
a’ picture the son had taken from home. Reassured that they had come
to the right place, they sat down in the anteroom. The old lady kept
peering toward the interior of the house, but there was no sign of her son.

“Is anyone at home?” she called out finally, in some annoyance, “I’vé
been waiting here a long time. Why hasn’t there been even half a shadow
of a person come out to greet me?”’

This wave of sound brought forth a young servant. “Who do you
wish to see?” he inquired. ,

“Who do I wish to see!” the old lady retorted angrily. “Are vou
pretending you don’t recognize me? Hurry and ask your master to cg’me

out.”
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The old lady obviously was no one to be trifled with when she was
aroused. “Madam is some close relative of his excellency, then?” the
servant asked respectfully.

“ ‘Excellency’ indeed! The nerve of him — putting on airs before his
own mother!”

This came as a surprise to the young servant, for his master’s mother
was living right upstairs, and now here was another one.

“But madam surely can’t be my Master Hsiao’s —”

“Master Hsiao? My son is Master Chin.”

“Perhaps madam has come to the wrong gate. My master’s name
is Hsiao, not Chin.” The exchange grew livelier, with both sides becom-
ing more and more confused, until the noise brought out another servant.
He recognized the old lady.

“Why, how are you, madam?” he cried. He was the son’s cook.

“So you're still here, Sung,” the old lady said to him. “This hateful
little flunkey insists his master’s name is not Chin. Don’t tell me my
son has changed his name?”

“Doesn’t madam know?” asked the cook. “The young master hasn’t
been living here since the beginning of last year. He sold all these things
to the new owner. I'm not working for him any more either. The owner
of this place is named Hsiao.”

It seemed that Cheng-jen, the son, had been engaged in business and
doing fairly well. But times had changed, and soon he was reduced to
living from hand to mouth. Sometimes two or three days went by with
no smoke rising from his kitchen stove. Although he obviously couldn't
go on like that, he was ashamed to tell his family. Finally, he sold the
house and furniture for whatever he could get.

The old lady asked for his present address. “I haven’t seen the young
master for more than a year. I really don’t know where he is now,”
said the cook. “I remember him saying he wanted to leave this town.”

The cook saw them to the gate and gave them directions to the main
street. They walked aimlessly for a while. “Now where are we going?”
said the daughter-in-law in a tearful voice. The over-sensitive old lady
thought she was ridiculing her. “We’ll just follow our noses!”’ she snapped.
Daughter-in-law dared say no more. She continued to support the old
lady down the street in silence. ‘

Having failed to find their relative and being unfamiliar with the
town, the two country women, each carrying a small bundle, could only
wander from street to street. When the old lady had walked almost to
the point of exhaustion, she turned to her daughter-in-law and said:

“We had better find a place to put up for the night. But whether
there is an inn around here. . . . I have no idea.”

“Then what shall we do?”

They had stopped on a street corner to talk things over. At that
moment, a motor-cycle drove slowly by. Because it had sounded its
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horn, they glanced in its direction while stepping to the side of the road.
Everything would have been alright if the old lady hadn’t noticed the
rider, but when she saw him, she gazed at him in stupefaction, and the
daughter-in-law did the same. Before they had a chance to cry out, the
vehicle was already far down the street.

“Riding that motor-cycle — wasn’t that your husband, Cheng-jen?
How could you be so slow-witted? Why didn’t you call to him to stop?”

“Oh, it was such a shock! Besides, how could I just call out like that
on a public street?” : :

“So you wouldn’t call! Well, now we’ll see where you sleep tonight.”

The passing motor-cycle had produced a different reaction in each of
the women. The mother thought the son had become rich and no longer
cared about her; that he had told the cook to fool her with stories of his
poverty. The wife thought the husband had found himself a pretty new
wife in town and couldn’t be bothered with a simple country woman any
more. She bemoaned this unlucky destiny which Fate had bestowed upon
her.

But a busy street corner was no place for idle speculation. In any
event, the women had to find somewhere to stay. The sun was already
low in the west. If they delayed much longer, they’d have to spend the
night in the open. While they were trying to sort out their thoughts, a
policeman, twirling a big black club, came ambling down the street, whis-
tling a vulgar ditty. Observing these odd-looking women, he walked over
to question them. When they told him they were looking for lodging,
he pointed to a building a distance off and said, “That place over there
is an inn.” Too tired to walk any farther, they went in the direction
indicated. : ‘

"~ The women assumed that the streets of a big town were as simple as
those in their little village, that everyone took the same route every day.
And so the next morning, before she had even washed her face or combed
her hair, the old lady hurried to the corner where she had seen the motor-

- cycle the previous day. She had some difficulty in finding the place,-for

she didn’t know the town. She stood on the corner for hours, and though
many motor-cycles passed, none of them was ridden by her son. Finally
the policeman again came up and questioned her. She replied excitedly,,
with many vigorous gestures, but the policeman .couldn’t make heaqd or
tail of what she was saying. He had to ask her to move on and not block
the busy intersection. Muttering under her breath, the old lady slowly

-returned to the inn.

The daughter-in-law had been sitting in the doorway for a long time
eagerly awaiting good news from the old lady. She remained at the gate_:
all day, her eyes never leaving the street. When she saw the o]d lady
coming back alone, her eyes glazed. Such disappointments are not
unusual. We meet them often in our daily life.
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The old lady came in the door and sat down, breathing hard. For
several minutes she did not speak, but only shook her head. “Come what
may, I must find him,” she said after a long silence. “How hateful that
a man should forget his family when he prospers. I'll get hold of him
and make him give an account of himself if it’s the last thing I do.”

Although the daughter-in-law was feeling badly, she suppressed her
own emotions and made an effort to comfort the old lady. “We're sure
to find him sooner or later,” she said. “But I don’t think we can do it
by standing on the street corner every day. Wouldn’t it be better to hire
someone to make a search for him?”

“You hire someone, if you’re so rich!” retorted the old lady angrily.
After a pause she said, “I know that street now; tomorrow I'm going to
wait there again. It was dusk when I saw him the other day. If I go
in the afternoon the next time, I'll be able to find him.”

“You ought to let me go,” the daughter-in-law urged. “I’'m stronger
and can stand a longer time.”

The old lady shook her head. ‘“No. People’s hearts here are very
wicked. The less a young woman goes out alone the better.”

“You scolded me that day for not calling the motor-cycle to stop,”
the daughter-in-law said in a low voice. She was very disappointed.
“Now you won’t even let me go out.”

The old lady’s face hardened. “Talking back to me again, and at a
time like this.” ‘

The daughter-in-law was afraid to say any more.

They talked of various possible methods to seek the nnssmg son.
But the old lady was very stubborn. She insisted on waiting on the same
street corner every day.

And so each day she stood on the corner, but the motor-cycle she
had seen before never came her way. A month quickly passed. They
were running out of money and would soon have to leave the inn. The
old lady decided to return home first and then make further plans. The
daughter-in-law didn’t want to leave immediately, but knowing the old
lady’s stubborn disposition, she could only swallow the protest that was on
the tip of her tongue

* * *®

When they went on board, they were given a small cabin near the
side of the ship. Not long after they set sail, a strong wind began dashing
spray against their cabin window. The ship rolled and tossed until they
were dizzy. The second night at sea, they were wrenched from their
dreams by a loud sudden crash that was followed by terrifying cries. The
daughter-in-law leaped from her bunk and ripped open the cabin door.
She could see passengers dashing madly about the deck like mice in a cage.
Hastily returning to the cabin, she cried to the old lady:

“We must get outside, quickly!”
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The two women rushed out of the cabin, tightly holding hands.
Frightened passengers crowded and pushed one another on the wet, slip-
pery deck. Because of the gale and the angry waves, many of them lost
their footing and rolled into the sea. The two women stumbled, and the
old lady let go of her daughter-in-law’s hand to steady herself. In the
next instant the younger woman was swept away in the milling crowd.
A young man helped the old lady up and she threw her arms around a
mast. Not daring to release her grip, she cried aloud for her daughter-in-
law. But hot even thunder or the roaring of a lion could have been heard
above that raging storm. h

At dawn the stricken vessel was still afloat. It had run aground on
a reef, and its entire stern was under water. Because of their panic-
stricken jostling, people crowded on the forward deck were falling off and
sinking into the sea much faster than the ship itself. The old lady wander-
ed about, distractedly seeking her daughter-in-law. There’s no telling
how many were lost the night before; the daughter-in-law was not the only
one. Although the old lady wept bitterly, no one tried to comfort her.
Each was bewailing his own personal tragedy, and heart-broken weeping
was common enough.

For several days the ship remained on the reef. The storm gradually
abated, and a hope sprang up in the survivors that another ship might pass
and save them. Sometimes hopes are fulfilled. When the passengers saw
a column of black smoke coming nearer from the horizon, the old lady
forgot her loss and joined her voice to their pleading shouts. -

It was after she and the others were taken aboard the rescue ship
that she again thought of her daughter-in-law. Simple people always hark
back to an event after the time of stress has passed. She knew that the
ship was bearing her back to the port she had just left, a place she didn’t
want to go to, and this upset her still more. She had left there a few
days before because she had no alternative, and now she was being re-
turned to the same place. The old lady couldn’t restrain her tears.

She was the only unhappy person on board, and several of the pas-
sengers came to comfort her. An old gentleman named Mr. Chu was
particularly kind. On hearing the old lady’s story, he felt very sorry for
her and invited her to stay at his home after they landed; there she would
be able to rest and make inquiries about her son. '

0ld folks are the only real selfless philanthropists. Young people
perform good deeds mostly to please themselves, or to earn fame and re-
spect in society. Mr. Chu was quite sincere in bringing the old lady home
and introducing her to his wife, to whom he explained the situation_ The
wife, also a very generous person, hurried to prepare a room for their
guest, and saw to it that the old lady had everything she needeq in the
way of food and other necessities.

Mr. Chu did his utmost to help find the son, but with no success.
Though the old lady found it rather embarrassing to stay so long in an-
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other person’s home, she had no way of returning to her own village.
She was really too old to look after herself. Before, her daughter-in-law
had taken care of her, but now the daughter-in-law was gone. The mists
in the evening of life were indeed frightening, painful. In her youth she
had been aggressive, positive, unwilling to rely on anyone. But now she
was old. Besides, her aged host and hostess were happy to have her and
did everything to make her forget her troubles.

People all have many hidden thoughts, especially old folks. Although
the old lady didn’t like the big town, her heart was always there. For
her the most important thing in life was to go to the town and see her
son’s face again. Why this was so urgent not only her daughter-in-law
didn’t know — even her son didn’t know. For this was the old lady’s most
closely guarded secret. Wanderers cannot be satisfied with their life away
from home, and the old lady’s secret coiled around her heart like a poison-
ous snake. She had the heart of a young woman. She wasn’t at all like
an old lady reaching the end of her days. The serpentine secret bit deeply
into her mind.

Mr. Chu, whose love extended to all passers-by, of course bought her
medicine. But there is no medicine which can ease a sickness of the mind.
He could only beg her to tell what was troubling her, so that he might find
some way to help. But there are some things that are not easy for a
woman to say, and she wasn’t sure that speaking would do any good. In
the end she said nothing. ’

The days slipped by. Mr. Chu was a worrier over others’ worries,
and he grew more upset with each passing day. His wife, an intelligent
woman, reminded him:

“Didn’t you say she’s from the village of Tsanghai? My sister’s
husband is also from Tsanghai, and his name is Chin too. Maybe they’re
related. Why not ask him about her son?”

“According to your brother-in-law, Tsanghai is full of people named
Chin, and many of them travel to all parts of the land. They may not
be close relatives. If they’re distant relatives what good will it do? I've
asked Mrs. Chin if she knows Sze-ching, and she says there was never
anybody by that name in her village. Sze-ching left there over forty
years ago and has never gone back. He might not recall her anyhow.”

“There’s nothing strange about her not remembering his name.
Country boys always go by some nickname or other, but they adopt a
proper name if they leave their native village. How could you expect
her to remember him? It’s much easier for a man to recall a girl’s name,
which doesn’t change. Since Tsanghai is a small place, he’s sure to know
her. She’s over sixty now. That means she was about twenty-five or
six when Sze-ching came here. Right? I still think you’d better ask
him.” '

After talking the matter over, it was decided that Mr. Chu would
call on his brother-in-law, Sze-ching. Although the two were related by
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marriage, they seldom met. Sze-ching’s wife, younger sister of Mr. Chu’s
wife, had died many years before. She left only one child, a son named
Li-sheng. Because there were no women in Sze-ching’s house, except
for the traditional exchange of gifts at New Year’s time, there was little
visiting between the two families. Sze-ching was a very afiable fellow
with a fine sense of humour. After his wife died, he turned all of his
affairs over to his young son and retired to a country retreat outside the
town. He called the place “Fairy Villa of the Little Waves.” He had
been living there for the past fifteen years. Men of his sort, who build
up their families with their own hands, as a rule always want to keep
climbing higher. He was one of the few who knew how io relax and
enjoy life. '

The “Fairy Villa of the Little Waves” was hidden in a dense grove
of bamboos which was surrounded by a meandering stream. It was vir-
tually a small island, and you had to cross a little bridge to reach it. Mr.
Chu, entering the bamboo grove after walking across the bridge, came
upon three or four tame deer. Evidently hoping to.be fed, they trotted
toward him. The grove was full of the insects of late autumn. Their
droning blended with the sound of the drumming hoofs of the deer. Mr.
Chu was an -infrequent visitor and, to him, seeing the lovely grove was
like seeing its master. He wandered about the leafy glade for some time.

Sze-ching’s country house was no glittering tower of gold and jade,
but a simple thatched-roof cottage with only a few rooms. Instead of
rare treasures it was stocked with a small number of well-thumbed books
and some old painting scrolls. As the old gentleman approached the
house, the cheerful Sze-ching came smilingly out to greet him.

“It’s been a long time, brother-in-law!” cried the host. “There must
be something special to make you come all the way from town and honour
me with a visit.”

“Naturally, ‘One doesn’t disturb an important personage without real
cause,’ ” said Mr. Chu with a smile. “There’s something I have to ask
you about. But you haven’t been back there for so many years, perhaps
you don’t know.” )

«Is it something to do with my native village?”

«Yes. I haven’t told you yet: This summer when I was coming
back from Hongkong, my ship rescued several dozen people from the seg.”

“] heard about that. My son Li-sheng told me: I instructed him to
call on you and inquire after your health.” )

Mr. Chu was surprised. “Oh? But he never came to see me.”

«He still hasn’t called? The longer that boy studies the lesg propriety
he seems to understand!”

“No, don’t blame him. He’s very busy. What I want to talk to you
about is this: On_the boat I brought back a woman with me —»

The humorous Sze-ching laughed gaily. “Who would have believed
that an old gentleman like you would have a heart so young?”
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Mr. Chu smiled. “You haven’t let me finish. The woman is over
sixty. She came here recently to look for her son. Unfortunately she
couldn’t find him and started to return home with her daughter-in-law.
During the voyage the ship was wrecked by a storm and the daughter-in-
law was lost. Because she was all alone, I brought her home to live with
us temporarily. She says she’s from Tsanghai. My wife and I have
been very worried about her these past few months. If she goes home,
there’s no one to look after her. But staying here and not being able to
find her son has made her ill with anxiety. When I ask her about her
family affairs, she answers in a very confused manner. So I've come to
ask for your assistance.”

“I was never an official of Tsanghai. I may not necessarily know her.
Still, someone about sixty —I ought to know quite a few of that age.
What’s her name?”

“Her name is Yun-ku.”

Sze-ching’s interest mounted. “Is she the Yun-ku who married Jih-
teng? I knew a. Sister Jih-teng once. Her own name was Yun-ku. But
if her son came here I certainly would have known it.”

“She hasn’t said whether she was known as Sister Jih-teng. But
her son’s name is Cheng-jen. She told me so herself.”

“Say, that’s right. Sister Jih-teng did have a son of that name. Id
better go and see her. Then we can be sure.” ]

Sze-ching was even more eager than Mr. Chu. In less than ten
minutes he was ready and hastening the old gentleman back to the town.

As they were entering the door, Mr. Chu said to him, “You wait in
the study. Let me tell her first.”

Mr. Chu hurried to the guest’s room where he found his wife seated
on the edge of the bed, keeping the ailing Yun-ku company.

“Brother-in-law is here,” he said to his wife. “It’s a remarkable
coincidence. He says he knows her.” To Yun-ku he said, “You say you
don’t remember anyone called Sze-ching, but he remembers you alright.
He’s already come. I’ll brmg him in to see you in a minute.”

The old lady still maintainéd that she didn’t know him. When he
came in the door and asked her, “Aren’t you Sister Jih-teng?” she was
startled. She stared at this old man with the grey ha1r and grey eyebrows
for a long time.

“You’re not Brother Jih-hui?”’ she asked finally.

“Of course I am!” Sze-ching’s grey brows danced delightedly.

Yun-ku seemed to be suddenly restored to health. She sat.up and
gazed long at the old man standing before her. “Ah, you've aged so,”
. she said, shaking her head. .

“Me? O0ld?” Sze-ching replied with a laugh. “I still expect to live
another thirty years But I never thought I'd see you again in this
world!” . :
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Tears ran down Yun-ku’s old cheeks. “Nor I,” she said. “After you
left, you never wrote. If I had known you were here, Cheng-jen wouldn’t
be lost today.”

Mr. Chu and his wife looked at each other in bewilderment. They
hadn’t the faintest idea what this was all about. Sze-ching sat down.

“You two must be quite surprised. Let me explain. She and I are
relatives. We’re both well along in years now; there’s no harm in telling
something that happened in our youth. All my life I never loved and
respected any woman more than Yun-ku. Her husband and I were clan
brothers. He was my elder, but she’s five years younger than I. Less
than a year after her marriage, her husband died. Shortly afterwards,
she gave birth to a son. I knew her before she was married. We were
always together. I went to see her often after her marriage t00.” Sze-
ching paused a moment, then went on:

“We lived at opposite ends of a small lane. Whenever I went out I
had to pass her door. After she lost her husband, she became rather
high-strung, often getting very angry over trifles, and I stayed away from
her. But the world is full of coincidences. When her son Cheng-jen
grew to be five or six, he began to look the very image of me.”

“Then when she thought she saw him here,” Mr. Chu interrupted,
“it must have been your boy Li-sheng who went by on the motor-cycle.”

“Oh, you've seen Li-sheng?” Sze-ching asked Yun-ku. “He doesn’t
know you. Even if he had seen you, he wouldn’t have known who you
are.” Turning to Mr. Chu, he continued, “I've told you that the people
in my village were very ignorant, and they loved to gossip. I was the
only son of a declining family. There were many in the clan who were
always looking for a chance to take advantage of me. A couple of rascals
used Cheng-jen’s resemblance to me as a means for blackmail. They
threatened to ‘expose’ me before the magistrate for getting gay with a
widow, for ruining her faithfulness to her husband’s memory. For the
sake of us both, I took a bit of money with me and ran away to this place.
Actually’ I had never been a merchant. It was just luck that I was able
to set up in business here. Anyhow I never went back. I was afraid
of being blackmailed again.” .

Sze-ching looked at Yun-ku. “Since you've come, there’s no point
in your going back. I’ll prepare a place for you to live, then I'll think
of some way to find Cheng-jen.”

He didn’t talk much longer, for he wanted to let Yun-ku get some
rest. Following Mr. Chu out of the room, he told the old gentleman he
would move her to his country retreat. Since the two were relatives in
the same clan, Mr. Chu of course couldn’t insist on her remaining. Yun-
ku was very happy, but she was still sick in bed and couldn’t travel
immediately, so she continued living with the Chus for the time being.

For the bed-ridden old lady, this sudden meeting with the lover.of
whom she often thought but never could speak, the man she had so longed
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for in her youth, was the best possible medicine. The frown was erased
from her brow. No one knew how happy she was. Only the animation
of her face gave some hint of her feelings.

Lying in bed, she mentally turned back through her history to its most
- interesting page.

% * *

She remembered the period after her husband died. She was only
twenty. Although she had a child, it was difficult for her to remain
faithful to her husband’s memory, especially since there was another man
who was always in her thoughts. She saw him every day. A widow’s
existence was becoming increasingly harder to bear.

Operas were performed every year in the courtyard of the temple in
the neighbouring village, and everyone took this opportunity to relax a
bit. When the show started, men and women from miles around gathered
before the temple’s outdoor platform. They watched the performances
from noon until dawn the following day. One night, Yun-ku also sat
among the audience. But she tired of the play before midnight and re-
turned home, depressed and irritable. :

She found the baby sleeping peacefully. The room was hot and, as
was her custom, she took a little stool and sat outside the door to get some
fresh air. The lane was deserted. Her only company was the reflection
of the moon in the nearby pond. Voices and the clash of cymbals oc-
casionally drifting over from the neighbouring village where the opera was
being staged seemed to add to her misery. Facing the small pond, she
wept silently.

The echo of footsteps in the lane made her turn her head. A man
was approaching, smoking a pipe. She recognized Jih-hui, and at once
her heart was eased. Jih-hui was then a refined, bookish student. He
lived near the end of the village and he had to pass down this lane every
day. As he came nearer, he saw Yun-ku sitting alone, moonlight glisten-
ing on the two streams of tears that ran down her cheeks. Weeping
widows are difficult to console. He sucked noisily on his pipe and stopped
beside her.

“Not asleep yet? Now what’s troubling you?”

She made no answer, but grasped his hand in hers. The inexperienced
Jih-hui was beside himself with embarrassment. After a long silence he
said: ‘ »

“Does holding my hand help you not to cry?”

“Tonight, I'm not going to let you go.”

Jih-hui was very frightened. His pulse quickened; his pipe dropped
to the ground. He spoke very seriously: ’

“Perhaps the opera tonight has made you unhappy. It’s not that I
don’t feel the same as you. But I'm the only scholar in the village. If
I do anything even three-tenths out of the way, I'm criticized for the other
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seven-tenths as well. When you married my clan brother .that made us
relatives, and men and women relatives are not supposed to be intimate
with each other. What’s more, the clan has high hopes that you’ll remain
a chaste widow the rest of your life. So even though my heart is burning
with desire for you, I can’t let myself assuage the anguish with the bit of
cool water you're offering me tonight. You know that if my parents had
been alive to speak for me, you would have been my bride long ago and
we wouldn’t be suffering now. But don’t fret; I'm sure to find a way
to comfort you. I'm not afraid of ruining your reputation, or being ac-
cused of incest.* We grew up together. Our love is more important than
all those other things. I'm only worried about your son. He’s still a
baby, and if a storm should break over our heads, wouldn’t that be harm-
ing him? Why don’t we wait another few years? After I've come up in
the world a bit, then —”’

The baby began to cry, and Yun-ku had to let go of Jih-hui’s hand
to hurry into the house. When she came out again, Jih-hui was gone.
As she stared down the lane into the darkness, someone’s arms suddenly
embraced her from behind. Twisting her head, she saw Stinking Dog,
a village rascal.

“What are you trying to do, Stinking Dog?”

“I hear everything you two said. You wanted him to spend the night.
Why not me?” :

Yun-ku was frantic. She wanted to cry out.

“If you scream I’ll drag Jih-hui back here and confront him,” Stinking
Dog warned. “I'll accuse him before the clan council. TI’ll tell the pre-
fect not to guarantee him when he wants to sit for his official examination.
He’ll never get to be a hsiu tsai.”” As he spoke, he ran his hands boldly
over Yun-ku’s bosom. ' ‘

Unable to call for help, she tried soft talk as a last resort. “You can’t
get what you want unless I agree. You can hold me from now until
tomorrow, but unless I'm willing, what good will it do? But if you let
me go a minute, I’ll move the baby into the next room —”

Stinking Dog eagerly released her before she had even finished her
sentence. “And then you’ll be willing,” he said fawningly.

Yun-ku glanced at him coyly, then ran into the house and grabbed
the door. Seeing that she was getting away, Stinking Dog thrust a foot
over the threshold. Yun-ku closed the door h._ard, and put her whole
weight against it, pinning Stinking Dog’s foot in a painful vise. Howling
with agony, he begged for forgiveness. .

“So you thought you could get something cheap, Stinking Dog, you
scabby toad. The scabby toad wants to eat the flesh of the high flying
swan, does he? Stinking fool, how can he leave the mud if he has no

»In feudal China a love affair with a relative by marriage was considered

A equall
incestuous as an affair with a blood relative. aly
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wings? Come on in—if you can! Shameless, stinking monster. You
stink worse than any real dead stinking dog.”

Outside, pleas for mercy; inside, curses and unrelenting anger. Only
when the young woman’s strength was nearly at its end did she finally
let him go.

That night taught her a lesson. Thereafter she never sat alone on
the doorstep to enjoy the evening breezes. Stinking Dog, unable to eat
the flesh of the “high flying swan,” waited for a chance for revenge.

A few years passed. Cheng-jen was now nearly five. He looked
remarkably like Jih-hui. The village gossips — Stinking Dog among them
no doubt — insisted that the child’s parentage was doubtful. Jih-hui was
very face-conscious. A thousand evil tongues put the blame on him,
besmirching his good name. It was more than he could bear.

One night there was a heavy thunderstorm. Frightened, Yun-ku
' had closed her door and windows tight,-and lay down on the bed beside
her child. In the early hours of the morning, she heard a light tapping
on the little window facing the lane. Yun-ku was too afraid to ask who
was there, but then someone called her name and she recognized that
refined and agitated voice. She opened the window.

“It’s you. I couldn’t imagine who it was! Wait a minute. I'll light
a lamp and open the door.”

“No, it’s too late at night. I won’t come in. We don’t need a lamp"
either. T’ll just stand here and tell you something. I'm leaving tomor-
row, first thing in the morning.” There was a flash of lightning, and
Yun-ku could see that his face and clothing were soaking wet. Before
she had a chance to see whether those were tears or raindrops on his
cheeks, Jih-hui continued, “For your sake, I can’t stay in this village any
longer. Anyhow, here I can have no hope for my future.”

As the woman looked at him, he drew a title-deed from his sleeve
and handed it to her through the window. “This is all I can give you
now. The deed says that I've sold my land to Cheng-jen. I've already
spoken to the county Land Registrar about it. It’s all right. When
Cheng-jen grows up you can sell it for his tuition.”

After giving her the deed he started to withdraw his hand. But it
wasn’t the deed she wanted; it was the hand she hastily grasped. The
deed fell to the floor, but the woman seemed to be unaware of it. She
kept caressing Jih-hui’s hand, not saying a word.

“Have you forgotten that I'm standing out here in the rain in.the
middle of the night? Let me go back. If someone should see us, it
wouldn’t be good.” L :

The woman wouldn’t release him. After a long time, she said, “I
was going to ask you something, but I've forgotten. . . . Oh, that’s right,
you haven’t told me where you’re going.”
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“I can’t really. I have to make some inquiries in Amoy first, then
I'll be able to decide. I used to think of going to Nagasaki or Shanghai,
but lately I've been wondering about Singapore. So I'm not sure, yet.”

“When I let go your hand it will be like letting go the string of a
kite,” the woman said in a stricken voice. “I won’t know where to look
for you again.” :

She released his hand, and the man stood numbly. He seemed to
want to say something more. The woman gazed at him in silence. Rain
pelted the man standing outside; lightning startled the widow within.
Yet neither of them noticed. In the darkness, the woman. heard him say:

“When Cheng-jen is older, you must send him to school. Bring him
up well, and some day he'll bring honours to you.”

Without waiting for her reply, he opened his battered umbrella and
walked away.

® *® *®

More than forty years they had separated, with never a letter from
him. The woman felt as if she had refound a lost treasure. No message
or news, no son or daughter-in-law, could have moved her as this reunion
did. Her happiness soon cured her illness.

When Yun-ku was able to leave her bed, Jih-hui, or Sze-ching, as
he was now called, came for her in a car and brought her to his country
refreat. In the bamboo grove of droning insects and pattering deer hoofs
the old couple at last began the life they had always longed for. Yun-ku
upbraided Sze-ching for never having sent her any word.

“I didn’t want to cut myself off from you,” he replied. “But if I told
you where I was then, it might not have been to our benefit. I thought
to myself — you had Cheng-jen; there was sure to be a lot of gossip after
I left. If I went back to see you, I knew you wouldn’t let me go so easily
again the next time. If I insisted on staying with you, I'd be brought up
on charges. Leaving you again — that would be unthinkable,

“After I took a wife, I forgot you. I didn’t really forget you, but
since thinking of you made me miserable, I learned to pretend that you
didn’t exist. And because I was married, I all the more didn’t dare go
back to see you.”

As Sze-ching was talking, he saw his son Li-sheng stop his motor-
cycle on the edge of the grove. “The ‘Cheng-jen’ you saw that day is
here,” he said to Yun-ku. .

Li-sheng entered. Sze-ching told him to greet Yun-ku as “mother.”
To the old lady he said, “Doesn’t he look like your Cheng-jen?”

“Yes, very much. No wonder I mistook him. But looking at him
closely, I can see that he’s much younger.”

“Naturally. Cheng-jen is more than ten years older. Li-sheng is
only thirty-four.”

At the mention of her son, Yun-ku again felt distressed and her eyes
wandered vacantly. Sze-ching consoled her:
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“Wife, wife! Why can’t you stop calling me that?” Chun-tao
demanded impatiently. )

“If you’ll only answer to it — just once — tomorrow I'll buy you a
good straw hat in the second-hand market. Haven’t you been saying you
need one?” Hsiang-kao pleaded.

“I don’t like to hear it.” .

Seeing that she was a little annoyed, he changed the subject. “Well,
what do you want to eat?”

“Whatever you like. You buy it and I'll make it for you.”

After a while Hsiang-kao returned with some onions and a bowl of
sesame seed sauce, and placed them on the table. Chun-tao had finished
washing. She came in holding a large red card.

“This must be some big official’s wedding certificate. Don’t sell it in
the Small Market this time. Better have someone take it to the Peking
Hotel. We’ll get more for it there.”

“That’s ours. Otherwise what right would I have to call you wife?”
replied Hsiang-kao playfully. “I’ve been teaching you to read for nearly
two years and you still can’t recognize your own name!”

“Who can read so many words? And cut out this wife business. I
don’t like to hear it. Seriously now, who wrote this thing?”

“I did. This morning a policeman came around to check up on the
tenants. He says the martial law has -been stricter the last two days.
Every family has to report exactly who’s staying with them and their
relationship. Old Wu said that if I said we were husband and wife it
would save a lot of trouble. The policeman, too, said it wouldn’t look
good if he wrote down that a man and a woman, unmarried, were living
together. So I took that blank wedding certificate we couldn’t sell last
time and filled in that we were married in 1919.”

“What? 1919? I didn’t even know you in 1919. You'll get us into
an awful mess. We never worshipped Heaven and Earth together, we
never drank from each other’s wine cups. How can anyone say we’re
husband and wife?”

Although opposed to the idea, Chun-tao spoke calmly. She had
changed to blue cloth trousers and she wore a white tunic. Even without
make-up, her face had a fresh natural beauty. Had she been willing to
marry, the local matchmaker could easily have passed her off as a young
widow of twenty-three or four. Chun-tao could have commanded at least
a hundred and eighty dollars under prevailing market conditions.

Laughing, she folded the card down the middle. “Don’t fool around.
A fine wedding certificate. Let’s make our griddle cakes and eat.” She
lifted the stove lid and thrust the card into the flames. Then she walked
to the table and began to knead some dough.

“You can burn it if you like,” said Hsiang-kao with a grin. “The
policeman has already registered us as husband and wife. . If they make
an official check, I'll say we lost it when we were refugees on the road.
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From now on, I’m going to call you wife. Old Wu recognizes our marriage;
so does the policeman. I'm going to call you wife whether you like it
or not. Wife, wife. Tomorrow I'll buy you a new hat. I'm afraid I
can’t afford a ring.”

“Keep that up and you’ll make me mad.”

“Looks like you’re still thinking of that Li Mao ” Hsiang-kao was
not quite so high-spirited as he had been a moment before. He said it
under his breath, but Chun-tao heard him.

“Think of him? Husband and wife for one night, then separated
for nearly five years, with no news all that time. What’s the good of
thinking?”

She had told Hsiang-kao what had happened ‘on her marriage day.
When the flowery sedan-chair brought her to the groom’s home, before
the guests even had a chance to take their seats at the wedding feast,
a man came rushing in to announce that an army of many soldiers had
arrived in the two neighbouring villages. They were grabbing men to dig
trenches and everybody was running away. The new couple hastily bun-
dled their belongings together and fled toward the west with the rest of
the villagers. Their second night on the road, they suddenly heard peo-
ple ahead shouting, “The bandits are coming. Hide, quickly, hide!”” There
was a wild scramble to get out of sight. No one had time to think of any-
one but himself. When the sun rose the next morning, a dozen people
had disappeared, Chun-tao’s husband Li Mao among them.

“I think he must have been taken by the bandits,” she now said.
“Maybe they killed him long ago. Forget it. Let’s not talk about him.”

She finished making a griddle cake and put it on the table. Hsiang-
kao scooped a bowl of cucumber soup from the crockery pot. The two
sat down and ate in silence.

When the meal was over, they sat beneath the arbor and chatted. A
cool breeze brought tiny fireflies descending on the arbor like a myriad of
falling stars, while countless real stars flashed and twinkled among the
leaves of the cucumber vine. The night-blooming tuberoses slowly opened
their petals and filled the garden with their perfume.

“How lovely they smell,” said Hsiang-kao. He plucked one of the
flowers and put it in Chun—tao s hair.

“Don’t spoil my tuberoses.' Wearing flowers in the hair at night —
I'm no prostitute.” She took the flower out, inhaled its delicate scent
then placed it on the timber seat beside her.

“Why were you so late today?”

“Huh! Today I did a good piece of business. As I was coming home
this afternoon, passing the Houmen Arch I saw some street cleaners push-
ing a big cartful of scrap paper. I asked them where they got it. They
said it came from the Shenwu Gate of -the old Imperial Palace.* I saw

*The paper was sold by museum employees to pay their salary, which was months
in arrears.

82



that it was full of official-looking red and yellow documents. I asked
them whether they’d sell it to me. They were very polite. If you want
it, they said, we’ll give you a special price, and you can take it away.”
Chun-tao pointed at the big basket resting beneath the window of the
house. “I only spent a dollar for all that! Maybe it’s money thrown
away, I don’t know. We can go through it tomorrow and see.”

“You can’t go wrong on things from the Palace. It’s only stuff from
the schools and the foreign business firms that I'm afraid of. Their paper
is heavy and it smells bad. You never know what you'’re getting.”

“All the shopkeepers have been using foreign paper for wrapping
paper the last few years. I can’t imagine where it all comes from. None
of the collectors like to handle it. We have to pay more for it because
it’s heavy, but when we sell it we get very little.”

“More and more people are studying foreign languages. Everybody
wants to be able to read the foreign newspaper so that they can learn how
to do business with the foreigners.”

“Let them. We’ll stick to picking foreign paper.”

“Looks like everything will have to have a foreign label from now
on. We've got ‘foreign’ clothes and ‘foreign’ hats and ‘foreign’ cloth.
The next thing you know we’ll be using ‘foreign’ camels!”

Chun-tao laughed. ‘“You shouldn’t talk about others. If you had
money you’d probably want to study foreign books too, and get yourself
a foreignized wife.”

“The Lord of the Heavens knows, I'll never get rich, and even if I
did, I wouldn’t want a foreignized wife. If I had a little money I'd go to
the countryside and buy some good farm land, and we two could till it
together.”

Ever since Chun-tao had been forced to flee from her home and lost
her husband, the word “countryside” had unpleasant associations for her.
“Is that what you want?” she demanded. “Before you’d even have bought

your land, both you and your money would be gobbled up. The country- -

side’s a hell. I wouldn’t go back even if I were starving here.”

“I’d like to see our Chinhsien County again.” :

“The countryside’s the same wherever you go. If it’s not marauding
soldiers then it’s bandits on araid. If it’s not the bandits, it’s the Japanese.

‘Who dares go back? We’re much better off right here picking scrap

paper. What we need is another person to help us.: If we had someone
to take your place at home going through the pickings, you could set up
a stall during the day and sell direct to the customers. Besides cutting
out the middleman, we’d be less likely to pass over any good items.”
“Another three years at this trade and I'll be alright. If we pass over
any good items, it’s nobody’s fault but my own. I've learned plenty the
last few months. Used postage stamps — which ones are worth money,
which ones aren’t —I pretty near know them all. I'm beginning to get
the hang of spotting the writing of famous men. A couple of days ago
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Stories About Children

CRICKETS

Jen Ta-lin

It was an especially hot summer. Although the township of Chiling
was located in the hills, it was so hot in the day-time that even if stripped
to the waist, perspiration would pour off one’s body. Only at sunset a
cool breeze smelling of mugwort and resin would blow down from the
hills. That was the time then, after an early supper, when we would
put on a shirt and go to watch a cricket-fight in front of the Chou Family
Pavilion, each with a palm-leaf fan stuck in the back of his trouser tops.

I had the most marvellous time that summer. Since I had just
finished primary school and taken my entrance exam for middle school,
I had no school work at all to do during that vacation. Besides, the
chairman of the agricultural producers’ co-op hadn’t said anything yet
about work. So I went fishing and swimming during the day and looking
for crickets in the evening. Only once in a while my brother would ask
me to do some easy job for him.

One day, two of my friends brought out their crickets for a contest.
Both insects were fierce fighters. I was watching with great interest
among the crowd when I felt someone nudge me. When I turned to see,
there was Hsu Hsiao-kuei pulling me aside.

“What’s it all about?” I asked as I followed him to a big date-tree.
He stopped and produced two letters from his pocket, one for himself,
one for me, which had just arrived.

A glance at the envelope told me it came from the middle school
where we had sat for entrance exams. There was a mimeographed sheet
that I read over as quickly as I could.

“What does it say?” Hsu Hsiao-kuei leaned over my shoulder to
see.

“Flunked the exam,” I said coolly.

“Flunked? Then I needn’t look at my letter at all,” he sighed.

But I snatched the letter from him and tore it open. Sure enough,
the letter had the same news for him. ‘“So neither of us ig admitted,”
he said at last. “What shall we do?”
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Shih Hsiao-fen, the daughter of the co-op chairman, was within ear-
shot. She had finished primary school earlier and been working in the
fields some time already. I raised my voice for her benefit:

“What shall we do? Work in the fields, of course, produce more

. grain for our country! I wouldn’t be surprised, even, if we became famous
for our results. . . .”

It was easy to talk big. When my brother woke me the next morn-
ing, I yawned ‘at him impatiently: “Do you have to wake me in the
wee hours?” _

“It’s not early for us members of the co-op. Go wash your face
with cold water, and you’ll be wide awake! Starting from today, you’ll
have to get up earlier. The co-op chairman has put you in my team.”

I jumped up, gave my face a lick and a promise, grabbed my straw
hat, and off I was after my brother.

On the way he told me that we were going to cut the early rice,
starting with the 20 mou of fields on which they got a thousand catties per
mou and which were meant to set an example for mutual-aid teams and
peasants working individually. Any co-op member who knew anything
about harvesting was called out. The work had to be done quickly and
well, without any waste of grain. Brother also said — probable as a threat
—that if I didn’t know how to cut the rice, I could join the children
who would do the gleaning and get their work-points for it. I gave him
an angry glance as I said casually: “Who wants to glean! Of course,
I’ve never cut rice before, but I'm sure I’ll handle the sickle well enough,
and not any worse than you, for that matter.”

There were a great many people working in the fields when we got
there. Shih Hsiao-fen was cutting away with back bent, her trouser
legs rolled up high. My friends Chao Ta-yun and Hsu Hsiao-kuei were
also there. Chao Ta-yun had finished primary school with us, but had long
ago decided to take up farming, so he hadn’t sat with us for middle-school
entrance exams.

Soon, the co-op chairman arrived. He gave us an appraising glance
and said: “You’ve never worked in the fields before. I'll give you a
test today.”

“I’'m sure to pass, Uncle Chen-ken"’ I was quick with my answer.
“Last summer vacation, I helped a mutual-aid team and harvested the
rice from one-tenth of a mou for them.”

Chao Ta-yun said nothing, and Hsu Hsiao-kuei merely rolled up the
sleeves of his blue cotton jacket as high as they would go. So we started
to work. "

I had always had a good deal of pluck. I thought I wasn’t doing so
badly at cutting the rice.” I remembered what brother had told me: Hold
the rice stalks loosely and the sickle tightly; use your arm so that you
can cut a whole bundle at one time. I looked at Hsu Hsiao-kuei out of
the corner of my eye. Ha ha, he couldn’t keep up with me! There he
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was, a good five or six feet behind me. Then I saw him whetting his
sickle. He must have blunted the edge. After a while, when I turned
to look at him once more, I saw him standing there rolling up his sleeves
again. I knew he wouldn’t be able to pass his “test,” just as I had
thought. Hsu Hsiao-kuei had been spoilt by his mother ever since he

was a baby. All he could do was cutting grass for the sheep. While

I was thinking about all this, I worked even more efficiently. I felt I was
easily the best among the three of us. . . .

Suddep}y a cricket hopped out from under my feet. I could see
plainly that it was not an ordinary cricket, but a genuine snake cricket.

I threw down my sickle and went for the cricket. But I wouldn’t
have believed it could bite so hard that I had to let it get through my
fingers. Ha, my little beauty, I thought, you won’t escape me, there’s
no stone here for you to hide under! But the cricket hopped and hopped
and finally got on to the grain stalk I had just cut. Annoyed, I shook
the sheave. I even knocked it against the ground. Finally the beast was
safely in my palm. I said: “Now don’t you fuss, my little beauty! I'll
call you General Black Feelers, since your feelers are so long.” And I
stuck the cricket into a small bamboo tube which I always had in my
. pocket. But as I stood up and looked around, my heart fluttered although

I said I had pluck. For
there was the chairman
of the co-op right behind
me!

“What were you doing
just now?” he asked me,
smiling.

I felt my ears burning.
“I caught a huge cricket,
Uncle Chen-ken,” 1
answered quickly. “It’s
a snake cricket, it looks
deadly. I'm sure it’ll be
a match for Fu-hsing’s
Redhead King!. . .”?

“Yes, crickets make
very interesting sport. 1
used to like watching
crickets fight myself,
But now, Li-hsuan, I.
think you better join
them,” he pointed to the

. back. “Gleaning also
gets you work-points.”




“Uncle Chen-ken, I don’t want to glean, I want to help with the
harvesting!” I was very urgent. “I . .. I'll never catch crickets again
while I’'m working!”’

" “I'm glad to hear you say so,” he laughed. “I’ve just taken a look
at your work. It’s true you cut fast, but what about the rice that’s still
standing untouched?”

- “I’ll'be more careful,” I promised. “I'll learn to do the job properly!”

“You can learn some other time,” was Uncle Chen-ken’s reply.
“This is the 1,000-catty field which serves as an example for others. You
can learn when we harvest on the other fields.”

 So I was driven to the gleaners’ group. Fortunately, Hsu Hsiao-kuei
and Chao Ta-yun were already there.

“Seems all three of us have bad luck,” I said.

Hsu Hsiao-kuei gestured as he whispered to me: “Don’t rub it in!
Chao Ta-yun has cut his ankle and is bleeding badly.”

"I looked at him. Sure enough, he must have given himself a nasty
gash. Blood was dripping from under the leaf he had put over it.

“How did you cut yourself so badly?” I asked.

Chao Ta-yun bit his lips and wiped off some blood with his finger.
He stared at the field as he replied softly. “The sickle slipped off. May-
be I didn’t hold it right — I did feel a bit awkward when I cut the rice.”
He moved his-arm to show how he had been holding the sickle. Then
he clenched his fist and hit it dejectedly against his thigh.

So all we could do then was glean, together with the children. 'I‘he
most unpleasant thing about it all was that Shih Hsiao-fen was still har-
vesting, her sickle cutting the rice very competently quite close to us.
Every time she had cut a bundle of rice stalks, she stood up and swung
her plaits back, giving us a big smile.

Right after supper that day, I visited my friend Fu-hsing.

“Come on, let our crickets have a go at each other.”

“How’s that?” he said. “You haven’t caught another one, have you?”

I opened the lid of the cricket pot in which I kept my treasure just
a little to show him. “My new General Black Feelers, a real snake
cricket that’s positively deadly.’”” Then I told a little lie. “I caught it
beside a curled-up snake.” '

“You did! Then we’ll have a good fight.” Fu—hsmg was excited,
but he was also a little worried for his cricket. “My Redhead King is a
good fighter that’s beaten twelve opponents already!”

‘Don’t worry — your Redhead King will be beaten by my snake
cricket with its poisonous claws!” .

‘People crowded around as we set up our crickets for a fight out31de
the Chou Fam1ly Pavilion. - My General Black Feelers showed his mettle
- —as soon as I tickled him with a blade of grass, he began chirping and
rushed forwards The two crickets immediately got their teeth into each
other. But oh — the Redhead King threw my General Black Feelers right
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out of the pot! There were murmurs of disappointment among the on-
lookers. I picked my General up and put him back into the pot. His
teeth would not come together and one of his legs was hurt badly. When
I tried to make him fight by tickling him again with a blade of grass, he
ran away as fast as his limp would allow him. The people around burst
out laughing and Shih Hsiao-fen sneered at me: “There goes your Gen-
eral Black Feelers! Looks more like General Braggart!” I felt I would
never live down the humiliation. . '

I sat down under the date-tree looking at the hills opposite. By now,
it had got dark and the breeze was pleasantly cool. I sat there all alone,
not wanting to go home. ’

Hsu Hsiao-kuei finally came and tried to comfort me. “Don’t feel
so bad about it! It was just a fake, that snake cricket, you needn’t carry
on so about it. g

I couldn’t have said why, but listening to him made me even sadder.
An owl hooted in the distance, so that there was an echo from the valley.

We sat like this for a while. “No matter how, but I have to get my
revenge,” I said finally. “Even if I have to look inside a coffin lid, I'll
have to catch a real snake cricket. I won’t feel good until I’ve beaten
Fu-hsing!”

“I'll help you!” said Hsu Hsiao-kuei. “There must be snake crickets
in the graveyard near our house. I hear them chirp every night.”

“A real snake cricket does not chirp all the time. It chirps twice
at the hour of the second watch, three times at the third watch, and five
times at the fifth watch, at daybreak.”

“Then let’s go at night! But my mother mustn’t know a thing about
it, she’d be worried stiff. She says there are ghosts in the graveyard. .

A shiver ran down my spine. But I said stoutly: “I don’t beheve
in ghosts. We can handle your mother all right. You sneak out as soon
as it gets dark. Agreed? Hsu Hsiao-kuei, let’s do it tonight! And if we
catch a real snake cricket, it’ll belong to both of us.”

Hsu Hsiao-kuei grew so excited as I talked that he agreed at once.
It was a rare chance to find him ready for adventure.

That night, when my brother had gone to a meeting at the co-op,
I took the torch which he had left behind and sneaked up to Hsu Hsiao-
kuei’s gate. A few minutes later, we set out together for the graveyard.

The sky was dotted with clouds that now and again covered the half
moon. It was very quiet, only the frogs croaked occasionally. A bird
piped strangely in the valley some distance away, just like a baby’s wail.

My hair stood on end and I called Hsu Hsiao-kuei’s name to reassure
myself. He came up close and held on to me. I felt his hand icy cold
in mine. When we reached the graveyard, the moon was hidden behind
the clouds. We squatted down and waited quietly for the crickets to
chirp. The wind seemed to blow harder; it penetrated through our but-
toned-up clothes. After a blast, we heard a rustling sound on our left
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from a patch of tall reeds. Hsu Hsiao-kuei stared at the graves, many
of which had fallen in, with wide-open eyes. I felt how frightened he
was.

“Isn’t it funny that not a cricket is chirping?” I said. “Is it because
it’s so cold tonight?”

" “Maybe they aren’t going to chirp at all? Let’s go home. ... I'm
not feeling well. . . .”

I knew he was sorry he had come at all. To tell the truth, I myself
didn’t mind going home soon. To squat beside the graves in the dark
really was no fun. But, in order to renew our courage, I said in an off-
hand manner: “If a ghost comes up really, he’ll have a tough time of
it. . .. .

Before I had finished my sentence, a bird flew suddenly out of the
patch.of reeds near us. It startled me so that my back was sticky with
cold sweat. '

Hsu Hsiao-kuei gripped my hand and whispered: “Let’s go home
quickly. I'm afraid. .. .” v ’

“Quiet!” I said tensely. There was the sound of someone walking
slowly in big strides among the reeds. . . .

My head was swimming and my heart almost stopped beating. Hsu
Hsiao-kuei started up and suddenly turned to run. He went so fast, it
seemed he was being chased by a monster. He tripped on a mound, but
got up as quickly as he could and ran on home. .

Then the sound in the reeds died down. I was just thinking of run-
ning away myself when I heard light footsteps behind me. I nearly lost
consciousness. I don’t know where I got the courage, but I remember
that I switched on the torchlight. Someone was coming towards me,
stopped, patted me on the shoulder and said softly:

“What are you doing here, Lu Li-hsuan?”

It was only then that my heart started to beat again. I felt so limp
that I just lay down on the ground and breathed deeply: “Oh, it’s you,
Chao Ta-yun! You ... you frightened Hsu Hsiao-kuei right out of his
wits!” .

“I hadn’t any idea that I’d run into you here!” Chao Ta-yun laughed.

“Are you also looking for crickets?” I asked him. )

“I’m not so keen on them as you are!” he teased.

As a matter of fact, he had been cutting reeds. There was not enough
fuel to be had in our district, so people often used dry reeds instead. But
when I looked at the reeds he had cut, I saw at a glance that he hadn’t
been thinking of fuel only. There must have been another purpose. . . .
Reeds were growing densely in those parts, waist-high, very much like
rice stalks. In the plot where Chao Ta-yun had cut them, not a single
reed was left. And the reeds were tied neatly in sheaves like the rice
harvested in the fields. It was obvious that he was practising for the
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cutting of rice. Since he too had only recently finished primary school,
his skill was no better than mine.

“Hey, so you’re practising how to reap!’ I accused him.

“You can call it that if you like.” After a pause, he added: “I'm
just like you, without any experience. How can I do a thing properly
if I don’t learn anything about it?”

“But why do you have to learn about it at night, instead of during
the day?”

“I'm too busy in day-time. I have to help glean the fields, carry
water for my mother and feed the pigs. I have no extra time at all,” he
answered. ‘Besides, I'd feel bad if the others knew about my silly way
of learning. . . .”

I promised not to tell anybody about it except Hsu Hsiao-kuei who
must have taken Chao Ta-yun for a ghost. I would have to tell him in
order to rid him of his superstition. Chao Ta-yun agreed. Then he
gathered up the reeds he had cut, and we went home together.

*® * *

When the harvesting was done on all the 1,000-catty fields, it began
on the other early rice fields. Again we took up our sickles and went
through another “exam” by Uncle Chen-ken. I still couldn’t make the
grade although I didn’t even try to catch any crickets this time, and if they
had hopped right into my hand. I worked as hard as I knew how, but
Uncle Chen-ken said the way I did it was still very rough, no improvement
at all on ‘'my last performance. If anything, it was perhaps even worse
than last time. If everybody cut the rice like I did, our output would go
down at least 15 per cent. And right then and there, he praised Chao

‘Ta-yun who had improved tremendously, cut the rice very carefully ac-

cording to standard and who therefore would earn nine work-points. Not
only that. Uncle Chen-ken said: “Now there’s a real primary school lad
for you!” as if I were a false one.

Hsu Hsiao-kuei stayed in bed for three days after our graveyard ad-
venture. He refused to believe me when I told him it was Chao Ta-yun
who had frightened him so. His mother blamed Uncle Chen-ken bitterly
behind his back because he’d made her son work in the fields in the
scorching sun which she claimed made the boy ill. Never again would
she allow him to help with the harvest.

Chao Ta-yun was accepted as a real member of the co-op shortly
afterwards. Every night he helped the others assess their work-points,
and once every so often he voiced an opinion in a meeting of the co-op
members. But I still was doing odd jobs — sometimes I helped with the
harvest, sometimes I was just treading the water-wheel, for which I got
a mere work-point or two at the utmost. Mornings and evenings I still
spent looking for crickets.
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other swooped on him, got hold of his neck and threw him. Everybody
cheered. Then the two wrestled and fought so fiercely that we could hardly
tell which was which. At first, the Redhead King had it over the other.
He hooked his jaw into the enemy, pushed him to the edge of the pot
and chirped victoriously. Then suddenly things changed. Chao Ta-yun’s
cricket got hold of the Redhead King by his neck and dragged him on his
back for two rounds along the edge of the pot. So the Redhead King
lost some of his dignity. But he still tried to struggle, although his op-
ponent struck him on the body and tail. Finally, Chao Ta-yun’s cricket
hooked him in the jaw and threw him out of the ‘“battlefield.”

Never had we seen such a fierce fight. We all were glued to the
ground by the sight of it and forgot even to cheer. Chao Ta-yun had
won and his cricket got the title “Generalissimo Blackhead.”

Now our interest in cricket-fights was even greater than before. We
had a new “Generalissimo” and everybody wanted to try his pet against
him. Chao Ta-yun did not refuse anybody. All you had to do was ask
him after supper and he would let his “Generalissimo” fight four crickets
one after the other. But not a single one was able to beat the “General- .
issimo.”

The weather became cooler after a time, and I found a cricket among
the graves at last. It was not an ordinary one. It had a red spot on its
back. I pinned great hopes on it. After supper, I went straight to Chao
Ta-yun even before I had washed my feet.

“Quick, Chao Ta-yun,” I said. “This time your Generalissimo'Black-
head will lose face. I got a real centipede cricket with a red spot on his

back.”
“There’s no more Generalissimo Blackhead,” he said. “I’ve set him

free.”

“You’re lying!” I shouted in great surprise. “How could you do a
thing like that?” , '

“It’s true, though. I really set him free. What’s the good of keep-
ing a fighting cricket? I don’t have so much time now. I am learning
to plough. It’s a very interesting job and more difficult than cutting
rice. . . .” o - o

“You! . . . you . . . oh, how could you!” I was so disappointed I
nearly cried. ‘ .

After a short silence, I took the cricket pot and threw it to the ground
hard. It broke and my cricket crept out from among the bits with one
leg hurt. '

That night, Uncle Chen-ken called me to the co-op office. He asked'
me to sit opposite him, gave me an abacus and said slowly: “Here is an
arithmetic problem for you. I hope you can work it out quickly. A
student gets seven points in Chinese, nine in arithmetic, ten in natural
science, ten in music and six in sports. How many points is-that al-
together?” ' ‘
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“Forty-two!” I answered immediately.
~ “There is another student who gets four points in Chinese, three in
arithmetie, seven in natural science and eight both in music and sports.
So he gets. . . .”

“Thirty points!” I answered even before he had finished. But I
was wondering in my mind: Were there really such students? And was
the school using the five-point system or the hundred-point system? If
it was the five-point system, then how could they get nine and ten points?
If the hundred-point system was used, then they certainly were very poor
students!

Uncle Chen-ken saw my doubts. ‘Fool,” he said. “These are not
marks of students but work-points of two co-op members. All right, you
have passed your exam this time.” He told me that twenty households
had been newly admitted as members of the co-op. Because of this ex-
pansion, a new book-keeper would be needed. Then he said solemnly,
“Tomorrow, you start as assistant book-keeper of our co-op.”

I went to the office very early the next day and started my work.
Since then, I haven’t looked for crickets any more, I'm too busy. And I
don’t know why, but since Chao Ta-yun set his crlcket free, our interest
in catching crickets had died, anyway.

Translated by Yu Fan-chin
Illustrations by Sha Keng-shih

AT THE SEASIDE

Hsiao Ping

How glad Second Lock was to be visiting granny again! It was
- over five years since he had Been here.

Granny lived by the Yellow Sea. North of the village was a little
estuary. At high tide it was one huge sheet of water — there seemed
no end to it; but at low tide a stretch of golden sand appeared. South
of the village were sand dunes covered with knot-grass, and from these
dunes he could see the ocean. He loved to gaze at the sea, sapphire blue,
with golden flecks dancing over it. There were fish, crabs and. lobsters
in it. There must be some very, very big fish too. His teacher had
" told him that some sea fish were bigger than houses, but Second Lock
had never seen fish of that size. He had not seen so much as a small
one since coming here. He wondered where they’d all gone to.
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With granny lived Second Lock’s uncle and aunt, their son Tiger,
and their daughter Flower. Second Lock played on the beach every day
with Tiger. The sand was fine and soft. They lay on their backs, unbut-
toned their shirts and basked in the sun. Tiger was a year older than
Second Lock, but not as tall; and since they were both in the fourth form
Second Lock did not think much of him. True, he was a squad leader
of the Young Pioneers; but Second Lock had become a Young Pioneer
himself just before the holidays, and he thought his own squad leader
far -more capable than Tiger. On the other hand, Tiger did know many
things which Second Lock didn’t. He knew, for instance, just when the
tide would turn, what kind of tide brought fish with it, and what kind of
weather made the crabs come out. Each time he dug the smooth sand
he could turn up a clam. Eventually, Second Lock had to admit that Tiger
knew much more about the sea than he did; but he couldn’t understand
why his cousin kept finding fault with him.

“Granny,” he cried once, “I saw sails today! Snow white they were.
Ever so many of them! Far out to sea, and they weren’t moving at all!”

“Not moving?”’ put in Tiger. “Who told you they weren’t moving?
They were so far away that you couldn’t see it, that’s all!”

Another time, Second Lock picked up some pretty, boat-shaped objects
on the beach, and showed them to Tiger with delight.

“Can’t you see those are cuttle-bones?” Tiger gave a guffaw. “We
throw them away, but here are you bringing them home!”

And Flower ran to tell her grandmother:

“Granny! Second Lock has been bringing cuttle-bones home!”

Why couldn’t the little busybody hold her tongue?

Second Lock liked to squat on the beach when the tide was coming
in, to watch the waves rolling up from the far horizon. When the roar-
ing, foaming water seemed about to engulf him, he would jump backward.
Then the waves receded just as they reached his feet, and cool salt water
sprayed all over his face. The next moment the tide would be after him
again, and he’d have to jump further back. In this way, he fancied, he
led the sea right up to the foot of the sand dunes. But when he climbed
one of the dunes, instead of following him the sea gradually calmed down.
Second Lock was disappointed. He had hoped to lure it right up over
the dunes! :

What Second Lock enjoyed most was fishing with Tiger. Once they
took uncle’s fishing net without telling him, and ran to the estuary north
of the village. The tide was rolling up.

- “Quick, Second Lock!” enjoined Tiger softly, pointing at the water.
“Look at that shoal of fish!”
"~ Not one could Second Lock see. But from that moment Tiger seemed
a grown-up in his eyes. He believed his cousin implicitly, and carried
out all his orders without hesitation. Sure enough, while they were still
drawing the net ashore, Second Lock saw fish leaping and struggling in
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it. Anxious and overjoyed, he grew hoarse from shouting. This one
catch filled half a bucket. Second Lock stared at the fish, and could
hardly believe his eyes.

When the tide had ebbed, he went with Tiger to the estuary beach
to dig up clams. The clams were as big as Second Lock’s fist, with thick
shells beautifully marked; but they buried themselves so deep in the
sand and the tide had washed the beach so smooth that Second Lock could

not find a single one, however hard he looked. Each time Tiger used

his hoe, though, he unearthed one. Then Tiger explained that there was
a tiny hole over each clam’s hiding place because it needed air, and
Second Lock saw such holes all along the beach. Still, when he dug
them up he discovered nothing except a few crabs the size of his thumb.
He was very disappointed. At that, Tiger told him that most of the clams
on that part of the beach had already been caught, but there were plenty
left on the north of the estuary, and if Second Lock liked they could go
there to dig for them.

Second Lock was too pleased for words! He longed to take a big box
full of clams home with him. Then when school.began he would spread
five, ten, or even more clam shells on his desk, to the envy of his class-
mates. One should hold slate pencils, one ink, one red paint, another
green.... His schoolfellows were bound to gather round for a look, and
he’d give them one shell each. No, he’d only give shells to his friends
not to those he didn’t like.

But while he looked forward to. being taken north of the estuary, his
cousin seemed to have no intention of going. And self-respect prevented
Second Lock from asking for any favour, much as he longed to go.

It was dusk one day when Second Lock and Tiger came back from
the beach. Aunty and granny were preparing supper, with Flower tag-
ging after them. When granny turned round, she nearly knocked the
little girl over. _ )

“How d’you expect me to get anything done?” she snapped. “I seem
to have grown a tail.” -~ '

Flower seized the hem of her jacket.

“Where is it?” she cried. “Let me see it!”

“Be a good girl now, Flower,” begged granny, a pile of bowls in her
hands. “Go and play with Second Lock.” '

“I don’t want to!” Flower pouted.

“You don’t want to, indeed!” thought Second Lock. “I wouldn’t
play with you even if you begged me!”

After supper, granny and aunty washed up while Tiger swept. the

. courtyard after feeding the pigs. Second Lock spread a- mat on the thresh-
ing-floor in front of the house and lay down on it. The sky glittered
with stars. From time to time a cool, salty breeze blew over from the
sea. He couldn’t sleep, partly because of the mosquitoes buzzing round
him and partly because of his eagerness to catch those clams Tiger had

’
.

108 -




told him about. Soon Tiger came along with another mat under his arm.
He spread this beside Second Lock and lay down, then whispered:

“Let’s dig for clams on the beach north of the estuary tomorrow. Are
you game?”

“Of course!” cried Second Lock springing to his feet. “Why should
I be afraid?”

“Don’t shout!” warned Tiger, punching him in the leg. “We mustn’t
let dad know.”

Second Lock shot out his tongue.

“Why not?” he whispered. -

“Why not? Children aren’t allowed north of the estuary. You can
get drowned there at high tide if you don’t run pretty fast.”

“What shall we do then?” Second Lock felt a little scared.

“It’s all right. We'll start back as soon as the tide comes up.”

Uncle came to the gate with a shirt thrown over his shoulders, and
sent Tiger off with a message to the co-op. Second Lock was wildly ex-
cited, and he gave free rein to his fancy before he dozed off. That night
he had many dreams. He dreamed that he and Tiger dug up a whole
basketful of clams. The basket became so heavy they couldn’t lift it, and
while they were struggling with it the tide bore down on them like a
moving wall! He started crying with terror, while Tiger swam away.
The tide drew nearer and nearer, and as he turned and raced towards
the beach another great wave barred his way. He jumped hard and woke
up in a cold sweat, his heart drumming wildly. The red sun was rising
over an island in the sea, and the threshing-floor was deserted.

Second Lock got up, and ran into the house with the mat under his
arm. Aunty was carrying rice to the table, Tiger was feeding pigs in
the courtyard, and granny was telling Flower a story. As soon as they
sat ‘down to eat, Second Lock started shovelling rice into his mouth as
if he were pouring it down his throat. Granny watched him in dismay
and set down her bowl,

“Don’t bolt your food like that, Second Lock!” she warned. .

Flower craned her neck to see what her cousin was doing, but he
had already finished.

He slipped to the gate of the courtyard and waited there impatiently
for Tiger. After what seemed an age his cousin appeared They winked
at each other and set off at a run.

“Tiger!” called uncle suddenly after them. “Where are you taking
your cousin? You haven’t even swept the courtyard yet!”

Tiger came to a sudden stop, like a car abruptly braked. And
Second Lock’s heart was sinking when granny came to their rescue.

“Let’em go!” she said to uncle. “They’ve been studying for a whole
year. Why shouldn’t they do as they like for a change? ‘Even imps in
hell get three days off each year.” ~
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Then uncle relented,
simply warning them:
“You’re not to go north
of the estuary, though.”

Tiger shouted some-
thing in reply, then took
Second Lock’s hand and
ran off with him again.

The tide was at low
ebb. The sky was azure
blue, and the sun on
the golden sand quite
dazzled their eyes. Tiny
crabs were busily dig-
ging holes. They had
dotted the smooth beach
with balls of sand like
peas, and were still
throwing up more and
more. The sand glistened
in the sunshine like
pearls, whirling in the
air for a second before it
fell. A warm breeze was
blowing from the sea,
carrying the tang of the
ocean.

“Bother it!” Tiger
stopped. “We forgot to
bring a basket and a
hoe.”

Second Lock halted

too. Tiger looked back,
then cast a glance at the
sun.
. “Never mind,” he
said, with a gesture of
dismissal. “Let’s go on.
We can scoop them up
with our hands and wrap
them in our shirts.”

They continued to run
forward. The soft sand
balls rustled beneath
their bare feet, pleasant-
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ly tickling their soles, and soon they came to a line of jagged rocks. This
reef was not very high, and at full tide only its top showed above water.

“We’re already in the sea,” thought Second Lock. - .

He turned his head, and found granny’s house had disappeared.
Ahead, in the estuary, a narrow white strip of water wags stil
faintly, as it had when he looked across from the shore,

“Aren’t we nearly there?” he asked.

“We’ve still quite a way to go.” Tiger did not even look up. “We've
only come three li out of ten.” ' )

“What! Ten li? Won’t that take us right into the sea?”’

But Tiger bounded forward without a word. And, not
seem like a coward, Second Lock followed.

After the sand, they came to a mud flat in which sharp stones and
“broken shells were embedded. The mud was sticky and slippery. Second
Lock cut his feet time and again, and found it harder and harder the
further they went. He picked his way carefully on tiptoe, but had
to drag his feet out after every step. Even so, he stumbled several times,
till his white shirt and trousers were smeared with mud, and his backside
ached from falling. Not once, though, did Tiger fall. He pattered on,
Bringing his soles down flat on the mud, and stopped every so often for
his cousin.

The sun was almost directly overhead by the time they reached the
estuary. What had seemed a white thread from the distance was actually
broad enough to carry a large junk. Tiger calmly stripped off his clothes
and, holding them high above his head with one hand, waded slowly into
the water. Second Lock followed his example, keeping close behind him.
The tide was ebbing very swiftly. Second Lock could barely keep his
balance, and nearly fell again. Fortunately the water was not deep, reach-
ing only to their arm-pits. Tiger supported his cousin with one hand,
and so they reached the far shore.

They were now on a vast golden beach. It stretched as far as the
eye could see, and not a soul was in sight! Tiger put down his clothes
and set to work building two sand castles by the water. Second Lock
was wondering what his cousin was doing when Tiger stood up and said:
“I’'m going further on, where there are masses of clams. Byt you must
stay here to keep watch. Call me when the tide has turned and is
these castles away. Then we’ll have to start back at once.”

Second Lock was not too pleased with this arrangement, but he had
to agree to it.

Tiger ran away, naked as he was. Second Lock lay on the beach and
fixed his gaze on the sand castles. The sun beat down on him, and soon
a layer of white salt covered his body. Beginning to fee] lonely, he sat
up and looked around. Tiger was far away. In the distance, some sea-
gulls were circling low over the ocean. All at once he felt quite desert-
ed and began to panic. There was no one near. He couldn’t even see
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his grandmother’s house. What would he do if the tide rose suddenly?
His flesh began to creep.

He remembered an accident that had happened the previous summer.
It was a fine day and he was bathing with some other children in the
river by his village. The water was clear, and not too deep. But all of
a sudden they heard a roar from upstream, and someone cried out in
alarm. When he looked up, he saw the river swelling. A crest of muddy
water about two feet high was raging towards them. Terrified, he start-
ed to hurry towards the shore. Poor Little Fa of West Street cried for
all he was worth.

“Take me with you, Second Lock!” he screamed. “I can’t run!”

But Second Lock couldn’t run either, so he wasn’t able to help Little
Fa. Luckily, Uncle Fu-shan was on the threshing-floor near by. He
rushed over with a wooden pitchfork in his hand, and pulled Little Fa
ashore with it. The boy was white with terror. . . .

But gradually Second Lock calmed down. The sea was quiet, with
scarcely a ripple on it. The gulls were still circling low. When he look-
ed at the sand castles, they hadn’t budged. The water had neither risen
nor fallen. Second Lock had no idea how long he had been there, and
was beginning to grow sleepy. He dared not sleep, though, and started
scooping up the sand by his side to keep himself awake. He dug down
and down till he reached something hard and slippery. He sat up quickly
to look. A big, coloured clam! .

He opened his mouth instinctively to call Tiger, but then though
better of it. He'd collect a whole pile of clams to surprise Tiger when
he came back. “Aha!’ he said to himself. “He’s not the only one who
can catch them!”

Standing with legs wide apart, he bent down to dig again. In a little
while he turned up another clam. He went on scooping, oblivious to
everything else. Sweat began to stream down his forehead, he broke
his nails, and his fingers started to bleed; but he felt no pain at all. He
tried to 'fix each clam in his memory, so that he could tell his mother
and sister when he got home which he had caught, which was his first
find, and which his second.”. . ."~ ,

The clams lay submissively on the sand, making no attempt to escape
or even to stir. Still, Second Lock could not rest quite easy about them.
He moved them further from the water, built a high rampart of sand
around them, and covered this with his shirt and trousers.

He went on digging in a frenzy, placing more and more “prisoners”
inside his rampart. At first he dug only near by, to keep an eye on, them.
Then, confident that they could not escape, he started digging further and

further away, only going back for a look when he had to escort new

prisoners. Later, he grudged the time needed to carry the clams there
one by one. He took his shirt with him and wrapped each new find
in that, not going back till he had collected about ten.
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Tiger broke the silence to say, “Let’s have a go at it! Hold on to
my foot, and I'll try to tow you across.”

Seeond Lock stopped crying and followed him into the water. As
soon as it reached their shoulders, Tiger began to swim; but when Second
Lock seized one of his feet they both began to sink. Then Tiger grasped
Second Lock’s arm and helped him back to the shore. Too stunned now
even to cry, Second Lock clutched at his cousin, who had also turned pale.

The foaming water was rising fast. It had nearly reached Second
Lock’s rampart. Catching sight of his cousin’s white cotton trousers,
Tiger seized them and tied the ends of the legs with his belt, then soaked
them in the water, whirled them through the air and plunged them again
in the tide. The legs, filled with air, floated up like water-wings, and
grasping the top of the trousers firmly, Tiger pulled Second Lock to him.
Without a word he pushed him into the water, tucked the mﬂated legs
beneath his arms, and handed him the other end.

“Hold on tight!” he ordered. “Don’t let go, whatever happens!”

Using one arm to swim, with the other Tiger tugged Second Lock
after him, while the air in this improvised buoy hissed as it escaped.

That was a difficult trip! Tiger forged painfully forward, foot by
foot. By the time they were half way across, the two water-wings were
shrinking and Second Lock was slowly being submerged. But making
one last great effort, Tiger swam three or four yards more and felt for the .
bottom. The water was only walst high! Second Lock nearly burst with
joy as he waded ashore.

“Wait a second,” said Tiger, “while I go back for our things.”

He plunged once more into the water. Presently he returned with
his own clothes and Second Lock’s shirt, which was wrapped round both
boys’ clams.

Second Lock kept up well as they raced towards the village. For-
gotten the pain in his feet and his exhaustion. On and on they ran.
Soon they passed the reef, now half submerged, and looking over his
shouldér Second Lock saw a huge white sheet of rolling water. Surely
the sea was catching up with them! Tiger told him that the current ran
faster here than south of their home, some seven to eight li an hour.
Even so, they succeeded in outstripping it, to Second Lock’s immense
relief. And at last they were back in the village. A girl carrying two
buckets to the well made a mocking sign at them.

“Aren’t you ashamed to run about naked?” she asked. “You’d better
hurry home. Your father’s been looking for you everywhere.”

At the next tree, Tiger helped Second Lock to untie his trousers,
wring them out and hang them on a branch to dry. After scrambling
_ into his own clothes he sat down gloomﬂy on the grass, wondering how
he could explain this business to his father. Second Lock was far from
happy too. Northwards, a vast expanse of water met his eyes. Shudder-
ing involuntarily, he looked at Tiger. His cousin had changed completely
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in his eyes. What a wonderful fellow he was! Why had he never realized
this before?

«] say, Tiger!” he blurted out. “I like you ever so much. I really
do. Let’s be friends all our lives — what do you say?”

Tiger sat there without answering, gazing vaguely out to sea, frown-
ing as he clasped his knees. After quite a long time he said:

“If my old man asks you any questions when we get back, don’t tell
him everything, understand? Just say I was the one who took you to
the estuary.north of the village: it wasn’t your idea. . . .”

Translated by Tso Cheng
INlustrations by Sha Keng-shih

CHUBBY AND LITTLE PINE

Kao Hsiang-chen

One Saturday afternoon in early April, a boy and girl were running
through the crowd in the park. The girl was chasing her younger brother,
Little Pine, who was only four. A slight child with full, rosy cheeks, he
was wearing a navy blue sailor suit with white stripes, and an old leather
belt. He felt so brave and dignified in this costume that he fancied him-
self a real sailor. '

Little Pine was running so fast that the two ribbons at the back of
his cap danced in the air, and he kept looking back at his sister. Hap-
piness flashed from his big, bright eyes which were hidden behind long
lashes. .

His sister was seven, in the first form at school. She had on a pretty
coloured print blouse and a blue skirt. Because she was plump as a
pumpkin, everyone called her Chubby. Her face was flushed from run-
ning, and her high, intelligent forehead was damp. '

“Wait for me, Little Pine, or I shan’t play with you!” she shouted
between pants.

Little Pine turned round. There was nothing he dreaded so tuch
as Chubby refusing to play with him. But he knew she was only bluff-
ing. There were no trees here for her to hide behind. Besides, Little
Winter, Little Wood and the others hadn’t come, so there was no one else
for her to play with. Not scared in the least, he gave a contented chuckle,
walked back a few steps, then turned to run on again.
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Bang! — he bumped into someone and fell. When the stranger help-
ed him up Little Pine was annoyed. Only cry-babies couldn’t pick them-
selves up after falling. He never liked being helped up.

“Don’t! I can get up myself!” He threw himself flat again, then
scrambled up, dusted his clothes and scampered off once more.

He came to a stop by the side of a big, deep pond. On the opposite
shore were some bushes, and a small boat was moored to a tree. What
fun if he could get on it! That was a real boat! Not far from him several
large, white swans were swimming, curving their long necks to dip their
heads in the water. When they raised their heads, drops rolled down their
glossy backs. Little Pine picked up a pebble and threw it into the pond.
" The swans swam proudly off, holding their heads very high.

“Come back! Come back! I won’t hit you if you come back!” He
picked up another pebble. But the swans would not listen to him. They
swam away towards the centre of the pond. He opened his eyes very
wide and pursed his lips, taking aim with his second pebble.

“Don’t! You’ll fall in!?” Chubby had caught up with him. Little
Pine didn’t like being shouted at. Mummy never talked like that, neither
did the aunties in the kindergarten.

“I’'m going to throw -it, so there!” And he showed that he meant
what he said. Cocking his head, he raised one hand to his shoulder. He
didn’t actually mean to hit the swans, but he wanted to frighten his sister.
What right had she to shout at him so loudly?
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“I won’t bring you next time if you’re so naughty,” said Chubby.
“I’'m going home to tell mummy.”

“You’re the one who’s naughty. I can come by myseif.”

This made Chubby really angry. She turned and left. But after a
few steps she stopped. The pond was large and deep; what if her brother
fell in? At first Little Pine stood obstinately there, his gaze fixed on the
pond. When he couldn’t hear Chubby’s footsteps any more, he stole a
.glance over his shoulder. She was still there! So she loved him after
all, and wouldn't leave him all alone. He slowly lowered his hand.

Chubby-ran up to him and, imitating their mother, said very slowly

and genjly:

“thgd Little Pine! I do love you! Look at that big white swan,”
she added. “He’s turned his head to look at you. He says you’re a very,
very good little boy. Now let’s go to see the monkeys.”

Little Pine’s eyes sparkled.

“That big swan is smiling at me,” he said with a laugh. - “Look! He
thinks I'm a little sailor. Don’t you think I look like a sailor?” He clicked
his heels, stood to attention and touched his old leather belt.

After watching the monkeys for a while, they pushed their way out
of the crowd. Little Pine followed a plump girl in a blue skirt, so busy
thinking of the smallest monkey that before he knew it he had gone quite
a long way. He trailed round and round after the girl till she stopped to
accost a group of Young Pioneers with red scarves. Only then did he
realize that he had been following the wrong person! This plump girl
in a blue skirt had a red scarf. His sister hadn’t, although she longed for
one. How pretty she’d look with a red scarf round her neck! But Chubby
was not yet nine, so she couldn’t have one. Little Pine.knew all about it.
She had told him more than once:

“Don’t think I haven’t got a red scarf because I don’t learn my lessons
well or because I quarrel with the others. No, nothing of the sort! It’s
just because I'm not nine yet. You have to be nine, you know.”

Little Pine felt for her. When would she reach such an important
age? But where was Chubby now? She must still be watching the
monkeys. What a pet that small monkey was! The bigger one must be
its sister. They kept on fighting each other. . . . Or maybe Chubby was
hiding behind a big tree. Mummy liked to hide like that. " Once she’d
hidden behind a big tree and he’d looked for her ever so long without
being able to find her; but he hadn’t cried. In the end she suddenly ran
out, to hug him and kiss him as if she’d lost him and been hunting for
him all that time. And more than once he’d heard her tell other people:

“I hid behind a tree. Little Pine couldn’t find me, but he didn’t cry.”

How silly it would be to cry in a game of hide-and-seek. Even when
he had injections in the kindergarten, he didn’t cry. "

“How brave Little Pine is—a regular little hero!” said the aunty in
the white dress. She even told the others: “Don’t be afraid! See how
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plucky Little Pine is! He didn’t cry at all. That’s what I call a good child.”

The little hero was standing there now, rather at a loss. He looked
at the big boys and girls in red scarves, and then gazed farther beyond.
Perhaps Chubby would suddenly peep out from behind that big tree. But
though he looked carefully, there was no one there. He didn’t know what
to do.: How could he find his sister? His nose began to tickle, and the
corners of his mouth drooped. The Red Scarves gathered round him.
Embarrassed, he hastily wiped away his tears with the back of his hand.

“Who are you looking for, little boy?”

“Have you lost your way?”

“Who brought you here?”

Because they all spoke to him at the same time, Little Pine didn’t
know whom to listen to, and didn’t really grasp any of their questions.

He hung his head, and looked vaguely at the ground. “Who did you
come with?” The plump girl in the blue skirt knelt down beside him,
and took his hand gently.

“My sister.” At the sight of this girl he felt he was going to cry,
so he opened his eyes very wide and blinked hard to stop the tears. His
tears were quite obedient. They didn’t fall.

“Can you tell me where you live?”

Little Pine nodded.

“Where?”

“Oh, a long, long way away. There’s a big board on our gate with -
red characters on it. The characters are big too. And the telegraph pole
near our door is e-nor-mous. Some people can climb the pole. I’m still
too small. But when I grow up I'm going to climb it too.” - :

The Red Scarves burst out laughing. Little Pine was embarrassed
again.

“Where’s your sister? Why has she left you alone?”

“Sister is hiding somewhere. Yes, she’s hiding behind a tree.” Little
Pine looked at the trees again as he spoke.

“They’re playing h1de-and-seek ” said one of the Red Scarves.
“Let’s go.”

The Red Scarves went away. L1tt1e Pme stood there for a while,
then followed them at a ‘distance.

Chubby cried when she could not find her brother. A tall uncle ask-
ed her why she was crying and took her to the police station outside the
park. The officer on duty received them very kindly. The tall uncle
left after explaining what had happened, but Chubby went on crymg
She remembered how cross she had been with Little Pine at the pond,
and how she had quarrelled with him over some picture cards the night
before. And now she might never see her brother again! If he could be
found, she would gladly give him everything she had and do everything
he wanted.
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“Don’t worry. Don't cry.” The policeman comforted her. He sat
down, drew her to him, and stroked her hair. “He’s in the park, so it
won’t be hard to find him. Even if he were in the sky, we’d be able to
find him. Don’t you believe me?”

Chubby looked at him. She remembered all the stories her teacher
had told her about policemen saving children, and stopped crying.

“I believe you,” she whispered, nodding.

“Well then, you mustn’t cry.”

The policeman asked her a whole string of questions: What was her
name? What was her brother’s name? How old was he? "What was he
wearing today? . . . He didn’t leave anything out, and Chubby told him
all she knew.

“Does your brother look like you?” the policeman asked.

Chubby blushed at that. She used to like it when people said she
was prettier than her brother; but now she thought Little Pine the best-
looking and best-behaved boy there was.

“He’s very good-looking,” she said with a sob. “He’s the best-looking

" and best-behaved boy there is.”

The policeman laughed and turned his head to say: “Did you hear
that? ‘The best-looking and best-behaved boy there is.’” Well, we're in
luck today!” Only then did Chubby notice another policeman sitting on

. the steps by the door leading to the inner courtyard.

“I'd like to have a brother like that,” said this other policeman.
“But how could you be so careless? How could you lose your brother?
Is this the first time you’ve brought him here?”

Chubby pouted and said nothing. The first time? Why, she’d been
here many times! She couldn’t remember the exact number, but this
wasn’t the first by any means. Mummy often told her: “Here’s a job
for you. Take your brother to the park and play with him there.” And
each time mummy would remind her to get off the bus at the fourth
stop and be sure not to make any mistaker As if she didn’t know they
should get off at Tien An Men! The red walls there were so high that
she could see them a long way off. She had even taught her brother to
read the name Tien An Men on the bus sign. Chubby cheered up.

“You know,” she told the policeman, “my brother can jump down
from stone steps as high as your desk here. It’s true.” :

“Good. That’ll do.” The officer on duty stood up, took his cap
from a peg on the wall, and said to the other policeman: “yoy broad-
cast this, will you, Chu? Have you got it straight? A boy, four years
old, in a blue sailor suit. You know the rest. I'm taking this litle girl
to have a look round the park.”

While Chubby was in the police station, Little Pine wag watching
the Red Scarves playing on top of a small hill. The Red Scarves sat in
a circle under a tree, singing. At first none of them noticed Little Pine
standing there, but when they were singing The Hearts of the World’s
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" around for it. The green

" straight ahead.. He had

People Beat as One, he suddenly joined in, louder than anyone else and
out of tune. One of the girls moved to make room for him, and asked him
to sit down; but Little Pine refused. He even walked a little away from
them, and just stood there.

_ Dusk comes early in April. Now a little grey curtain seemed to have
been let down, which soon covered the whole place. It was growing
chilly. The plump girl in the blue skirt took off her light woollen jersey
and put it on Little Pine. It reached almost to his ankles. Little Pine
was very pleased, and thrust his hands into the deep pockets. Then the
Red Scarves began to discuss their lessons, and because he could not under-
stand what they were saying he ran about outside their circle.

“Don’t run too far away. We shall wind up our discussion soon,”
said the plump girl.

Wind up? Discussion? What did she mean? He pretended to un-
derstand her perfectly, though.

“All right,” he answered meekly.

Suddenly a pretty butterfly danced over his head and fluttered to the.
bushes at the foot of the
hill. ~Little Pine rushed
after it. But when he
had made a few turns,
the butterfly disappeared.

“Ha! It’s afraid of me
and has hidden itself,”
he thought, looking

leaves on the branches
rustled . in the cool
breeze. It seemed to
Little Pine that a voice
was calling his name;
but the moment he
listened hard the sound
stopped. Very soon it
came softly into the
bushes again. “Doesn’t
matter,” he thought. “It’s
not Chubby, nor any of
the Red Scarves.” Who
else could be calling
him?

Little Pine walked

no idea where he was
going. When he. found
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he was the only person about, he stood still for a moment in bewilder-
ment, and thought of Chubby. How nice it would be if she were here
with him. She could certainly catch that butterfly. She could make
a whistle too with a leaf and blow the tune of Red in the East. . ..
Tears tickled down Little Pine’s cheeks. Then he raised his head and
saw a big-bellied spider weaving its web on an ash tree. He didn’t
want the spider to see him crying, so he stealthily wiped his eyes with
the back of his hand. He was afraid, though, it had already seen his tears;
otherwise why should it have stopped moving so suddenly? Annoyed, he
picked up a clod of earth and threw it up. Instead of hitting the spider, the
clod came down on his shoulder.

Little Pine glared at the spider. “I’m not afraid of you!” he declared.
“Have you ever séen me scared by a spider?”

When the loudspeaker kept repeating that Little Pine was wanted
at the police station, people in the park began to look around. On a shady
walk between lawns, a young mother said to the little girl by her side:-

“Listen! A child has got lost. What will you do when you can’t
find your way?”

“I’m not afraid. I'm not four. I'm six already.” The little girl
spoke with great self-confidence. “If I couldn’t find my way, I'd ask an
uncle to tell me. Or an aunty.” ‘

“What uncle? What aunty?”’

“Any uncle. Any aunty. They would all take me home.” As the
little girl skipped forward, the red bow on her hair danced merrily. Sud-
denly her attention was drawn to something in the distance, and she
tugged at her mother’s hand. :

“Mummy! Look there! I've found him!’

Her mother had also seen the boy in the blue saulor suit standing on
the hill in front of them.

By the time they had hurried up the h111 a stout woman of about
forty was already there. The girl panted up to the boy, and asked:

“Is your name Little Pine?” o

“No. Why should it be Little Pine?” .

The boy ran towards his mother, who was sitting on the grass.

In the meantime, Little Pine had come out from the bushes. = There
was the big pond again, with no one else on this side, although many
people were strolling on the opposite bank. The water in the pond had
turned darker, and a light mist hovered above its’ surface. Those big
white swans were still there, floating quietly near the shore bepeath a
tree. One of them was tucking its head under one wing. Little Pine
stamped and shouted at them, but the swans pretended not to hear. They
stayed motionless on the water. '

Little Pine was about to pick up a pebble when he heard the announce-
ment from the loudspeaker again. He widened his eyes in surprise and
stood quite still, trying to catch every word. He could not understand
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“Let’s go,” said uncle to aunty. “Let’s take him to the police sta-
tion. What an extraordinary thing!” Each took one of Little Pine’s
hands. But uncle stopped for a moment to say to aunty: “What do
you say? I'm sure this is a good omen. . . .”

Little Pine could not understand what this meant. He thought uncle
was probably saying something bad about him; otherwise why should
aunty cast him such a reproachful glance? Aunty was really much nicer.

As they were walking on, Little Pine heard a familiar voice behind
him: “Why should that policeman uncle say that he had on a light
jersey? He was wearing a sailor suit.”

“Don’t worry,” said some grown-up. “We’ll find out when we get
to the police station. There couldn’t be any mistake.”

Little Pine turned his head. It was Chubby with a pohceman Her
eyes were red from crying, and the policeman was holding her hand. They
were walking so fast that they very soon passed Little Pine, who stared
after his sister’s back but dared not call her. The sight of her red, swollen
eyes and anxious face had upset him. She looked as if someone had
snatched away all her picture: cards.

“Little Pine!” Suddenly two big boys wearing red scarves ran up
from another path and called to him. They were out of breath. “We
couldn’t think what had happened to you. When did you run away? You
didn’t even tell us you were going.”

At this, Chubby and the policeman also turned back. The two Red
Scarves hastily described how as soon as they heard the broadcast they
had divided into groups and gone out in different directions to look for
Little Pine. They also said that one of the girls had gone to tell the
uncle who was making the announcement that Little Pine had on a light
woollen jersey over his sailor suit. And they added that had they known
he had lost his way, they would have taken him to the police station
long ago. . ..

As soon as she saw her brother, Chubby rushed back and gripped
his hand so firmly that it seemed she was afraid of losing him again.
But when she saw his wet trousers and bespattered shoes, she snatched
away her hand.

“Where have you been?” she grumbled “What a sight you are!
I'll never bring you here again!” But immediately she relented “Aren’t
you cold?” she asked gently, bending over him.

Little Pine shook his hand shyly. He began to realize what a naughty
boy he had been. Then the young aunty stroked his head and said:

“Little Pine will be good next time. He won’t run off and get lost
again, will he?” Little Pine nodded meekly. He glanced at Chubby, who
was also looking at him. Her face was less frightening now. They gazed
at each other in silence, then burst out laughing. It did seem ridicu-
lous, but the more they laughed the more they wanted to laugh. Chubby
was wiping her tears at the same time.
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of the type used by Chinese carpenters to fasten a structure together. If
the story is too involved to be dealt with in four scenes, more than one
act is used. The well-known Yuan drama The Western Chamber, for
instance, comprises five acts.

The actors playing men’s parts were called mo, the hero being known
as cheng mo. Those playing women’s roles were tan, the heroine cheng
tan. A Yuan drama seldom had more than one hero or one heroine as
the chief performer. For example, the heroine has the main role in Kuan
Han-ching’s plays Snow in Midsummer and Rescued by a Coquette; hence
the other players merely have spoken parts, and do not do any singing.
This practice grew out of the ballad tradition, for in the chu kung tiao one
performer sang the whole story.

During the feudal period, Chinese intellectuals usually obtained offi-
cial posts through the civil service examinations. But a fraction only of
all the candidates passed; so during the eleventh and twelfth centuries,
after amusement parks had appeared in the big cities, some scholars who
had failed in the examinations began to write ballads and plays which
were welconied by the townsfolk, or even took part themselves in per-
formances. After the Mongols invaded North China in the thirteenth cen-
tury the examination system was temporarily abolished, so that many
more scholars lost an important means of livelihood and went down ap-
preciably in the social scale. Now that China was re-united, however,
communications inside the empire as well as international trade routes
by land and sea were kept open, and the mercantile economy prospered
in such cities as Peking, Kaifeng and Hangchow. As a result, there was
a further development of ballad literature and drama. Thus more in-
tellectuals who had suffered through the abolition of the civil service
examinations became professional writers for the stage.

© The townsfolk of that time generally referred to the scholars who
wrote for the theatre as “literati.” And these literati had their own guilds
which were known as Writers’ Societies (Shu Hui). The members of
these societies discussed their work and exchanged ideas with each other,
occasionally even organizing dramatic contests. In this way they kept
gaining new mastery of their craft. Kuan Han-ching was one of the most
brilliant members of these Writers’ Societies.

Since the historians and scholars who served the feudal landlord
class despised folk literature, there is no full biography of Kuan Han-ching
in any official history or scholarly work; but from the few poems and
dramas of his which have come down to us and the records of his contem-
poraries we know that he lived from about 1225 to 1300, and wxote the
bulk of his plays during the second half of the thirteenth century. -

During the eleventh, twelfth and thirteenth ,centuries, most of the
ballad-singers and actresses in China were singsong girls who performed
in the amusement parks in the big cities. Many of them were sold ta
brothels by parents too poor to support them, while a few were con-
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Chou’s conversation with Chao Pan-erh and his asides when she asks him
to write a divorce certificate for her friend display the man’s craftiness
very well, while bringing out the girl’s skill and adroitness. We see that -
the cunning scoundrel has met his match. For however wily members
of the ruling class may be, unless they realize the people’s strength they
are bound to look like fools. Hence Chou’s final defeat at the hands
of Chao Pan-erh is true to life. :

It is worth noting that the tactics used by Chao Pan-erh to outwit
Chou Sheh are the same as those employed by such men themselves. This
reminds us of the Chinese proverb: Deal with a man as he has dealt
with others. Bitter experience taught the singsong girls to be on their
guard and to make use of the same tactics as the men who wanted to take
advantage of them. This, again, is true to life. Moreover, if the weak
want to get the better of the strong, they must prepare well in advance.
In this drama Chao Pan-erh has a carefully thought-out plan of campaign
to worst Chou Sheh, going so far as to procure the sheep, wine and red
silk needed for a betrothal ceremony. This is why her success appears
completely convincing.

. As in the case of Chou Sheh, the playwright does not content him-
self with a superficial portrayal of Chao Pan-erh, but reveals her inmost
nature and character by showing the struggle that goes on in her mind
as the plot develops. In the second scene, for example, when Sung Yin-
chang’s mother brings a letter to Chao Pan-erh and asks her to save her
daughter, Chao Pan-erh’s first impulse is to refuse, because Sung Yin-
chang ignored her advice when she married Chou Sheh; but then the
thought of their former friendship and of the sad lot of all singsong girls
makes her decide to help. This carries conviction, and shows her fine
character. Again, on her way to Chou Sheh’s home to rescue her friend,
when she reflects that she may meet women of good family and compares
her position with theirs, she is tormented by the thought that she will
probably never rid herself completely of the bad habits she has learned
in her profession. This, again, rings completely true, and brings home
to us the unhappiness and indignation of the singsong girls so despised in
feudal society. ‘

Snow in Midsummer and Rescued by a Coquette reveal Kuan Han-
ching’s genius and the characteristic features of Yuan drama. Simple
and unadorned, they are never monotonous. Their well-constructed plots
and dramatic episodes make a strong appeal to spectators, while their
close links with the people, their sympathy for the underdog and hatred
for tyrants and bullies strike a chord in the hearts of all.

Kuan Han-ching was not only a playwright, but a producer and actor
as well; hence he had first-hand experience of the theatre, and it is no
accident that his plays stage so successfully. He is generally considered
the foremost of the four great Yuan dramatists, the other three being
Pai Pu, Ma Chih-yuan and Cheng Kuang-chu. Later ruling class scholars,
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however, despised his works 'and underrated his talent; and since the
majority of his plays did not meet with such critics’ approval, they were
never published and most of them have been lost. But the common
people have always loved his plays. For seven hundred years, the
humanity and realism shown in his works have exercised a wide influence
on various forms of folk drama, enriching the Chinese theatre and en-
couraging men in their fight against feudal oppression. Since the libera-
tion, some of Kuan Han-ching’s dramas such as Rescued by a Coquette
and The Girl Disguised as a Fisherman, which had not been produced
for a long time, have been staged again and welcomed by theatre-goers.
Thus in New China this early and most outstanding dramatist has received
the recognition which he deserves.
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CHARACTERS

Mistress Tsai, a widow

Tou Tien-chang, a poor scholar, later a government inspector
Tou Ngo, Tou Tien-chang’s daughter Tuan-yun
Doctor Lu

Old Chang

Donkey, his son

Prefect Tao

The officer in charge of executions
Executioner

Servant

Prefect

Secretary .

Runners and attendants




PROLOGUE (Chi Tzu)

(Enter Mistress Tsai.)
Mrs. Tsai:
A flower may blossom again,
But a man is young only once.
We can do without rank and riches;
All that we ask is peace and happiness.*
I am Mistress Tsai of Chuchow. There were three of us in my family;
but unluckily my husband died, leaving me just one son who is eight
years old. We live together, mother and son, and are quite well off.
A scholar named Tou borrowed twenty taels of silver from me last year.
" Now the-interest and capital come to forty taels, and I’'ve asked several
times for the money; but Mr. Tou keeps saying he is too hard up to
pay. He has a daughter who is seven this year. She’s a sweet girl, a
bonny girl, and I've a good mind to make her my daughter-in-law; then
he won't have to pay back the forty taels, and both sides should be
pleased. Mr. Tou chose today as a lucky day, and is bringing the girl
to my house himself; so I won’t ask him to pay me back, but wait for

i ~ him at home. He should be here soon.
(Enter Tou Tien-chang, leading his daughter Tuan-yun.)
Tou:

I have read ten thousand books,
| But still am as poor as Ssuma Hsiang-ju** of old.
\ Some day, when I am summoned to the court,
, There will be an end of this servile, wretched life.
My name is Tou Tien-chang, and the home of my ancestors is Changan.
I have studied the classics since I was a child and am a very learned
scholar; but my luck is poor, and I haven’t yet passed the examinations.
Unfortunately my wife has died, leaving me this only daughter, Tuan-
yun. She lost her mother when she was threé, and now she is seven.
Living from hand to mouth, I moy_ed to Chuchow and took lodgings here.
There is a widow in this town named Tsai, who is very well off, and as

* The lines in italics are declaimed or sung.

#+ A famous Han Dynasty scholar who ran off with Cho Wen—chun- the
daughter of a rich man in western Szechuan. Since they were very poor ) they
kept a small tavern in Chengtu, where Ssuma Hsiang-ju’s wife served as ba;'mai d.
Later Emperor Wu read his books and summoned him to court to be an official.
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I had no money I borrowed twenty taels from her. Now, with the
interest, I owe her forty taels; but though she has asked several times
for the money, I haven’t been able to pay her. And recently she has
sent to say she would like my daughter to marry her son. Since the
spring examinations will soon be starting, I should be going to the
capital; but I have no money for the road. So I am forced to take
Tuan-yun to Widow Tsai as her future daughter-in-law. (He sighs.)
I'm not marrying my daughter but selling her! For this means the
widow will cancel my debt and give me some cash for my journey.
This is all I can hope for. While talking to myself I've reached her
door. Mistress Tsai! Are you at home?

(Enter Mistress Tsai.) /

Mrs. Tsai: So it’s Mr. Tou! Come in, please. I've been waiting for you.
(They greet each other.)

Tou: I've brought you my daughter, ma’am, not to be your daughter-in-
law — that would be asking too much — but to serve you day and night.
I must be going to the capital for the examination, so I will leave the
child here and hope you will look after her.

Mrs. Tsai: Well, we are relatives now! You owe me forty taels including
interest; but here is your promissory note back and anothér ten taels
for your journey. I hope you don’t think it too little.

Tou (Gratefully): Thank you, ma’am! Instead of asking for what I owe
you, you have given me money for the road. Some- day I shall repay
your kindness in full. My daughter is a foolish child. Please take
care of her, ma’am!

Mrs. Tsai: That’s all right, Mr. Tou. You don’t have to tell me. I shall
look after your daughter as if she were my own. You can go with an
easy mind.

Tou: If the child deserves a beating, ma’am, for my sake just scold her!
And if she deserves a scolding, for my sake speak gently to her! As for
you, Tuan-yun, this isn’t like at home, where your father used to put up
with your whims. If you’re naughty here, you’ll be beaten and cursed.
Yet I have no choice but to leave you. (He sighs.)

Destitute, with no means of livelihood,

I have to abandon my own dear daughter here.
I must travel far down the dusty road, '
And who knows if I shall return?

So I gaze at her sadly in silence. (Exit.)

Mrs. Tsai: Now Mr. Tou has left me his daughter, and gone to the capital
for the examination. '

Tuan-yun (Crying): Father! How could you leave me?

Mrs. Tsai: You’ll be living with me now, dearie, as one of our family.
And I shall treat you like my own child. There, now! Don’t cry! Come
and help me set the house in order.

(Exeunt.)
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SCENE 1

(Enter Doctor Lu.)
Doctor:

I diagnose all diseases with care,

And prescribe as the Herbal dictates;

But I cannot bring dead men back to life,

And the live ones I treat often die!
My name is Lu, aand I am considered a good doctor, so folk call me
Doctor Lu. I own a drug shop at the South Gate of Shanyang. I've
borrowed ten taels of silver from Mistress Tsai of this town, and with
interest now owe her twenty taels. She keeps coming for the money;
but I haven’t got it. If she doesn’t come back, so much the better. If
she does, I have a plan. _I’ll sit in my.shop now, and wait to see who
turns up.
(Enter Mistress Tsai.)

Mrs. Tsai: I am Mistress Tsai. Since I moved to Shanyang I've lived
quite snugly here. Thirteen years ago Mr. Tou Tien-chang left his
daughter Tuan-yun with me to marry my son, and I changed her name
to Tou Ngo. But less than two years after their marriage my son died
of consumption; so now she’s a widow. That was nearly three years
ago, and she’ll soon be out of mourning. I've told her that I'm" going
out of town to collect a debt from Doc¢tor Lu. (She walks on.) Rounding
the corner I've reached his house. Is Doctor Lu in?

Doctor: Yes, ma’am. )

Mrs. Tsai: You’ve kept my money for a long tlme, doctor. You must

' pay me back. ;

Doctor: I've no money at home, ma’am. If you’ll come with me to the
village, I'll get money for you.

Mrs. Tsai: Very well. TI'll go with you.

(They start walking.) : ‘

Doctor (Aside): Here’s a good spot, with no one about Why not do it
here? I've got the rope ready. (To the widow.) Who’s that eallin
you, ma’am? g

Mrs. Tsai: Where?

(The doctor strangles the widow with the rope. Enter Old Chang and

his son Donkey. As they rush forward the doctor takes to hi
Old Chang revives Mistress Tsai.) 0 his heels.
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Tou Ngo: Mother, listen to me!

To avoid evil spirits we choose a lucky day;

To solemnize a wedding we burn incense;

Now your hair is as white as snow,

How can you wear the bright silk veil of a bride?

No wonder they say it is hard to keep women at home,

If at sixty, when all thought of love should be over,

Youw've forgotten your former husband,

And taken a fancy to another man!

This will make our neighbours split their sides with laughter!
Mrs. Tsai: They saved my life. And now things have reached such a

pass, I don’t care if folk laugh. .

Tou Ngo:

Though they save your life,

You’re no tender bamboo shoot;

How can you paint your eyebrows again and remarry?

Your husband left you his property,

Bought land and made provision for the future,

For daily food and clothes in different seasons,

So that you and your son could remain beholden to no one.

Did he go to such trouble for nothing?

Mrs. Tsai: Child, they are waiting now to come in for the wedding.

How can I refuse them?
Tou Ngo:
You say they want to marry in haste;
Pm afraid yow’ll repent at leisure.
You will be too sad to drink the wedding wine,
Your eyes too dim to tie the wedding knot,
Your mind too bemused to sleep in the bridal bed.
You want music to lead you to the painted hall
But I think it is too late for you to marry!

Mrs. Tsai¢ Stop scolding me, child.  They’re waiting at the door both
of them. Since it has come to this, I think you’d better take a husband
too. ;

Tou Ngo: You take a husband if you must. I won’t!

Mrs. Tsai: Who wants a husband? But they’ve thrust themselves on me.
What can I do?

Donkey:

" Now we shall marry into their family!
Our hats are brushed as good as new;
We’ve narrow sleeves like bridegrooms too!
This is good! This is fine!
- (They’ enter and bow.) :
Tou Ngo (Ignoring their greetings): - Stand back, you fellows!
Women shouldn’t believe all men say;

)
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I'm afraid my mother doesn’t want to be chaste;
That’s why she’s found this old country bumpkin here,
And this other fellow, who looks like a half-dead convict.-

Donkey (Making faces): Look at us! Aren’t we handsome fellows, quite
good enough to be your husbands? Don’t miss a fine chance. Let’s
go through the ceremony quickly.

Tou Ngo (Ignoring him):

Mother, aren’t you ashamed
To force me into a marriage against my will?
Your husband worked in different cities and counties..
To amass a well-earned fortune.
Remembering him, how can you let his estate
Go to this Donkey Chang?
(Donkey pulls Tou Ngo to him but she pushes him over.)
Tou Ngo:
See what widows have to put up with! (Exit.)

Mrs. Tsai: Don’t be annoyed, old man. You save my life, so of course
I must pay you back. But you see how difficult my daughter-in-law
is, and as long as she refuses to have your son, how can I marry you?
Let me entertain you here with good food and wine, while I gradually
talk her round. Just wait till she changes her mind.

Donkey: That bitch acts like a silly virgin. Why did she have to fly
into a rage and push me over, when I hardly even touched her? I
won’t stand for it. If I don’t get her as my wife, I swear I'm no true
man! .

Pve seen thousands of beaumful women,

But never met such a stubborn slut as this.

I saved the old lady’s life;

How can you refuse to serve me as my wife?
(Exeunt.)

SCENE I

(Enter Doctor Lu.)
Doctor:
I am a doctor by trade,
- And many the patients I’'ve killed; .
But what do I care if folk complain —
I’ve never closed down for one day!
There’s a Mistress Tsai in town,
To whom I owe twenty taels;
She came here again and agam to ask for the money,
- And tried to ruin me. .
In a fit of desperation
- I took her to a lonely, quiet spot
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Where is the woman whose tears for her husband
Caused the Great Wall to crumble?*

Where is she who left her washing and drowned herself in the
stream?**

Where is she who changed mto stone through longing for her
husband?***
How shameful that women today are so unfaithful,
So few of them are chaste, so many wanton!
All, all are gone, those virtuous women of old;
For wives and widows today will not remain constant!
Mother, your soup is ready. Please taste it.
Donkey: Let me take it to her. (He takes the bowl and tastes the soup.)
This hasn’t much flavour. Bring some salt and vinegar.

(Tou Ngo goes out. Donkey puts poison in the soup. Tou Ngo comes
back.)

Tou Ngo: Here are the salt and vinegar.
Donkey: Put some in.
Tou Ngo:
You say that it lacks salt and vinegar,
Adding these will improve the flavour.
I hope my mother will be better soon,
And the soup will serve as a cordial.
How glad I shall be when she is well again!
Chang: Son, is the soup ready?.
Donkey: Here it is. Take it.
(Old Chang takes the soup.)
Chang: Have some soup, ma’am.
Mrs. Tsai: I am sorry to give you so much trouble,
I feel too queasy to eat. You have it.
Chang: This was specially made for you, ma’am. Even if you don’t
feel like it, try a little.
Mrs. Tsai: No, I can’t. I want you to drink it.
(Old Chang drinks the soup.)
Tou Ngo:
One says: “Try a little!”
The other says: “You have it!”

(She feels nauseated.)

* Thousands of the men conscripted by the First Emperor of Chin to build
the Great Wall died. According to a legend Meng-chiang-nu, the wife of one of
these conscripts, wept so bitterly at the wall that part of it crumbled.

~ **During the Spring and Autumn Period (722-481 B.C.) Wu Tzu-hsu fled from :
the state of Chu to Wu. A woman washing by a river took pity on him and fed
him. Upon leaving, he asked her not to tell his pursuers which way he had gone;
to set his mind at rest. she drowned herself.

*2¢ This legendary woman, whose husband left home, climbed a hill every day
to watch for his return, till at last she was transformed into a boulder,
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What a shameful way to talk!
How can I help being angry?
What kinship is there between our families?
And how can you forget your former husband?
You were once a loving wife;
Are you thinking: “Gold is held most dear;
When our hair turns white, our friends disappear”?
- Is that why you are so eager to marry?
You want to live with this new man till you die,
Without a thought for the husband of your youth.
Chang: Why has this soup made me dizzy? (He falls to the ground.)
Mrs. Tsai (Panic-stricken): Take a grip on yourself, old man! Don’t
give up so easily! (Wails.) He’s dead! He’s dead!
Tou Ngo:
It’s no use grieving for him;
All mortal men must die when their time is up.
Some fall ill, some meet with accidents;
Some catch a chill, some are struck down by heat;
Some die of hunger, surfeit or over-work;
But every death has its cause,
And others cannot prevent it;
For such is the will of Heaven,
And our span of life is predestined.
He has been here a few days only;
He is not of your family,
And he never sent you wedding gifts:
Sheep, wine, silk or money.
For a time you stayed together,
But now he is dead and gone!
I am not an unfilial daughter,
But I fear what the neighbours may say;
So now, if you’ll take my advice, mother,
Just consider this your bad luck;
Give him a coffin and funeral clothes,
And pack him out of our house, .
Sending his corpse to his own ancestral graveyard.
It’s not as if you married him as a girl;
He’s no relation — how can I mourn for him?
There’s no need to be so overcome with gnef,
Or to cry so bitterly! ,
Donkey: Fine! You ve poisoned my father! What are you going to do
about it?
Mrs. Tsai: Child, what shall we do now? -
Tou Ngo: What poison did I have? He must have put it in the soup
when he told me to fetch salt and vinegar.
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This fellow forced my mother-in-law to keep him;
Now he’s poisoned his father; but who does he think he can frighten?

Donkey: He was my own father. No one will believe you if you accuse
a son of poisoning his own father. (Shouts.) Listen, neighbours! Tou
Ngo has poisoned my old man!

Mrs. Tsai: Hush! Don’t make such a noise! How you frightened me!

Donkey: So you’re frightened, eh?

Mrs. Tsai: Yes, I am.

Donkey: Would you like to find a way out?

Mrs. Tsai: Yes, I would.

Donkey: Tell Tou Ngo to marry me and call me “dear husband” three
times, then I’ll let her off. :

Mrs. Tsai: You’d better marry him, child. -

Tou Ngo: How can you say that, mother?

A horse can’t have two saddles;

I was your son’s wife for two years, -

Yet now you are urging me to marry agam
This is unthinkable!

Donkey: Tou Ngo, you murdered my old man. Do you want to settle
this in private or settle it in public? :

Tou Ngo: What do you mean? :

Donkey: If you want it settled in publie, I'll drag you before the prefect
for a trial. A weak girl like you won’t be able to stand the torture, so
you’ll have to confess to the murder of my father! If you want it
settled in private, hurry up and agree to be my wife. That’s an easy
way out for you.

Tou Ngo: I didn’t murder your father. I'll go with you to the prefect.
(Donkey drags Tou Ngo and Mistress Tsai out.)

(Enter Prefect Tao with his runners.)
Prefect Tao:
I'm a better official than most;
I make money out of my lawsuits;
But when my superiors come to investigute,
I pretend to be ill and stay at home in bed.
I am Tao Wu, prefect of Chuchow. This morning I am holding court.
Attendants, summon the court!
(The runners give a shout.)
(Enter Donkey, dragging in Tou Ngo and Mistress Tsai.)

Donkey: I want to lodge a charge

Runner: Come over here.

(Donkey kneels to the prefect, who kneels to him.)

Prefect Tao (Kneeling): Please rise.

Runner: Your Honour, this is a citizen who’s come to ask for justice.
Why should you kneel to him?
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Prefect Tao: Why? Because such citizens are food and clothes to me!
(The runners shout.)

Prefect Tao: Which of you is the plaintiff, Wthh the defendant? Out
with the truth now!

Donkey: I am the plaintiff. I accuse this young woman, Tou Ngo, of
murdering my father with poisoned mutton tripe soup. This is my
step-mother, Mistress Tsai. Let justice be done, Your Honour!

Prefect Tao: Who poisoned the soup?

Tou Ngo: Not I!

Mrs. Tsai: Not I!

Donkey: Not I!

Prefect Tao: If none of you did it, I wonder if I could have done it?

Tou Ngo: My mother-in-law is not his step-mother. His name is Chang,
and ours is Tsai. My mother-in-law went to collect a debt from a
certain Doctor Lu, who lured her outside the town where he tried to
strangle her. This man and his father saved her life; so my mother-
in-law took them in and fed them to repay their kindness, little thinking
the scoundrels would want her to marry the old man and me to marry
his son. As I am a widow, still in mourning, I refused. Then my
mother-in-law fell ill, and told me to prepare some mutton tripe soup
for her. But this fellow got hold of some poison, and when he took
the soup from me he said there was not enough salt and vinegar in it,
to -get me out of the way while he secretly put in the poison. Luckily
my mother-in-law suddenly felt too sick to drink the soup; so she
offered it to his father, who drank a few mouthfuls and died. I had
no hand in this. A poor woman I beg you, Your Honour, in your
great wisdom, to see justice done!

Your Honour is as discerning as a mirror,

And can see men’s innermost thoughts.

There was nothing wrong with the soup,

I know nothing about the poison;

He made a pretence of tasting it,

Then his father drank it and fell down dead.

It is not that I want to deny my guilt in court;

But I cannot confess to a crime I have not committed!

Donkey: Your Honour, their name is Tsai and ours is Chang. If the
old woman hadn’t married my father, why should she have kept us
in their -house? Her daughter-in-law may be young, but she’s so
stubborn and cross-grained she’s not afraid of a beating.

Prefect Tao: Low characters are like that: they’ll only confess when
put to torture. Attendants! Bring the big bastinado to beat her.
(The runners beat Tou Ngo. Three times she faints and they have
to sprinkle her with water to b'rmg her round.)

~ Tou Ngo:

This terrible beating is more than I can bear.

145



You brought this on yourself, mother. Why complain?
May all women in the world who marry again

Be warned by me!

Why are they shouting so fiercely?

My spirit takes flight in fear;

I come to myself, then faint away again.

A thousand strokes, ten thousand dreadful tortures!

At each blow from the bastinado

My blood spurts out and my skin is torn from my flesh;
My body is gashed and bleeding!

Who knows the hate and bitterness in my heart?

Where could I have found the poison?

Oh, Heaven! why cannot the sun shine out on this darkness?

Prefect Tao: Will you confess now?

Tou Ngo: I swear it was not I who put in the poison.

Prefect Tao: In that case, beat the old woman.

Tou Ngo (Hastily): Stop, stop! Don’t beat my mother-in-law! Rather
than that, I'll say I poisoned the old man.

Prefect Tao: Since she confesses, let her sign a statement. Then fasten
her in the cangue and throw her into the gaol for the condemned.
Tomorrow I shall issue my verdict condemning her to death, and she
will be taken to the market-place to be executed.

Mrs. Tsai (Weeping): Tou Ngo, my child! It’s because of me you.are
losing your life. Oh, this will be the death of me!

Tou Ngo:

When I am a headless ghost, unjustly killed,

Do you think I will spare that vile scoundrel?

Men cannot be deceived for ever,

And Heaven will see this injustice.

I struggled as hard as I could, but now I am helpless;

I was forced to confess that I poisoned the old man;

For, mother, how could I save you except by dying?
(She is led off by the runners.)

Donkey (Kowtows): Thank you, Your Honour. When she’s killed
tomorrow, my father will be avenged.

Mrs. Tsai: Poor child! Tomorrow she will be killed in the market-place.
This will be the death of me!

Prefect Tao: Let Donkey Chang and Mistress Tsai be released on bail.
Attendants, clear the court, and bring me my horse; I am going home.
(Exeunt.)
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SCENE I11

(Enter the officer in charge.) _

Officer: I am the officer in chérge of executions. Today we are putting
a criminal to death. The runners must stand guard at the end of the
road, to see that no one comes through.

(Enter the runners. They beat the drum and the gong three tzmes,
then the executioner enters with his sword, leading Tou Ngo in a
cangue.) .

Executioner: Get a move on! Get a move on! We mustn’t keep the
officer waiting toco long. :

Tou Ngo:

Through no fault of mine I am called a criminal,
And condemned to be beheaded —
I ery out to Heaven and Earth of this injustice!
My soul will soon fly to the underworld;
How can I but reproach both Earth and Heaven?
The sun and moon hang high by day and by night,
There are deities to control men’s life and death;
Thus Heaven and Earth should know innocent from guilty;
How can they confuse the wicked with the good?
The good are poor, and die before their time;
The wicked are rich, and live to a great old age.
The gods are afraid of the mighty and bully the weak,
If we judge by the way they let evil take its course.
Ah, Earth! if you won’t distinguish good from bad,
And, Heaven! if you won’t distinguish wise from foolish,
You don’t deserve to be worshipped as Heaven and Earth!
Tears pour down my cheeks in vain!
Executioner: Get a move on! We are late.
Tou Ngo:
 The cangue round my neck makes me stagger this way and that;
And I’m jostled backward and forward by the crowd.
Will you do me a favour, brother?
Executioner: What do you want?
Tou Ngo:
If you take me the front way, I shall bear you @ grudge;
If you take me the back way, I shall-die content
Please don’t say it’s the longer way.

Executioner: Now that you’re going to the execution ground are there
any relatives you want to see? We can 'bring them to say goodbye
to you.

Tou Ngo:

I am all lone; I have no relatives.
I must keep my grief to myself, and sigh in vain.
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Executioner: Is there no one left in your parents’ home?
Tou Ngo: I have only a father who went to the capital thirteen years
ago to take the examination; but I've had no news of him since.
It is ten years since I saw my father’s face!
Executioner: Then why did you ask me just now to take you the back

way?
Tou Ngo: I'm afraid my mother-in-law may see me if we go the front

way.
Executioner: You can’t escape death, so why worry if she sees you?
Tou Ngo: If my mother-in-law were to see me in chains being led to
the execution ground —
She would burst with indignation!
She would burst with indignation!
Please grant me this comfort, brother, before I die!
(Enter Mistress Tsai, crying.)
Mrs. Tsai: Ah, Heaven! Isn’t that my daughter-in-law?
Executioner: Stand back, old woman!
Tou Ngo: Since my mother-in-law is here, let her come closer so that

I can say a few words to her.
Executioner: Hey, old woman! Come here. Your daughter-in-law

wants to speak to you.

Mrs. Tsai: Poor child! This will be the death of me!

Tou Ngo: Mother, Donkey Chang poisoned the mutton tripe soup to k111
you, so that he could force me to be his wife. . He never thought you
would give it to his father, and his father would die instead. Because
1 didn’t want you to suffer, I had to confess to murder, and now I am
going to be killed. In future, mother, at New Year and the festivals
and on the first and fifteenth of every month, if you have gruel to
spare, give me half a bowl; and if you have paper money to spare
burn some for me, for the sake of your dead son! ’

Take pity on one who is dying an unjust death;

Take pity on one whose head will be struck from her body;
Take pity on one who has worked with you in your home;
Take pity on one who has neither mother nor father;
Take pity on one who has served you all these years;

And at festivals offer my spirit a bowl of cold gruel,

Or burn paper coins to my headless corpse,

As if I were your own child.

Mrs. Tsai (Weeping): Don’t worry. I shall r i\

" ibis will b the death of mel smember. . AR, Heaven!

Tou Ngo:

Don’t cry any more, mother! Don’t complain to Heaven!
Tou Ngo was fated to be wronged like this.
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Executioner: Now then, old woman, stand back! The time has come.
(Tou Ngo kneels, and the executioner removes the cangue from her
neck.) '

Tou Ngo: I want to ask a favour, officer. If you will grant it, I shall
die content.

Officer: What is it? Speak. ’

Tou Ngo: I want a clean mat to stand on, and a white silk streamer
twelve feet long to hang on the lance.* If I am indeed dying unjustly,
when the sword strikes off my head, not a drop of my warm blood will
stain the ground. It will all fly up instead to the white silk streamer.

Officer: That’s all right. We can allow you that.

(The executioner brings a mat on which Tou Ngo stands, and a white
silk streamer is hung on the lance.)

Tou Ngo:

I would not make such a vow lightly;

But a terrible wrong has been done,

And unless I work some wonder

Men will not know that Heaven is unbiassed.
Not a drop of my blood shall stain the earth,

It shall all fly up instead to the eight-foot lance,
So that those around may see the miracle

And know that Tou Ngo was unjustly slain.

Executioner: What else do you have to say? This is your last chance to
speak to the officer. '

Tou Ngo (Kneels again): This is the hottest time of summer, sir. If
injustice has indeed been done, three feet of snow will cover my dead
body.

Officer: What! In the middle of summer? Your wrongs might be crying
out to Heaven, but you couldn’t make a single snowflake fall! Stop
talking nonsense.

Tou Ngo:

In midsummer, you say, it cannot snow;

Have you never heard how frost was caused in June?**

My blazing hate and fury

Can make the snow fall thick and white as cotton

To cover up my corpse;

So that I need no hearse and no white horses

To carry me to the ancient, lonely graveyard.
(She kneels again.) If injustice has indeed been done, sir, this district
will suffer from drought for three whole years.

*This was used as a flag-pole on the execution ground.

**Tsou Yen of the Warring States Period (403-221 B.C.) was a loyal subject
of the Prince of Yen, but because an enemy slandered him he was imprisoned.
Since such great injustice had been done, frost appeared although it was summer.
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Officer: Be quiet! What a thing to say!

Tou Ngo:

. You think Heaven knows mo justice, men no pity?
Almighty Heaven will listen to men’s prayers.

.. Once, in Tunghai, for three years no rain fell,
Because a good daughter-in-law was unjustly treated.
Now your district’s turn has come.

Because officers here have no concern for justice,

‘The common citizens cannot tell the truth!

(The executioner draws his sword.)

Executioner: Why is it so suddenly overcast?

(Offstage a storm is heard approaching.)

Executioner: How cold the wind is!

Tou Ngo:

The floating clouds turn dark for me,
The blustering wind whirls round for me:
I have stated my three vows clearly!

(SKe weeps.) Ah, mother, you will see snow fall in summer and drought

last for three years.
Then you will know Tou Ngo was unjustly slain!

(The executioner beheads her, and her body falls to the ground.)

Officer (Startled): What! It is snowing. How amazing!

Executioner: When I cut off a head, the ground is usually covered with
blood. But all her blood has flown up to the white silk streamer: not
a drop has stained the earth. This is certainly strange!

Officer: Injustice must have been done. Two of her vows have come
true. I wondér whether the three years’ drought she foretold will come
true. Well, we shall see. Don’t wait for the snow to clear, men. Carry
the corpse to Mistress Tsai.

(The attendants assent, and carry the body off.)

SCENE IV

(Enter Tou Tien-chang in official robes with a servant and attendants.)
Tou:

Alone in the empty hall I meditate sadly;

The moon climbs over the peak and the woods are mzsty,

I am not so busy that I cannot rest,

But my troubled spirit will not let me sleep.
I am Tou Tien-chang. It is sixteen years since I left my child Tuan-yun.
I went to the capital, passed the examination and was made a counsellor.
And because I am able, just and upright, the emperor appointed me
Inspector of the Huai River Area. I have travelled from place to place
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investigating cases, and I have the authority to punish corrupt officials
without first reporting to the throne. My heart is torn between grief
and happiness. I am glad because I am a high official responsible for
seeing that justice is done; and with my sword of authority and gold
badge, my power extends for thousands of miles. I am sad, though,
because when Tuan-yun was seven I gave her to Mistress Tsai; and
after I became an official and sent for news of the widow to Chuchow,
the neighbours said she had moved away—to what place they did not
know—and there has been no word since. I have wept for my child
till my eyes are dim and my hair is white. Now I have come south
of the Huai River, and am wondering why this district has had no rain
for three years. I shall rest in the district office, boy. Tell the local
officers they need not call today. I shall see them early tomorrow.

Servant (Calling out towards the entrance): The officers are not to call
on His Excellency today. He will see them early tomorrow.

Tou: Tell the secretaries of the different departments to send all their

- cases here for my inspection. I shall study some under the lamp.
(The servant brings him the files.)

Tou: Light the lamp for me. You have all been working hard, and you
may rest now. But come when I call you.

(The servant lights the lamp and leaves with the attendants.)

Tou: I shall go through a few cases. Here is one concerning Tou Ngo,
who poisoned her father-in-law. Curious that the first culprit’s surname
should be the same as mine! To murder one’s father-in-law is one of
the unpardonable crimes; so it seems there are lawless elements among
my clan. Since this case has been dealt with, I need not read it. Il
put it at the bottom of the pile and look at another. (Yawns.) I suddenly
feel drowsy. I suppose I am growing old, and am tired after travelling.
I will take a short nap on the desk. (He sleeps.)

(Enter Tou Ngo’s ghost.)
Tou Ngo:
Day after day I weep in the underworld,
Waiting impatiently for my revenge.
I pace on slowly in darkness,
Then am borne along by the whirlwind; .
Enveloped by mist I come swiftly in ghostly form. .
(She looks about her.) Now the door-gods will not let me pass. I am
“the daughter of Inspector Tou. Though Idied unjustly, my father does
not know it; so I have come to visit him in his dreams.
I am the inspector’s daughter,
Not some monster come to terrify the world.
Why not let me step into the lamplight?
Why stop me outside the door?
(She calls out.) Ah, father!
Vain your sword of authority, badge of gold;
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Can you save a wrongly slain ghost from a sea of woe? (She enters
the room and weeps.)

Tou: (Shedding tears): Tuan-yun, my child! Where have you been?
(Tou Ngo’s spirit leaves, and Tou wakes up.)

How odd! I fell asleep and dreamed that I saw my daughter coming
towards me; but where is she now? Let me go on with these cases.
(Tou Ngo’s spirit enters and makes the lamp burn low.)
Strange! I was just going to read a case when the light flickered and
dimmed. My servant is asleep; I must trim the wick myself. (As he
trims the lamp, Tou Ngo’s spirit re-arranges the file.) Now the light
is brighter, I can read again. ‘“This concerns the criminal Tou Ngo,
who poisoned her father-in-law.” (Puzzled.) I read this case first of all,
and put it under the others. How has it come to the top? Since this
case has already been dealt with, let me put it at the bottom again and
study a different one. (Once more Tou Ngo’s spirit makes the lamp burn
low.) Why is the light flickering again? I must trim it once more.
(As Tou trims the light, Tou Ngo’s spirit once more turns over the file.)
Now the lamp is brighter, I can read another case. ‘““This concerns the
criminal Tou Ngo, who poisoned her father-in-law.” How extraordi-
nary! I definitely put this at the bottom of the pile just before I trimmed
the lamp. How has it come to the top again? Can there be ghosts in
this office? Well, ghost or no ghost, an injustice must have been done.
Let me put this underneath and read another.
(Tou Ngo’s spirit makes the lamp burn low again.)
The lamp is flickering again. Can there actually be a ghost here
tampering with it? I’ll trim it once more. (A4s he trims the wick, Tou
‘Ngo’s spirit comes up to him and he sees her. He strikes his sword on
the desk.) Ah, there’s the ghost! I warn you, I am the emperor’s
inspector of justice. If you come near, I'll cut you in two. Hey, boy!
How can you sleep so soundly? Get up at once! Ghosts! Ghosts!
This is terrifying!
Tou Ngo:

Fear is making him lose his head; .

The sound of my weeping has frightened him more than ever.

Here, Tou Tien-chang, with all your lordly airs,

Will you let your daughter Tou Ngo bow to you?

Tou: You say I am your father, ghost, and offer to bow to me as my
daughter. Aren’t you mistaken? My daughter’s name is Tuan-yun.
When she was seven she was given to Mistress Tsai as a child bride.
You call yourself by a different name, Tou Ngo. How can you be my
child? ‘ ‘

Tou. Ngo: After you gave me to Mistress Tsai, father, she changed my
name to Tou Ngo. ' ‘

Tou: So you say you are my child Tuan-yun. Let me ask you this: Are
you the woman accused of murdering her father-in-law?
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Tou Ngo: I am.

Tou: Hush, girl! I've wept for you till my eyes grew dim, and worried
for you till my hair turned white. How did you come to be coridemned
for this most heinous of crimes? I am a high official now, whose duty
it is to see that justice is done. I have come here to investigate cases
and discover corrupt officials. You are my child; if I could not control
you, how can I control others? When I married you to the widow’s
son, I expected you to observe the Three Duties and Four Virtues.
The Three Duties are obedience to your father before marriage, obedi-
ence to your husband after marriage, and obedience to your son after
your husband’s death. The Four Virtues are to serve your parents-in-
law, to show respect to your husband, to remain on good terms with
your sisters-in-law, and to live in peace with your neighbours. But
regardless of your duties, you have committed the gravest crime of all!
For three generations no son of our clan has broken the law; for five
generations no daughter has married again. But now you have dis-
graced our ancestors, and injured my good name. Tell me the whole
truth at once, and nothing but the truth! If you utter one false word,
I shall send you to the tutelary god; then your spirit will never re-enter
human form, but remain a hungry ghost for ever in the shades.

Tou Ngo: Don’t be so angry, father. Don’t threaten me like an angry
wolf or tiger! Let me explain this to you. At three, I lost my mother;
at seven, I was parted from my father, when you sent me to Mistress
Tsai as her future daughter-in-law. At seventeen, I married; but un-
happily two years later my husband died, and I stayed as a widow with
my mother-in-law. Outside the South Gate of Shanyang lived a certain
Doctor Lu, who owed my mother-in-law twenty taels of silver. One day,
when she went to ask him for the money, he lured her outside the town
and tried to strangle her; but Donkey Chang and his father came by and
saved her life. Donkey Chang knew that she had a widowed daughter-
in-law. “Since you two have no husbands,” he said, “you had better
marry us.” At first my mother-in-law refused; but he threatened to
strangle her if she didn’t give her consent, so she was frightened into
taking them home and keeping them. Donkey tried to seduce me
several times; but I always resisted him. One day my mother-in-law
was unwell and wanted some mutton tripe soup. When I prepared it,
Donkey and his father were there to inquire after her illness, and he
told me to let him taste it. “It’s good,” he said. “But there’s not
enough salt and vinegar.” When I went to fetch more, he secretly
poisoned the soup, meaning to murder her and force me to marry him.
Suddenly though, my mother-in-law felt sick, and instead of drinking
the soup she gave it to Old Chang. Then blood spurted from the old
man’s mouth, nose, ears and eyes; and he died. At that Donkey said,
“Tou Ngo, you poisoned my father. Do you want to settle this in public
or in private?” “What do you mean?” I asked. “If you want it settled
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in public,” he said, “I shall take the case to court, and you will pay for
my father’s death with your life. If you want it settled in private, then

- be my wife.” “A good horse won’t have two saddles,” I told him. “A

.'geod woman won’t remarry. I'd rather die than be your wife. Tl go

~ 10 court with you.” Then he dragged me before the prefect. I was

-tried again and again, and tortured; but I would rather have died. than
make a false confession. When the prefect saw that I wouldn’t confess,
he threatened to have my mother-in-law tortured; and because she was
too old to stand the torture, I made a false confession. Then they took
ine to the execution ground to kill me. I made three vows before my
death. First, I asked for a twelve-foot white silk streamer and swore
that, if I was innocent, when the sword struck off my head no drop of
‘my blood would stain the ground—it would all fly up to the streamer.
Next I vowed that, though it was midsummer, Heaven would send down
three feet of snow to cover my body. Last, I vowed that this district
would suffer three years’ drought. All these vows have come true,
because of the crime against me.
I complained not to any official but to Heaven,
For I could not express the injustice that was done me;
And to save my mother from torture
I confessed to a crime of which I was innocent.
Three feet of snow fell on my corpse;
My hot blood gushed to the white silk streamer;
And Tsou Yen was no longer alone in calling down frost.
- All these miracles were to show the injustice done me:
Look at the documents drawn up in this case:
How could I endure such a wrong?
For resisting seduction I was executed!
I would not disgrace my clan; so I lost my life!
And today my spirit comes as a mournful suppliant
To beg you, father, to see that justice is done!
You are sent by the emperor to investigate trials;
Consider this case and this man’s wickedness;
Though you cut him in pieces, I shall not be satisfied!

Tou (Weeping): Ah, my wrongly slain daughter, how this wrings my
heart! Let me ask you this: Is it because of you that this district has
suffered for three years from drought? . . .

Tou Ngo: ' It is.

Tou: Very well.

Tomorrow I shall avenge you.

I bow my white head in sorrow

Over the innocent girl who was wrongly slain.

Now dawn is breaking, you had better leave me;

Tomorrow I shall set right this miscarriage of justice.
(Exit Tou Ngo’s spirit.)
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Tou: It is dawn already. Boy! Yesterday when I was studying the file,
a ghost came in to plead her case. I called you several times, but you
- did not answer. How soundly you must sleep!

Servant: I didn’t close my nose all night, Your Excellency. But I didn’t
hear a woman ghost pleading her case, nor did I hear you call.

Tou: Enough. I shall hold court now. Summon the court.

(The servant calls out to summon the court.)

Servant: Here is the prefect to pay his respects.
(The prefect enters and bows to Tou.)

Servant: Here is the secretary to pay his respects.
(Enter the secretary.)

Tou: Why has your district suffered three years from drought?

Prefect: The weather has been unusually dry. This is a grave misfor-
tune for the local people but no fault of ours, Your Excellency.

Tou (Angrily): Don’t you know your guilt? In Shanyang County there
lived a girl called Tou Ngo, who was accused of poisoning her father-in-
law; and just before she was killed she vowed that this district would
suffer three years from drought, so that no grass would grow. Is this true?

Prefect: That case was dealt with by my predecessor, who has since been
promoted. The documents of the case are here.

Tou: What! We let such a dolt be promoted! You are his successor.
In these three years have you sacrificed to this girl so unjustly killed?
Prefect: She was guilty of the most heinous crime, and there was no

shrine erected to her; hence we did not institute any sacrifice.

Tou: In the Han Dynasty there was a virtuous widow whose mother-in-
law hanged herself, and whose sister-in-law accused her of murdering
the old woman. The governor of Tunghai had her executed, but because
of her unjust death there was no rain in that district for three years.
When Lord Yu came to investigate, he saw the dead woman’s ghost
carrying a plea and weeping before the hall; and after he changed the
verdict and sacrificed at her grave there was a great downpour of rain.
Now your district is suffering from a serious drought; isn’t this a parallel
case? Boy, tell runners to go to Shanyang County to fetch Donkey
Chang, Doctor Lu and Mistress Tsai here at once, without a moment’s
delay! _

Servant: Yes, Your Excellency! (Exit.)

(Enter a runner with Donkey Chang, Mistress Tsai and the servant.)

Runner: The culprits from Shanyang are here, Your Excellency!

Tou: Donkey Chang!

Donkey: Here, Your Excellency!

Tou: Mistress Tsai!

Mrs. Tsai: Here, Your Excellency!

Tou: Doctor Lu is an important accessory in this case. Why is he not
here? '
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Runner: Doctor Lu ran away three years ago. We have sent men to
. search for him, and when he is caught, he’ll be brought over.

Tou: Donkey Chang, is this Mistress Tsai your step-mother?

Donkey: Would I call her my mother if she wasn’t? Of course she is.

Tou: I don’t see from the records who procured the poison. Where did
it come from?

Donkey: Tou Ngo made it herself.

Tou: It must have been bought from some drug shop. How could a young
widow like Tou Ngo have procured it? Did you buy the poison, Donkey?

" Donkey: Would I buy poison to poison my own father?
Tou: Ah, my wronged daughter, this is the erux of the matter! Without
your evidence, we can never clear up this point. Where is your spirit
now? :
(Enter Tou Ngo’s spirit.)
Tou Ngo: Who else bought the poison, Donkey, if not you?
Donkey: A ghost! A ghost! Heaven preserve us! Protect me from
evil spirits!
Tou Ngo: You poisoned the soup that day, Donkey, meaning to murder
my mother-in-law and force me to marry you. You never thought my
mother-in-law would give the soup to your father, and he. would die
in her place. Can you deny it now? :
Face to face with this scoundrel,
I demand where the poison came from.
This was your wicked plot
To force me to marry you.
You murdered your own father by mistake;
But you cannot put the blame on me!

(Tou Ngo’s spirit beats Donkey.)

Donkey (Warding her off): Heaven preserve us! Protect me from evil
spirits! Your Excellency said the poison must have been bought from
some drug shop. If you can produce the apothecary, I'll have nothing

more to say.
(Enter a runner leadzng Docto'r Lu.)

Runner: Shanyang County sends you Doctor Lu.

Servant: Step forward. _

Tou: Three years ago you tried to strangle Mistress Tsai to avoid repay-
ing your debt. What have you to say to that?

Doctor (Kowtowing): It is true that I tried to avoid repaying the debt;
but Mistress Tsai was rescued by two men. She did not die.

Tou: Do you know the two men’s names?

Doctor: I could recognize the men; but in a predicament like that I d1dn’t
stop to ask for their names. :

Tou: There is a man over there. Go and see if\you recognize him.

Doctor (Looking at Mistress Tsai): This is Mistress Tsai. (Pointing at
Donkey.) 1 suppose your poisoning has been discovered! (He turns
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to Tou.) He is one of them, Your Excellency. The day that I tried
to strangle Mistress Tsai, he passed by with another man and rescued
her. A few days later he came to my shop to buy poison. I'm a
pious man, Your Excellency. I chant Buddhist sutras, observe the
fasts and shrink from any wrong-doing; so I told him I stocked lawful
drugs only, not poison. Then he glared at me. “The other day you
tried to strangle Mistress Tsai outside the town,” he said. “I'll take
you to the court!” Since I've always been nervous of officials, I had
to give him some poison. But he looked such a bad character, I felt
sure he must be going to poison someone; and I was afraid that when
the murder was discovered, I should be involved as well. So I ran
away to Chuochow to sell rat poison. I have poisoned quite a few rats,
but not a single man.

Tou Ngo:

By trying to evade your debt you caused much greater trouble;
" So it was you, Doctor Lu, who sold him the poison!

For no fault of my own I was blamed for this.

That prefect has gone, but justice remains!

Tou: Bring Mistress Tsai here. I see you are over sixty and have money
of your own. Why should you marry Old Chang' and cause all this
trouble? 7 o

Mrs. Tsai: Because they saved my life I boarded and fed them. That
fellow Donkey wanted his father to marry me; but I never agreed to it.

Tou: In that case, your daughter-in-law should never have been accused
‘of murdering her father-in-law. '

Tou Ngo: The prefect threatened to beat my mother-m—law ‘and be-
cause I feared she was too old to stand torture, I told a'lje and said I
had murdered Old Chang.

I should never have signed a false statement;

But I did it in filial piety,

And thereby caused my own Tuin.

I thought the officials would try the case again;

But instead they had me beheaded on the street.

First I vowed that my blood would sprinkle the white silk streamer,
Then I vowed that three feet of snow would cover -my body,
And that angry Heaven would send three years of drought;
These were my solemn vVOWS.

Ah, government offices always face the south;

There have always been miscarriages of justice;

And 1, a poor, weak woman,

Have spent three years immured in the nether regions,

My sorrow flowing eternal like a river!

Tou: My child, I know all your wrongs now; you may go. I shall pass
new sentences on all involved and on the former officials here; then
perform a great sacrifice to pray that your spirit may ascend to heaven.
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Tou Ngo (Bowing):
With your sword of authority and badge of gold,
You will pass fresh judgment and kill all corrupt officials,
To serve your sovereign and relieve the people!
There’s one thing I nearly forgot, father. My mother-in-law is old now,
and has no one to look after her. If you will keep her in your house
and care for her for me, then under the earth I shall rest content.

Tou: This is dutiful, my child.

Tou Ngo:

I ask my. father to care for my mother-in-law,

For she has no son nor ddughter to wait on her,

And she is growing old. My father now

Will reopen my case and change the unjust verdict. (Ewxit.)

Tou: Call Mistress Tsai forward. Do you recognize me, ma’am?

Mrs. Tsai: My eyes are dim. I can’t see who you are.

Tou: I am Tou Tien-chang, and the ghost that appeared just now was
my wrongly slain daughter Tuan-yun. Listen, all of you, to the verdict!
Donkey Chang murdered his father and tried to seduce a widow. He
shall be sliced to pieces. Let him be taken to the market-place, nailed
to a stake and sliced in one hundred and twenty pieces till he is dead.
The last prefect and his secretary passed a wrong sentence. They will
be given one hundred strokes apiece and have their names struck off
the official list. Doctor Lu is guilty of refusing to pay his debt, attempt- -
ing to strangle the widow, and selling poison which cost a man his life.
Let him be exiled to a frontier post till he dies. Mistress Tsai will
be lodged in my house. The wrong sentence passed on Tou Ngo will
be rescinded.

It is not that I want to excuse my dead daughter’s guilt,

I am taking these steps to stop the three years’ drought.

When Lord Yu paid homage to the good widow of Tunghai,

Heaven was moved to send rain.

We cannot say that each generation is doomed,

For human desires will often move high Heaven.

Thus I have had these verdicts rectified,

To show that the court will not countenance injustice.
(Exeunt.)

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi and Gladys Yang
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SCENE 1

(Enter Chou Sheh.)
Chou:

Thirty years I've been a glutton,

Twenty years I've been lucky with girls.

I never know the price of rice or firewood,

For all my money goes on wine and women.*
I am Chou Sheh, son of a sub-prefect and a native of Chengchow. Since
boyhood I've haunted bawdy-houses. Now here in Pienliang is a sing-
song girl called Sung Yin-chang. We want to marry each other, but
her mother won’t give her consent. I'm just back from a business trip;
so I'm going to their house to propose this match to Mistress Sung.
(Enter Mistress Sung and her daughter.)

Mrs. Sung: I am a native of Pienliang. My family name is Li, but I
married a man named Sung. My husband died early and I have only
this daughter Yin-chang. She’s clever at jokes and puns and a good
hand at quips and pranks. Chou Sheh of Chengchow has been her
admirer for several years, and they want to marry each other; but I
keep putting it off and won’t give my consent. It’s not that I'm so
hard to please, my girl, I'm just afraid you'll suffer for it later.

Yin-chang: Don’t worry about that, mother. I've set my heart on having

Mrs. Sung: Have it your own way then.

(Enter Chou Sheh.) » .

Chou: Here comes Chou Sheh. This is their house. I'll go in. (He
greets Yin-chang.)

Yin-chang: So it’s you, Chou Sheh.

Chou: I have come about our marriage. What does your mother say?

Yin-chang: Mother is willing.

Chou: Then let me speak to her. (He greets Mistress Sung.) I have come

about this marriage, ma’am. .
Mrs. Sung: Today is a lucky day: I give my consent. But mind you

~ don't ill-treat my child. L '
Chou: How dare I ill-treat her? Invite all our friends, ma’am, and I'll

make myself ready and come.

* The lines in italics are declaimed or sung.
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Mrs. Sung: Keep an eye on the house, child, while I go to invite my old

friends.

Chou:
I’ve courted her all these years,

And at last her mother’s consented!
Yin-chang:
All that takes place is predestined.
Mrs. Sung:
Still, we must be prepared for the unexpected too.
(Exeunt.)
(Enter the scholar An Hsiu-shih.)

Till he died, Liu Fen* grieved that he failed the examinations;

All his life, poor Fan Tan** remained steadfast in his aim.

If Heaven sees and judges men below,

It surely will not fail a hard-working scholar.
I am An Hsiu-shih, a native of Loyang. Since childhood I have studied
the Confucian classics, till now I have a bellyful of learning. Still I
can’t resist enjoying women and wine. Here in Pienliang is a singsong
girl called Sung Yin-chang, who is my sweetheart. She promised to
marry me, but now she is marrying Chou Sheh. She has a sworn sister,
Chao Pan-erh. And I'm on my Way to ask Pan-erh for help. Are you

- at home, sister?
(Enter Pan-erh.)

Pan-erh: I am Chao Pan-erh. I hear someone calhng Let me open the
door and see who it is. (She greets An.) I was wondering who it was.
So it’s my sister’s betrothed. Where have you come from?

An: I have come to ask you a favour. Your sister Yin-chang promised

_to marry me, but now she’s agreed to marry Chou Sheh instead. I
want you to speak to her! - . ]

Pan-erh: So she promised to marry you, but now she wants to marry
someone else. Really, getting married is a difficult business!

Though we singsong girls make money by pleasing men,
We can find no devoted admirers in the end.

No match should be made by force,

Or hurried through before the time is ripe.

If two people marry as soon as they fall in love,

A day will come when they repent their rashness.

The future is dark as the never-fathomed ocean;

* A gcholar of the Tang Dynasty (618-907 A.D.). Since he asked the emperor to
punish his evil eunuchs, the examiners dared not pass him when he took the civil
service examinations, for the eunuchs had great power.

** Disapproving of the corruption of official life during the Later Han Dynasty
(25-220 A.D.), Fan Tan resigned from his post and lived in great poverty as a
fortune-teller. .
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Men’s hearts are a riddle; Heaven alone is not deceived.

To marry, you need a couple,

And each one hopes to find a perfect mate;

We make our choice a hundred, thousand times,

Seeking an honest man—but can we find one?

Seeking a clever fellow—but will he prove constant?

As it is, we are thrown away on curs and swine;

But once we marry our fate will be even worse,

And we’ll wake up to find we have only ourselves to blame.

I have known young brides in my time,

But a few days of harsh treatment

Meake haggard ghosts of them;

Yet they cannot express their despair,

And shed tears in vain.

I have seen some pretty, ambitious girls as well,

Who have gone through hell with men as hard as iron.

Ah, no! A thousand times no!

I would rather sleep alone the whole of my life!
Brother, I am going to get married myself, so I know what these would-
be brides are like.

An: What are they like?
Pan-erh:

They want to be honest and learn the wifely virtues,

But all singsong girls are considered light and giddy,

So what way out is there for them?

Though I live in lurury, what good does it do me?

I'm not claiming crab-apples are apples;

But men chisel us to get their money’s worth

In wicked, unnatural ways.

If a fellow comes two or three times and we don’t ask him for money
the wretch says we have designs on him.

If we don’t seem sharp,

He claims we are scheming to cheat him.

Some women envy singsong girls,

Some envy concubines;

But the girl who wants to marry

Will find herself in trouble;

While the girl who simply pretends to want to marry

Is hoping to marry money.

Though the girl who marries is bound to be deceived,

Others still tread in her steps,

Instead of learning a lesson from her despair.

Take a seat, brother, while I go to persuade her. Don’t be too pleased
if she takes my advice, and don’t be too sad if she doesn’t.-
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An: I won’t stay, but go home to wait for your news. Please do your
best for me, sister! (Exit.)
(Enter Yin-chang.)

Pan-erh (Walking towards Yin-chang’s house she meets her): Whom are
you going to call on, sister?

Yin-chang: I'm not calling on anyone. I'm getting married.

Pan-erh: I've just come to propose a match to you.

Yin-chang: With whom?

Pan-erh: The scholar An.

Yin-chang: If I marry him, we’ll have to go begging together.

Pan-erh: Well, whom do you mean to marry?

Yin-chang: I'm going to marry Chou Sheh.

Pan-erh: Aren’t you too young to marry?

Yin-chang: Why? Singsong girl today, singsong girl tomorrow: this is a
wretched life. If I marry some Chang or Li and become a respectable
woman, I can hold my head up even when I'm a ghost.

Pan-erh: ’

You had better think again! You're still quite young;

Why not wait until I find you a good husband

With whom you can live in comfort all your life?

Your elder sister is telling you the truth:

You won’t be able to stand a husband long.

Some good husbands make good lovers too, sister. But good lovers
may not make good husbands.

Yin-chang: What do you mean?

Pan-erh: ' .

Though some husbands make poor lovers,

The lovers are false, while the husbands at least are honest!
Yin-chang: But Chou Sheh looks so handsome in his fine clothes!
Pan-erh:

Though he decks himself out in fine feathers,

What does he know of how to treat a wife?

Why do you want to marry him, sister?

Yin-chang: Because he’s so good to me.

Pan-erh: In what way is he good to you?

Yin-chang: He cares for me all the year round. In summer, when I
take a nap he fans me. In winter, he warms the quilt for me. When
I dress to go out, he helps me straighten my clothes. When I put on my
trinkets, he helps me pin them on. It’s because he’s so good to me
that I want to marry him.

Pan-erh: So that’s the reason!

I can hardly keep from laughing!

In summer, you say, he fans you to sleep, v

And warms your quilt at the brazier in winter

When the cold is enough to penetrate your clothes.

164 -



At table he takes his spoon
To remove the skin and gristle from your meat;
And when you go out he straightens the folds of dress,
Pins on your trinkets and places the combs in your hair.
All this is done to deceive you;
Yet you won’t see through him, but fall in love with him!
You say that your lover’s heart is as sweet as honey;
But once you marry him and go to his house
He’ll glare and gnash his teeth,
Kick you and punch you until you burst into tears.
But by then, with the boat in mid-stream,
It will be too late for you to stop the leak,
And whom will you have to blame?
So look before you leap!
I know, if I can’t convince you,
That some fine day I shall have to rescue you!
Don’t come running to me when he starts ill-treating you, sister!

Yin-chang: Even if I’'m condemned to death, I shan’t ask for your help!
(Enter. Chou Sheh with porters.)

Chou: Display the presents, men.

Pan-erh: So Chou Sheh is coming. If he says nothing, well and good.
If he speaks, I shall give him a tongue-lashing!

Chou: Is that Sister Chao? ‘

Pan-erh: It is.

Chou: Won’t you have some tea and food with us?

Pan-erh: Are you asking me home to a meal? You serve hungry guests
from an empty pan — what food can I expect from you?

Chou: I want you to act as voucher. '

Pan-erh: As ‘voucher for whom?

Chou: For Yin-chang here.

Pan-erh: So you want me to vouch for her? Who can vouch that she’ll
do all a housewife’s work — sew, cook, embroider, make clothes and
bear you children?

Chou: Oh, what a tongue you have! Well, since I've succeeded already,
I can do without your help.

Pan-erh: I'll be going then. (She walks out.)

(Enter An.)

An: Well, sister, how did your talk with Ym-chang go"

Pan-erh: It made no impression at all.

An: In that case, I'd better go to the capital to sit for the exammatlon

Pan-erh: Don’t go yet. I need you here.
An: Whatever you say. I'll stay on in the inn, and see what you can

do for me. ' (Exit.)

Pan-erh: .
She’s a fox-fairy, witch, a vampire who sucks men’s blood,
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With no human legs in her trousers!
Though you spit out blood for her, An, she thinks nothing of it!
You must sow no more wild oats,
For it’s easy to make her jealous,
But must stick to her side to please her.
Look out, An Hsiu-shih, I warn you!
You have made ready wedding robes and a gold tiara.
You think you have won a wife.
But she’s marrying another man for the sake of his money! (Exit.)
Chou: When you've said goodbye to your mother, my dear, get in the
sedan-chair and we’ll set off to Chengchow.
Come, leave your bawdy-house,
. To be a good man’s wife!
Yin-chang:
I only fear my good man may let me down,
And P’ll long to be a singsong girl again.
(Exeunt.)

SCENE 11

(Enter Chou Sheh and Yin-chang.)

Chou: I am Chou Sheh. After riding horses all my life, I've ended up
on a donkey. I practically wore out my tongue to get' this woman,
and managed at last to mount her in a sedan and ride out of Pienliang
with her towards Chengchow. I let her travel by chair so that people
wouldn’t laugh at me for marrying a singsong girl. But when I saw
the chair tossing up and down, I rode across to beat the chair-bearers.
“How dare you make fun of me like this?” I asked. And I raised my
whip to beat them. “Just carry the chair,” I said. “Why toss it up
and down?” “It’s not us,” said the bearers. “It’s the lady inside.”
When 1 lifted the curtain, what do you think I saw? She had stripped
herself naked and was turning somersaults! When we got home I
told her to sew me a quilt; but when I went in, there was the quilt
standing up as high as the bedposts. “Yin-chang! Where are you?”
I shouted. “I’'m in here, Chou Sheh!” she called from inside the quilt.
“What are you doing in there?” “When I put in the cotton, I sewed
myself in by mistake.” I took up a stick to beat her. “You can beat
me, Chou Sheh,” she said. “But mind you don’t beat our neighbour,
Mrs. Wang.” “A fine thing!”said I. “So you’ve sewn up the neighbour

- tool? :
in-chang: I never did any such things! .

Chou: I won’t argue with you, you slut. I may beat you or kill you,
but I won’t sell you or let you go. I'm going out now for a drink.
When I come back, I'll give you a proper hiding. (Exit.)
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Yin-chang: Ignore good advice, and you’re bound to get into trouble!
When Pan-erh warned me against him, I wouldn’t listen to her. But
the moment I crossed his threshold he gave me fifty strokes to be going
on with; since when he’s been beating and cursing me day and night.
Sooner or later he’ll kill me at this rate. There’s a pedlar in this
neighbourhood named Wang, who is going to Pienliang on business.
I'll ask him to take a note to my mother, so that she and Pan-erh can
rescue me. If they don’t come soon, they’ll find me dead. Heaven
knows, I'm likely to be beaten to death! (Exit.)

(Enter Mistress Sung, crying.)

Mrs. Sung: I'm the mother of Yin-chang who married Chou Sheh.
Yesterday Pedlar Wang brought me a letter from her in which she said:
“The moment I crossed Chou’s threshold he gave me fifty strokes to
be going on with; since when he’s been beating and cursing me day
and night. At this rate I shall soon be dead. Please ask Pan-erh to
come at once to save me.” I'm taking this letter now to show Pan-erh,
to ask her how we can rescue my unfortunate daughter. Ah, child,
you’ll be the death of your poor mother! (Exit.)

(Enter Pan-erh.)
Pan-erh: Iam Chao Pan-erh. When shall I be able to leave this wretched
profession, I wonder?
For years I've been longing to marry;
But I've never heard of a man,
Willing to clear a singsong girl’s debts and redeem her.
All they do is to fawn on the rich in their splendid mansions,
Not caring if they ruin the courtesans’ quarters,
Floundering like fish escaping from a net,
Or flapping, if something goes wrong, like wounded pigeons.
We girls are roadside willows,
And good families will not take in courtesans;
Our lovers seem sincere to start with,
But as they grow old they forget their former sweethearts.
They take pleasure for a time,
Then swiftly go their way,
Leaving us all too quickly,
Like foam on the waves.
For them we offend our master and our mistress
Till we are as far apart as sun and moon,
Yet we let ourselves be taken in
By their ardent looks and ten thousand vows of love.
How soon all these are forgotten!
(Enter Mistress Sung.) :

Mrs. Sung: This is her door. Let me go in. (Greeting her.) Pan-erh,
I am so worried!

Pan-erh: Why are you crying so bitterly, mother?

) 167




Mrs. Sung: Let me tell you. Though you warned her against him,
Yin-chang would marry Chou Sheh; but the moment she crossed his
threshold he gave her fifty strokes to be going on with. And now he
is beating her so cruelly he’ll soon kill her. What shall I do, Pan-erh?

Pan-erh: Oh, Yin-chang, have you been beaten?

I remember how you arranged your marriage in secret,

And feared all might not go well.

Now my warnings have come true!

You left here never to return,

Declaring that the heartless creature loved you,

And prepared the bridal bed

In the hope that his love for you would last for ever;

But as soon as you crossed his threshold it was over!

He is beating you every day, and you want to escape;

So if I do not save you,

I shall be ashamed when I think of our former friendship.
Ah, why did she marry a man like this?

Mrs. Sung: Chou Sheh swore he would be true, Pan-erh.

Pan-erh:

All of them swear they will die before they stop loving;
All of them break their word.
You were too simple, mother,
To believe a young man who was courting a girl.

Chou Sheh is not the only liar, mother.
All of them point to heaven and swear great oaths,
But like wind that brushes your ear their vows are lost.

Mrs. Sung: But tell me, Pan-erh, how can I rescue my child?

Pan-erh: I have two silver ingots I’'ve saved, mother. Let’s use them
to buy her back.

Mrs. Sung: He said he would beat her to death, but never sell her.
(Pan-erh reflects, then whispers something to Mistress Sung.)

Pan-erh: This is the only way. .

Mrs. Sung: But will it work?

Pan-erh: Don’t worry. May I see her letter? ;

(Mistress Sung passes her the note, and Pan-erh reads it.)

Pan-erh: ‘Yin-chang greets her sister Pan-erh and her mother. Because
I wouldn’t listen to good advice, I am having a terrible time. The
moment I crossed his threshold he gave me fifty strokes to be going
on with; since when he’s been beating and cursing me day and night.
I shan’t be able to stand it much longer. If you come soon, yeu will
still be able to see me; but if you don’t come soon; you’ll find me dead.”
Ah, sister! Who told you to do such a foolish thing?

We used to-share all our troubles;
Now she says she may die and become a homeless ghost,
While I do nothing to help her.
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- Ah, sister, didn’t you- say, “What’s the good of being a singsong girl
all my life? I'd rather marry some Chang or Li. Once I’m a proper
wife, I shall die content.” Mother, has the messenger left?

Mrs. Sung: Not yet.
Pan-erh: I'll write a letter to her. (She writes.)
I am writing this letter myself
To bid her keep my plan secret,
And to send my greetings to the rash, foolish creature —
Poor girl, she must be aching all over now!
But didn’t I warn you, Yin-chang?
You needn’t have suffered all this senseless beating.
Under his savage rods your red blood flows;
And he treats you like a criminal,
Till your very life is in danger.
So far from home in Chengchow,
Who is there to look after you?
You have to put up with this for no fault of your own.
Mrs. Sung (Crying): How can my girl stand it? Can’t you think of a
way to save her, Pan-erh? .
Pan-erh: Don’t worry, mother.
I know how painful this must be for you;
But IPm going to outwit the fellow.
Pll comb my hair,
And wear an embroidered silk gown,
With coral clasps and hibiscus knots
To bring out my slender charm;
And so with a powdered face I’ll rescue her!
f Pve made up my mind, and mean to go through with it;
He can curse me as much as he likes when the thing is done!
This is no idle boast:
I shan’t let the scoundrel slip through my delicate fingers!
Mrs. Sung: Be careful, Pan-erh, when you get there. (She cries.)
Ah, child, you are worrying me to death! '
Pan-erh:
Set your heart at rest, mother,
And smooth that wrinkled forehead;
I promise to bring her home to you safe and sound.
That dangler after women
Is like a dog or donkey;
I know he’ll be up to all his tricks to please me.
When I reach Chengchow, I shall speak to him. If he’s willing to
divorce her, well and good. If not, I'll pinch him and stroke him, hug
him and cuddle him, till he’s completely distracted. 111 put s’u gar
under his nose that he can’t lick and can’t eat until he divorces Yin-
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chang. But when she has her divorce paper and leaves him, I'll walk
~out on him too!

P’ll charm him into losing both of us!
(Exeunt.)

SCENE III

(Enter Chou Sheh and a waiter.)
Chou:
If all that happens is fated,
Why should men toil and moil?
Yet because of wine and women
My heart is never at peace.
It wasn’t to make money that I let you open this inn, waiter. But if
any attractive girls come here—I don’t mind whether they're
prostitutes or light women — call me over at once.
Waiter: All right. But you gad about so much, how am I to find you?
Chou: Look for me in the courtesans’ quarters.
Waiter: And if I can’t find you there?
Chou: Then look for me in the gambling dens.
Waiter: And if I can’t find you there?
Chou: Then look for me in gaol. (Exit.)
(Enter Chang, the errand boy, carrying cases.)
Chang:
Nailed boots and umbrella:
My job is to deliver billets-doux.
I've seldom a moment to myself,
And even when. I have, I' can’t enjoy it.
I'm Chang the errand boy. My job is to run errands for the singsong
girls. I deliver their chits and bring back messages for them. Now
.Chao Pan-erh wants me to rope two chests of clothes and bedding to
take to Chengchow. They're™ all ready, sister. Please mount your
horse. .
Pan-erh: Boy, am I well enough tricked out to make that fellow fall
for me? :
(Chang falls to the ground.)
Pan-erh: What are you doing?
Chang: Don’t talk about him falling for you. I've just fallen badly
myself,
Pan-erh:
Yin-chang is in such a tight corner,
She doesn’t know what to do.
The silly child acted so rashly
That I shall have to use all my charms to save her.
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I must wheedle that donkey and coax him,

Till he leaves his stable to trot after me,

While I act as if there’s no better man in the world.

This may sound easy, but it takes an effort,

And several times I've felt like giving up;

But I pity her poor, helpless mother,

And because I've no home of my own I can sympathize with others,

Just as a drinker sympathizes with drunkards.

So. I mean to spare no pains.
While I've been talking we've arrived at Chengchow. Take the horse,
boy. We’'ll rest for a while in the willow’s shade.

Chang: Very good.

Pan-erh: You know, boy, people from good families have good manners,
and people from bad families bad manners.

Chang: What do you mean, sister?

Pan-erh:

A lady is always a lady,
A singsong girl is always a singsong girl.
I may mince along in my husband’s house,
But I'll find it hard to keep all the household rules.
Young ladies simply dust their faces with powder,
They don’t plaster it on the way we do.
Young ladies comb their hair slowly and modestly,
They don’t loosen their clothes like us, and half choke themselves.
Young ladies know how to act in a seemly way,
Not like us, who run wild like monkeys locked in a room.
So in spite of my tricks and wiles,
In spite of all my fine talk,
I can’t hide the fact that I'm a singsong girl.
Chang: Here’s an inn, sister. Let’s put up here.
Pan-erh: Call the waiter.
(The waiter greets her.)

Pan-erh: Clean out a room for me, boy, and put our luggage there;
then go to ask Chou Sheh over. Tell him I've been waiting for him
a long time.

Waiter: All right. (He walks out and calls) Master Chou, where are
you? v
(Enter Chou Sheh.)

Chou: Why are you calling me, boy?

Waiter: There’s a beautiful girl in the inn, who is asking for you

Chou: Let’s go! (He greets Pan-erh.) She certainly is g ﬁne-loc;king
singsong girl! .

Pan-erh: So, Chou Sheh, you've come!

How clever my sister is and how lucky,
To marry the handsomest man I’ve ever séen,
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And such a young man too!

Chou: Haven’t I seen you before? Was it in that inn where you were
playing a harp, and I gave you a length of brown silk?

Pan-erh: Did you see that silk, boy?

Chang: No, I never saw any brown silk.

Chou: I have it! When I left Hangchow for Shensi and was drlnkmg
in an inn, didn’t I invite you to a meal?

Pan-erh: Did you see that, boy?

Chang: No, I never saw that,

Pan-erh:

You’re so forgetful you don’t recognize me,

Just like the man in the story.

We met by Peach Blossom Stream,

But today, when we meet again, you pretend not to know me,
While 1 have been thinking so fondly of you all this time!

Chou: Ah, I remember now. Aren’t you Chao Pan-erh?

Pan-erh: That’s right!

Chou: So you’re Pan-erh! Well, well. You were the one who ftried
to break up my marriage. Here, waiter! Close the gate, and beat up
that boy! ,

Chang: Don’t beat me! My sister has come with silk dresses and
bedding to marry you. Why should you want to beat me?

Pan-erh: Sit down, Chou Sheh, and listen to me. When you were in
the southern capital, I heard everyone talk of you, but never met you.
Later, after meeting you, I couldn’t take a bite or sup for thinking of
you. So when I heard you were going to marry Yin-chang, how could
I help being angry? I wanted to marry you, Chou Sheh, yet you asked
me to vouch for her!

As an elder sister, I had to pretend to be pleased,

Though I was jealous and wanted to break up your match;

You look intelligent, but you must be stupid,

If you think, because you’re married, I'll give you up!
I come with carriage and horses’ and dowry to find you; yet for no
reason at all you curse and beat us! Boy, turn the carriage round.
We’re going home.

Chou: If I'd known you had come to marry me, of course I wouldn’t
have beaten your boy.

Pan-erh: Do you mean it? Well, if you really didn’t know, don’t leave
this inn but stay a few days with me.

Chou: I'm willing to stay a couple of years here with you, not just a
few days.

. (Enter Yin-chang.)

Y1n-chang Chou Sheh hasn’t been home for several days, and now I’ve
traced him to this inn. Let me have a look. Why, there he is, sitting
with Sister Chao! You shameless lecher, you! I've followed you all
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the way here. Don’t try to come home, Chou Sheh! If you do, I'll
take a knife and you can take a knife, and we’ll fight it out between
us! (Exit.) '

Chou (Seizing a stick): I'll deal with you presently. If not for this lady’s
presence, I'd beat you to death! :

Pan-erh:

I never forget a grudge either;

But instéad of losing my temper

I keep my feelings to myself.

Why should you beat her here?

One night of love is worth a hundred of friendship,

So stop your angry fuming;

And if you must be rough, be rough in private.

In front of me you ought to be more careful —

What lover will beat a pretty girl to death?

He’s still glaring and brandishing his cruel stick;

Other hot-tempered men don’t behave like this.
That’s a big stick youre holding. What will happen if you beat her
to death? :

Chou: If a husband kills his wife, he need not pay with his life.

Pan-erh: If you talk like that, who will dare to marry you?

I pretend not to understand, and play the coquette, :

-So that soon he’ll have no home left,

In this way, with my charms I can rescue poor Yin-chang.
A fine friend you are, Chou Sheh! Sitting here, and sending for your
wife to come and abuse me! Boy, turn the carriage round. We're
going home. '

Chou: Please sit down, ma’am I didn’t know she was coming. May
I die if I knew of it!

Pan-erh: Are you sure? That woman is no good. If youll get rid of
her at once, I'll marry you.

Chou: I’ll divorce her as soon as I get home. (Aside.) Wait a bit,
though! I've scared Yin-chang by beating her every day. If I give
her a divorce, she’ll dash off like a streak of smoke. And then suppose
Pan-erh backs out? Won’t I be losing at both ends? I mustn’t do
anything rash, but get Pan-erh to promise to marry me. (To Pan-erh.)
Excuse me, ma’am, I'm as stupid as a donkey or a horse. If I go home
today and divorce my wife, suppose you let me down, won'’t I be losing
‘at both ends? Will you make an oath, ma’am?

Pan-erh: So you want me to make an oath? Very well, if you divorce
your wife and I refuse you, may I be trampled to death by a horse in
the hall, or have my legs crushed by a lampwick. See what fearful
oaths I've sworn for youl

Chou: Boy, bring wine! 4

Pan-erh: There’s no need to buy wine. I've ten bottles in my carriage.
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Chou: Then I'll buy a sheep.

Pan-erh: There’s no need. I have one cooked already.

Chou: That’s fine. At least let me buy the red silk.

Pan-erh: There’s no need. I have two lengths of red silk in my chest.
What difference does it make? What’s yours is mine, and what’s mine
is yours. : _

Near and dear will always be near and dear.

I give you my body as lovely as a flower,

And my youth like a tender shoot,

In order to share your distinguished career in future.

I bring a dowry too,

I don’t mind risking coarse food,

And I don’t ask how many other wives you have;

For I'm willing to suffer hardships,

And put up with anything to marry you.

If you go hungry, I’ll share your poverty;

If you grow rich, don’t discard me as a wanton!

I want you because you please me.

I want you to divorce your present wife,

But not to spend single cent on me;

I have come to you myself,

Making over my estate to your family,

Making over my good horses and furs to you,

And paying for the wedding into the bargain!
After our marriage you won’t find me like Sung Yin-chang, who has
no idea of wifely duties, and knows nothing about cooking, embroidery
or sewing.

I’ll see that you don’t lose out if you divorce her!
(Exeunt.)

SCENE 1V

(Enter Yin-chang.) » .

Yin-chang: Chou Sheh may be back any time now. (Enter Chou Sheh.)
Do you want anything to eat or drink?

Chou (Angrily): A fine wife you are! Here, bring me paper and brush,
and I'll write you out a divorce paper. There! Now be off with you.

Yin-chang (Takes the paper, then hesitates): What have I done wrong
that you should divorce me? -

Chou: Are you still here? Get out!

Yin-chang: So you’re really divorcing me!. How well you talked when
you wanted to marry me. You heartless brute! If you want me to
go, I won’t! (Chou pushes her out) At last I've escaped from his
clutches. Ah, Chou Sheh, what a fool you are! And Pan-erh, how
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clever you are! I shall take this paper straight to the inn to my sister.
(Exit.)

Chou: Now that slut has left; I shall go straight to the inn to marry
Pan-erh. (Walks to the inn.) Boy, where is the girl who arrived not
long ago?

Waiter: She left with her carriage just after you went out.

Chou: She must have been fooling me! Bring me the mare. I shall
catch her up.

Waiter: The mare is foaling.

Chou: Bring me the mule.

Waiter: The mule needs to be shoed.

Chou: Then I'll go after her on foot.

Waiter: I'll go with you.

(Exeunt.)
(Enter Pan-erh and Yin-chang.)
Yin-chang: If not for you, sister, I could never have got away.
Pan-erh: Let’s go. )
I smile with pleasure now the divorce is granted.
Where is our crafty friend now?
He thinks the world of his charm and cleverness;
But he is no match for me.
Show me your divorce paper, Yin-chang. (When Yin-chang shows ker .
the paper Pan-erh substitutes another for it) When you want to
marry again, this paper will be the only proof that you are free; so
keep it carefully.
(Yin-chang takes it.)
(Chou Sheh runs in.)

Chou (Shouting): Stop, you slut! Sung Yin-chang, you are my wife!
How dare you run away?

Yin-chang: You gave me a divorce paper, Chou Sheh, and drove me out.

Chou: There should be five finger-prints on the paper. How can one
with four finger-prints be valid?

(Yin-chang takes the paper out to examine it. Chou snatches it from
her, stuffs it into his mouth, and chews it up.)

Yin-chang: He’s swallowing my certificate, sister!

(Pan-erh comes back to help her)

Chou: You are my wife too.

Pan-erh: How can I be your wife?

Chou: You've drunk my wine.

Pan-erh: I had ten bottles of good wine in my carriage. It was none of
yours.

Chou: Well, you accepted my sheep.

Pan-erh: I had my own cooked sheep. It was none of yours.

Chou: Well, you took my red silk.
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Pan-erh: I had my own red silk. It was none of yours.
You can have the wine and the sheep from my carriage,
And the red silk that I brought;
But lust has made you mad
’ If you think you can win a wife by such a trick.
Chou: Well, you swore an oath to marry me.
Pan-erh:
That was simply to fool you.
We singsong girls live by such oaths.
If you don’t believe me,
Ask all the other girls in the courtesans’ quarters.
There’s not one who will not take a solemn oath
Before the incense and candles,
Pointing to heaven and earth,
And swearing by god and devil.
If such oaths came true,
Why, all of us would have perished!
Ym—chang, you must go with him.
Yin-chang (Frightened): If I go with him, sister, he’ll kill me.
Pan-erh: How could you be so thoughtless and so foolish?
Chou: I've destroyed the certificate. Can you refuse to go back with
me?
(Yin-chang looks terrified.)
Pan-erh: Don’t be afraid, sister. The one he chewed up was a forgery.
That was a copy I gave you
But here is the paper itself.
(Chou tries to snatch it from her.)
Even nine strong bulls couldn’t get it away from me!
Chou (Seizing the two girls): We’'ll see what the law says. Come with
me to the court!
(Exeunt.)
(Enter the prefect of Chengchow with attendants.)
Prefect:
My noble reputation has reached heaven;
At night no household needs to close its doors,
The peasants plough their fields after the rain,
And no dogs bark under the silver moon.
I am Li Kung-pi, prefect of Chengchow. Today I am holdmg a morning
session to deal with certain cases. Attendants, summon the court!
Attendants: Yes, Your Honour!
(Enter Chou Sheh with the two girls and Mistress Sung.)
Chou (Shouting): Avenge my wrong, Your Honour!
Prefect: What is your complaint? '
Chou: Your Honour, she has tricked me of my wife.

Prefect: Who has?
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Chou: Chao Pan-erh played a trick to get my wife Sung Yin-chang

away from me.
Prefect: What have you to say, woman?
Pan-erh: Sung Yin-chang was betrothed to another man, but Chou Sheh

forced her to marry him. Yesterday he gave her a divorce certificate.
How can he say I have tricked him of his wife?

A cunning scoundrel who counts on his wealth,

The false-hearted wretch won’t tread the path of virtue.

Yin-chang was betrothed, but he forced her to be his wife!

Bold, wicked, lecherous man, -

He does many lawless things wherever he goes.

But here is the deed of divorce. Please read it, Your Honour!
(Enter An.)

An: Just now Pan-erh sent word that Yin-chang has received a divorce
certificate, and that I should appeal at once to the court to get her back.
Here is the court. Let me cry out that I have been wronged.

Prefect: Who is making such a noise outside? Bring him here.

(An attendant brings An in.)

Attendant: Here is the plaintiff, Your Honour.

Prefect: Against whom have you brought a charge?

An: My name is An Hsiu-shih. I was engaged to Sung Yin-chang, but
Chou Sheh of Chengchow forced her to be his wife. I beg Your Honour
to pass judgment.

Prefect: Who was your guarantor?

An: Chao Pan-erh.

Prefect: Chao Pan-erh, who was Sung Yin-chang’s betrothed?

Pan-erh: This scholar An.

He has studied the classics ever since his boyhood;
He’s a very learned scholar;
And we were close neighbours, living in one village.
She accepted his gifts and trinkets,
And was properly pledged to him.
Prefect: Let me ask you: did you vouch for her?
Pan-erh: Yes, Your Honour.
I vouched for her, and can bear witness for her;
Yet this wife-snatcher here was up to all his tricks.
His was no true marriage but open dissipation.
Today we appeal to Your Honour,
To let Yin-chang go back to her rightful husband!

Prefect: Chou Sheh, Sung Yin-chang has her own husband. How could
you claim she was your wife? If not for your father’s sake, I would
send you to gaol. Listen, all of you, to my verdict. Chou Sheh shall
be given sixty strokes with the bastinado, and in future shall be liable
to labour conscription like a common citizen. Sung Yin-chang shall
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go back to marry the scholar An. Chao Pan-erh and the others may
go home.
This trouble was caused by the mother’s avarice;
Chao Pan-erh made all things clear;
Chou Sheh was convicted of gross impropriety;
" But the scholar An and his wife are reunited.
(They kowtow to thank the prefect.)
Pan-erh:
Now all has been explained to His Honour,
And the ill-assorted couple part company;
Do not say that, once married, they should remain together;
But let the true love-birds come together again!
(Exeunt.)

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi and Gladys Yang




THE IMPORTANT ROLE OF ART AND LITERATURE
IN THE BUILDING OF SOCIALISM

CHoU YANG

(Speech made on September 25, 1956 at the Eighth National Congress
of the Communist Party of China)

Our artists and writers have kept in close touch with the masses, and
endeavoured to depict in their works the life and struggles of the labour-
ing people in this new era. Remarkable progress has been made in art,
literature and the cinema. The traditional forms of opera, music, danc-
ing and painting, which have found great favour with the people, have
been extensively developed and given new life. Mass amateur artistic
and literary activities are being vigorously promoted throughout the coun-
try. New forces continue to emerge in art and literature. This popu-
larization, or rather real democratization, of art and literature is unprec-
edented in the cultural history of our country.

It should be said in appreciation of our artists and writers that they
have achieved a good deal in their creative work and won the praise of
the people. On the other hand, it cannot be denied that our artistic and
literary works of today fall far short of the people’s demands. The masses
are dissatisfied with mediocre, stereotyped and made-to-formula stuff and
want our artists and writers to produce a greater number of really good
works that can deeply move the readers’ hearts.

As a result of the historic victory of our people’s revolution and the
rise of the Asian and African countries, the people of the whole world are
paying increasing attention to the art and culture of China and the East
with their venerable traditions. They entertain great expectations of our
country’s efforts in the cultural sphere, and hope that we shall contribute
to the development of world culture by producing new works distinguished
by our national characteristics.

So we must give all the positive factors in artistic and cultural cir-
cles full play, to arouse even greater enthusiasm for creative work among
our artists and writers, and thereby usher in a new and prosperous era
of Chinese art and culture.

The Party’s Central Committee has put forward the policy of “letting
flowers of many kinds blossom, diverse schools of thought contend.” This
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is to encourage free emulation in artistic and literary creation and in
scientific research, to encourage artists and writers to give full play to
their talents and special abilities to the end of jointly creating a new so-
cialist culture.

This policy has met with a warm response in cultural and artistic
circles throughout the country. They believe that it was necessary and
put forward at an opportune time. They are of the opinion that, after
being steeled and tempered in the series of revolutionary struggles waged
since the liberation, and after taking part in the struggle against Hu
Feng’s counter-revolutionary clique in artistic and literary circles, the
broad masses of artists and writers have now become more closely united
on the basis of a common idea of serving the people, and this has created
optimum conditions for carrying out the policy of “letting flowers of many
kinds blossom, diverse schools of thought contend.”

As Lenin pointed out, socialist literature is a literature which is really
free. In our country, writers can publicly expose in their works the
crimes committed by imperialism, capitalism and the enemies of peace;
they can sing the praises of the greatness of national independence and
the people’s revolution, applaud the friendship of peoples of different
countries, and propagate the lofty ideals of communism. They can also
boldly subject to criticism all the backward things still found in the new
society and say their say. They can visit factories, villages, the armed
forces — in fact they can go anywhere they wish, and wherever they go,
they are received with affection and respect by the masses. We shall
never forget that under the Kuomintang reactionary regime our country’s
first group of writers of proletarian literature paid the price for this
freedom with their blood. Even today, in certain capitalist countries of
the so-called ‘“free world,” how many progressive writers and artists are
still waging an arduous struggle for this freedom!

- Our writers have of course also fully realized that it is only when
they thoroughly understand their own era and the people’s life, wishes
and demands, only when their works can give a true picture of this era
and can be understood and loved’ by the masses — only then can they
make the fullest and most fruitful use of their freedom of creation. 'If a
writer turns his back on reality and stands aloof from the people, then
his “freedom of creation” is only a sort of subjective, illusory “freedom”
which is extremely insignificant; we have no use at all for such “freedom.”
The great contribution made by Comrade Mao Tse-tung in his Talks at the
Yenan Forum on Art and Literature lies in the fact that he has pointed
out to artists and writers the only correct way for their creative work,
and shown that artists and writers of the new era can find real freedorm
for. developing their creative gifts only by merging with the masses jof
" the people. » g '

The socialist revolution has cleared the way for creative labour of™ - _

every kind. But doctrinairism and sectarianism in art and literature,
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