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they are absorbing the best features of the new. Surging forward like
the Yellow River or the Yangtse to break over the new poetry, they will
inevitably transform it. More and better poems will be written by the
people, and innumerable folk singers and poets will appear, the most bril-
liant among them becoming the guiding stars in the realm of poetry.
Gradually the distinction between folk singers and intellectual poets will
disappear until everyone is a poet, and poetry is appreciated by all. That
time will soon be here. Our poets must identify themselves with the
workers and peasants, labouring and writing among them, and learning
from folk songs and China’s best traditions. Only so can we ensure our
poetry a splendid future. We need to reform and emancipate our litera-
ture and art thoroughly. And the time has now come, under the leader-
ship of the Party and Comrade Mao Tse-tung, to put this programme
into action.




Forty-Three
New Folk Songs

I
All Hearts Turn Towards the Party

from Szechuan

S UNFLOWER, sunflower, bright as gold,
All your blossoms face the sun;

All our hearts have turned like you —

By the Party they are won!

As readers will see, part one of these
songs are those composed by peasants while
part two come from the pen of workers.







Oh, the drought it used to fill us with dismay,
All we knew to do was sacrifice and pray.
But today we have the Party,
But today we have the Party,
Irrigation means a bumper crop today!
We shall reap a record harvest any way!

b

Spring Rain Is Precious as Oil

by Chao Yuan of Shantung

S PRING rain is precious as oil,

Well water fine as wine;

With this wine we quench the thirst of the fields

Till our wheat, grown drunk, becomes a glossy green.

Like the Stars That Gleam in the Milky Way

by Li Hsiu-fang of Shanghai

ALL the boats dredging mud are too many to count,
And like stars in the high Milky Way theyre a gleam;
With our hands we have shattered the silvery moon

To dig gold from beneath the bright moon in the stream.
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East Village

by Chu Ma of Hunan

YESTERDAY, passing East Village,
I found locks on each house I know,
Dogs left to bark outside,

Cocks left to crow.

And this notice on the co-op gate
Told me I'd have to wait:

“Now our target is a thousand catties a mou,
No one sits idle at home;

If you're looking for anyone here, friend,
Sunset’s the time to come!”

White Clouds-

by Chou Hsi-hai of Honan

A bank of fleecy clouds
Cover the mountain steep;
I suddenly hear bleating —
The clouds are a flock of sheep!



~ Clothing the Mountain Green

from Anhwei

THE red flag flutters on top the barren crag,
Armies of men with saplings storm the hill;
We hoe the virgin soil,

And in ‘the virgin soil we plant our saplings;
We plant our saplings

To clothe the mountain green.

Our New Land

from Shensi

THE red sun on our shoulders,

The white clouds underfoot,

Qur co-op is tilling new land.

Our hands make ladders to heaven,

Our work songs bring the mountains tumbling down;
Not even Lu Pan* can compare with us.

We fasten a crystal girdle round our fields,

Flowing ribbons round our hills,

To make our land more fair.

* A master craftsman of the Spring
and Autumn period (841-477 B.C),
gsaid to be the father of builders.













The Fairy Fountain

by Feng Chun-ying of Shensi

A crystal stream spurts from the gaping cliff —
The ancient Fairy Fountain;

Sweeter than milk, its water

For centuries flowed in wvain.

Our fingers are harder than steel,

Our co-op is étronger than Heaven;

We shall lead the Fairy Fountain to the highlands
To water the parched earth with its silver stream.

We pitch our tents in the gullies,

Our songs fly over the hills; _

We smash through one obstruction after another
Till the stream has climbed the heights.

Let Heaven play fast and loose,

Let the Dragon King* frown!

Though ten years Pass without a drop of rain,

On these highlands we shall reap a mighty harvest!

*The legendary god of rivers and seas.




24

Our Terraced *Fields

from Hupeh

OH, our terraced fields they climb and climb so high,
They are only nine feet nine below the sky;
~ Half of them are wrapped in clouds now,
Half of them are wrapped in clouds now —
We'll be reaping rice in heaven by and by!

Angel Troops

from Kwangtung

THE road winds up and up the mountain still
Through swirls of mist and ridges cold and high;
The files of men transporting earth uphill
Seem angel troops descended from the sky.

The White Clouds at the Sight Will Not Leave

from Szechuan

THE bare hill has put on a green gown
And becomeé a most beautiful maid;

The white clouds at the sight will not leave,
But they hover all day to give shade.
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Come and Watch Me!

from Hupeh

I "VE such a load in either crate,

My pole is sagging with the weight.

Just come and watch me, little mother —
Here’s one mountain, there’s another!
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.Catch That Rain!

from Shensi

WE walk from hill to hill and see

They’'ve dug round pits on each to catch the rain;
Their mouths are round as iron hoops
To stop the rain from draining off again.

Further On Is Qurs As 1ell

by Wu Meng-ping of Kiangsi

E MERALD water, azure sky,
Side by side our fields lie;
Vines of an enchanting green,
Golden heads of rice between;
Take a look and walk a spell —
Further on is ours as well!




The Little Reservoir

by Lu Hsiao-chu of Anhwei

FROM far away it seems green jade,
From near at hand a sea;

The Dragon King could burst with rage,
Our folk could dance with glee!

A Sweet Potato Rolled Downhill!

by Shu Kuang of Kwangsi

A stream runs east beside our farm,
Upon its bank a hummock stands;
We're digging sweet potatoes here

In laughing, chattering bands.

A mighty splash is heard below,
The spray flies up to wet my chin;
I jump and give an anxious shout:
“What silly fool has fallen in?”

They laugh still more to hear me shout;
A girl’s voice answers clear and shrill:
“No silly fool has fallen in —

A sweet potato rolled downhill!”
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For one ton of coal they gladly shed pints of sweat,

In the coldest winter their clothes are sopping wet.

When blasting sounds they shout, “Let’s have some more!”
It's with laughter that the drills they are handling roar.

They tighten their belts

And pin their plaits up high
“Think you can still beat us, boys?
All right! Just try!”

To this job they give the best of their days;
They throw themselves into it like a fire ablaze!
" They are drilling for coal for all they’re worth,

The coal that glitters deep under the earth!

I Walk the Main Highway at Night

by Hou Yueh, a worker in a
- ‘ motorcar works in Kirin

I walk the main highway at night

As the snowflakes come fluttering down,
And our red motor works

Is a white-clothed town.

Billowing smoke from the power plant
Soars like a coal-black dragon into the sky.
Will it visit our Green Eagles*

Or the camp-fires in woods near by?

Smoke of our motor works city,

Carries our breath through the air

To the distant frontiers of our motherland
And to Peking’s Tien An Men Square!

I walk the main highway at night

With indescribable happiness in my heart;

And as I stride to the workshop

The sparks form a pattern with miraculous art. . . .

*The Liberation Trucks the works produces,
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Late at Night

by Sun Ying-mo, an iron-miner in Shantung

THE crescent moon hangs on the chimney stack,
The light in the office is lit;
There sits the white-haired Party secretary
Working late into the night.

.

Wind bangs the doors and windows to and fro,
All round’s a hum and clatter of machines;

He studies our suggestions one by one,

Like some prospector who has struck a mine!







Night Shift

by Han Hsueh-chiang and Hsiao Lu,
electricians of Inmer Mongolia

BRIGHT flames leap ‘in the furnace,
The wheels are whirling;

The young electrician in her spotless cap
Lever in hand is studying the meter.

Night muffles the sky like a cloak,
Flames sparkle in the furnace,
And time flies second by second
As the engine turns.

The furnace reddens the stoker’s cheerful face,

The engine thuds in time to the engineer’s heart-beats;
The young electrician is completely absorbed —

She has given all her love to this beautiful night.

On the Bus

by Li Cheng-yung, a pharmaceutical
worker in Shanghai

BIG raindrops patter on the bus
And splash through the open window
Where sits a night-shift worker,
Fast asleep.

A Young Pioneer tiptoes up and reaches out,

She pushes hard to close the window tight; -

Then she takes a snowy handkerchief from her pocket
And softly wipes the moisture on his shoulder.

By the window a night-shift worker sits,

Fast asleep.

Has the small 'hand of the girl in the red scarf
Appeared to him in his dreams? . . .
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Handcarts in the Snowstorm

by Kuo Chao-yu, ¢ carter in Szechuan

THE north wind is howling,

A flurry of snowflakes is whirling —
Silver mountains, silver trees,
Houses plated with silver,

Silver roads.

Snow covers the carts

As they race with their loads of timber;
Our straw hats are heavy,

Our faces red with cold.

The carts press on,

The team leader sings in the icy wind;
On the snowy road

The wheels leave long, long tracks.

Welding Girders at Night

by Li Fu, a Kirin electrician

STARS twinkle and the moon hangs at the horizon
As the welder climbs the high steel girders.

Clouds float past him, the night wind buffets him,
He could stretch out to reach the stars.

The roar of his blowpipe shatters the silence,

His hot sweat melts the snow. '

The blue sparks on the girders

Are the flowers he scatters to his country at night.



Stop the Sun from Setting

by Li Tsung-kao, a Hupeh steel worker

M OLTEN steel as red as flame,
Binds the sun and holds it tame;
Crimson light, a soaring jet,
Holds the sun, won'’t let it set.

The Fragrance of Oil Has Seeped Through the Sand

by Wen Feng of Chinghai

THE spring wind blows and flowers start to bloom,
But not even grass grows in the Gobi;

Here are no sweet-smelling flowers,
But the fragrance of oil has seeped through the sand.

' Looking for the Director

by Wang Shen, a Shanghai glass worker

WE seek him here, we seek him there;
In vain we seek him everywhere.

His office shows his coat and hat,

His brief case on his desk lies flat —

But where is our director? Where?

39



40

We seek him east, we seek him west,
Until we find the man at last.

In our experimental shop

A new “apprentice” makes his cast,

And old hands praise him when he’s done:
“Director, you are learning fast!”

The High Tide of Production

by Chen Chi-kun, a Shang-
hai textile worker

AFTER a long, sound sleep

The little boy is wakened by the cock.
Stretching and rubbing his eyes,

He sees his father working by the lamp.

It’s all quite clear in the lamplight:
There is father, smiling, at his desk,
Busily writing away.

“Mother! Wake up! Look at father!”

“Hush, my son!

They’re spinning so much cloth now in the mill,

They’re racing each other and overfulfilling their quota.
That’s why your father is making a new plan.”

Then the little boy keeps quiet and closes his eyes
While mother dresses and goes into the kitchen.
By the time she brings them out a bowl of soup

It is already light.




Plucking the Stars

. by Pu Chin-tsai, a Shensi printer

THE shelves are full of type

Like stars that stud the sky,

And working here each day

Is just like walking through the stars on high.

Each time I take a type

I feel I've plucked a star;

Stars light the traveller’s way,

But type lights up men’s hearts —that’s better far!

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi
and Gladys Yang
Illustrations by Lin Wan-tsui
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ment. Afler a moment’s silence thunderous applause broke out, lasting
hall the time it takes for a meal, I reckon. When it died down I finished
my sentence, ‘. . . otherwise we wouldn’t call it a big leap forward.”
The men in the hall were smiling appreciatively. I had a lovely time
reporting for nearly two hours on how we had done it, after which I
walked confidently off the platform. At the end of the meeting, Chang
summed up again. He said two months ago I had been a typical case of
conservatism but now I was reporting on what was really typical. He
pointed out that the leap forward was evident not only in the amount
of land turned into irrigated fields but also in the way men’s minds worked.

It’s interesting to think back over the past two months. How the
word “conservative” had made me hang my head in shame! Nowadays,
“Five mou” has come to stand for conservatism round our parts. People
like to say, “Your way of thinking is still five mou,” or “Is your wheat
target still five mou?” To think, I was the one who started this expression!

Nlustration by Miao Ti
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ping Rebellion* had been suppressed; so had the Nien Rebellion and the
rebellions of various religious sects.** Many rough country fellows and
rogues had joined the army, distinguished themselves and received of-
ficial honours. Since these men and their “exploits” for the authorities
were much talked about, the story-tellers in the tea-houses catered for the
demand. There are already twenty-four sequels to Seven Heroes and
Five Gallants, ten sequels to The Cases of Lord Shil and seventeen sequels
to The Cases of Lord Peng. These books are so repetitious and badly
written that we need not comment on them except to wonder how authors
and readers can waste so much time on such trash.

These four types of fiction are still very popular today. There are
other minor types, but I have no time to go into them now. As for the
new fiction written since the republic was founded, this is still in its infancy
and no really important works have yet appeared. I shall not, therefore,
speak of this either.

Translated by Yang Hsien-yi and
Gladys Yang

*1851-1868.

** These rebellions went on for a long time during the Ching dynasty, but were
finally suppressed in 1891,
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