Chinese
I.|ie iure




CONTENTS No. 9, 1980

STORIES

More About Manager Qiao — Jiang Zilong
The Re-clection — Shi Zhongxing

Emergency Notice — Huwang Fei

The Yellow Croaker and the Plate — Jin Jin

INTRODUCING CLASSICAL CHINESE LITERATURE

Fiction in the Qing Dynasty — Shi Changyu
Selections from the “Strange Tales of Liaozhai” — Pu Songling
Five Old Chincse Fables

NOTES ON LITERATURE AND ART

~ In Memory of My Father Guo Weiqu — Guo Yizong
Some Notes on Fables — Chen Bochui
Sculptures by Liu Zhengde — Wang Ruilin
Wang Shusen, the Master Jade-Carver — Niu Zbigiang

INTRODUCING A CLASSICAL PAINTING
Chen Juzhong’s “Four Goats” — Rui Xue

CULTURAL NEWS

PLATES

Paintings by Guo Weiqu
Sculptures by Liu Zhengde
Jade-Carvings by Wang Shusen
Four Goats — Chen Juzbong

COVER White Camellia — Guo Weign

40
59
67

8o
90
110

72
10§
114
120

103

124

72—73
I120—121
120—121

104—105



Chief Editor: Mao Dun

Published monthly by CHINESE LITERATURE
Beijing (37), China
Subscription and distribution: GUOJI SHUDIAN
P.O. Box 399, Beijing, China
Printed in the People’s Republic of China

Jiang Zilong |

More About
Manager Qiao

This is a sequel to the short story “Manager Qiao Assumes Office”,
an English translation of which appeared in Chinese Literature
No. 2, 1980, together with an article about the author Jiang Zilong,
an amateur writer from Tianjin.

“Manager Qiao Assumes Office” described how Qiao Guangpu
voluntarily returned to the Heavy Electrical Machinery Plant which
was in a chaotic state. In the face of strong opposition from dif-
ferent quarters, he took a series of drastic measures, getting the
plant working again. Other main characters are: Shi Gan, the
Dlant’s Party secretary, a capable cadre who became disheartened
and overcautious because of his sufferings during the Cultural Rev-
olution; Ji Shen, the plant's former manager, a careerist who was
responsible for the anarchy and who deliberately created trouble
for Qiao; Tong Zhen, the assistant chief engineer and Qiao’s second
wife; and Xi Wangbei, a new cadre with experience on the shop
floor who was removed from office after the fall of the “gang of
four” but who was reinstated by Qiao despite Xi’s personal dislike

of him.
— The Editors
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ARLY morning. The sleety northwest wind stung people’s

faces like a wet lash. Qiao Guangpu atrived early at the plant
as usual. As his car passed the gate, he caught sight of a familiar
figure sweeping snow in front of the reception room. He frowned.
Alighting from the car, he went back to the gate. In a joking tone
he said, “Old Ma, why don’t you leave your den? I hope to sce
you on the shop floor next time.”

“I'm pretty well paid,” Ma Changyou answered frankly. “And
T'm getting on in years now. So I'm staying put.”

“Then you're not entitled to a seventh-grade fitter’s wage,”
Qiao countered. “You should be paid as a janitor instead. Wages
change according to one’s work like grain rations.”

Ma chuckled. “Manager,” he said, “it’s not for you to decide.
This is one of the advantages of socialism. Wages can be raised,
never lowered.”

“But that surely applies equally to the sensc of responsibility
of an old wotker like you. This system of once in a job you can
never get fired isn’t necessarily an advantage of socialism, as you
think. In my view, it goes against the Party’s programme!”

Ma’s face fell. “Manager,” he asked, “be frank, how long do
you intend to stay in this Electrical Machinery Plant?”

Qiao was taken aback. He tealized that what was wottying
Ma was Qiao’s opposition lobby, the big-character posters and
lctters of accusation against him. Naturally there were people
like Ma waiting to scec which way the wind would blow. Things
were unpredictable.

“This plant isn’t mine and you’re not working for me,” Qiao
answered gravely. “If 1 die, the plant will still be here, the
machines will still run.”

Ma had nothing to say. He watched Qiao leave with mixed
feelings — compassion ot compunction?

This stoty (« F&J”¥JE4% ») by Jiang Zilong ( % FJ ) has been translated
from People’s Literature ( ¢« NIRIC4>» ) No. 2, 1980.
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As the bell for work rang, three people came into Qiao’s office.
They were Gu Chang, the head of the manager’s office, Li Gan,
the former service-team leader newly promoted to be the general
accountant, and Qiao’s wife, the assistant chief engincer, Tong
Zhen. Qiao, on Bureau Director Huo Dadao’s advice, arranged
his work in a scientific way to raise his efficiency. He had a strict
timetable for each day, each week. The first half hour of the
day, he and the deputy manager Xi Wangbei always had a talk
with Li Gan and Tong Zhen. They were like his two hands,
co-operating excellently with him.

“Why hasn’t Xi turned up yet?” Qiao asked Gu.

“Gone to a meeting in the Foreign Trade Bureau.”

“Oh?” Qiao grew alert.

“Ji Shen notified us. This meeting is about the sales rights of
exported goods.”

“Ah!” Qiao’s heart missed a beat. Waving the question aside,
he turned to I.i, who handed him a short teport. It listed pro-
duction figures and the main problems. Drawn up by Li himself,
it was simple and clear, with not one supetfluous word. Qiao
quickly looked it over. Seven quotas out of eight had been fulfil-
led. He looked searchingly at Li and asked, “Why’s the produc-
tion cost up?”’

“Because of the moulding sand,” Li answered. ‘Xikou sand
costs forty-seven yuan a ton, Nandao sand ninety-one yuan. The
quality is more or less the same, but we bought a big consignment
of Nandao sand.”

“Why?”

“I hear that a purchasing agent in outr supply depattment ac-
cepted some presents from the Nandao people.”

Qiao’s jaws twitched and the muscles stood out. However,
he did not explode. He nodded, signing to Li to go on.

“Ever since the Cultural Revolution, the supply department has
stopped measuring its purchases of sand. They leave it to the
sellers. When a consignment is brought here and unloaded, they
pay whatever it says on the receipt. Yesterday, I measured all
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the loads of sand myself. Several were twenty tons short. One
was thirteen short. I told the finance depattment to refuse to pay.”

“Wasters! If they were buying food for themsclves, they
wouldn’t be half a catty short.” Qiao told Gu, “Make a note of
this. Ask the head of the supply department to come to sec me
at two this afternoon.”

Li continued, “According to the telegram from our men in
Hongkong, a foreign firm has reduced the price of its dynamos by
one tenth in order to undersell us. This puts us at a big disad-
vantage.”

“Those foreign bosses!” Qiao stood up, a cold glint in his
eyes. Soon after assuming office the previous year, he estimated
that there probably wouldn’t be enough material to feed the plant
in the period of economic readjustment. So he had approached
several suppliers himself, and finally he went to Vice-minister Che
of the Ministry of Machine Building. The Vice-minister knew the
market at home as well as abroad. He suggested that Qiao should
launch two products. One was a hundred-ton diesel electric truck,
which was mostly imported, and he encouraged Qiao to compete
with foreigners first in this field at home. His other proposal
was a light dynamo which could be exported to Hongkong and
Southeast Asia. After a year and a half, Qiao’s dynamos were
stealing the market in Hongkong from a foreign company which
had previously monopolized it. Now this company had slashed
its price, hoping to force the Chinese dynamo out of the Hongkong
market.

Qiao gradually calmed down. He said to Li, “According to the
rate of production increase, we can pay the state four million
yuan per year from the dynamo alone. If we cut the price by one
tenth, how much will we lose?”

“Four hundred thousand,” Li replied.

“If we don’t, we'll be squeezed out of the world market. That
would mean losing all the three million six hundred thousand yuan
as well. Which do you prefer?”

Gu butted in, “But how can we reduce the price? That’s up
to the state.”

“What a stickler!” Qiao remarked. “Cettainly we’ve the right

to adjust the price of our own products. That’s the way to do
business.”

“Ji Shen told me that the Foreign Trade Bureau is in charge
of the sales of all exported goods. It seems that the municipal
Party committee and Tie Jian, chief of the Economic Commission,
have okayed it. We'll know for sure when Xi’s back from the
meeting.”

“So that’s the way it is!”

“Wherever Ji goes, he tries to block us!” Li complained.

“All he wants is to take over the sales right abroad so as to
squeeze something from the profits. What does he know about
management? If we leave our dynamos to him, we’ll be out of the
world market within half a year. Production and sales can’t be
separated!” With a toss of his head, Qiao added, “Forget him!
Cut the price and notify Hongkong right away.”

Li heaved a sigh of relief.

“Apart from cutting the price,” Tong said, “we must improve
the quality and appeatance of our dynamos. For instance, out
dynamos are grey, blue, red or green. Too gaudy. We must also
study foreign dynamos and avoid their weak points. Many
foreign customers would like to install a light dynamo in their
homes and they naturally want one that looks attractive and
has a fine finish. But labour abroad is expensive. Foreign
companies may not be able to afford it. This is where we have
the advantage.”

Qiao broke in cheerfully, “A good idea! Specify what you
want, and T'll ask the service team to see to it.” He scribbled a
few words on his desk calendar.

Tong was still calm, not affected by Qiao’s enthusiasm. She
continued, “Our new hundred-ton electric truck is promising too.
Chuanxi Mine cabled to me yesterday that they find it excellent
and want to order another fourteen next year. They used to
import electric trucks, but they couldn’t get spare parts, so most
of their foreign trucks are now out of action. We must take this
chance to launch our product. I've decided to send two capable
technicians plus two maintenance-men, whom T hope the manager
will recommend, to Chuanxi Mine tomorrow as a technical team.
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We must not only sell products but also repair them and guarantee
the prompt supply of spare parts. Foreign firms can’t compete
with us in this respect. If we can first replace foreign goods with
our own in the home market, then launch into the world market,
we’'ll have more orders than we can handle instead of not enough
customers.”’

Qiao rubbed his hands in elation. Strange, she hadn’t even
hinted at such wonderful news the previous evening. “Think of
all the mines there are in our country alone!” he exclaimed. “‘If
our electric trucks sell well, we’ll have a great future. Gu, make
a note of that, will you? Tell the Party secretary what Tong just
said. If he’s for the idea of the technical team, ask him to pet-
suade Ma Changyou to take a young fitter to join the team going
to Chuanxi Mine and see Tong before setting off. Remind him,
too, that this afternoon’s our regular meeting. We must decide
several things. First, to set up a sales department, because good
salesmanship’s of vital importance. We must pick as salesmen
people who are strong politically, shrewd and capable like the
Monkey King. Sales managers abroad are experienced profession-
als, who know the market well. Secondly, we must advertise our
products more widely. We'd better print some attractive bro-
chures for distribution at home and abroad, or even send some
free samples. We'll explain that our products have been strictly
tested and give reliable data. All orders are welcome, and we'll
guarantee to attend to them without delay. Thirdly, we must find
places to start our own stores. Fourthly, we must set up a world
market research centre to keep track of the situation both in China
and abroad, and collect and study technical information and
samples from other manufacturers. We must also learn how to
deal with foreign capitalists.”

When Li had jotted all this down, Qiao added, “I have to alter
today’s agenda a little. I'm going to the service team at nine.”

The other three were nonplussed, and Gu, being a smart man,
reminded him, “You should be in Workshop No. 5 from nine to
ten this morning.”

“Put it off till noon. T’ll have lunch there.”

“Skip your nap again?” ‘Tong asked, throwing a glance at him.

Ignoring her, Qiao said, “You can go now if there’s nothing
clse.”

But Tong stayed behind to demand, “Why go to the service
team all of a sudden?”

“A manager can go to any unit under him if he wants to. For
more than a year now this team has been trying to topple me. I
don’t want to leave the problem till 1980.”

Tong took a deep breath. Knowing her husband’s hot temper,
she said anxiously, “Don’t fly off the handle. Keep cool. If you
get excited....”

Qiao shook his head with a laugh. “What is life if we can’t
get excited? Fact is, I'm going to give them a good talking-to.
Our plant has been forging ahead for a year and a half. This
shows that the changes we’ve introduced are correct. Facts speak
louder than words.”

His confidence made Tong morce worried. She knew that he was
a ncver-satisfied, bold and capable factory manager, who would
push aside all obstacles in his way. But he did not realize that
the main obstacle was ncither Ji Shen, nor the service team, but
the rigid economic system which had evolved over a long period
of time. Any day, a storm might spring up and shatter his dream.
Now he was going to stir up a hornet’s nest. This was asking for
trouble. She decided to ask Shi Gan, the Party secretary, to try
to stop him.

With a deep sigh, she turned and left. Qiao frowned, saying
to himself, “Damn! What’s she fretting about? It’s hard to know
what’s in someone els¢’s mind, no matter how close you are....”

A knock at the door interrupted these reflections. The heads
of the organization department and labour and pay department
had arrived as agreed. Qiao rubbed his cheeks and shook his
head a few times as if to shake off the unpleasant impression Tong
had made on him. “Come in!” he boomed.

3

The woman head of the organization department looked a typical
office cadre, cordial but opinionated. Tong years of political work
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and personnel management had made her highly principled and
put a bridle on her tongue. However, there was an aara of ar-
rogance and shrewdness about her. The man looked capable and
handsome, fair-complexioned, with a black stubble on his chin.
After sizing them up, Qiao suddenly asked the woman, “Hu, do
you think the Monkey King can join the Party?”

She gaped in astonishment.

“Of course, this is only a metaphor....

Hu cut him short politely yet seriously, “Manager, did you
send for us to listen to such a joke?”

Qiao’s brows twitched. “If you take it for a joke,” he said,
“you’re greatly mistaken. Both of you are in charge of people,
and you judge them on the basis of the materials in their files.
You must sce them as they are in real life and find out how they
work in this plant. There’ll be a wage tise soon. Priority should
be given to those who are capable and work well, and those who
have made important contributions to the management.”

Then he made his second point. ““The main duty of those in
charge of personnel is to see that no talents are wasted, to find
and train promising workers and give them key jobs. Right now,
special attention must be paid to raising the political status of
experts and giving them better material conditions too. Our peo-

s

ple are very able. Some, once they go overseas, discover proton
and gluon and even win Nobel Prizes. But they can’t do that
here in China. Why? What's stopping them? People like you
ought to think about it and feel guilty. In a way, we've let down
the country, the people.”

Hu could not accept such a view.

Qiao went on to ask the head of the labour and pay department
to find out how many skilled wotkers there were in the plant.
How many of them had left their workshops, and on what grounds?
They were the plant’s greatest assets and must play more active
roles. Qiao also asked him to form a “technical advisory group”
of skilled workers.

Thirdly, Qiao gave them some reference material to read. He
told them that “manpower-tapping” was an important factor in
industrial development. In certain enterprises in Japan, the work-
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ers’ intelligence and skill were considered as a kind of resource.
The crux of economic competition was technological. And victory
in this competition would depend, to a very great extent, on skilled
workers and technical personnel.

Qiao had given them a work assignment and, at the same time,
a lecture. The man found these questions fresh and interesting.
But Hu instinctively felt repelled and bored. She forced herself
to listen, dissenting at heart. To her mind, Qiao was peddling
the handful of foreign wares he had picked up during his trip
abroad eatlier that year. Qiao realized this, of course, which made
him more determined to convince her. If cadres at her level failed
to improve their skill in management, how could ordinary cadres
be expected to do it?

“I've given you three questions in your line of work,” Qiao
said finally. “When you get the answers, come and tell me.”

To avoid a dispute, Hu grudgingly agreed. But as soon as she
lett the manager’s officc, she went to see Shi Gan. She wanted to
have a scrious talk with the Pasty secretary.

I}

On his way to the service team, Qiao was overtaken by Shi Gan.
“Are you coming to protect me or stop me?” Qiao asked.
Shaking his head, Shi replied, “Neither. I've come to back you

up. Besides, I've something to discuss with you.”

“What?”

“Tie Jian, the chief of the Municipal Economic Commission,
just told me that Tong Zhen is to be transferred.”

“What?” Qiao was electrified. “What does this mean?”

“She’s needed by a delegation which is going to negotiate with
some foreigners. But I smell a rat. Another thing, Director Huo
had a talk with me. He wants us to take Ji Shen back.”

“Nonsense!” Qiao raised his voice. “Our plant’s just been
put into shape again. Now they want to take away the assistant
chief engineer and send back that bum. Are they trying to destroy
this plant? Nothing doing!”’
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Smiling calmly, Shi said, “People say you’te like Ditcctor Huo.
I think, you fall far short of him. Now I undetstand why Huo
criticized me for letting Ji Shen leave this plant. What hc mcant,
I think, was that a fellow like Ji would only block our way if he
worked in a buteau. We should have kept him here and made
him work, while kecping an eye on him. Have you thc guts to
take him back?”

“I'm dead against it!” Having said this, Qiao stalked away.
Then he turned to add, “T’ll go and see Director Huo myself. If
necessary I'll see Tie Jian.”

The winter wind in the notrth cuts like a knife. Qiao pulled
down his safety helmet and quickened his steps while Shi followed
close behind him. Suddenly Qiao noticed cement scattered on the
ground. He looked up and saw a man in a big fur hat pulling
a barrow loaded with three sacks of cement. The fellow seemed
in a bad temper for, instead of keeping to the road, he was jolting
his load at top speed along a rugged shortcut. From one of the
sacks, which had burst, cement was spilling. As Qiao was about
to call him, the barrow got bogged down in a frozen puddle. The
puller threw down the shafts, as if on strike. Qiao and Shi hur-
ried over and, to their surprise, came face to face with none other
than Du Bing! Their paths were bound to cross!

“Ab, it’s you!” Qiao said, tongue in cheek. “Isn’t yout barrow
like an ox running and urinating at the same time?”

Instead of speaking, Du Bing glarcd at him, his eyes full of
resentment and rage.

While pushing the wheel, Qiao shouted to Du Bing, “What are
you waiting for? Take up the shafts!”

Reluctantly, the young man complied. Shi Gan pushed the
other wheel.

“Ready — go!” At Qiao’s shout, the three men got the barrow
out of the puddle. Du Bing was about to move on, when Qiao
stepped forwatd, pressing down the barrow shafts, and said, “Wait
a minute!”

“What for?”

“Move that sack a little so that the hole will be on top.” Qiao
met the young man’s eyes. ‘“‘Sulking again?”
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“A clay figure can’t stand too much pressure, not to say a live
man like me!”

“A live man? Just how do you live? You're a shiftless trouble-
maker. Want to muddle along all your life like this?” While
speaking, Qiao moved the sack himself. Noticing that it was
cement No. 60o, he demanded, “What do you want this cement
for?”

“To build a locker room.”

“But you don’t have to use such good cement. Do you know
what grade it is?”

“No. Our section leader said any cement would do.”

“Show me the requisition slip.”

“Haven’t one.”

“Stealing it, eh?”

“I'm not taking it home, anyway.”

“Take it back!” Qiao flared up.

The young man thumped down the barrow, then turned to leave
in a huff. Before Qiao could explode, bald-hcaded Wang Guan-
xiong hurried out from the service team’s shed to intervene. Smil-
ing at Qiao and Shi, he shouted at Du Bing, “Young Du, what
do you think you’re doing?”

“But you....” Du whitled round to retort, staring at Wang,
his section leader.

Wang tipped him a wink, urging him to clear off.  Instead,
Du Bing just stood there.

“Why didn’t you issue a requisition slip?” Qiao asked Wang.

“We don’t need much,” Wang carefully weighed his words.
“Besides, that red tape is troublesome, so we decided to scrounge
a little near by.”

“Section leader,” Du Bing sneered, “why not tell the truth?
We botched the job, wasted cement, but hushed it up. If we ask
for mote cement, we’ll be in the red. Then we’ll have no bonus
at the end of the month. That was why our section leader told
us to scrounge some.”

“What do you mean by ‘scrounge’?’ Qiao asked. “It’s theft,
you know. Robbery! Where can you get sacks of cement like
this cxcept from our warehouse? You're upsetting the supply
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department’s plan. Take this back. Write a report about the
accident. You can ask for some inferior cement for the locker
room.”

“Right,” said Wang and pulled the barrow away.

“Swinel” spat out Du Bing, then strode into the shed.

This big, roughly built shed was whete the service team rested,
where they held their meetings. The appearance of thec manager
and the Party secretary caused quite a stit, because the workers
thought the management had forgotten them. The tcam leader
called back all the workers outside. They politely invited Qiao
and Shi to take seats. But Qiao remained standing. He noticed
that a few workers were standing against the wall as if to hide
something, He stepped over, pulled aside a young woman and
saw a drawing on the whitewashed wall: a Taoist priest was about
to go to Heaven, on his left was a boy sitting astride a dog, on his
right a gitl riding a chicken. The drawing had no title, no names
identifying the three characters, but the implication was clear to
anyone in the plant. The priest was the manager, the boy Xi
Wangbei, and the gitl Tong Zhen. Qiao’s blood boiled, his eyes
riveted on the drawing. But he had the sense to remember that
there were many eyes fixed on his back. If he were to flare up,
things might get out of hand. He checked his indignation, his
cheeks twitching. There were other paintings. He looked at them
one by one. One showed a “gang of fout” presiding over an
examination. The examinets here were obviously Qiao, Xi, Tong
and Li Gan while those being cross-examined were the workers.
All wete by the same skilful caricaturist, and the colour was very
well applied. Who was the painter?

It was very still, everybody was preparing tensely for a storm.
But the most wortied was Shi Gan who knew Qiao’s tempera-
ment. However, he could say nothing before so many people. All
he could do was fix watning eyes on the manager, hoping Qiao
would take the hint.

But Qiao did not even glance in his direction. In a calm, un-
fathomable voice, he asked, “Who painted these? I'd like to see

’3

him.
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“It’s me, manager. I'd like to have your instructions,” Du
Bing said provocatively, stepping forward.

“You?” Qiao asked doubtfully., “Never thought you had it
in you. I'm not going to comment on your works. We all know
what they mean. But some day you may be sorry you painted
them. Still, you have a real aptitude. You must surely know how
to mix colours?”

“Mix colours?” The young man was puzzled.

“Yes. You're with it. You can sing foreign songs, admire
western ways, and know a bit about art. Can you tell us what
colouts foreigners like?” Du Bing was all at sea. Qiao had to
explain, “You're a pitiful artist because all your talents are used
for venting your spite and for slander. Take colours now....
Foreigners are not very keen on scatlet or bright green. They
think them gaudy. Can you think of softer, more attractive
colours?”

“Well. ... Why not tty rosc-red? Or leaf-green?” Du Bing
stuttered.

“What about blue?”

“Pcacock blue is best.”

“All nice names, aren’t they?” Qiao grew jubilant. “Can you
mix these colours for us to have a look?”

Du took out his pigments and brush from his locker, painted
these three colours on a sheet of white paper, then handed it over
to Qiao. Qiao examined the colours, muttering, ‘““Good, we can
try these.”  But all of a sudden he shifted his grave eyes to the
young man who, no longer bellicose, awkwardly loweted his head.

“You're not a good turner,” Qiao said cordially. “Nor a good
mason. You don’t even know the cement grades. But you may
make a good painter. Try designing trade marks, painting advet-
tisements. You ought to use your talents for a good cause. After
a while, take those three colours you just mixed to the assistant
chicf cngineer. If she’s no objection, you can paint some dynamos
with these colours. From today on, you'll work in Workshop No.
10. Okay?”

Du Bing nodded gratefully, too overwhelmed to speak.

Bverybody in the shed sighed with relief.
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Shi Gan seized this chance to say loudly, “Comrades, the
manager and I have come to hear what grievances and requests
you have. Setting up this service team wasn’t just the manager’s
idea. It was carefully discussed and decided by the plant Party
committee. We're going to have exams cvery year, and those who
fail or can’t man their posts on the production line will have to do
service work. The young workers in this team will be sent in
groups to technical schools or training centres to train. ‘Those
who do well and become skilled will be sent back to the work-
shops as technicians.”

Qiao enlarged on this, saying, “Remember the mess our plant
was in last summer? After seven every evening, some of the
second shift knocked off to watch TV in the casual labourers’
common room. Standing behind the casual labourers to watch,
they wotried about being spotted by the foreman. A casual la-
bourer got from four to six yuan a day — much more than any of
our regular workers. They were far better off and could afford
to buy a large TV set for each common room. But the money
they earned was the state’s money. QOur plant was over-staffed,
with more than nine thousand workers. Just to watch the four
gates we had several dozen men. Still, we hired over a thousand
casual labourers. A Japanese told me that if he were running the
plant, he would fire half the workers and double the production.
I believe him. However, we can’t do it his way. Our country has
a thousand million people. Instead of firing workers, we have
to find them jobs. But we mustn’t let them muddle along in the
old way, or our whole country including our plant will be
ruined. That was why we laid off the casual labourers and formed
this service team. Since you took over last year, you've saved one
million two hundred thousand yuan, The bonus for the whole
team is less than a hundred thousand. We've spent no more than
six hundred thousand in building the kindergarten and the living
blocks with the bonus thrown in. But still, we've saved six hun-
dred thousand yuan for the state. Now tell me, wouldn’t you have
done the same if you were a manager?”

This startled Wang Guanxiong, sitting in one corner. He took
off his cap, exposing his shining bald head, and with a frown
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reflected, “A fixed sum is for a fixed purpose. When you sacked
the casual labourers, that money should’ve been frozen. You've
broken the financial rules....”

Qiao continued, “To tell the truth, a plant can’t be run the
way ours was in the past. For years, the word ‘competition’ was
taboo in our country as if it was something capitalist. We used
to wait for the state to assign us work and then made over our
products to the state. Any loss or gain was the state’s. Workers
could slack but they didn’t lose their jobs — thete was always the
state to depend on. Most factories were in bad shape, losing
money year in and year out. When there’s competition, factories
are forced to modernize or they’re done for. Now we’re com-
peting with foreigners not only at home but also abroad. We're
also competing with factories in our own line at home. Of course,
this competition is totally different from the cut-throat struggle in
capitalist countries, We have to carry out the state’s economic
plan, and we can’t scrap socialist co-operation. It won’t do in
future for workers to get equal pay regardless of their skill and
efficiency. Their wages will vary according to their contribution
to the plant. Though we’ve a lot of people, we haven’t many ex-
perts or specialists. All workshops and departments need capable
people, so those who have special knowledge or skill can recom-
mend themselves.”

A telephone rang. It was Xi, who wanted to see the manager
on urgent business. Xi also said that he would take the Steel
Rolling Plant’s special train to fetch two rotor forgings the follow-
ing day. Qiao promised to go straight ovet, then turned and look-
ed up. The workers were exchanging eager comments. He glanced
at Shi and said finally, “I’ve been very frank with you. Don’t
get taken in by rumours. Now I'm going to tell you a fable.
Truth and Rumour went together to bathe one day. Rumour,
behind Truth’s back, stole his clothes. When Truth finished bath-
ing and stepped ashore, he saw no sign of his own clothes but
Rumour’s dirty ones lay on the ground. Of course he would not
touch them. FEver since then, Rumour has worn Truth’s beautiful
clothes while Truth is naked.”
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The workers chuckled and, for the first time, the service team
applauded their manager.

Whirlpool

Huo Dadao searched evetywhere for Tic Jian the whole day, but
in vain. If the director of the Electrical Equipment Burcau could
not find his immediate superior, the chief of the Municipal
Economic Commission, it must be even more difficult for ordinary
people to approach him. Huo was a little annoyed because he was
a busy man. But what could he do? He phoned Qiao and the
two of them decided to catch Tie at home that evening.

After a quick supper, the director and the plant manager hurri-
ed to Tie Jian’s home. It was a three-room house. As soon as
they entered, they were flabbergasted. There in the centre of the
toom stood a big stove, on which Tie’s wife was cooking noodles
in a large cauldron. Some men dressed like peasants were helping
her, one holding a wire strainer, another a large porcclain bowl.
They called her either aunt or sister-in-law. The west room was
like a room in a country inn. On the platform bed was a low table
with a plate of fried bean-pastc on it. Round this, half a dozen
young peasants, each holding a bowl, were wolfing down noodles.
As Tie’s relatives, though rather distant ones, they wanted him
to help them to get some material or equipment for their com-
mune-run factories, or some tractors or chemical fertilizer for their
production brigades. They were proud that their district had pro-
duced such a big shot as Tie Jian. The chief of the Municipal
Economic Commission was in charge of the whole town’s economy
and factories. At a nod from him, there was nothing that could
not be done. However, the only peasants who could find him were
a few very close relatives whom Tie had to meet and help. But
everyone who came to his home would at least get a bowl of hot
noodles and, if he could not get a hotel room, could stay there
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for a couple of days. The country folk stood on no ceremony.
Ii¢ Jian carned more than two hundred yuan a month, which
(o them was a great deal of money — he could easily afford them
a4 few bowls of noodles. But for Tie, this meant quite a big
outlay, and he could only offer them noodles and bean-paste be-
cause he had too many relatives and fellow villagers.

In the east room there were several city people who had been
‘I'ic’s subordinates in the Economic Commission ot the units directly
under it. Some had come to ask for fair treatment both politically
and financially after their hard time in the Cultural Revolution.
Others wanted better jobs or to have their housing problems solved.
But they could not find him either and had to wait in vain.

Mrs Tie felt dizzy from overwork. She was too busy to give
Huo and Qiao more than a greeting, though they were here for
a different purpose. She was a kind-heartcd woman, brought up
in the country. In her eyes, all those who came to her husband
wanted some favour from him. She sympathized with them,
knowing that they had no one else to turn to. Nowadays it was
common knowledge that you could only get things done through
connections. But at the same time, she disliked those people who
obliged her husband to stay away from home. And she, wife of
a leading cadre, had to serve as an inn-kecper. As soon as she
opened her eyes in the morning, she had to receive callers, who
kept her busy serving them all day long.

Noticing that she had not recognized him, Huo stepped forward
and said, “Madam Tie, don’t you remember me?”

Used to all sorts of flattering words, she replied without even
raising her eyes, “No, I don’t. My eyesight’s so bad these days.”

“T’'m Huo, Huo Dadao,” he had to announce himself.

She sized him up through the steam and, wiping her hands on
her apron, came to grect him warmly, “Oh, it’s you! T'm too old
to sce clearly.”

1laving introduced Qiao to her, Huo said, “Wc've got to see
Tic¢ Jinn on urgent business. We've been looking for him the whole
day. When will he be backr”

“I'le won’t come home today. He’s back once or twice a month.
This home’s like a railway station and he’s a train. He pulls up
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for a moment, then off he goes again. There’s no stopping him.”
She had raised her voice as if for those in other rooms to hear
t0o.

Huo had to leave. But Tie’s wife followed them out. She
beckoned them to turn left and entered a quiet, pleasant-looking
room furnished in a modern style. Several smartly dressed girls
were cracking melon seeds and listening to a foreign song played
on a cassette recorder. They looked annoyed by this intrusion,
and Tie’s daughter, Tie Hua, glowered at her mother. But seeing
Huo behind her, she had to stand up to greet him. Before her
daughter, Tie’s wife, usually a commanding character, was like an
old wetnurse. In a low voice she said, “They’ve got to see your
father. Will you please take them to him?”

“Oh, Uncle Huo, is it so difficult even for you to see him?”
Her lips curved in a smile. “There’s a foreign film being shown
to a limited audience tonight in the municipality’s small hall. My
father must be there. I'll take you to find him.”

Huo and Qiao looked at each other, but said nothing.

The daughtet’s friends said good-bye and left. Tie Hua’s mother
put a pot of fried chilli paste and some stewed chops into a
basket and asked her danghter to take it to her husband. The
canteen where Tie had his meals was not very good, and she sent
him better food from time to time.

2

Having shown Huo and Qiao into the small hall of the municipal
building, Tie Hua pointed to a lounge. “Would you like to see
him right now or a while later?” she asked. “All the big shots
are in there, and Ji Shen too.”

“Ji Shen?” Qiao said, surprised. “Does he rate such treat-
ment?”’

“You're as honest as you look.” The girl chuckled. “He has
remarkable ability, just like the Monkey King.”

“Oh no, he hasn’t,” Qiao corrected her.

“He’s Secretary Wang’s favourite anyway.”
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“Come off it,” Huo said sharply. “You're still too young to
know about such things.”

“Don’t think only you officials know what’s behind the scenes,”
the girl retorted shrewdly. “I probably know more than you.
Il you ask me, I'd advise you to go to the lounge when the
film has just started. By then everybody will be gone except
him.”

“Isn’t your father going to watch it?” Qiao was puzzled.

“Only after the light is off and the film has started.”

“Why?”

“For fear people might spot him and pester him with some
difficult problems.”

“Who would come here to catch him?”

“What’re you doing here then?” Tie Hua winked. “As soon
as the light’s off, go in there and interccpt him.” This said, she
handed the basket to Huo and left.

Sure enough, by doing as they were told the two of them caught
Tie Jian. The chief of the Economic Commission smiled wryly,
disappointed that once again he would miss the film. But he
was a man of great patience. No matter how put out, he would
never reveal it.

-Qiao riveted his eyes on this man.

A little over sixty, he was tall, grey-haired. His polite smile
showed his dignity and self-control. The decp lines on his forehead
and round his eyes seemed to be the evidence of experience and
wisdom acquired through atduous struggles and hardships in the
old days. Under his grey, bushy eyebrows, his piercing eyes made
people feel like keeping at a distance. He appeared to be question-
ing everything, as if warning himself to be on his guard. He
kncew immediately what they were there for, but he waited, silent-
ly.

“Comrade Tie Jian,” Qiao blurted out, “why let the Foreign
‘I''ade Bureau take over the sales right of the products exported
from out plant?”

“It’s not finalized,” said Tie, shaking his head.

“Why’s Tong Zhen been transferred?”
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“It’s the municipal Party committee’s decision. But she’ll only
be away temporarily.”

“So Secretary Wang has really accepted Ji Shen’s suggestion,”
Qiao persisted. “But does he know this is likc sabotaging our
plant?”

Thete was suddcaly a trace of worry and distress in Tie’s eyes.
“Don’t get carried away by your feclings, comrade,” he said. “We
must have the whole situation in mind. Ask somcone to take over
Tong’s work and let her report to her new office as quickly as
possible.”

“What if the plant Party committee objects?”

“Are you talking about the committee of the Communist Party?
How can a plant committee disobey the municipal committee?”

“What if she refuses to leave?r”

“That’s exactly what some people’re waiting for. They would
accuse you of running ‘a family shop’. To be frank, there’re people
who hope you’ll raise a hullabaloo and Tong will refuse to be
transferred, because then they will make use of it to crush you.”

Qiao drew a deep breath, rose to his feet and said to Huo,
“I'm off now.” He opened the door and left.

Tie gazed blankly after him while Huo’s eyes remained fixed,
challengingly, on his chief. “When they move onc step forward,”
Huo complained, “you withdraw a step. When they have a re-
quest, you try to whittle it down but do what they want in the
end. You're retreating bit by bit, making things impossible for
us under you.”

Huo had been Tie’s subordinate for a long time, but still what
he said hurt. Tie lost his temper. “What can I do? TI'm
like an eldest son’s wife in a big feudal family. I'm in the middle,
catching crap from all sides, from parents-in-law down to brothers
and sisters-in-law. I try to iron out disagreements, but everyone
complains to me. My own men are dissatisfied with me, and
so are my opponents. I live as an ascetic, yet they’re calling me
all sorts of names. People pester me with their problems. What
power do I have? If I spent all my energy on the Economic
Commission, I might get something done. But what is my time
taken up with?” He began to count his titles sardonically, “I’'m
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in charge of sports, the envitonment, family planning and flood
control. But my job is industry. What have I got to do with
batl pames or the birth rate? You may think it’s a sign of trust.
I don’t! Do you suppose I don’t know that behind my back people
call me ‘the arbiter’?”

Iluo fclt a sudden compassion for this veteran. Tie looked
calm and aloof, but in fact he was under a terrible strain, as if
walking on a tight-rope. However, Huo remembered what he
had come for. He must not be soft-hearted or he would have to
return empty-handed. So he said, “Do you know what Ji Shen has
done since joining the Forecign Trade Bureau?”

Tie was silent.

“He’s like a country moneybags shopping in Shanghai in the
old days. He wants everything he sees, the mote expensive the
better.  As a result, he's taken in and imports a lot of junk. He
simply squanders foreign curtency. Why doesn’t the Economic
Commission look into the matter?”

Tie said coldly, “Why is Ji Shen so unscrupulous? Because he
holds two trump cards. One, he protected Secretary Wang of
the municipal Party committee in the Cultural Revolution; so
Wang out of gratitude always supports him. 'Two, quite a number
of cadres are hankering after foreign consumer goods. Ji Shen’s
an experienced hand in taking advantage of the situation. He
cven says publicly, ‘Opposition to imports means opposition to
China’s modernization. It shows that ultra-Leftist ideas are still

L)

making trouble.

“Are you scared?” Huo asked. ““The higher a man’s position,
the more cowardly he becomes. I've written a detailed report
about the problems concerning foreign trade in our town. You
know me pretty well. If T don’t see things set right, T'll fight it
out. If the municipality can’t solve these problems, I'll take the
case (o the central government.”

“I'"ke it easy, Huo.” Tie preferred procrastination to making
a hasty decision. He would not burn his boats, nor would he
allow others to do this.

But Ifuo would not let things slide. He insisted, “Ji Shen’s
transfer to the Foreign Trade Bureau last year was not in confor-
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mity to the usual procedure. Since he belongs to the Electrical
Machinery Plant, he must go back there.”

Tie began to waver. He did not approve of that transfer himself.
What was mote, Ji would not be satisfied with just being in
charge of foreign trade. He might alrcady have an envious eye
on Tie’s post. Why not take this chance to send him back to
the plant? Tie was fond of men like Qiao Guangpu, but Qiao’s
way of doing things somectimes worricd him. Ji Shea might hold
him in check. Hec weighed up the pros and cons from both the
public and his private angle. And finally he conscated. Smiling,
he said cheerfully, “Huo, don’t press me. I nced time. Some
foreigners laugh at us for our slow tempo, Well, that’s how it is.
There’re a lot of things out of our reach. There’s nothing perfect
in the world anyway.”

They exchanged views on certain other issues, and Huo got what
he wanted. Yet he left with a heavy heart. He had known Tie
Jian for some twenty years, yet quite often the man struck him
as a total stranger. One minute he seemed so close, and the next
so distant. He was hard to fathom. Thinking of Tie's nickname
“the arbiter”, Huo could not help feeling worried.

3

It is said that true love comes only once in a lifetime. There may
be some truth in this. Though over forty, Tong Zhen loved Qiao
as tendetly yet ardently as a girl. Qiao’s fecling for her was less
passionate.

In the evenings at home, Tong liked to chat. But Qiao, who
went to the plant early in the morning and never had a siesta, used
to come home exhausted. He might talk a bit about work. When
his wife began to chat, he would nod off.

They saw eye to eye in work but their interests in life were
different. Tong realized that but not Qiao. He was very happy
with her. When he was late home and missed the English lesson
on the radio, his wife would coach him, and he appreciated this
immensely,
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It was alteady eleven that night when Qiao got home. Tong
<aw at a glance that something was wrong. “What's up?” she

;lxl«;(.'(l.

“It’s been decided that you're to transfer to the Economic Com-
mission tomorrow.”  Qiao tried to speak calmly, to cover his
[rustration.

“Are you sure?” She had never dreamed that she of all people
would be transferred at a time when the plant badly needed tech-
nical know-how. “Who'll take over my job then?”

“Who?” Qiao repeated sulkily. “No one for the time being.
You keep the title of assistant chief engineer. Later, maybe, you
can come back.”

Tong forced a smile and said, “You're really too honest, too
naive.”

Qiao sighed and answered with a note of regret, “T shouldn’t
have rushed things by announcing our marriage. I meant to bind
vou, me and the plant together, to get you to take a fresh interest
in your work. I'd no idea that we’d be accused of ‘running a
family shop’. Now we’re paying for my rashness, and so is the
plant.”

Surprised and angry, Tong said, her lips quivering, “All right
then. It’s not too late now for us to split up. I'll go to the Econom-
ic Commission tomorrow.”

Qiao looked up in astonishment and saw that her face was
deathly pale. Aware, for the first time, of how blind he was to
a woman’s sensibilities, with a wave of his big hand he sighed.

'F'ong fought back her tears. What could she do? That was
what her husband was like. She had forgiven him umpteen times.
Today, again, she forgave him, knowing how pained he felt.

L

On the following day, Tie Jian called Ji Shen to his office.
Mcetings, talks secemed to make up Tie’s life. Drained of
enthusiasm he had assumed a mask of cold reserve.
Plc was very reluctant to see Ji Shen, yet he had to talk affably
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to him. “The production in the Electrical Machinery Plant is
rocketing. There’s too much work for Qiao and Shi to cope with,
and they need your help. After all, you're the assistant manager.”

“Oh?” Ji was taken aback. This was the last thing he had
expected Tie to say. His lean, lincd face flushed scarlet. After
2 moment’s hesitation, he asked, “What about the work in the
Foreign Trade Buteau?”’

“You can keep the post there if you want,” he continued. “But
if you're too busy, let your dircctor and the other deputy directors
see to things there.” What Tic meant was: he must work full-
time in the plant,

Ji understood this. He could also see that Tie was not dismissing
him entirely from the Foreign Trade Bureau. It was not that he
hadn’t the power; he hadn’t the guts. He stood up and said,
“Fine. There are still one or two problems in the bureau which
I can’t hand over to others. I’ll go to the plant tomorrow. For
the time being, I'll work at both places.”

How could he let go the post in the Foreign Trade Bureau?
He had no special interest in foreign trade, it was power that
tempted him. Banqueting with foreigners, in front of cameras. ..
this had gone to his head like strong liquor.

As soon as he got home, Ji Shen phoned Wang Guanxiong to
ask how things were in the plant. Initially, Tie Jian’s talk with
him had been a disappointment. But on second thoughts, it pleas-
ed him. Nothing else exported through the Foreign Trade Buteau
sold so well as the Flectrical Machinery Plant’s dynamos. If
he could take over the sales right, apart from the fringe benefits
to the bureau, he could make use of the demand for them to lay
his hands on plenty of foreign goods. But Qiao had refused to
let the sales right go, in spite of Ji’s manoeuvres in the bureau.
Now that he was to go back as assistant plant manager, he would
be in a better position to realize his goal. But Qiao was a tough
customer. If he failed to get the upper hand of him, he would
not be able to control the plant.

Wang Guanxiong went straight to Ji’s home after his shift.
Ji, cordial in the extteme, treated him to dinner and soon steered
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the conversation to what he wanted to know. Overwhelmed by
this [avour, aftcr a few cups of wine Wang began to list his com-
plaints against Manager Qiao. When he described how Qiao had
laid off the casual labouters and set up a service team and how
I.i Gan had misappropriated funds, Ji’s eyes sparkled. “Is this
truc?” he asked with a show of indifference.

“Tivery word.”

“Good. You'd better write a report.” Ji handed him a pen and
SoMme paper.

“What for?” Wang was puzzled.

“I must report this to the municipal Party committee. I can’t
ttust my memotry.”

Wang’s suspicion was dispelled. When Ji had this report, he
cheetfully saw Wang off.

5

A few days passed. Xi Wangbei was due back with two large
forgings. Qiao went to the loading dock to meet him. There a
crowd had already gathered, eager to have a look at this special
train.

‘Before long, a train chugged slowly into the plant. Qiao smiled
wryly at sight of this unique train with dining-car, pantry and
hard-sleeper coaches in front, and the parts of a heavy rolling
mill on the middle and rear sections.

The Steel Rolling Plant in this town had ordered a heavy rolling
mill from a machinery works elsewhere. The rolling mill weighed
several thousand tons. When assembled, it would look like an
iron hill. All the parts of the machine had been completed a
year before and the Steel Rolling Plant had been keen to set it
up and get it into production. The problem had been the trans-
portation. Small bridges on the long way had needed teinforcing,
the stations it had passed had been consulted. It had been
almost as difficult as the Long March!

‘I'hat spring, Xi had happened to order two large forgings of
generator rotors from the same machinery works. Again there had
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been the problem of transportation. Hearing that the Steel Rolling
Plant had the same problem, Xi went to its manager, a Comrade
Lin. He offered to make the arrangements and rent a freight
train plus a few coaches, provided the plant covered all the ex-
penses. Since the cost was high the manager was reluctant. Xi
argued that if the rolling mill started production a month earlier,
the plant would get all the money back. Otherwise, he might not
get it for another two ycars. IF the parts were not well packed,
they would rust in the rain. And the plant would have to lump
it!

Manager Lin was convinced. He cntrusted the whole thing to
Xi, who agreed on two conditions: “First, give our two forgings
a lift and we’ll pay for their transportation. Secondly, wherever
the train stops, I'll see to the liaison work, but not accept any
hospitality. Because I've cooked up the idca, and if T start living
it up there’s bound to be talk.”

When Xi talked it over with Qiao and Shi, Qiao kept shaking
his head. But since it was an agreement between the Steel Rolling
Plant and the machinery works, and all Xi had asked for was a
lift, he let it pass. Sure enough, the plan was carried out without
a hitch. The parts of the mill and the two forgings were now
arriving.

Xi jumped off a coach, looking haggard and travel-stained.

The workers unloaded the rotor forgings, which Qiao had sent
right away to the Experimental Workshop.

Just then, Gu Chang, the head of the manager’s office, cycled
over at top speed and handed Qiao a newspaper. Qiao looked
at him in surprise, then opened the paper. On the first page he
saw a letter from Wang Guanxiong accusing Li Gan, their general
accountant, of malpractices. It was based on the material Wang
had written for Ji Shen. Ji had added some finishing touches and
sent it to Secretary Wang, who had given the go-ahead for publica-
tion. Qiao skimmed through it. Sncering, he suppressed his anger
and threw the paper to Xi. As Xi read it he frowned.

“Ji Shen’s back,” Gu said. “He wants to hold a plant Party
committee meeting right away. And Old Shi wants to sce you.”

Xi was shocked to hear this,
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On his way back to the office block, Qiao noticed that many
workers had hold of newspapers and were discussing the letter.
On sccing him, they broke off to eye him in a speculative way.
e slowed down deliberately, his face glowing, looking resolute.
[le went from shop to shop till he came to the setvice team’s
shed, inside which he could hear a great commotion.

“Baldy Wang, what a bloody hypocrite you are! You fight for
cach cent of your bonus, yet you write to the paper attacking the
plant.”

“Hit the jackpot, eh? Fame and money, you've got them both.
llow much did the paper pay your”

Wang was blustering. If he couldn’t clear himself, he had to
brazen it out.

Qiao opened the door and spotted Du Bing among the crowd
bawling at Wang. On his blue overalls were blotches of red and
arcen paint. All the drawings on the wall had gone.

'T'he workers thronged round the manager, all talking at the
same time. Some voiced their support for Li Gan, others criticized
the newspaper.

Deeply moved, Qiao gripped the shoulder of a youngster next
to him. Never before had he felt so close to the workers. What
a fine lot they were! He had come down on them hard, had
criticized them. But now that he was in trouble they sided
with him. He felt somewhat ashamed of himself.

6

When Qiao reached the Party committee’s office, most of the seats
around the long table were already occupied. He threw a glance
at Ji Shen who was chatting away with a smug look on his face.

When all members of this committee had arrived, Shi Gan
announced coldly, “We’te holding this emergency meeting at the
request of Comrade Ji Shen. Ji, will you speak first?”

Ji opened an elegant imported notebook and drawled, “Last
night, Secretary Wang sent for me. He told me to look into Li
Gan’s case. 'The whole town is talking about it. Li Gan, will
you tell us all about it?”
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Li, quite unruffled, opened a folder and said, “From the start
of the Cultural Revolution, our plant employced a thousand casual
labourers every year, and their wages came to one million two
hundred thousand yuan. When Manager Qiao took over, we laid
them off. In the last ycar and a half, wc've saved one million
eight hundred thousand yuan. According to regulations, that money
allocated for their wages shouldn’c be put to any other use. But
I spent a hundred thousand on bonusces for the service tcam, and
five hundred thousand on the kindergarten and housing. I did
this on the fourth of August last ycar, and on the same day I
wrote a self-criticism. Here it 1s.” He handed it to Shi Gan.

Xi and some others could not help chuckling.

Hu, the woman head of the organization department, asked
sharply, “Since you knew the regulations why did you still do
that?”

“Why not? I put the money to better use.”

“But didn’t you consider the consequences?”

“Dismissal from my post?”

Ji Shen broke in, “You didn’t have the nerve to do that on
your own, did your”’

Li grinned. “Want me to say that it was the manager who put
me up to it? Sorry to disappoint you. T guessed this would hap-
pen, so I acted on my own, from the very beginning. You can
check the accounts and records. All bear my signature. Qiao’s
neither my relative, nor my old friend. Why should I protect
him? I say, this plant can do without Li Gan, but not without
Qiao. The head of the financial department is not so important.
If Qiao’s ousted, the plant will suffer. It’s up to the committee
to decide. I've sorted out all my records and I'm ready to hand
them over at any time.”

“A hero, eh?” Ji said, tongue in cheek. “There’s nothing more
to discuss. We'll have to take disciplinary action.”

The committee members contested this. Most of them were
against punishing the accountant.

“Comrade Ji Shen,” Xi asked, “are you here as a committee
member or the envoy of Secretary Wang? You talk as if you
were sent by the municipal Party committee. Does this mean
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that the municipal Party committee has no faith in this plant Party
committee?  Otherwise, why didn’t Secretary Wang ask Comrade
Shi Gan, as he should’ve done, instead of telling you to look into
the Gise? So what's the point of our discussing it? You make the
decision.”

‘I'his put Ji Shen on the spot.

Bue Ilu of the organization department, who welcomed Ji’s
return, snapped indignantly, ““Special cases should be tteated in
a special way.  When there’s a scandal like this, of coutse the
municipal Party secretary should send someone to look into it
i Gan’s isn’t an isolated case. The plant committee is partly
responsible.  Our committee’s too weak., In our plant, what the
management says counts, not what the Party committee says.”

“Well said!” Ji elaborated this point. “Shi Gan’s a very good
comrade. But we all know he’s only a figure-head. All our Party
hranches’ secretaties are here. I doubt if the superintendents of
workshops listen to you. What is our policy in running a factory?
Do we want one-man leadership or leadership by the Party com-
mittcc? Who is the head of this plant, the Party sectetary or the
manager? Is the Party the soul of the enterprise or is profit? Li
Gan’s mistake was no accident. We must change the policy in
running the plant.”

As soon as he finished, Qiao said, “‘Since it’s me you’re gunning
lor, why pick Li Gan as a scapegoat? If you want to discipline
somcone, discipline me.”

Now Shi Gan, hithetto silent, stood up, his eyes sweeping the
room. His stetn look induced absolute quiet.

Though he could not speak cleatly, his words carried weight.
“Li Gan should not be penalized,” he began slowly. “Let’s first
look at the way we’re running the plant, the policy that Ji Shen
was talking about. Is it right or wrong? If wrong, it’s Qiao and I
who should be penalized. Li just carries out our directives. 1f
basically right, the work of the Party committee over the past year
shouldn’t be repudiated. If it was wrong to re-allocate those
funds, that can be criticized. As for the leadership of the plant,
I bold that we have adhered to the system according to which
the manager assumes responsibility under the Party committee’s
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leadetship. This can’t be regarded as ‘one-man leadership’. By
the way, Comrade Ji Shen, ate you officially back?”

“Sp it seems. But I'm still a deputy-director of the Foreign
Trade Bureau.”

This answer infuriated Qiao. But he controlled himself and
said cuttingly, “An assistant plant manager under the Electrical
Equipment Bureau is at the samc time a deputy-director of the
Foreign Trade Bureau. Incredible! But, Ji, a plant is a plant,
you can’t come or go as you choose. Lither go back to your
bureau and leave this plant for good, or come bere to work full-
time. If you prefer the latter, you're still in charge of construction.
Before you make major decisions, please consult me. If you want
to ask for leave, go to the Party committee’s office.”

But Ji Shen would not knuckle under. “I have to do the work
assigned me by the municipal Party committee,” he said.

They were still at loggetheads when the meeting broke up.

Stalemate

It was after ten o’clock when Qiao got home. Since his wife had
left, he found the evenings so boring that he stayed in the plant
till late. He was very hungry tonight and had a fcw Dbites of
bread. He found it tasteless and put it aside, but couldn’t be
bothered to open a tin or cut himself some sausage. He paced
the room irritably, as though something was missing.

With Tong Zhen away, he felt lost. He picked up his Scientific
English Reader, but couldn’t concentrate on it. He threw himself
on to the bed, his head aching from lack of sleep, but he could
not fall asleep, His drowsy mind was precoccupied with Ji Shen’s
sinister smile, Hu’s recriminations, the threat to dismiss Li Gan,
Baldy Wang’s letter, the strange ‘“‘arbiter”, Secretary Wang who
was such an unknown factor, the fight over sales rights. ... These
fantastic people and events seemed to be intertwined as if to
hem him in and crush him. Letting out a bellow, he threw off
the quilt and sat up, his hands clamped round his head. He felt
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[eanfully Toncely. He jumped to his feet, rushed to the telephone
and picked up the last telegram Tong had sent him. Having
lound her address, he lifted the receiver and asked the operator
to put him through to Tong Zhen. He had a strong desire to sce
hier.  If he could talk to her, no matter how briefly, he could
vent his frustration. It was not difficult to put through a long
distance call at night. Presently Tong’s voice sounded at the other
cnd. Hearing it, Qiao burst out, “This is Guangpu! I must see
vou, right now! Come back, will you?r”

‘'ong was taken aback by his vehemence. “What's the matter,
Guangpu?”  she asked.

“Well....” Qiao realized how muddle-headed he was.
“Nothing important really. Just missing you very much.”

Tong laughed, her tears brimming over. ‘“Are you all right?
Don’t sit and doze off when you get home or you’ll catch cold.
Don’t just eat bread for supper. Make yourself a soup. I forgot
1o tell you all this.”

“You don’t have to worry. I've no appetite and I can’t sleep.”

Alarmed by this, Tong said, “Tomorrow’s Sunday, isn’t it?
I've got something to report to Director Huo, so I'll fly back first
thing tomorrow. Have a good rest.”

“Fine. As I can’t sleep, I'll go to the airport now to wait for
youw.”

“Don’t be silly! I'm not sute if I can catch the plane. Promise
to have a good rest. Hear me?”

“All right.” Qiao rang off. After a little thought, he phoned
the night duty office in the plant. ‘““That Liu?” he asked. “Will
vou tell Assistant Manager Xi, Li Gan and the heads of the
design office that the assistant chief engineer will be back to-
motrow. If they have any problems, they should get their blue-
prints and materials ready. Pick important problems. Don't
bother her with trifles. She can only stay one night.”

2

Tarly the next morning Qiao cleaned up his flat — the first
Gime e had done this since Tong left. Then he took a string bag
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and went shopping. He had never been to a food market and had
no idea what it was likc on Sunday. He was stunned by the long
queues. He queued up a couple of times, but then lost patience
and left. He wasted half an hour like this without buying anything.
Several times he wanted to give up. But there was nothing at
homec. What could he give his wife to eat when she came back?
Would she have to qucuc up herself? He decided to stick it out.
But that made it too latc to go to the airport. When he got home
with his shopping, Tong was alrcady therc.

Qiao cyed her intently.

“What’s wrong with your” she asked.

He gripped her hand and led her to the sofa. “I'm hopping
mad. There’s so much I want to tell you.”

Tong smiled affectionately. “Get on with it then.”

“Problems! What you said was right: just a few of us can’t
remove the obstacles. If I fail to push the rocks away, they're
going to crush me to death!”

“But surely the Party will see that they’re moved away.”

Qiao took his wife in his arms, his cheek against her hair. Tears
welled up in his eyes and fell silently on her head. She lifted his
face and wiped his eyes, then asked compassionately, “Why are
you crying like a little boy?”

“Yes, stupid, isn’t it?”’ He was not embarrassed.  “What’s
dreadful is that our economy is suffering from anemia. Not having
enough blood, we can only shed tears.”

“You've overworked yourself since T left. So you're run down
and depressed.”

Qiao said earnestly, “I've realized during your absence that we
two depend on each other not only in work but in spirit. When
you were here, I wasn’t aware of this. When you were away, I
came to know how important you were to me. ...”

They were interrupted by a shout outside, “Is Tong Zhen in2”

Several section heads of the Electrical Machinery Plant had
arrived. Tong’s desk would soon be piled with designs and papers
requiring her attention.

Qiao rolled up his sleeves and went into the kitchen. He had
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to cook for his wife today. But what kind of meal could he make?
Normally so sclf-confident, for once he was unsure of himself.

3

Tic Jian, the chief of the Economic Commission, paid a surprise
visit to the Electrical Machinery Plant and asked Shi and Qiao to
show him round the main workshops. A former director of the
Municipal Industrial Department, he was experienced in running
industry. Before very long, he noticed that the atmosphere here
was quite different from most other plants. The well-swept
roads, flanked with trees and flower-beds, were a refreshing sight.
And hardly any loafers could be seen — something unusual in
Chinese factoties.

The first workshop he entered was warm. The men there seemed
to be racing against time. The cement floor was spotless, white
and green lines indicating the production process. The layout of
the shop floor was excellent. Tie was very pleased and, as an
old hand, offered one or two tips to Qiao. The way the plant
was run was typical of Qiao, he thought. He said to Shi, “Qiao’s
certainly benefited from his tour abroad. To run a modern plant
like this, we need people with vision and knowledge.”

Tie Jian’s visit caused a stir among the workers, who wondered
what lay behind it. When he got to the office and took a seat,
his enthusiasm vanished. Though he still had a smile on his face,
it conveyed a vague disappointment. It seemed he was going to
raise some serious issue.

Tie started off sternly, “Li Gan’s made a mess of it! And by
not keeping cool yourselves you've given other people a handle
against you. Wang Guanxiong’s accusation isn’t the only one;
some of your committee members ate grumbling too. Secretary
Wang’s very angry. Right or wrong, rules are rules, and since
Li Gan has broken them he can’t get off scot-free. Comrade Shi,
you have only two choices: Punish Li Gan, or punish both Ii and
Qiao — in which case you’ll be involved too. It’s up to you.”

“Well. ... Shi did not know what to say.



“Go on. Take action against Li Gan and repott it right away
to the higher-ups.”

“Nothing doing!” Qiao protested vehemently. “How serious
is Li Gan’s mistake after all? Tong Zhen’s already been trans-
ferred. If Li’s dismissed, you'll have taken my two best people.
Then how can I run this plant?”

Tie’s lips trembled, his hackles were up. In the municipal com-
mittee, he had spoken up for them, defended them, but instead
of appreciating this they were turning a deaf ear to his advice.
He retorted, “It seems I have to wash my hands of the Electrical
Machinery Plant.” With that he strode out of the office.

Shi Gan hurried after him and caught up with him on the land-
ing. He wanted to persuade him to change his mind. But Tie
brushed him aside. “Comrade Shi,” he said, “the injury to your
tongue seems to have healed, but a damaged reputation doesn’t
heal so easily. Now you've once more aroused public opinion
against you. As a Party secretary, you've failed in your duty.
You haven’t held Qiao in check.”

Shi Gan watched his receding back, speechless. Tie eased
himself into his car which turned and sped out of the gate. Shi
wondered, “How could a good Party worker become such an
‘arbiter’> He poses as impattial, but in fact he supports wrong
trends and opens fire on revolutionary forces. That’s no way for
our Party’s leading comrades to behave!”

¥/

Qiao returned to his office thoroughly depressed. He had recently
been very busy and grumpy. The Foreign Trade Bureau had held
up the export of his dynamos on the pretext that they had too
much work to handle. As the plant was still paying taxes and
fines, this meant its capital turnover was affected. Telegrams
kept pouring in from foreign customers demanding delivery of
the goods they had ordered. Qiao was pretty sure that this was
another of Ji Shen’s dirty tricks, to force him to give up the sales
right. But Ji, when questioned, fobbed him off by saying that he
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could do nothing about it since he had left the bureau. Qiao
discussed it with Xi, but they could find no solution. Driven to
desperation, he made up his mind to see Secretary Wang.

The door opened to admit Shi Gan, Li Gan and several others
of the production department. Li handed him a few telegrams.
Qiao looked them over and flew into a rage. Some big foreign
firms were cancelling their contracts because the goods were not
delivered on time. Others claimed indemnity for the long delay.
The sum totalled three million yuan!

“Damn it!” Qiao flared up. ‘“‘Attack from both inside and
outside.” He threw the telegrams on the desk and started out.
But Shi barred his way to ask, “Whete are you going?”

“The municipal Party committee. If I can’t win this case, T'll
resign. Make Ji Shen the manager. They can do whatever they
like.”

“How shall we answer these?” Li Gan asked, pointing to the
telegrams.

“If they want to back out, let them. If our goods are delayed,
they have the right to fine us. We're the ones who've broken the
contracts and lost credit! Where's Xi?”

“He’s directing the test of rotors in the Experimental Work-
shop,” Li replied. “After that, he’ll have to go to the warehouse
which is packed with dynamos — can’t hold any more. With the
end of the year coming, a lot more will be turned out. Where
are we to put them? He’s got to tackle the problem.”

Qiao turned to Shi and said, “Tell him to take charge of the
production of the whole plant. If our problems can’t be solved in
the municipality, I'll go to Beijing.”

Li reminded him, “QOur sales group in Hongkong wants to
know whether or not to accept new orders.”

“No! The Foreign Trade Bureau is on our necks now. If we
accept more orders, we'll break our contracts again and be fined
more money.” Having said that, Qiao turned to leave.

“Just a minute!” Shi stopped him, and after a moment’s thought
said, “No matter who’s responsible for the delay, we Chinese
ate to blame. We mustn’t let feeling interfere with our judgement,
or lose our temper with out customers.”
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“Yes! Right!” Li supported him.

Shi told Li Gan, “Reply to our customers in good faith. We'll
pay for their losses according to our contracts. Explain to those
who want to cancel their contracts that, first, we admit our fault,
secondly, we hope they’ll wait and we’ll dispatch the products as
scon as we can. Accept new orders in Hongkong and sign con-
tracts immediately. We can’t turn away prospective customers.
Qiao, what do you think?”

Qiao looked at the Pacty sceretary for a moment, then signalled
abruptly to Li Gan. “Do as Shi says.”

Li and thc others lcft in high spirits.

Shi fixed his sharp eyes on Qiao, looking very scrious. “Qiao,”
he said, “what’s the matter with you these days? You lose your
temper far too easily. What do you mean by resigning? Forgotten
your resolution? Forgotten what you said when you hauled me
back here? The truth is, I'm raring to go now. The boat is in
mid-stream, but you want to throw away the pole! You're not
yourself!  You ought to have been prepared for all this. The
climax is yet to come.”

Lowering his eyes, Qiac muttered his agreement.

“You stick to your work here,” Shi went on more mildly. “Leave
the other business to me. First I'll go to the municipal Party com-
mittee. If nothing comes of that, I'll round up Director Huo and
go to Vice-minister Che of the Ministry of Machine Building. If
necessary, we may ask him to take the case to the State Council.
If all this should fail, we can give up the sales right, but our
dynamos mustn’t be delayed any more. Anyway, all moncy earned
goes to the state.”

Before Qiao could speak, there was a sudden hubbub of voices
outside the window. The noise came nearer and nearer, approach-
ing the door.

As soon as Shi and Qiao stepped outside, they were surrounded
by a crowd of people all talking at once. Some even gripped Qiao’s
sleeve. Impossible to hear what they were saying.

Ma Changyou, the old fitter just returned from the technical
team’s tour, waved vigorously to quiet the others down. “Stop
making such a row! Now listen to me! Manager Qiao belongs
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to the Electrical Machinery Plant, to its nine thousand workers
and staff members. We workers support him. No one can dis-
miss him at random. We need him! We trust him!”

“Hear! Hear!” the others exclaimed. “We need him! We
trust him!”

The old man continued, “Let’s send two representatives to the
municipal Party committee. Tell them what the workers think of
Qiao.”

“Fine! Ma counts for one....
approval.

Shi called for silence. In a calm voice, he said, “Who says
Qiao’s been dismissed? Don’t you believe it! I give you my word
as Party secretary. If Qiao were to be dismissed, I'd have to be
punished first. I've done less work than he has but made more
mistakes.”

The workets looked at the Party secretary and were silent.

A sudden sting in his eyes, Shi shook his head and cried, “If
you trust me, I'll be your representative. I’ll convey your support
for Manager Qiao to the municipal Party committee.”

“Hear! Hear!”

Qiao did not speak. Fighting back tears, he gripped Shi’s hands,
then headed for a workshop.

L]

There was another roar of
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Shi Zhongxing

The Re-election

T was dusk as a grey sedan drove smoothly into the campus
I:JF Dongfang University and pulled up outside the entrance
of the Party committee offices. Back from a meeting in the
municipality, Jiang Hao, secretary of the university Party com-
mittee, entered the building, a bulging portfolio under his arm.
He seldom looked in the mirror, but at that moment he could
not help pausing in front of the one in the hall, stroking the hair
at his temples. Lean and neat in appearance, he had a slightly
weary look. His grey hairs and lines were increasing. However,
he felt very fit.

The only item left on the agenda of the university Party con-
gress was the re-clection for the Party committce. ‘The list of
candidates had been distributed to all the department tepresenta-
tives for consideration. At the meeting in the municipality that
afternoon, Jiang had reported on the progress of the re-election.
Now, as soon as he stepped into his office, he sent for the director
of the Party committee office. When he arrived, Jiang asked in

This story (« B ») by Shi Zhongxing ( #"12% ) has been translated from
People’s Literature (« NRIL¥ ») No. 10, 1979. Shi Zhongxing, in his forties,
is an editor of Wen Hui Bao, Shanghai.
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a rather relaxed tone, “Have all the departments finished dis-
cussing the list of the candidates?”

Shen Risheng, the capable and experienced director answered
tersely, “I've written a brief report on it and have had it mimeo-
graphed.” With that, he carefully placed on Jiang’s desk a copy
of the report smelling strongly of fresh ink. Jiang liked efficiency.
The relaxing of the crow’s-feet near the corners of his eyes show-
ed he was satisfied.

Taking up the report, Jiang glanced at his watch. It was
exactly eight o’clock, time for the news broadcast that he never
missed. He turned on the transistor radio on his desk and heard
the warm, mellifluous voice of the announcer reporting, “Mei
Guoren, a lecturer in the Department of Physics, Dongfang
University, has done some important research on the energy
spectrum that has aroused the interest of scientists both at home
and abroad.” Jiang listened attentively and then phoned Ding
Shancheng, deputy secretary of the Party committee.

“Hello Ding, did you hear the broadcast? Mei Guoren’s im-
portant research on the energy spectrum has just been announced!”

Apparently Ding did not know the news, as he murmured
through the receiver, “So what? We all know the Americans*
are far more advanced than us in scientific research. We can’t
compare with them!”

“Americans!?”  Jiang raised his voice. “It’'s Mei Guoren, a
lecturer in the Physics Department, the one who was cleared of
being a Rightist last month. You must see to it that his title is
restored as soon as possible.” As he replaced the receiver, Ding’s
answer, both amusing and annoying, still lingered in his ears.

He took up the copy of the report again. It was well-otganized
and compact. The general response of the representatives was
good. They warmly supported the candidates, believing that those
selected were proper and teliable, completely in keeping with the
wishes of all the Party members, administrative staff, lecturers
and students. The report analysed the three characteristics of the
list: it included a large proportion of old revolutionaries, a few

* “American’ is pronounced meiguo rer in Chinese, which is similar to the
name Mei Guoren.
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famous academics and not one person who had bcen mixed up
with the “gang of four”. Jiang was somewhat cheered by that,
but he thought the analysis was too swecping, as it overlooked
the glaring fault, that there were hardly any young candidates on
the list. Jiang had heard such opinions at the group discussions.
Why didn’t the report include these? He asked Shen for the
notes of two group discussions, one from the departments of
liberal arts, the other from the science departments. As he leafed
through them slowly, a passage in the one from the science de-
partments aroused his attention. It read:

In 1952 the average age of the members of our first Party
Committee was thirty-one. That of the candidates this time
is fifty-seven. Isn’t this a bit too old?

Jiang frowned as he read on:

What is the ctiterion for nominating a candidate? Does it
depend on his political character and ability to lead, or is it

merely because he was formerly a secretary or committee
member?

Jiang murmured in agreement. The questioner sounded rea-
sonable and had voiced some of his own thoughts. Jiang was
fully aware that the masses would oppose his nominating Ding,
but since all the other deputy Party secretaries had already been
reinstated, he thought he could not make an exception of Ding.
He wondered who had been the speaker. When he saw it was
Tang Zhaolin, his eyes flashed with excitement.

Since Jiang had only recently come back, he did not know much
about the changes among the leading personnel in the university
during the past few years. But he had some imptession of Tang.
It was on the third day after his return that Ding had submitted
an application to him for examination and approval, for the im-
portation of a monocrystal furnace. This embarrassed Jiang, for
he did not know its use or cost. As he was about to ask some
comrades in the Science Department for details, in came a slim




and frail-looking woman in blue overalls. She claimed that the
Party committee had made a mistake in the application. What
their department wanted was an energy spectrum apparatus and
not a monocrystal furnace, which they had alteady successfully
trial-produced and which would have cost onc million yuan to
import. Jiang breke out in a cold sweat. Had he casually signed
the form, the state would have wasted all that money. Before
the woman left, she suggested seriously, “All lcading comrades
in the Party committee should study the rudiments of the natural
sciences so that they can become more professional. This way
they can avoid such confusions.” The woman was Tang, sccretary
of the Party branch of the Physics Department. She scemed to
have a lot of complaints about the leading cadres, who, for a
long time, had lived in a blissful state of ignorance.

Shen entered again. Pointing at the notes of the discussions
Jiang asked, “Why didn’t you eater Comrade Tang Zhaolin’s
opinions in the report?”

His cheek muscles twitching, Shen replied, “She’s always com-
plaining about our old comrades. Better not spread her views.”

“Nonsense!” Giving Shen a stern look, Jiang said nothing
more.

Noticing the change in Jiang’s expression, Shen walked out and,
in no time, returned with a picture, which he put on Jiang’s desk.

“Have a look at this,” he said.

It was a cartoon of a man who looked like a leading cadre
lounging in an armchair. A pen in one hand, he was signing
papers, while his eyes were glued to the Reference News.

“Who did this?” Jiang asked, gazing at thc picture.

“A young lecturer in the Physics Department. Probably he
was influenced by the secretary of their Party branch!”

Jiang made no response.

Blinking, Shen added, “The Physics Department lecturers’
Party branch didn’t do a good job this time. Professor Shao
Kaifan was nominated as a candidate, but he still hasn’t accepted
the nomination. The old fellow said he wasn’t suitable for the
job and asked the Party committee to reconsider the matter.”
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“You didn’t mention this in your report either,” Jiang remark-
cd, looking into Shen’s eyes.

The director was silent, but the muscles on his cheeks suddenly
tensed.

Jiang said no more. Having gone through some of the papers,
he left the office.

2

In front of the Party committee offices, the neatly planted holly
and tall poplars made clear shadows in the moonlight and the
street lamps. The faint fragrance of winter jasmine and a late-
blossoming red plum tree was carried over by the breeze. All
sounds were hushed on the campus. However, from the lights
which shone through the windows of the buildings, Jiang imagin-
ed the people studying hard, eagerly trying to realize China’s
modernization. As he walked past the old lecture hall behind a
row of pine trees, he heard a woman’s clear, mellow voice com-
ing from it.

She was saying, ““Achievements like the high-speed clectronic
computer and remote control in guided missiles and in space
flights are based on research into solid-state physics. The solid
energy spectrum Comrade Mei Guoren now working on is basic
to understanding the secret of solidity.”

Who could it be? Jiang halted, puzzled. There were usually
no evening lectures. Making his way round the pines he camc
closer to the lecture theatre and looked through a window. The
auditorium was full. Many in the audience were from the
university administration. The lecturer in the b'ue overalls stand-
ing on the rostrum was none other than Tang! From her pretty
face, with its long brows, her dark eyes flashed with a soft, fer-
vent light. Jiang recalled Tang’s suggestion at the group dis-
cussion on the work report of the Party committec that a basic
course on science should be arranged for the Party and adminis-
trative cadres. He had not realized it had already started. For
fear of interrupting her lecture, he did not enter, but leaned
against the window listening. Tang was good at connecting her
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subject with everyday phenomena, explaining the profound in
such simple terms that even Jiang could understand most of the
contents. This lecture gave him a clear picture of the significance
and value of Mei Guoren’s work.

Jiang had not expected that he would have been diverted by
Tang’s lecture on his way to visit Professor Shao. As soon as it
was over, he quickly skirted round the row of pines and hasten-
ed there.

Professor Shao lived in a two-storeyed building at thc cast end
of the living quarters for staff and workers. In front of the door
was a small plot of paprika. As Jiang passed the plot he heard
a loud crash coming from upstairs. He hurriedly entered and
ran upstairs, where he found the professor standing on the desk
trying to reach some books on the top shelf of the bookcase. A
copy of Solid-state Physics, as thick as a brick, had slipped from
his hand and smashed the thermos flask on the floor. Mrs Shao,
having heard the sound, rushed into the room and scolded him
while sweeping up the fragments, “You’re crazy climbing up and
down like that! Don’t you know you’re no longer young!”

Chuckling Shao smoothed back his few hairs. With a boyish
look, he countered, “You think I'm old? My seventy-three years
are like thirty-seven to me!” When he raised his eyes to find the
secretary of the Party committee standing smiling by the door,
he immediately blushed like a primary schoolchild. As hc was
about to step on the chair, Jiang approached the desk and helped
him down lightly.

“Professor Shao,’

H

Jiang tcased him, “your mountaineering
activities are no joke!”

Shao laughed, “A false alarm! Just a falsc alarm!”

“He’s not often so happy,” his quiet and refined wife explain-
ed. “He heard from the broadcast that Guoren’s research had
caught the attention of physicists. He’s too happy for words.”

Bending down to pick up the book, Shao said jubilantly, “I'm
so happy because Mei Guoren’s work is a breakthrough in re-
search on solid-state physics!”

“Also because his teacher has taught him well!” Jiang laughed.

The old professor offered Jiang a seat and then, taking his,
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sighed, “I’'m ashamed to say that as his tutor I didn’t do much.
Zhaolin played the key role.”

“You mean Tang Zhaolin?”

Turning to face Jiang, Shao continued, “Yes. She borrowed
in her own name a great amount of materials Mei Guoren need-
ed for his research.”

“Why did she have to do that?” Jiang wondered.

‘“Because Mei Guoren was once labelled as a Rightist,” re-
plied Shao, checking his anger.

“But it’s absurd!” Jiang exploded. “When his case was
cleared it meant he was never a Rightist.”

“Comrade Jiang Hao,” Shao said sincerely, “it wasn’t too dif-
ficult to implement the circular the Central Party Committee is-
sued to clear the names of the misjudged Rightists, though there
were some obstructions. But it is really hard to change ideas
alrcady formed in people’s minds. Excuse my frankness, but in
our university there are some people who like to start political
campaigns, criticizing and denouncing others, scparating them in-
to left, right and centre and labelling lecturers as bourgeois in-
tellectuals. Otherwise they’d feel life dull, they’d be out of work!”

Jiang gravely waited for Shao to go on.

The old professor took a sip of tea and continued, “Long be-
foré the Cultural Revolution, Mei Guoren’s Rightist label was
removed,* but he was transferred to the reference room. He
worked very hard there. Apart from doing his work methodical-
ly, be chose himself a subject on which he wrote an article and
brought it to me for comments. It happened that Zhaolin was
clected sccretary of the Party branch, so I asked for her opinion.
She laughed at my fears and said that since his Rightist label
had been removed, he was certainly no longer a Rightist. She
sent the article I had checked to an academic journal. But be-
fore it came out, I was already under severe criticism. They said
I had ganged up with the Rightists to overthrow the Communist
leadership. Zhaolin also suffered much. But a person’s strength
of character is tested in a crisis....” Shao broke off, suddenly

* Meaning he was officially considered as having mended his ways.
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changing the topic, ‘“Jiang, many comrades in our department
nominated Tang Zhaolin for a Party committee member, so why
put me on the list just to make up the number?”

“You shouldn’t talk like that,” Jiang corrected him. “Your
actions in the Cultural Revolution, your achievements in teaching
and research are known to all.”

“Well, 'm seventy-three and I can’t ignorc the law that the
new will replace the old. Better to usc my limited time doing
something worthwhile than being a committee mecmber only in
name.”” At that moment a metcor shot across the sky outside the
window. The sight struck a chord in his heart. “Look,” he add-
ed, “it blazed before it perished. I hope 1 can shed my light
once again — revising this Solid-state Physics of mine.”

Seized by a wave of warmth, Jiang declared, “Professor Shao,
you've so much energy, you'll certainly complete it!”

“You approve my request?” Shao was as delighted as a
child. “To be honest, 2 man like me isn’t cut out for committece
work., They put me on the list merely because they want my
name. In my opinion, those who know nothing about teaching or
research work and feel proud of their ignorance are not qualified
to be leading cadres either. We should add one more moderniza-
tion to the present four, that is, the modernization of our cadres!
Promote those who have both professional knowledge and the
ability to lead. In