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Introduction





The editors at Faber and Faber talk to the author about the plays in this collection.


Q: You wrote Fanshen in 1974 for the Joint Stock Company. It’s the only play of yours which is based on a book.


Yes. A couple of years before, Max Stafford-Clark and I had joined up with the producer David Aukin to form a travelling theatre company. The plan was to continue the work of Portable Theatre, which had recently gone bankrupt. Max then brought in William Gaskill from the Royal Court. Bill had always been frustrated at the Court that he couldn’t create a genuine ensemble. Nor had he had time to do the exploratory work with actors that he so loved. So together he and Max began some casual evening workshops, using a book Heathcote Williams had written about the men and women you see speechmaking at Hyde Park Corner. After several months, they collected together this distinctive mix of written word, improvisation and direct observation, and mounted a wonderfully lively play called The Speakers. When I saw it, I knew they were on to something really exciting, and, quite simply, I wanted to be part of it.


Q: So was Fanshen your idea?


Not at all. The actress Pauline Melville had read William Hinton’s book and taken it to Gaskill, saying she thought it would make an interesting play. Bill was understandably daunted by it. It’s a six-hundred page history of the experiences of one village during the land-reform programme that transformed China at the end of the 40s. It tells how a backward peasantry was given the chance to use techniques of public appraisal and self-criticism to take control of their own affairs. At the heart of it is the eternal question of how a democracy should police itself to ensure that it is genuinely democratic. Hinton was a farmer from a radical background. He was sent as a tractor technician from the US to help with the programme. Being a polymath, he had accumulated an extraordinary amount of detail. So it was with great caution that Bill gave me the book some time in 1974 and asked me if I thought I could make anything of it.


Q: I believe the Joint Stock method was to do a preliminary workshop with a group of actors and then to send the writer away for a period on their own.


Well, yes, that’s what the method became. It was trial and error. As Joint Stock became more celebrated, so the method evolved. Like all good methods, it was flexible. Gaskill had run this country’s leading new play theatre. Max had also presented many living playwrights. So there was never any question of interfering with the authorship of the play. Actors and directors contributed, but they did not dictate. The workshop was there to enrich and inform the play, but it was not intended to provide you either with structure or dialogue. Of course as the writer, you were expected to argue for your point of view – I remember the first reading of the finished play as a particular disaster and finding my back against the wall for several weeks after it – but, finally, you knew you were working with people who had an almost moral sense of the supremacy of the playwright’s imagination. From the perspective of the 90s, with the rise of director’s theatre and the stultifying condescension of so-called ‘writers’ workshops’ which are all the rage in the US – and which consist mostly of directors who can’t write interfering with playwrights who can – it’s impossible not to be nostalgic for those days.


Q: When the play was finished and in performance, William Hinton came over and insisted on some changes to the text.


Yes. I had no problem with that. After all, the book had taken him fifteen years to write. His notes had been seized, first by the US Customs, then again by the Senate. When we had asked to make a play from his book, he had not expected us to succeed. Others had tried before and failed. But as soon as he read the reviews he was on the plane. He was a Marxist, and I wasn’t. So, inevitably, there was some trading about emphasis. But I believe the final play achieves a classical balance.


Q: A number of critics have observed, however, that Fanshen is quite unlike your other plays – that it has a distinctive tone of voice. You wrote differently for the group than when you wrote for yourself.


Yes, I think that’s fair.


Q: The play is frequently revived. How does it play now, in the less heady climate of the 90s?


What’s so interesting is that although you see it from a different perspective, it works just as well. Hinton’s book brilliantly foreshadows the questions which went on to grip all political leaders in the last part of the century. Can you have equity without abundance? How do you reconcile the demands of plenty and the demands of justice?


Q: This argument, of course, carries on in A Map of the World. Why was this play premiered in Adelaide?


I almost never do commissioned work. Like a lot of writers, I feel uneasy when asked to write to order. If you say anything at all in advance about a play you’re planning, then you create an idea of it in the producer’s imagination. They’re invariably disappointed when they don’t get what they’re expecting. It’s always seemed to me a playwright should work alone and in silence. That way, when you hand it in, it’s a gift, not a let-down.


Q: But you broke your rule with this play?


I liked Jim Sharman so much. He is the son of an Australian circus-owner and had directed Jesus Christ Superstar. He had taken over the running of the Adelaide Festival for 1982. He wanted an American play from Sam Shepard and an English play from me, to run side by side. I had been very struck by reading something the Goncourt brothers said. Somewhere they express their admiration for medieval Japanese painters who, once they had perfected a style, not only started out on a new one, but actually changed their names when they did so. This way they hoped to avoid becoming what the brothers call ‘prisoners of a reputation’. It was irresistible for me to be asked to travel ten thousand miles to try and re-make myself into a different kind of playwright.


Q: A Map of the World almost overflows with subject matter.


Perhaps I took on too much. A Martian visiting this planet would of course observe that a minority of us live in great luxury and comfort, and that the majority of us live in squalor and deprivation. Two-thirds of us have never made a telephone call. But I think they would also observe how few of us in the minority ever make any mention of these facts. The wretched of the earth are, for some reason, rarely thought to be a suitable subject for the arts. I was ambivalent about being able to represent the poor themselves. But I did feel qualified to write about our attitudes to them. The centre of the play is a debate in a Bombay hotel between a famous writer, Victor Mehta, who has an exquisite contempt for the crasser side of militant Third Worldism, and a young journalist, Stephen Andrews, who has an equally eloquent anger at people’s readiness to accept the world as it is. Almost any decent writer will recognize something familiar in Victor’s cultivated fastidiousness. And then the balance, I hope, is provided by Stephen’s well-grounded indignation.


However, plays of Shavian argument always leave me dissatisfied, because they perpetuate the false idea that human beings can be reduced to their opinions. I wanted to add another layer, to address the problem of subjectivity. Those of us who have spent our lives on the left are prone to banging on about something called ‘the truth’. Yet, if we’re honest, we know that the truth is a difficult thing to establish outside an unreliable context of memory and opinion. So there is a second plot. A film is being made years later. It is based on the book Mehta wrote about the original events, but it travesties them. What once seemed certain and clear has by now slipped out of everybody’s grasp.


Q: The play weaves in fact between the two locations – the hotel itself and the film-set of the hotel.


That’s right. It sounds complicated, but in my opinion, it plays very clearly. The problems of the play come much more from the figure of Peggy Whitton, the young actress who volunteers to give herself to whichever of the two men wins the argument. Peggy was played first in Australia by Penny Downie, then in England by Diana Quick, then in New York by Elizabeth McGovern. All three reported the same hostility from the public. Nothing they did would make the audience accept the basic likelihood of Peggy’s action.


Q: Throughout your writing, there are examples of twin plays – one for the stage and one for television.


Licking Hitler and Plenty are an obvious couple. And now again, A Map of the World and Saigon: Year of the Cat.


It’s true they were produced at the same time. And yet I think of them as very different. There is no governing metaphor in A Map of the World. It’s far too complex and diffuse for that. Saigon, on the other hand, is about a place which is as much in the mind as in historical reality. When I had visited Vietnam during the phoney peace in 1974 – between the Paris Peace Agreement and the final fall of the South – I had been intensely moved by the town of Saigon. What struck me was that everyone went about their life as if it would go on for ever. And yet in their hearts people knew that the end was near. They just refused to acknowledge it in their daily behaviour. What’s more, when the end did come, the Americans, at least, could not cope with the reality of it. They simply could not accept or understand the fact that they had been defeated. So this suddenly seemed to me the occasion for a wonderful, almost Chekhovian theme: how a whole society may be bent on denying reality.


Q: Your Vietnam is quite unlike any other film-maker’s. There’s so little violence, so little war.


The war is there by implication. If you went to Saigon itself then what struck you most most was how absent the war was, not how present. The city still was extraordinarily attractive, almost languorous. The old French avenues, clubs and restaurants still worked their charm. And for many people life remained exceptionally pleasant. It seemed to me a great idea to look at the war from the point of view of a non-combatant – a middle-aged Englishwoman, Barbara Dean, working in a Vietnamese bank.


Q: It’s one of the few films about the war in which the Vietnamese themselves seem to be human beings, not just vicious dots to be blasted off the screen.


Good, I’m glad you feel that, because that was the intention. I was tired of films from the American point of view. All about what a tragedy the whole thing was for America. Oh yes? Well, it wasn’t so great for the Vietnamese. By chance, I went back to Vietnam recently and I found its spirit essentially unchanged. They still are a stunningly likeable people, with a very distinctive mix of melancholy and purposefulness. The Cercle Sportif which features so strongly in the film is still there, but now open to a different, more down-at-heel clientele. By a great irony, as I approached the American Embassy where so much of Saigon is set, the Vietnamese were wheeling filing cabinets down the front path. They, in their turn, were now evacuating the building, with the intention of handing it back to the Americans! My visit was a miracle of timing.


Q: There are these three works which are all about Asia, and then suddenly in The Bay at Nice, you write a play about Russia. Where on earth does this one come from?


It’s a rogue play, in every sense. But it’s one of which I’m extremely fond. I wanted to write a double bill: one play was to be set in Russia, the other in the US. It was to offer a kind of cold war contrast. Then I had a second notion, which didn’t work at all. In the Greek manner, an essentially serious play would be followed by something erotic. Pornographic, in fact. But stage pornography is incredibly difficult, and I abandoned the task. So instead I ended up with a kind of bastard comedy about spoilt Americans. It was called Wrecked Eggs. It’s not a play I want to preserve in this volume. It was satire, and what’s worse, it was tepid.


Q: But the first half of the bill was The Bay at Nice?


All through the 80s I became more and more interested in the visual arts. I remember visiting a Lucien Freud exhibition and experiencing a blind jealousy that a painter could achieve exactly the kind of dramatic portraiture I sought in the theatre, but with an infinitely more effective economy of means. Plays are so much labour, compared with painting.


Q: The Bay at Nice is set in the Hermitage Museum in Leningrad. An older woman, a former pupil, is called in to authenticate a painting of Matisse’s.


Yes, and crucially you must add that it’s set in the 1950s. I wanted to contrast the heady days at the beginning of the century when Valentina studied with Matisse in Paris with some of the deadliest moments of Soviet conformity. Nothing is more exciting than that moment at which an avant-garde first makes its breakthrough. There’s always a curious innocence, even when – as with Man Ray, say, or Picasso – the subject matter is ostensibly quite dark. At one level, of course, The Bay at Nice is about the relationship between the everyday and the sublime, between mediocrity and genius – with, I hope, an equal amount of respect for both. For someone like Valentina’s daughter, Sophia, just to get through the day in the hideous reality of mid-century Russia is as great a triumph, in its way, as any painting of Matisse’s.


Q: There is a very definite change of tone here in your work. It’s the first play of yours you could call sweet.


It’s a kind-hearted play, yes.


Q: It also has a great virtuoso central role.


By this time I’d worked with some of the greatest actresses in the world. But there’s never been one I admired more than Irene Worth. She’s slightly like Laurette Taylor – at once legendary, and also caviare to the general. Everyone else looks a bit vulgar beside her. You almost have to work in the theatre to appreciate how extraordinary she is. There’s a bone-dry combination of austerity and adventurousness in her acting. You never know what she’s going to do next. But she can break your heart with a single phrase. I still meet people who boast they were lucky enough to see Irene Worth and Zoë Wanamaker in The Bay at Nice.


Q: The Bay at Nice was followed very quickly by The Secret Rapture.


I’ve never written a play so fast in my life. I had thought about it a good deal, haunted, as usual, by an opening image – the daughter grieving at the bed of the father. But once I began to write, it was as if my whole spirit had been taken over. I knew I had stumbled on this magnificent theme: that good people bring out the worst in all of us. As I have said before, God does not have to do anything in Paradise Lost. It is his very existence which drives the Devil crazy. Once I had hit on this idea, I just couldn’t get the words down fast enough.


Q: Isn’t there a danger when a writer produces work at this speed? Can’t it seem banal in the cold light of day?


Ah, well, this is Middleton Murry’s famous objection to King Lear. Murry hated King Lear because it scared him. He said it gave the impression of a writer possessed. The author, he said, was not in control of his material. It was in control of him. Now, to me, that is of course the glory of King Lear – that the greatest of all playwrights produced a work which I’m fairly sure even he did not wholly understand.


Q: What does the title mean?


There is a great deal that I cannot justify or explain in the play. The title itself is a mystery. I believed that I had read a theological work which explained that the moment when a nun would finally consummate her marriage to Christ – that’s to say, the moment of death – was technically known as the secret rapture. But when a researcher was set to finding the origin of this phrase, he established that no such term actually exists.


Q: So you’ve contributed the concept to theology?


You could say! But, at some deeper level, the play is embedded in the irrational. After all, its mainspring is the injustice of love. We can never say why we will do something for one human being which we will not do for another. For some reason, Isobel is willing to make sacrifices for Katherine which she is unwilling to make for Irwin. It is this basic unfairness which Irwin cannot understand, and which finally drives him to violence.


Q: Although the play darkens as it goes on, the first half contains a great deal of social satire about the 80s. The older sister, Marion, seems to arrive almost full-blown from your similar portrayal of a Tory MP in the film Paris By Night.


I’d had this extraordinary experience. I was staying with some friends in the country, and a junior minister came to dinner, freshly exhausted from the Conservatives’ third election victory in 1987. As we were eating, everyone fell to talking about how much money they’d made from their investments in the previous eighteen months. And I sat there like an idiot, the only person in the room who hadn’t realised that this fantastic financial boom had been going on. I’d missed the gravy train. And my first feeling was not one of contempt or of anger, but of utter foolishness, of exclusion. Open, boastful money-making was now woven into the fabric of middle-class English life. At that moment I suppose I knew something had definitively changed.


Q: In performance, The Secret Rapture comes across as one of the most passionate of your plays.


By what turned out to be a fortunate coincidence, I was away filming during the rehearsals of the original production. So the work was shaped in my absence. The play had been somewhat rushed on, and the director was Howard Davies, whom at that time I barely knew. Not only was I not on hand to watch the work develop, but, interestingly, I also couldn’t do my usual re-writing. Howard was then kind enough to arrange a run-through at a time I could manage. To my amazement he had directed the play as if it were by Tennessee Williams – at an emotional pitch far higher than I was expecting. In particular, the row at the beginning of the second act between Isobel and Irwin was electric. The whole thing was a revelation. I shall always be grateful to Howard for it. He showed me something I only half-knew was there.


Q: It’s also the first of a whole series of plays you write which are concerned with the idea of goodness.


In defiance of theatrical lore, I see no reason why goodness should not be interesting on the stage.
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Act One








Fanshen is an accurate historical record of what once happened in one village four hundred miles south-west of Peking.


Every revolution creates new words. The Chinese revolution created a whole new vocabulary. A most important word in this vocabulary was ‘fanshen’. Literally it means ‘to turn the body’ or ‘to turn over’. To China’s hundreds of millions of landless and land-poor peasants it meant to stand up, to throw off the landlord yoke, to gain land, stock, implements and houses. But it meant much more than this. It meant to enter a new world. That is why the book is called Fanshen. It is the story of how the peasants of Long Bow built a new world.


This version of William Hinton’s book should be played with about nine actors taking the thirty or so parts. There are no sets, and no lighting cues. It should be performed using authentic props and costumes. At one end of the acting area is a small raised platform on which certain scenes are played. The rest of the acting area thrusts forward into the audience.


SECTION ONE


When the audience are in, the actors appear one by one with a piece of information. Then they begin to work on stage at their land, or washing, or begging, or watching until they form a whole picture of the village.




Ch’ung-lai’s wife   The village of Long Bow is situated four hundred miles south-west of Peking. One thousand people live there. In 1946 nearly all the people lived off the land. Landlords claimed from fifty to seventy per cent of their tenants’ crop in rent. The rate of interest on loans went as high as one hundred per cent every twenty days. I am Ch’ung-lai’s wife. I have no land.


Cheng-k’uan   A family might possess a few sections of house, each section six foot by nine, made of adobe and straw. Each person might own a quilt, a quilted jacket, cotton trousers, cotton shoes. A bowl.


   I am Cheng-k’uan. I have one acre.


T’ien-ming   The soil of Long Bow was poor. Without manure nothing would grow. The main manure was human manure, the foundation of the whole economy.


   I am T’ien-ming. I have half an acre.


Hu Hsueh-chen   Chinese peasant women had their marriages arranged by their parents, and were often sold as children into landlords’ households. Only when a woman became a mother-in-law in her own home did she command any power in a household. All the older women had their feet bound when they were young and could only move short distances.


   I am Hu Hsueh-chen, beggar. No land.


Fa-liang   In Long Bow landlords and rich peasants owned two acres or more per head. Middle peasants owned one acre, poor peasants half an acre per head. Hired labourers owned no land at all.


   I am Fa-liang, a hired labourer.


Shen Ching-ho   By far the largest building in Long Bow was the Catholic church, a Gothic building built in 1916 by Belgian Catholics. It acted as a bank and orphanage. Many of the poor of Long Bow bought their wives from the orphanage because it was cheaper.


   I am Shen Ching-ho, a landlord. Twenty-three acres.


Man-hsi   For thousands of years China was ruled by emperors. When the Japanese invaded most of the country was controlled by the Nationalist Party, the Kuomintang, under Chiang Kai-shek. Throughout the Japanese occupation, the most successful and only lasting resistance was organized by the Communist Eighth Route Army. By 1945 when the Japanese left, parts of China were controlled by the Nationalists and parts by the Communists. Long Bow was at the edge.


   Man-hsi. Half an acre.


Yu-lai   (holding up a copy) This is the book Fanshen by William Hinton.* 


   I am Yu-lai, an ex-bandit.


Tui-chin   Literally the word ‘fanshen’ means to turn the body or to turn over. This is a record of one village’s life between 1945 and 1949. Many of the characters are still alive.


The peasants work. The landlord on the platform watches.


Then he leaves.


The house lights go down.





1


T’ien-ming boxes the compass with a megaphone from on top of the church tower.




T’ien-ming   There will be a meeting. There will be a meeting today. In the square after the noon meal. There will be a meeting.


The men look up from their work.


Fa-liang   A meeting.


Tui-chin   Twenty years ago we had a meeting.


Cheng-k’uan   About the church, about who owned the vegetable garden.


Tui-chin shrugs and smiles.


Tui-chin   Another meeting.


They move from work and gather in the square. They squat down and wait till they are joined. Meanwhile the following scene is played simultaneously. Kuo Te-yu is being guarded by Man-hsi. He carries his rifle like a hoe with a red tassel on the end. The scene is played on the platform. T’ien-ming comes in.


T’ien-ming   A battle. Eight miles away. Outside Changchih.


Man-hsi   Are we winning?


T’ien-ming  Not yet.


Man-hsi   Then we can’t go ahead.


T’ien-ming   Tie him up.


Man-hsi   T’ien-ming.


T’ien-ming   Tie him up. We have messages telling us the Eighth Route Army have liberated fifty million people. Three hundred thousand square miles.


Man-hsi   But for how long?


T’ien-ming  It doesn’t matter. Elsewhere the Japanese are handing over only to the Kuomintang.


Kuo Te-yu moans.


Be quiet. The Kuomintang are leaving in wartime puppet governments, puppet troops. They even have the Japanese fighting for them against us in places.


Man-hsi   Then we must wait till we know …


T’ien-ming   The Kuomintang are throwing their troops into regaining the Liberated Areas. Civil war.


Man-hsi   If it’s still going on, the people will be frightened to …


T’ien-ming   What else can we do? Get that leg up.


Man-hsi   Can’t we wait? Can’t we wait for victory before we begin?


T’ien-ming   No. Above our heads?


Man-hsi   Very good.


T’ien-ming   Make a show.


They hoist the trussed Kuo Te-yu above their heads.


There is a crack in history one inch wide. We fought for it and we must use it.


They hoist Kuo Te-yu down from the platform. They carry him out and throw him down in front of the crowd.


Countrymen. Your eight years’ suffering, your eight years at the hands of the Japanese are over. Their troops have gone. Now – revenge on traitors.


Cheers from the crowd.


Kuo Te-yu was head of the village for the last two years of the Japanese occupation. He was a collaborator.


Peasants Kill him. Rape his mother.


T’ien-ming   Yes. But with your help.


Man-hsi stands back from the bundle.


T’ien-ming   You all suffered under this man. You all know what he did. I therefore am asking you to speak it out. We are asking for your help. No one has ever asked your help before. Look at him. There’s nothing to fear. You can touch him. Everyone here has a grievance, everyone here has the right to accuse, we all have the same thoughts in our heads. Those of us who fought in the resistance are now asking for your help. You must be the ones to beat down traitors, you must accuse. Who will be the first to speak?


Silence. People move slightly away from the bundle.


Fa-liang, what are you thinking? Cheng-k’uan? Tui-chin, have you …


Silence.


Release him.


Man-hsi   He …


T’ien-ming   Untie the ropes.


Man-hsi starts to undo the bundle. The people watch. Then Yu-lai gets up slowly.


Yu-lai   Why not just take him up into the hills …


T’ien-ming   No …


Yu-lai   And do whatever you want, shoot him, it’s your …


T’ien-ming  He must be tried, in public, by the peasants of Long Bow, by the people he’s oppressed …


Yu-lai   You’re just afraid to kill him yourself …


They start speaking simultaneously, each riding over the other’s sentences. Yu-lai lecturing at T’ien-ming.


T’ien-ming   No …


Yu-lai   Because the Kuomintang are eight miles away …


T’ien-ming   I’m asking for your help …


Yu-lai   And if they come back …


T’ien-ming   No one has ever asked anything of you before …


Yu-lai   Then Kuo Te-yu will be reappointed …


T’ien-ming   I am asking you to speak out your memories …


Yu-lai   And anyone who has spoken at the meeting today …


T’ien-ming   That’s all, to say what we all know …


Yu-lai   Anyone who has taken part in the struggle …


T’ien-ming   Just to speak it out.


Yu-lai   Will be shot. Tell them that.


Pause.


T’ien-ming   So what are you saying?


Yu-lai   What are you saying?


T’ien-ming   Would you prefer to live under the Kuomintang? Would you like Kuo Te-yu reappointed? Your harvest seized, your goods impounded, your friends in the resistance shot? You want to see more of your friends hanged by the hair until their scalp comes away from their skull? (Pause.) Then what are you saying?


Yu-lai   I’m saying …


T’ien-ming   Yes?


Yu-lai   Those who accuse collaborators may themselves be killed.


T’ien-ming   Yes. (Pause.) So will you speak first?


Pause. Yu-lai stuck. T’ien-ming smiles.


Wang Yu-lai?


Yu-lai   Don’t laugh at me.


T’ien-ming   I’m not laughing.


Yu-lai   If you …


T’ien-ming   Of course, if you’re frightened …


Yu-lai   Wait. I’m thinking.


The villagers smile, enjoying Yu-lai’s difficulty. Then slowly he sits down.


Give me time to think.


Kuo Te-yu is now untied. T’ien-ming stares hard at the crowd.


T’ien-ming  The resistance worked eight years. Some of you … silently supported us, in secret. Now the war against the Japanese is over, a civil war may begin. If we cannot beat down the traitors … (He moves towards Kuo.) You’re frightened of him. There’s nothing. Look. (He puts his finger inside Kuo’s mouth, between his teeth. Holds it there. Looks at the crowd. Takes it out.) There’s nothing there.


Yu-lai   You’ve paid him not to bite you.


T’ien-ming  Come here.


Yu-lai   No.


T’ien-ming   Come here.


Yu-lai looks round, then walks up. T’ien-ming places him dead opposite Kuo Te-yu.


Was this man a collaborator?


Yu-lai nods.


Did you suffer at his hands?


Yu-lai nods.


Did he steal your harvest?


Yu-lai nods.


Did he butcher your friends?


Yu-lai nods.


Accuse him.


A pause. Then Yu-lai strikes Kuo Te-yu across the face. Then he smashes a fist under his jaw. Kuo Te-yu falls back. Then Yu-lai picks him up, hits him again.


Accuse him.


Yu-lai stands him unsteadily on his feet, then takes a pace back.


Yu-lai   Shen So-tzu was tortured for eighteen days, starved and shot. He was responsible. He betrayed him to the Japanese. I saw the body. I know it happened.


T’ien-ming   Name him.


Yu-lai   Kuo Te-yu.


Yu-lai goes back and takes his place in the crowd. Silence. Then a voice from a man still sitting in the crowd.


Cheng-k’uan   Kung Lai-pao was cut to pieces with a samurai sword.


T’ien-ming   Stand up.


Cheng-k’uan   (stands) It was his treachery. Kuo Te-yu.


Fa-liang   I was made to hand over three bags of grain or told the Japanese would burn my whole crop. He took it away and kept it.


T’ien-ming   Name him.


Fa-liang   Kuo Te-yu.


Tui-chin   He sent me to work in the fields, I was never paid. One day …


Then an outbreak of shouting in the crowd, all on top of each other.


Cheng-k’uan   Kill the donkey’s tool.


Tui-chin   Rape his mother.


Man-hsi   Kill him.


They all rush forward on Kuo Te-yu and start a huge brawl. T’ien-ming throws himself in to try and protect Kuo Te-yu.


T’ien-ming   Leave him. Leave him. He’s only a puppet.


Kuo Te-yu   (screaming now) I carried orders, I was only carrying out orders.


T’ien-ming   Leave him.


He manages to clear a space for Kuo Te-yu.


He took orders. Let him testify.


Kuo Te-yu   I was told what to do.


Yu-lai   Who told you?


Kuo Te-yu   Wen Ch’i-Yun …


T’ien-ming   Commander of the puppet garrison, Long Bow fort.


Kuo Te-yu   Murderer. Killed many in my sight. Shen Chi-mei …


T’ien-ming   Head of Fifth District Police …


Kuo Te-yu   Killed many. Ordered many dead. Took prisoners. Cut their hands, their fingers. He ran the camps.


Silence.


Tui-chin   Shoot them.


T’ien-ming   Nobody will be shot, nobody, until they have been tried by you. You have taken their lives into your hands, you, the peasants of Long Bow. It lies with you. Do you understand?
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The peasants gather to watch. Still figures. Two men are lined up with sacks over their heads.




T’ien-ming  Down with traitors, down with Kuomintang agents, liquidate the bloody eight years’ debt.


Man-hsi cocks his rifle.


Arrested, tried, found guilty by the people. Wen Ch’i-Yun, commander of the puppet garrison, Long Bow fort. Shen Chi-mei, head of the Fifth District Police.


Man-hsi shoots them. They fall. The people watch as T’ien-ming and Man-hsi strip the bodies of their clothes. They then hold the clothes out to the people.


Here. The fruits of struggle. What we have seized from traitors. Take them. You have earned them. You deserve them. You have played your part. You have condemned the traitors, you have executed collaborators.


The people look at the clothes, but they turn away and will not take them. Then Shen Ching-ho, the landlord, passes across the back of the stage. They scatter. T’ien-ming and Man-hsi are left holding out the goods.


Take them. Take them.


There is no one left.





SECTION TWO
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Slogan: ASKING BASIC QUESTIONS




Secretary Liu appears, to address three cadres from Long Bow: T’ien-ming, Man-hsi and Yu-lai. They sit in a square.


Slogan: THE VISIT OF SECRETARY LIU


Liu   An island in the centre of China. A province held by the Eighth Route Army. Now – a short ceasefire in the war between the Kuomintang and ourselves. During this time the possibility of a coalition is to be explored. But for a time our ground is safe. Our army protects us. In Lucheng County there is a People’s Government. Our duty, the duty of all village leaders, is to consolidate the successes of the Anti-Traitor movement. The history of China is a history of bloody and violent rebellion. But always the blood runs down the gutter and nothing is changed. How are we to make sure this time, in this tight circle, the overturning holds?


   The difference is, this time, we think. We ask questions. We analyse. This is why I have come to talk to you. Today you must consider a single question. Who depends upon whom for a living?


Man-hsi   What’s the answer?


Liu   No, you must think.


T’ien-ming gets up and crosses to another part of the stage where he is joined by the peasants from the previous scene: Tui-chin, Ch’ung-lai’s wife, Hu Hsueh-chen, Fa-liang. There are now two meetings which are played antiphonally for the rest of the section.


Slogan: THE FORMING OF THE PEASANTS’ ASSOCIATION


T’ien-ming   If we peasants are to organize ourselves we must know why. We must start with questions. We must find an answer to the most important question. Who depends upon whom for a living? Well, can anyone …


Man-hsi   We depend on the land.


Liu   On whom?


Man-hsi   On the person who owns the land.


Liu   The landlord.


Man-hsi   Yes. We depend on the landlord for a living.


Liu   Yu-lai?


Man-hsi   If the landlord didn’t rent us land, we’d starve.


Liu   But who gave him the land?


Man-hsi   He bought it.


Liu   How did he make the money to buy it?


Yu-lai   If …


Man-hsi   No, let me, leave this to me. It’s not … Listen … I’ve forgotten what I was going to say.


Fa-liang   Why do we need to know?


T’ien-ming   You must not just do things. You must know why you do things.


Fa-liang   Why?


T’ien-ming   Because you need a theory …


Tui-chin   What’s a theory?


Man-hsi   The question is … I don’t see it. Why ask it? What answer do you want? What do you want me to say?


Liu   You must work it out for yourself. If you want to serve the people you need to think.


Man-hsi   Collaborators, yes, I could understand, should be executed; this, I don’t understand.


T’ien-ming   Fa-liang. Tell us something of your life.


Fa-liang   My life?


T’ien-ming  Yes. Just tell us.


Fa-liang   I was fourteen when I went to work for Shen Ching-ho. My mother had been ill, my father had to borrow four dollars from the landlord to buy medicine. So to guarantee the loan he lent me to the landlord to work for seven years. I was always hungry. Twice I was ill. But no matter how hard I worked I couldn’t begin to pay off the debt. By the time I’d worked for him three years, we owed him fifteen dollars instead of four. And then, after seven years, by the time he’d taken off all the things he claimed I’d broken, all the time I was sick, what was left was not enough to pay even the interest on the debt. So I had no wages at all. I had worked seven years. And he gave me nothing. At the end I tore down two sections of our house, I tore out the timbers. And only then could I pay back the original debt.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   I was sold at the age of nine to be Ch’ung-lai’s wife. I then had to serve in his family for six years before I married him. I was a child wife, everyone beat me. One day my mother-in-law broke my arm. The water in the pot was boiling. I asked her what I should cook in it. She didn’t answer. I asked her again. She picked up an iron poker and broke my arm with it. She said I annoyed her. I lay on the k’ang for a fortnight, couldn’t work or move. Then Ch’ung-lai’s family threw me out. Ch’ung-lai went to Taiyuan to get work pulling a rickshaw, I went to work as a cook for a landlord. After about six years we earned enough to buy one acre of land, but it only yielded two bags of grain. After we had paid taxes, there was nothing left.


Liu   Why should one man have the right to say ‘This land is mine’ and then without doing any work himself demand half of what’s grown on it?


Man-hsi   He owns it. It’s his, he can do what he likes.


Liu   Is it right?


Man-hsi   Listen. I work for a landlord. He feeds me. At the end of the year he pays me. If he had cheated me, then I could … discuss it with you. But as he doesn’t … then … so.


Liu   So tell me. Who depends on whom?


Man-hsi   It’s …


Yu-lai   I …


Man-hsi   Say the thing again.


Liu   Who depends on whom?


T’ien-ming   Hsueh-chen.


Hsueh-chen   My father was a labourer but he sold me to a husband against my will. My husband could find no work, could barely live. So he gambled what money we had. We lost our only quilt, we were left with nothing. I’ve had three children. One I saw the Japanese kill, a soldier with his boot, then with his sword. The second died of worms crawling out of him. So I threw my husband out of the house, took my third child, begged alone. People give me nothing. I live in the fields, eat herbs, sleep in the straw. And my third child is alive.


Man-hsi   There has to be somebody to give us work to do.


Yu-lai   Why?


Man-hsi   If there were no landlords we’d starve.


Tui-chin   I once went to my landlord to ask for more wages. He said, if you’re poor it’s because the heavens will it, it’s because your grave is poorly located. All you can do is wait for your luck to change. Select a more suitable spot for your own grave and hope that the eight ideographs of earth and heaven are in better conjunction when your son is born.


T’ien-ming   What do you conclude?


Slogan: THEY TALKED FOR EIGHT HOURS


We have all suffered. But we’ve never asked why. If we had to suffer. Do you see?


Man-hsi   I don’t understand.


Slogan: THEY TALKED FOR THREE DAYS


T’ien-ming  Think. All think of your lives. Think what you’ve endured, what have you suffered for?


Yu-lai   What can they do which we can’t? Nothing. What can we do which they can’t? We can work. Our labour transforms their land. We make it valuable, we create their wealth.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   We have all suffered for them.


T’ien-ming  So who depends on whom?


Yu-lai   We make them rich, they depend on our labour, they depend on us.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   They depend on us.


T’ien-ming   Yes.


Liu   Yes.


Fa-liang   They depend on us.


Yu-lai   Take us away, they’d die. Take them away, we live.


T’ien-ming   You do not depend on them. They depend on you. Understand this and everything you have ever known is changed.


Liu   We have liberated a peach tree heavy with fruit. Who is to be allowed to pick the fruit? Those who have tended and watered the tree? Or those who have sat at the side of the orchard with folded arms?


Yu-lai   We shouldn’t even pay rent.


Slogan: THEY STOPPED PAYING RENT


Liu   The policy in the Liberated Areas is to ask simply for a reduction in rents and interest charges. But here in Lucheng County, you – the leaders – will go ahead of the policy.


They shake hands with Liu and say good-bye. Then join the peasants.


T’ien-ming   Now surely we can right the wrongs of the past. Already in many places the landlords have been beaten down. We have only to follow the example of others. Then we can all fanshen.


Above the platform they raise a red banner saying FANSHEN.
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Slogan: SETTLING ACCOUNTS




At one end Ch’ung-wang sits with a pair of scales, ready to receive rent. At the other on the platform Ching-ho sits, his fingernails being tended by his Daughter.


Ching-ho   Shen Ching-ho. A landlord.


Ch’ung-wang   Kuo Ch’ung-wang. A landlord.


A group of peasants forms outside Ch’ung-wang’s house. Then Tui-chin steps from the group and into the house.


Ch’ung-wang   Rent.


Tui-chin   The peasants have decided to stop paying rent.


Ch’ung-wang   Come here.


Tui-chin   We have decided it’s wrong to pay rent. And we have decided you took too much in the past …


Ch’ung-wang   Come here.


Tui-chin   Through the war, you charged us too much. And we want it back.


Ch’ung-wang   Tui-chin, the land you farm …


Tui-chin   Also interest on loans, that was too high …


Ch’ung-wang   You have just lost.


Tui-chin   And we want that back. And land you seized when we couldn’t pay our debts …


Ch’ung-wang   The house you live in …


Tui-chin   We want that back. Also there are to be penalties for when you hit us …


Ch’ung-wang   You have just lost.


Tui-chin   Or abused us or starved us …


Ch’ung-wang   The clothes you are wearing …


Tui-chin   If it’s wrong to pay rent …


Ch’ung-wang   You have just lost.


Tui-chin   It must always have been wrong.


Ch’ung-wang   Come here.


Ch’ung-wang rises to strike Tui-chin. At once the villagers invade the house.


Cheng-k’uan   Elected Chairman, Peasants’ Association.


Yu-lai   Elected Vice-Chairman, Peasants’ Association. Find his grain.


Ch’ung-wang   Peasants’ Association?


Fa-liang goes out to search for his grain.


Yu-lai   You are to attend a meeting at which your past life will be reviewed. Everything you have taken from us unfairly since the war began – rent, interest, land – you will return. Everything you have done to us since the Japanese came you will pay for. In one day we will add up the bill for your life.


Fa-liang   Look.


Yu-lai   Until then we are seizing your grain as security for your debt. And we are posting militia on your land.


Fa-liang returns, throwing down a rotten bag of mildewed grain.


Fa-liang   Look. Look.


Tui-chin   It’s rotten. Why? Why did you let it go rotten? How could you?


Fa-liang   This was salt.


Tui-chin   Salt. This was salt. (He takes the jar and flings the contents in Ch’ung-wang’s face. It has hydrolized.) One year when I couldn’t pay my rent you took my whole harvest. Now I find it’s in here rotting. Why?


Yu-lai   He was hoarding it. He was hoping to make money.


Fa-liang   People died …


Yu-lai   Wait …


Tui-chin   Le-miao starved to death on your land …


Yu-lai   Wait …


Tui-chin   All the time this was here.


Fa-liang   Once I came begging, I crawled for grain …


Yu-lai   Wait …


Tui-chin   Kill him. Cut off his hands.


Yu-lai   Wait. Wait for the meeting.


Slogan: FIFTY-EIGHT ACCUSATIONS


The group re-forms. The other villagers go, leaving just Fa-liang, Tui-chin, Cheng-k’uan and Yu-lai facing Ch’ung-wang.


Yu-lai   The people have accused you. Now you must pay.


Fa-liang   There are six good bags of grain. That’s all I can find.


Cheng-k’uan   It’s not enough.


Tui-chin   We’ve measured his land. Thirteen acres.


Cheng-k’uan   Not enough.


Yu-lai   He owes the village one hundred bags of grain. It’s his blood debt. And his sweat debt. He must settle accounts.


Cheng-k’uan   Look. Here is a list of everything you took from us. Where is it?


Ch’ung-wang   I don’t know.


Fa-liang   You turned it into coins.


Ch’ung-wang   I don’t have any coins.


Fa-liang   All your houses, all your stock, all your grain, your clothes are not enough to settle your account. Where are your coins?


Ch’ung-wang   No coins.


Fa-liang   Where are they?


Yu-lai clears a space. He hits Ch’ung-wang twice.


Ch’ung-wang   Fifty dollars. In the stove.


Yu-lai   Fa-liang. Stove.


Fa-liang goes off. Yu-lai nods at Cheng-k’uan.


Yu-lai   Cheng-k’uan.


Cheng-k’uan moves round for his turn. Hits Ch’ung-wang.


Ch’ung-wang   Forty dollars.


Cheng-k’uan   Where?


Ch’ung-wang   Back yard.


Yu-lai   Fa-liang. Back yard.


Yu-lai nods now at Tui-chin who takes his turn at hitting Ch’ung-wang.


Ch’ung-wang   Thirty. Under the stable.


Yu-lai   Fa-liang. Stable. (He turns and smiles at Tui-chin.) All right?


Tui-chin   Yes.


Yu-lai   May we leave it to you?


Tui-chin   Of course.


Yu-lai   It may be slow.


Cheng-k’uan   Good night.


Yu-lai   Good night.


They smile and go off. Tui-chin looks at Ch’ung-wang, then kicks him again. Shen Ching-ho rises.


Ch’ung-wang   Another fifteen. Under the tree.


Tui-chin   Fa-liang. Tree.


On the platform Ching-ho suddenly speaks.


Ching-ho   My oldest clothes. (He changes and dirties his hands.) One bag of white flour.


His daughter fetches it. He turns to her.


Kiss me.


She does so. Then they set off across the village. Fa-liang returns with the coins.


Tui-chin   Did you get them?


Fa-liang   Yes.


They look at each other.


Tui-chin   When I was born my family wanted to celebrate.


But they had to borrow money for dumplings. And so before I could speak, I was already in debt to the landlord. A man stands up to his neck in water, so that even a ripple is enough to drown him.


The scene scatters, as Ching-ho stops at the door of Yu-lai and Cheng-k’uan who are sitting at home. He puts the bag down and gestures to his daughter to stay outside, unseen. Then he goes in.


Ching-ho   New Year.


Yu-lai   Yes.


Ching-ho   I had to come.


He smiles. Yu-lai looks at Cheng-k’uan.


A new life. Just to say a Happy New Year, a happy new life.


Yu-lai   Yes.


Ching-ho   That’s good. Thank you. (He goes to the door, slips his hand out, brings in the bag.) I know your life is hard. On this soil. The valuable work you are doing. Service to the community. But we are all … citizens of one village. Please no ceremony but … help yourselves to the flour and pass a Happy New Year. (He puts the bag down and walks backwards away.) If at any time you should meet any difficulty in your new life in any way you should know my door is as it has always been, open, and I am as I have always been, ready to help. (He gestures his daughter in.) This is my daughter. She has always wanted to …


Silence.


Yours. Good night. (He goes out.)


Yu-lai and Cheng-k’uan look at each other. The daughter stands silent, dignified, ignored for the rest of the scene.


Yu-lai   What does he take us for? Rats who can be bought for one bag of flour? One bag? I’m worth a thousand bags. I am a granary.


Cheng-k’uan looks at the impassive girl, then goes over to the flour, puts a finger in, licks it, then stares in the bag as down a deep well.


The richest landlord in Long Bow. In the famine year he gave us nothing, now suddenly we all belong to one village. And we are offered flour.


T’ien-ming appears on the platform.


T’ien-ming   Never trust a landlord, never protect a landlord. There is only one road and that is to struggle against them.


A banner descends reading: NEVER TRUST A  LANDLORD, NEVER PROTECT A LANDLORD, THERE IS  ONLY ONE ROAD AND THAT IS TO STRUGGLE  AGAINST THEM
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Ching-ho is seized as he goes home, stripped, tortured. Silent tableaux of the scene as it is described.




Man-hsi   When the final struggle began Ching-ho was faced with accusations from more than half the village. Old women who had never spoken in public before stood up to accuse him. Altogether one hundred and eighty people testified. Ching-ho had no answer to any of them. When the Association met to decide what he owed, it came to four hundred bags of grain.


Cheng-k’uan   That evening all the people went to Ching-ho’s  courtyard to help take over his property. It was very cold. We built bonfires and the flames shot up towards the stars. It was very beautiful.


Yu-lai   We dug up all his money, beating him, digging, finding more, beating him, digging, finding more. By the time the sun was rising in the sky we had five hundred dollars.


T’ien-ming   We were all tired and hungry. We decided to eat all the things Ching-ho had prepared for the New Year. There was a whole crock full of dumplings stuffed with pork and peppers. We even had shrimp. Everyone ate their fill and didn’t notice the cold.


Shen Ching-ho   Of the seven landlords in Long Bow, three died after being beaten to death by the Peasants’ Association. Two more died of starvation when they had been driven from their land. Shen Ching-ho was luckier: he ran away and became a teacher in a primary school.
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Slogan: DISTRIBUTION OF FRUITS




Yu-lai speaks from on high. T’ien-ming stands beside him. Cheng-k’uan organizes the peasants while Man-hsi counts with an abacus.


Yu-lai   We have seized the wealth from fifteen families. Two hundred and eighty-six acres of land, twenty-six draft animals, four hundred sections of house. And behind the temple doors: everything they own.


The peasants stand in single file while Cheng-k’uan explains.


Cheng-k’uan   You’ll be given a number.


Fa-liang   Yes.


Cheng-k’uan   The number will be the number of pounds of grain you’ve been allocated.


Fa-liang   Yes.


Cheng-k’uan   You may then either keep the grain or change it into any object you want from inside the temple. Each object has its price marked on it. A plough I think three hundredweight of grain. A shovel fifty pounds, a slipper two, a rattle one, so on.


Man-hsi   A hundred and eighty.


Cheng-k’uan   You may spend a hundred and eighty pounds of grain.


Yu-lai   (from above) The poorest allowed in first.


Cheng-k’uan   Ch’ou-har. Because you are poor and have many needs, we have put your number up.


Man-hsi   A hundred and ninety.


Cheng-k’uan   You may spend a hundred and ninety pounds of grain.


Ch’ou-har   A hundred and ninety.


Cheng-k’uan   Hsueh-chen. Your number is not as high as others. There are only two in your family. We know you suffered a great deal but you did not speak at meetings. You did not speak out your grievances at landlords.


She nods, too shy to reply.


How can we know unless you speak out? Anyway you’ve got what you need.


Man-hsi   One hundred and twenty.


Cheng-k’uan   You may spend one hundred and twenty pounds of grain. Go in. Next.


Tui-chin   Tui-chin.


Cheng-k’uan   Yes. Now, you have denounced many landlords. You have been active in the struggle from the start, spoken at meetings. This should ensure you a lot. But in every case we have also balanced people’s grievances against their needs. And you are a single man, who has a lot of the implements he needs. So your number has come down.


Tui-chin   What if I want a cow, but haven’t been given enough grain?


Cheng-k’uan   Then you’ll get a share in a cow.


Tui-chin   A share?


T’ien-ming   Yes. Why not?


Tui-chin   Share a cow?


T’ien-ming  Four families, one leg each.


Tui-chin   Very good.


Man-hsi   A hundred and fifty pounds of grain.


Cheng-k’uan   Next.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   I am Ch’ung-lai’s wife.


Cheng-k’uan   Yes, yes I know. Many – grievances – yes – and also great need. Both. Grievances and need both high. Man-hsi?


Pause.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   What do you get?


Cheng-k’uan   What?


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   The leaders, what do the leaders get? You, the Chairman of the Association. Yu-lai over there, T’ien-ming, village head. What do you get?


T’ien-ming   The leaders get less.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   They get some?


T’ien-ming   They get some but they get less.


Yu-lai has been listening to this last exchange.


Man-hsi   Two hundred and ten.


Cheng-k’uan   Go into the temple. Make your choice.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   Thank you. Thank you. (She goes in.)


Yu-lai, Cheng-k’uan and T’ien-ming are left outside.


Yu-lai   Why?


Cheng-k’uan   Mm?


Yu-lai   Why less?


Cheng-k’uan   Less because …


T’ien-ming   Less because you’re the leaders and you must wait for the peasants to suggest you get some.


Yu-lai   Wait for them?


T’ien-ming   Yes.


Yu-lai   Well it’s not worth it. I’d be better off as a peasant.


T’ien-ming   Yes.


Pause.


Yu-lai   I think we should get something. Not for ourselves, more for expenses, for the Association. If we took over the inn, managed it, that would help pay for the school, pay for the oil we need for lamps for Association meetings. We’re going to have to make some money somehow.


Cheng-k’uan   Take over the inn?


Yu-lai   Why not?


Pause.


Cheng-k’uan   Put it to the people.


Yu-lai   I thought we were waiting for them to put it to us.


They smile.


Cheng-k’uan   Take over the inn.


The peasants begin to come out carrying loot. Some have bags of grain, some implements. Fa-liang is wearing a landlord’s coat.


Hsueh-chen   A quilt! A landlord’s quilt!


Tui-chin comes out with a pot bigger than himself.


T’ien-ming   Are you sure that’s what you want?


Tui-chin   Certain. I’ve always wanted it.


Fa-liang   All my life I have been oppressed and exploited.


Tui-chin   For all the grain I’m going to have.


He embraces T’ien-ming crying. Ch’ou-har has a huge bag of grain.


Ch’ou-har   The bad life. The unbearable life of working for others.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   We are moving from hell to heaven. To live in your own house, to eat out of your own bowl, is the happiest life.


Yu-lai looks at T’ien-ming and smiles.








SECTION FOUR
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Night. T’ien-ming and Man-hsi walk up and down in silence, guarding the road to Changchih. T’ien-ming choosing his moment.




Slogan: THE PARTY


T’ien-ming   Comrade. What do you think of the Eighth Route Army?


Man-hsi   What do I think of it?


Silence.


What can I think? I used to have nothing, now I’ve fanshened. Everything I have the Eighth Route Army gave me.


T’ien-ming   And the Communist Party?


Man-hsi   Isn’t that the same thing?


T’ien-ming   Not exactly. The Party organized the army, in the army there are Party members. The Party directs the army, but most of the soldiers aren’t in the Party. And it’s the Party which led the battle against the landlords.


Man-hsi   I see. (He doesn’t.) Where is the Party then, where can you find it?


T’ien-ming   I …


Man-hsi   Do you know?


T’ien-ming   Yes.


Man-hsi   Well?


T’ien-ming   It’s many miles away, some hundred of miles.


In the countryside. Would you come with me?


Man-hsi   Of course. Let’s go tomorrow.


Tien-ming It’s a long way. And through Kuomintang country. It’s difficult. Dangerous.


Man-hsi   It doesn’t matter, you say the Party led us to fanshen, so we must find it, let’s go.


T’ien-ming   Don’t rush into it. You …


Man-hsi   Go on.


T’ien-ming   You may be risking your life.


Man-hsi   Well?


T’ien-ming   You may be risking your family’s life.


Man-hsi   I’ve made up my mind.


T’ien-ming   Man-hsi …


Man-hsi   Why do you talk about danger as if we weren’t in danger already?


T’ien-ming   In that case … your journey is over. The Party is here. I am a member of the Communist Party.


Silence.


Man-hsi   Why did you trick me?


T’ien-ming   Because the Communist Party is an illegal organization.


Man-hsi   So?


T’ien-ming   If the enemy returns we will all be killed. Membership is secret. Even if you are arrested and beaten to death, you must never admit you belong.


Man-hsi   You deceived me.


T’ien-ming   Listen …


Man-hsi   Who else in Long Bow?


T’ien-ming   You’d be the first.


Pause.


Man-hsi   What do you hope to do? To take over the village?


T’ien-ming   Never.


Man-hsi   What then?


T’ien-ming   The Party must be the backbone of the village. It must educate, study, persuade, build up the People’s organizations – the Peasants’ Association, the Village Government, the Women’s Association, the People’s Militia, it must co-ordinate all these, give them a clear line to follow, a policy that will unite everyone who can be united. Without the Party the village is a bowl of loose sand. So its members must get up earlier, work harder, attend more meetings, stay up later than anyone else, worry before anyone else is worried. We must become the best organized, the most serious group in the village. All in secret. We must lead, not by force but by example. By being good people. By being good Communists.


Pause.


Man-hsi   I’d hoped for something …


T’ien-ming   Yes.


Pause.


Do you see? Do you see how hard it is? And how far? And how dangerous?
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In a series of tableaux on the platform Hu Hsueh-chen, her husband and T’ien-ming act out the story that Ch’ung-lai’s wife tells.




Ch’ung-lai’s wife   Liberation and the settling accounts movement were to Hu Hsueh-chen what water is to a parched desert. She won clothes and threw away her rags, she won a quilt and threw away her flea-infested straw, she won land and gave up begging. Knowing that these gains were the result of struggle and not gifts from heaven, she attended every meeting and supported those who were active although she herself was afraid to speak in public. Then she met a revolutionary cadre who helped to make her fanshen complete. This man, a doctor, asked for her hand in marriage. She hesitated. She asked for a conference to tell him the whole story of her life. She told him she could not stand any more suffering or oppression at the hands of a man. He persuaded Hu Hsueh-chen that he was a man of principle, and that, most important, as a product of the revolutionary army and its Communist education, he believed in equality for women. They were married in February 1946. Her husband began even to cook his own supper so his wife could attend meetings – something unheard of in Low Bow. She became more active when he explained that fanshen could only be achieved through struggle. She finally mastered her shyness and became secretary of the Women’s Association.


   In late 1946 her husband had to move away. He wrote her letters urging her to work hard. ‘When you run into trouble, don’t be gloomy. For there can be no trouble to compare with the past.’ One day Man-hsi came to talk to her about the Communist Party. Then later T’ien-ming came and asked her if anyone had spoken to her on the subject. She knew the Party was meant to be secret so she denied having been approached.


   A few days later T’ien-ming came back with an application form and helped her fill it out. He asked if she would give her life for the Party.


Hsueh-chen   I would.


Ch’ung-lai’s wife   And he enrolled her in the Party to which her husband, unknown to her, had long belonged.
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Slogan: THE END OF CEASEFIRE




A tableau of Man-hsi being sent to war. He stands at the centre.


Yu-lai  


Glorious are those who volunteer


To throw down tyrants


March to the border when the millet sprouts


Fight for the people


Defend our homes and lands


Most glorious are the volunteers.


Man-hsi goes to war. The village disperse, leaving Yu-lai with Cheng-k’uan. Hsien-e is working in the house behind.


Slogan: CIVIL WAR


Yu-lai   What’s wrong?


Cheng-k’uan   Nothing.


Yu-lai   Don’t look so sad, he’s happy to go. He’s been given land, and we’ll farm it for him while he’s away.


Cheng-k’uan   Yes.


Yu-lai   Slut. Some soup. That’s why we’re going to win.


Because our volunteers don’t have to worry about their homes.


Cheng-k’uan   The Kuomintang …


Yu-lai   (turning away) If we can keep things on the move.


Hsien-e serves the soup. T’ien-ming appears.


T’ien-ming   There’s a new directive …


Yu-lai   Good.


T’ien-ming   From the Party.


Cheng-k’uan   What does it say?


T’ien-ming   It says if the war is to be won, the peasants must be mobilized. They must take over the land to win food to eat, clothes to wear, houses to live in. It says many peasants have still not fanshened.


Yu-lai   It’s true.


T’ien-ming   Serious feudal exploitation still exists.


Yu-lai   There are hundreds in the village who still don’t have enough to make a living.


Cheng-k’uan   How’s it to be done?


T’ien-ming   The land must be further redistributed.


Cheng-k’uan   What land?


Yu-lai   We’ve scarcely begun. More soup.


Cheng-k’uan   There aren’t many gentry left in Long Bow. Two landlords, four rich peasants, it’s not going to go very far.


Yu-lai   Middle peasants.


Cheng-k’uan   You can start on the middle peasants certainly …


Yu-lai   Plenty of those.


Cheng-k’uan   But if you take away their goods all you do is drive them over to the enemy side.


Yu-lai   That’s a risk.


Cheng-k’uan   The middle peasants already don’t work as hard as they should, because if they work hard they become rich peasants, and if they become rich peasants we take it all away. Like cutting chives.


Yu-lai   Does that matter?


Cheng-k’uan   So the people in the village who can actually make a living, who can look after themselves, who ought to be our strength, will drift over to the Kuomintang.


Yu-lai   So what do you think we should do?


He strikes Hsien-e who has returned with more soup.


You’re an idle cunt.


She goes.


The whole village is convinced the Kuomintang will return. The Catholics openly plot our assassination, peasants have begun to creep back in the night to return the goods that were seized from landlords, grenades go off in the hillside, you ask about fanshen, people have never heard the word. We’re at war. What do you think we should do?


Silence.


Leadership. Strong leadership, Cheng-k’uan. We must keep things moving.


Cheng-k’uan   Well … (A pause.) What does the directive say?


T’ien-ming   Cut off feudal tails. This time we must examine family history. Anyone whose father or grandfather exploited labour at any time in the past will have their wealth confiscated.


Yu-lai   Very good.


T’ien-ming   We must go right back, right through the last three generations to look for any remaining trace of feudal exploitation.


Yu-lai   Very good.


T’ien-ming   Cheng-k’uan?


They look at Cheng-k’uan. Then Yu-lai goes up to him.


Yu-lai   If you don’t beat down the drowning dog, he jumps up and bites your hand. (Then he smiles and calls into the house.) Slut. My Luger.


Hsien-e brings him his gun.


And to work.
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T’ien-ming   The public meetings began again. All the remaining members of families already under attack had their last wealth seized. And families with any history of exploitation were added to the list. With the enemy troops so close and counter-revolution so likely, the campaign was emotional and violent. When there was no more land to be had, we ripped open ancestral tombs, leaving gaping holes in the countryside. It looked as if the country had been bombarded with shells.


Yu-lai   But it was the living who bore the brunt of the attack. The gentry wives astonished us with their contempt for pain. We heated iron bars in the fire, but burning flesh held no terror for the women. They would die rather than tell you where their gold was hidden. They would only weaken, if at all, when their children were threatened.


Cheng-k’uan   Slowly the advance of the Kuomintang was being halted. The military threat disappeared. And the campaign to find new wealth faded, a source of bitter disappointment to those of us who manned it. For when all the fruits had been divided, there were still many families who felt they had not fanshened.
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Hu Hsueh-chen lying on the platform, her four-year-old daughter beside her. T’ien-ming at the door carrying his possessions.




T’ien-ming   Hsueh-chen. Hsueh-chen.


She wakes.


I’m leaving tonight. Uh. Quiet, let me go quietly. I’ve been ordered to go and work at County Headquarters. You must elect a new secretary to the Party in Long Bow.


Silence.


Say nothing. I know what you’re thinking. I can’t help. One person doesn’t make any difference. Hsueh-chen. I … two years ago I couldn’t get a sentence out. The people … victory lies with the people.


Silence.


Good night.


He goes.
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Slogan: NINETEEN FORTY-EIGHT


A single man working in the field. As at the opening of SECTION ONE.


   Cheng-k’uan on the tower.


Cheng-k’uan   There will be a meeting. There will be a meeting tonight.


Old Tui-chin stops and looks up.


Tui-chin   Another meeting. Do the meetings never stop?


Cheng-k’uan   Everyone to attend


Tui-chin   ‘Under the Nationalists too many taxes. Under the Communists, too many meetings.’


He picks up an enormous pile of stubble, twice his own size and starts humping it home. He pauses. Yu-lai sees him.


Yu-lai   Why aren’t you at the meeting?


Tui-chin   They can meet without me tonight.


Yu-lai   Why?


Tui-chin   I’m busy. I’m tired.


Yu-lai   Come to the meeting.


Tui-chin   There’s no point, there’s nothing left to dig up, there’s nothing. We’ll just sit about and discuss redistributing our farts.


Yu-lai   Come to the meeting.


Tui-chin   Listen, we all struggled for this land. Now we’re not given time to work it because we’re at meetings talking about where to find more land which even if we found it we wouldn’t have time to farm because we’re always at meetings.


Yu-lai   Come to the meeting.


Tui-chin   I haven’t eaten.


Yu-lai   The meeting is for your own good. (He hits him across the face.) It’s in your interest. (He hits him again.) You think I don’t have my work cut out without chasing up idle cunts like you?


Tui-chin stumbles away.


Where do you think your fanshen came from, you lazy turd?
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The work team. Hou, Little Li, Ch’i-yun, Chang Ch’uer. Platform.




Slogan: THE ARRIVAL OF THE WORK TEAM


Ch’i-yun   We paused for a moment to look down into the valley. A long flat plain, in the centre a complex of adobe walls under a canopy of trees, the yellow fields stretching away on all sides. In the semi-darkness we could just see the last actions of the day: a donkey straining at a plough, a man raking corn stubble, a barefoot boy spreading night soil, a child playing with some sticks in a ditch. Over our heads the warm, motionless air hummed and whistled as a flight of swallows swooped low. The four of us stood a moment, none of us knowing each other, none of us knowing what to say. Then we began our descent into Long Bow.


The work team enter the village.


Yu-lai   (off) You. Get out of that ditch and get to the meeting. (off) Is everyone in?


Cheng-k’uan   (off) All at the meeting.


Yu-lai appears, a broad smile on his face.


Yu-lai   Perhaps we should lock the doors.


He looks up and sees the four of them, standing looking at him.


I don’t know you.


Chi’-yun Comrade.


Hou   I’m Hou Pao-pei, leader of the work team. We’ve been send by the government to supervise land reform in Long Bow.


Yu-lai   I see. Wang Yu-lai, Vice-Chairman Peasants’ Association.


Hou   Ch’i-yun. Chang Ch’uer. Magistrate Li. Members of the work team.


Yu-lai   Welcome to Long Bow. (Pause.) We are all at a meeting, you’ve chosen a bad time.


Little Li   Is there somewhere for us to stay?


Yu-lai   I’m sure.


Hou   We will be starting work at once.


Yu-lai   Yes?


Hou   Talking to the people, finding out how they’ve prospered …


Chang Ch’uer   Agricultural methods.


Hou   Yes.


Chang Ch’uer   Mutual aid schemes.


Hou   Examining the progress of the movement. Elsewhere there have been shortcomings. Some landlords, rich peasants, riffraff, have sneaked into the people’s organizations, where they abuse their power, ride roughshod over the people and destroy the faith of the masses in their new organizations.


Yu-lai   You can sleep in the temple. I must go to the meeting. Mutual aid scheme. Discussion. You know.


He looks at them, goes out. The four of them left standing.


Hou   Good, excellent, very good. Right.


Little Li   Do you …


Hou   Li, can you try and find the temple? We must know where we’re going to sleep. (He laughs.)


Little Li   Yes, of course.


Hou   Chang Ch’uer, perhaps you could help, Ch’i-Yun and I will go and … find the meeting. Is that best?


Chang Ch’uer   I think so.


Little Li   Yes.


Hou   Good, then tomorrow we start meeting the people of the village. There’s a lot to be done. Good luck.


They scatter. Chang Ch’uer remains.


Chang Ch’uer   The first day we watched each other, the four of us, unknown to each other, scrutinizing every reaction. The second day …
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A man with a white scarf tied round his face runs on and strangles Chang Ch’uer. They struggle for a long time. The man stuffs a towel down his mouth, then catches sight of Lai-tzu who is watching, a passer-by who happens to have caught the incident. The man runs off.




Hu Hsueh-chen runs out into the street. Hou appears.


Hou   What’s happened?


Hsueh-chen   This man …


Hou   It’s Chang Chu’er.


Hsueh-chen   Has been attacked.


Hou   Get a doctor.


Lai-tzu   It …


Hsueh-chen   There’s no doctor in the village.


Hou   Where’s the nearest?


Lai-tzu   Lucheng.


Hou   What’s your name? Can you carry him to Lucheng?


Lai-tzu   I can find a stretcher. (He goes out.)


Hou   His pulse is very weak.


Hsueh-chen   Who is he?


Hou   He’s a member of the work team. What’s this?


Hsueh-chen   It’s a towel.


Hou   It says ger oo de morenin. ‘Good morning’ in English.


Lai-tzu returns with the stretcher.


Lai-tzu   I heard the attack being plotted. A few hours ago. I know who did it.


Little Li and Ch’i-yun arrive.


Hou   Chang Ch’uer has been attacked.


Ch’i-yun   Is it the Kuomintang?


Lai-tzu   I overheard the planning.


Hou   Lift him carefully.


Lai-tzu   It was Wang Yu-lai.


Hou   Be careful. You’re hurting him.


Little Li   Yu-lai?


Lai-tzu   I overheard Yu-lai talking to his friends. I was listening …


Little Li   Then why didn’t you tell us?


Hou   Concentrate.


They lift the body on to the stretcher.


There.


Lai-tzu   Don’t you want to know who did it?


Hou   I’ve heard what you say. Take him to Lucheng.


Lai-tzu   Do I get millet tickets?


Hou   Take him.


Lai-tzu   It’s eight miles.


Hou   Little Li. Find someone who will take him.


Little Li and Lai-tzu go off, Lai-tzu whining into the distance.


Lai-tzu   I’ll take him, it just is a very long way, and if he were a wounded soldier, I’d be entitled to millet tickets, and I just want to know if the same thing applies to …


Hou   Is he trustworthy?


Hsueh-chen   No. He’s a Catholic.


A pause. Hou screws the towel up. Cheng-k’uan arrives.


Hu Hsueh-chen, I’m secretary of the Women’s Association.


Cheng-k’uan   Cheng-k’uan, chairman of the Peasants’ Association.


Hou   You’re both members of the Party, I know. Comrade Hou Pao-pei, leader of the work team.


Hsueh-chen   Welcome.


Hou   The man he accused …


Hsueh-chen   Yes …


Hou   Is a cadre in the Peasants’ Association.


Hsueh-chen   He’s Vice-Chairman.


Hou   Yes.


Cheng-k’uan   And his son Wen-te is the Head of Police.


Pause.


Hsueh-chen   The towels are made by a co-operative in Hantan.


Hou   These?


Hsueh-chen   I’ve seen them in Yu-lai’s home.


Little Li returns.


Little Li   The first day we arrive!


Ch’i-yun   Comrade.


Hou   Give me time to think. Just give me a moment.


Little Li   If the leaders of the village take to attacking the work team …


Hou   Please. (He turns to Hsueh-chen.) Comrades. I am a peasant like you, I come from a village, not that many miles from here. I’ve lived the same life, so I think you’ll understand what I do.


Hsueh-chen   Comrade.


Little Li   I think we should …


Hou   Just … let me speak. I’ve only been here a few hours but already the work team has heard a good deal of complaint. Some people who feel that fanshen is not complete. Some who feel they got too little, others who feel that the cadres took most. Whether this is true … an attack is made on the life of a member of the work team by a leader of the village on the first day we arrive to investigate.


Pause.


The Vice-Chairman of the Peasants’ Association must be taken to jail. His son, Wen-te, the Head of Police, will be taken to jail. His closest friends must be arrested and taken to jail. The work team will be issued with guns. All village leaders are temporarily suspended. The Women’s Association. The militia suspended. The village accounts will be examined by the work team. The Party branch will go into secret session to examine its own performance up till now. The work team will take over the affairs of the village. It will root out commandism, hedonism, opportunism. It will re-examine the whole village’s fanshen.


Hsueh-chen is staring at Hou.


Comrades, I am not saying you … you are thinking of the hours you have all worked, of the days, of the months, of the years, you have given. Don’t. Don’t think of yourself. Think of the people and how they are led.


Hsueh-chen and Cheng-k’uan go out, saying nothing.


Wipe the slate clean and start again. Is that not right, Little Li?


Little Li   Yes.


Hou   Ch’i-yun?


Ch’i-yun   Yes.


Hou   The place is rotten. We must start again.
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Little Li addresses the poorest in the village. Lai-tzu, Ting-fu, Yuan-lung, Huan-ch’ao, Old Lady Wang, Hsin-ai, T’ao-yuan. Hou sits beside Little Li as he speaks.




Slogan: THE DRAFT AGRARIAN LAW


Little Li   Brothers and sisters, peasants of Long Bow. In the course of the past two years this region has carried out a powerful and enthusiastic land reform programme. Over ten million people have already fanshened. But there are some areas where the peasants have only partially fanshened or not fanshened at all. Now finally everyone must fanshen.


   In the past there were mistakes. There was favouritism. People got more because they were soldiers, or because they were cadres. Or because they were highly placed in the movement.


   Now the Draft Agrarian Law will correct all such mistakes because it is firmly based on the slogan: ‘Depend on the poor peasant, unite with the middle peasant, destroy the feudal system.’


   Now what does this mean? It means the feudal system will be finally eliminated and replaced with a new system called ‘Land to the Tiller’.


   Lands and goods are to be redistributed on one basis and one basis only: how much you have now and how many there are in your family.


   So no longer is it a question of what sort of person you are, or whether you are thought to have helped or hindered the movement. This time, those with merit will get some, those without merit will get some. All landlords’ property will be divided and everyone will get a fair share. Now how is this to be done?


   It is to be done by a rigorous process of classification.


   Each head of family in Long Bow will be classified according to what he now has. If he is classified a poor peasant, or hired labourer, he will be given something. If he is classified a middle peasant, he will probably not be touched. If he is classified a rich peasant or landlord, he will have something taken away.


   And this time it is you – the poor – the very poorest in the village, who will be in charge of the classification process.


   You will run the meetings. Each family head must come before you and reveal his exact wealth and his exact needs.


   You will discuss his report and decide his family’s class status.


    But beware. You – the basic elements – are holding a knife in your hands. We are at war. Class someone now as a rich peasant and he becomes your enemy. Class someone as a middle peasant and he becomes your ally. Class someone as a poor peasant and he becomes one of you. You must take care. For on these classifications will depend what everyone is to get, how they are to live for the rest of their lives.


The peasants applaud.
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Slogan: SELF-REPORT, PUBLIC APPRAISAL




Lai-tzu   My name is Kuo Lai-tzu. I have two acres, there are four in my family. I have no children. I reap about ten bushels to the acre. And I don’t have any kind of draft animals.


Hou   Discuss in groups.


Lai-tzu before the classification meeting. These are the poorest peasants again: Lai-tzu, Old Lady Wang, Huan-ch’ao, T’ao-yuan, Ting-fu, Yuan-lung and an old woman, Li Hsin-ai. Li and Hou are at the side, writing. The peasants are in distinct groups. The groups go into a huddle.


Hou   Report from your groups.


Ting-fu   Poor peasant.


Old Lady Wang   Poor peasant.


Yuan-lung   Poor peasant.


Hou   Poor peasant?


All   Yes, yes.


Hsin-ai   He hasn’t even fanshened.


Hou   Poor peasant. I shall write it down. Next.


Lai-tzu   Told you.


Ting-fu stands up.


Ting-fu   Half an acre.


Hou   Name?


Ting-fu   My name is Ting-fu. I have half an acre. No livestock, no implements. I have three sections of house.


Yuan-lung   Falling down.


Ting-fu   And I share a privy, that’s it.


Old Lady Wang   Everyone knows him, he’s a poor peasant.


Lai-tzu   He’s the hardest worker in the village.


Hou   Poor peasant?


All   Yes, yes. Poor peasant.


Hou   Poor peasant. I shall write it down. Next.


Huan-ch’ao steps up.


Huan-ch’ao   My name is Chang Huan-ch’ao.


Old Lady Wang   Yes well …


Little Li   Let him speak.


Huan-ch’ao   I’m a blacksmith. I have very little land because I don’t farm. I have four sections of house. I have a family of four. That’s all.


Hou   Discuss in groups.


Old Lady Wang   There’s no need. He’s a middle peasant.


Little Li   You must first discuss it in your group.


Old Lady Wang   He’s a middle peasant because he does so well out of everyone …


Yuan-lung   How …


Old Lady Wang   His prices are high and his work’s rotten.


Laughter.


Ting-fu   He’s certainly a terrible blacksmith.


Hou   Please.


Huan-ch’ao   No, go on. Say what you like, I’m very interested.


Old Lady Wang   You …


Huan-ch’ao   Very happy to hear what you think.


Old Lady Wang   We think …


Huan-ch’ao   Yes?


Old Lady Wang   We think you’re a disgraceful blacksmith …


Huan-ch’ao   I see, yes, that’s very interesting.


Old Lady Wang   And we wouldn’t trust you to bang a nail up an elephant’s arsehole.


Huan-ch’ao   I see. Yes. That’s very clear.


Laughter.


Hou   Listen, it doesn’t matter what sort of a blacksmith he is …


Lai-tzu   It matters to us.


Old Lady Wang   You said a middle peasant is someone who can make their own living …


Hou   That’s not what I said. A middle peasant is someone who himself rarely labours for others. He does. He hires his labour to you. That makes him … (He looks round for an answer.)


Ting-fu   A worker.


Lai-tzu   What’s a worker?


Hou   I don’t think …


Yuan-lung   He’s a poor peasant.


Old Lady Wang   If we say he’s a poor peasant, he’ll get something in the distribution and … I don’t want him to get anything.


Little Li   That really isn’t …


Old Lady Wang   If he were a good blacksmith I’d be happy for him to be a poor peasant.


Hou   Good and bad don’t come into it.


Yuan-lung   Call him a poor peasant.


Old Lady Wang   Who must improve his work.


Hou   You’re a poor peasant who must improve your work.


Little Li   Do we all agree?


Ting-fu   No.


Little Li   Why not?


Ting-fu   He’s a village worker.


Little Li   We don’t have that category.


Ting-fu   Well, you should. We can’t call him a peasant, peasants work on the land.


Little Li   Well …


Hou   He’s right.


Ting-fu   You can’t call him something he’s not.


Hou   Thank you, Ting-fu. We’ll think about it. Huan-ch’ao, we will defer your classification.


Huan-ch’ao   Defer?


Hou   Yes. The next.


Huan-ch’ao goes back to his seat.


Huan-ch’ao   Just wait till it’s your turn.


T’ao-yuan steps up.


T’ao-yuan   My name is Wang T’ao-yuan. Only two acres. No wife, no animals. My land was given me in the first distribution, two years ago. Before that I had no land at all. I have one nephew to support. That’s all.


Hou   Discuss in groups.


They do so. T’ao-yuan smiles broadly while he waits.


Each group to report.


A representative stands up from each group.


Lai-tzu   Our group wants to ask about the past.


Hou   Yes.


Lai-tzu   You used to have a lot of money.


T’ao-yuan   I have had money, yes.


Lai-tzu   I mean, I can remember when you didn’t work.


T’ao-yuan   Well …


Lai-tzu   How did you live?


T’ao-yuan   This and that.


Lai-tzu   You sold heroin.


T’ao-yuan   I smoked it myself.


Lai-tzu   You sold it …


T’ao-yuan   In a way.


Lai-tzu   What way?


T’ao-yuan   Just to make money. I only sold it to make money.


Lai-tzu   Well why else …


Hou   All right.


Hou nods at the second group whose representative is Old Lady Wang.


Old Lady Wang   Tell us what happened to your wife.


T’ao-yuan   (to Hou) Is this …


Hou   Yes.


T’ao-yuan   Well … I began smoking heroin in the famine year and everything I had I spent on heroin. So when I had nothing left I took my wife to Taiyuan. I was very lucky, I managed to find a buyer quite quickly. He gave me six bags of millet, so that sealed the deal.


Old Lady Wang   And other people’s wives, you sold them?


T’ao-yuan   I helped sell them, occasionally.


Old Lady Wang   And you got paid for this …


T’ao-yuan   I was usually given heroin.


Old Lady Wang   So your income came either from selling heroin or selling other people’s wives …


T’ao-yuan   It’s … one way of looking at it.


Old Lady Wang   He should be classed as a landlord’s running dog. (She sits.)


Hou   Next group.


Huan-ch’ao   We want to ask about the donkey. You had a donkey?


T’ao-yuan   Yes, I paid two hundred dollars for it.


Huan-ch’ao   What happened to it?


T’ao-yuan   It caught a cold, it died.


Huan-ch’ao   I see. Thank you. (He sits.)


Hou   So.


Old Lady Wang   May we ask what he now feels about selling his wife?


T’ao-yuan   I feel … (He begins to cry bitterly.)


Old Lady Wang   Really it was your own fault. You sold her and now you weep about it.


T’ao-yuan   I’m not weeping for her. I’m weeping for my donkey.


Silence.


Hou   Classification. From your groups.


Lai-tzu   Middle peasant.


Old Lady Wang   Rich peasant.


Huan-ch’ao   Poor peasant.


Silence.


Hou   Discuss again.
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Little Li working at a desk with a candle on papers. Hou is staring out into the fields.




Little Li   I have the results of the classification. Trying to make sense.


Hou   What is it?


Little Li   One hundred and seventy-four families have been classed poor peasants.


Hou   Isn’t that what we expected?


Little Li   But only seventy-two have so far fanshened. It means there are one hundred families in the village who barely scrape a living. And I’ve nothing to give them. We found one rich peasant. One. It’s not going to go very far. (Pause.) It’s not land, there’s enough land, one acre for every man, woman and child in Long Bow. It’s resources. Animals, carts, implements, houses. That’s what we need.


Hou   I’ve been over the village accounts to try and see if anything was missed or stolen in the last distribution. Everyone says the cadres took too much, but I can’t find anything.


Pause.


Little Li   So what do we do next?


Hou   Expand the Poor Peasants’ League.


Little Li   It won’t create things, comrade. (Pause.) I was at college, many years ago. People used to say China is poor, it’s poor because it lacks fertilizer, it lacks machinery, it lacks insecticides, it lacks medical care. I used to say no, China is poor because it is unjust. (Pause. Then he smiles.)


Hou   We must prove it, comrade.


Little Li   Yes.


The house lights come up.


Interval










*The actor should give publisher and current price.
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